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Preface

Alone in the World: A Tale of New Zealand is the fifth in the 
series of early New Zealand texts to be published by the Uni-
versity of Otago Department of English. The original book 
is a small green-leather-bound, gilt-edged 56-page novel. 
Originally published in serialised form, it was subsequently 
published as a full novel in 1866 by Mitchell & Seffern in 
Wyndham Street, Auckland. The passing mention of this 
novel in The Oxford History of New Zealand Literature along 
with paucity of information in the bibliographic databases in 
the Alexander Turnbull Library, the Auckland War Memo-
rial Museum Library, the Auckland University Library and 
the Hocken Collection of the University of Otago, attest to 
the lack of knowledge of authorship. The novel itself has been 
largely overlooked in discussions of early New Zealand lit-
erature. I discovered the identity of the author of Alone in 
the World and several other works that are no longer extant 
while conducting research toward the biography of writer, 
educationalist and social reformer Mary Ann Colclough.  It 
is a privilege and a pleasure to be involved in bringing this 
early New Zealand novel, written by one of New Zealand’s 
most outspoken and influential feminists of the nineteenth 
century, back into circulation.

The copy-text is the 1866 full version of the novel Alone 
in the World. The author had not received proof sheets for 
the novel and a number of errors in spelling and punctuation 
were introduced in the original printing process. These have 
been corrected along with some standardising of spelling and 
punctuation. A tilde (~) represents the same word that ap-
pears before the variant. Unmarked editorial changes include 
omission of points after abbreviations such as Mr, Mrs, Dr and 
St. Explanatory notes are provided to elucidate the novel’s his-
torical references, including translations of French words and 
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phrases which are used liberally within the novel. The Intro-
duction provides the original publication details for the novel, 
explains the process of identifying the author, and provides a 
brief biographical overview and discussion of the key forma-
tive influences on Colclough’s writing and newspaper journal-
ism. The discussion of Alone in the World as a novel is contex-
tualised within early New Zealand women’s fictional writing, 
and the key themes within the novel are discussed in relation 
to nineteenth-century debates on the Woman Question.

My thanks go to Shef Rogers for inviting me to edit and 
introduce Alone in the World and to Megan Kitching for her 
transcription of the novel. As is the intention of the New 
Zealand Colonial Texts series, it is hoped that easier access 
to this work will result in more detailed consideration by 
scholars of nineteenth-century New Zealand literature and 
women’s literature.

    Jenny Coleman
College of Humanities  
and Social Sciences
Massey University
October 2017



Introduction

Original Publication Details
A partial version of Alone in the World was published in 

serialised form in the Auckland Weekly Argus,1 a short-lived 
companion newspaper to The New Zealander.2 There are no 
known extant copies of the Auckland Weekly Argus. The first 
weekly instalment appeared on 26 August 1865 following 
seven consecutive days of headline promotion in the adver-
tisements section of The New Zealander. These advertisements 
advised readers that the story would be continued weekly until 
concluded. The last of these advertisements appeared in the 
1 December 1865 issue of The New Zealander which was also 
the final date of issue for the Auckland Weekly Argus. On the 
presumption that a new issue of the Auckland Weekly News 
appeared each week, fifteen instalments of Alone in the World 
would have been published. 

The serialised version was considered ‘an attraction to 
many readers’3 and with the encouragement of the publishers 
Mitchell and Seffern,4 the story was completed and published 
as a complete narrative comprising 28 chapters in May 1866 
under the extended title Alone in the World: A Tale of New 
Zealand. Although described variously by the major Auck-
land daily newspapers as a pamphlet and a brochure, the 1866 
publication of the full novel is a small, green-leather-bound 
56-page book printed on gilt-edged light-weight paper. The 
price was two shillings and sixpence which would have priced 
the novel out of the reach of a working-class readership.5 The 
quality of the production was noted at the time. The New 
Zealand Herald described it as ‘a very neatly printed copy,’6 
the Daily Southern Cross commented that ‘[t]he brochure is 
printed in a creditable manner,’7 and a reviewer for The Penny 
Journal noted ‘[i]t is produced in an attractive cover.’8 Despite 
these compliments, errors had occurred in the printing which 
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prompted the following letter sent by the author to the editors 
of the Daily Southern Cross and the Weekly News:

SIR, - Will you oblige me by letting the public know through 
the medium of your columns, that the proof sheets of 
“Alone in the World” were not sent to me by the publish-
ers for correction, and that, therefore, the errors that occur 
in printing, &c., cannot be attributed to me in any way? I 
should hesitate to ask you to do this, if my reputation as a 
writer were not likely to suffer by those errors. – I am, &c.,  

THE AUTHOR OF “ALONE IN THE WORLD”9

Identifying the Author
The only reference to the author of Alone in the World: A 
Tale of New Zealand is ‘BY THE AUTHOR OF “THE HALF-
CASTE WIFE,” &c, &c, &c.’ on the title page. The advertise-
ments for the serialised version had also included ‘By the Au-
thor of “The Half-caste Wife,” &c., &c.’ which suggests that 
the former story was known to the Auckland reading public. 
No advertisements or other references have been located for 
“The Half-caste Wife” and it is assumed it was published as 
a short story, most likely in the Auckland Weekly Argus and 
likely confined to a single issue.10

The epithet “by the Author of ” was not uncommon in the 
nineteenth century. In most cases it was accompanied by the 
author’s name and was employed to foreground their cred-
ibility as an established published writer. In some cases, an 
author’s reputation was such that listing previous publica-
tions would suffice to identify them—but in cases where the 
author was less known, or, as was the case with Alone in the 
World where the previously published work would not have 
been widely known and only published in serialised form, 
the semi-anonymity provided by the epithet creates difficul-
ties for the modern researcher seeking to confidently identify 
the author.11 Unravelling the identity of the author of Alone 
in the World was, by necessity, a process of piecing together 
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fragmented and partial information taking into account the 
exigencies of publishing in nineteenth-century New Zealand, 
particularly for emerging female authors.12

The only known reviewer of Alone in the World comments 
that ‘[t]his book is evidently written by a lady’ and by ‘the 
hand of an observant, fluent, rather cynical, but conscien-
tious writer.’13 I was able to identify this lady writer as Mary 
Ann Colclough during the course of research toward her 
biography Polly Plum, a firm and earnest woman’s advocate: 
Mary Ann Colclough, 1836–1885.14 Amongst the few private 
papers and correspondence in the possession of family mem-
bers was a letter dated 15 January 1926 to Mrs Wilson from 
Laura Bunting of The Dominion. Laura Bunting was editor 
of the women’s section of The Dominion and had recently 
published an article in “The Inky Way” column titled ‘New 
Zealand Women Writers.’15 The article reviewed the women’s 
section of an exhibition of the work of contemporary New 
Zealand writers in Dunedin. Amongst those noted was Dul-
cie Cabot (Mrs Duncan), who, according to Bunting, was 
the first woman to hold a position on the staff of any New 
Zealand paper. Bunting described her as ‘a keen feminist 
[who] fought the good fight at any and all times for her fel-
low women, regardless of the heavy disapproval with which 
the movement was faced at that time.’16 The article had come 
to the attention of Mrs Mary Wilson, daughter of Mary Ann 
Colclough. Mrs Wilson, herself a newspaper journalist who 
contributed society articles to the women’s pages of a number 
of newspapers,17 wrote to Laura Bunting,

Your article brought to my mind the fact that probably the 
first lady journalist in New Zealand, and one who wrote at 
least two small books, was the late Mrs M. A. Colclough, 
‘Polly Plum,’ well known in literary circles in Auckland as far 
back as 1862. […] One of her books I have read, ‘Alone in the 
World.’ The chief character in the book, Mrs De Costremonge 
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was a very clever skit on the then budding social climber. 
Her other book, ‘The Half-caste Wife,’ I did not read, but un-
derstand it caused some resentment, as there were many half 
caste Maori wives of Europeans in the sixties.18

Biographical Overview
Born into a respectable middle-class family in Clerkenwell, 
London, on 20 February 1836, Mary Ann Barnes was the eld-
est of seven children born to John Thomas Barnes and Su-
zanne de la Porquêt. John Barnes ran a profitable carpentry 
and building business. Fortunately for Mary Ann, her parents 
were convinced of the need for girls to receive a thorough 
education and Mary Ann was educated at Queen’s College, 
considered to be the pre-eminent educational establishment 
for women in England at the time. Located just a few doors 
down from the small hospital where Florence Nightingale 
had received her first training, Queen’s College was estab-
lished alongside the Governesses’ Benevolent Institution 
amid the rows of Georgian houses in expensive upper mid-
dle-class Harley Street. In his novel Little Dorrit published 
in 1857, Charles Dickens offered the following unflattering 
description of Harley Street and its residents: 

Like unexceptionable Society, the opposing rows of houses 
in Harley Street were very grim with one another. Indeed, 
the mansions and their inhabitants were so much alike in 
that respect, that the people were often to be found drawn up 
on opposite sides of dinner-tables, in the shade of their own 
loftiness, staring at the other side of the way with the dull-
ness of the houses. […] The expressionless uniform twenty 
houses, all to be knocked at and rung at in the same form, 
all approachable by the same dull steps, all fended off by the 
same pattern of railing, all with the same impracticable fire-
escapes, the same inconvenient fixtures in their heads, and 
everything without exception to be taken at a high valua-
tion.19
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In fact, many of the streets and landmarks depicted in Dick-
ens’s works were household names to Mary Ann: Clerkenwell 
Green was immortalised in Oliver Twist as the site of the busy 
market where Fagin and the Artful Dodger initiated Oliver 
into the art of pick-pocketing; St Luke’s Workhouse on the 
corner of City Road and Shepherdess Walk gained mention in 
David Copperfield; and Jarvis Lorry, the clerk at Tellson’s Bank 
in A Tale of Two Cities, Mr Pancks from Little Dorrit, and Mr 
Pickwick all lived in Clerkenwell. It was, perhaps, no won-
der that Mary Ann became an avid reader of Dickens’s fiction 
and developed a taste for the power and the enjoyment of the 
written word. Trained in elocution, as an adult she performed 
readings of Dickens’s works at social events.

Queen’s College was a strictly Church of England institu-
tion and its professors were mainly Church of England clergy 
seconded from nearby King’s College. The College offered 
preparatory classes for girls aged from nine to twelve dur-
ing the day as well as evening lectures and music lessons for 
governesses already in stations. Available records suggest that 
Mary Ann was in this latter category, attending evening lec-
tures while working as a governess in a private home in the 
morning and afternoon. Because she was already engaged in 
tuition, she could attend the evening classes and sit the exami-
nations without paying a fee.

The Queen’s College curriculum was extensive and in-
cluded theology, moral, mental and natural philosophy, 
modern and ancient history, English literature, composition 
and grammar, reading, geography, arithmetic, mathematics, 
ancient and modern languages (including Latin, German, 
French and Italian), drawing, figure and landscape painting, 
vocal and instrumental music, and instruction in the art of 
teaching. Queen’s College followed a non-competitive educa-
tional philosophy and rejected the usual systems of rewards 
and punishments. Professors delivered lectures and set essays 
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for correction, much like the practice in a modern-day uni-
versity. Essays were expected to contain original individual 
thought and not contain borrowed or unacknowledged ideas 
from others. Students were also taught the art of paragraph 
writing and many, like Mary Ann, pursued careers in journal-
ism. Pupils were strictly supervised by Lady Visitors, whose 
ranks were made up of intellectually minded ladies of appro-
priate social standing. They acted as chaperones in accord-
ance with the etiquette of the day: College pupils could not sit 
and learn within the presence of a professor unless a married 
or a single woman of advanced years was in attendance. 

As a student of Queen’s College, Mary Ann was also part 
of a notable legacy of strong women’s advocates. Dorothea 
Beale, one of the first pupils enrolled at Queen’s College when 
it opened in 1848, went on to become the renowned Princi-
pal of Cheltenham Ladies’ College, Oxford. Suffragette, edu-
cational reformer, and founder of Newnham College, Cam-
bridge, Millicent Garrett Fawcett gave lectures on political 
economy at Queen’s College during the 1870s and her older 
sister Elizabeth Garrett Anderson, the first woman to become 
a medical doctor in Britain, was a member of the Council of 
the College.

In 1857, at the age of twenty-one, Mary Ann Barnes de-
cided to immigrate to New Zealand with her brother James 
aged seventeen. Unfortunately her brother did not survive the 
journey. The official cause of death was recorded as diarrhoea, 
however, family sources have suggested there was an element 
of suspicion in the circumstances of his death on account of 
James being a gambler and possibly squandering the substan-
tial amount of money he and Mary Ann had saved for their 
new life in New Zealand. Whatever the circumstances, Mary 
Ann arrived in Auckland in December 1857 with no male 
chaperone and no savings and, like the protagonist in her 
novel, was, for all intents and purposes, alone in the world.



Introduction—Biographical Overview xv

Within six months of her arrival in New Zealand Mary 
Ann had passed the necessary teaching examinations, attain-
ing the highest ranking of all teachers examined by the Auck-
land Education Board that year. She immediately secured a 
position as an assistant teacher in the Roman Catholic School 
at Otahuhu. Given her strong Church of England background, 
this was most likely a convenient interim appointment. The 
character references she had brought with her from England 
as well as her excellent teaching qualifications ensured she 
soon established a very high reputation within educational 
circles. As much as possible, she adopted the teaching meth-
ods used at Queen’s College and this marked her teaching 
practices as different from those of her contemporaries in 
New Zealand and gained her the respect of leading educa-
tionalists. Mary Ann was an articulate, well-educated, refined 
and intelligent young woman. She had a sharp inquiring 
mind, a confident and composed manner, a respect for and 
strict adherence to social etiquette, and a heightened sense 
of social justice. There is no doubt that she would have been 
a welcome and refreshing addition to social and educational 
circles and within a few years had made acquaintance with 
prominent educationalists, and members of the clergy and 
literary establishment in Auckland. 

In May 1860 Mary Ann married Thomas Caesar Colclough, 
a gentleman settler who was thirty years her senior. Originally 
from County Dublin, Ireland, Thomas was the youngest son 
of a professional and wealthy landowner. Thomas had lived 
and owned property in Victoria, Australia for a number of 
years before arriving in New Zealand. According to family 
sources, Thomas was a ‘remittance man’ who had been grant-
ed a one-way ticket to the colonies by his family, most likely 
on account of a propensity for gambling and idle speculation. 
It is presumed he and Mary Ann were introduced through 
members of mutual social circles and that she was unaware of 
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his true mettle. It did not take long for Thomas to prove him-
self an incompetent provider and within a short time Mary 
Ann became, and remained throughout her marriage, the pri-
mary breadwinner. In May 1862 she opened a private school 

Mary Ann Colclough, date unknown. 
(Private family collection.)
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for young ladies offering classes in dancing, drawing, English, 
French, music and singing. 

In November 1862 Mary Ann gave birth to a daughter, 
Mary Louise. She engaged the services of a servant to assist 
with domestic responsibilities and continued to teach full 
time. In January 1864 she gave birth to a son, William Caesar 
Sarsfield, and continued to teach, taking in a few boarders to 
supplement the household income. Her daily life had more 
than its share of demands as she juggled raising two tod-
dlers, teaching full time, managing her boarders, and trying 
to keep her husband’s speculative behaviours in check. Both 
“The Half-caste Wife” and Alone in the World were written 
and published during this time. In this respect Mary Ann 
was typical of many writers of fiction in New Zealand at that 
time in that the writing as ‘at best an occasional avocation in 
the midst of lives dedicated to the more material concerns of 
a pioneer society.’20

Thomas Colclough did not maintain good health and af-
ter being unwell for a prolonged period he was admitted to 
hospital in July 1867 and died later that month, leaving Mary 
Ann a widow at the age of 31 with two children under the age 
of five years. Faced with the lifelong necessity of earning an 
independent living at a time when very few respectable oc-
cupations were open to middle class women, she turned to 
journalism as an important source of income to supplement 
what she earned as a teacher. 

In the years immediately following her husband’s death 
Mary Ann Colclough, writing in the periodical press under 
her nom de plume Polly Plum, became increasingly outspoken 
on the injustices of society toward women. In June 1871 she 
took the bold step of taking her advocacy for women onto 
the public stage in her first public lecture. Although she had 
more than her share of detractors, her lectures on topics such 
as “The Subjection of Women” and “Female Education” at-
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tracted good crowds and triggered increased debate on the 
“Woman Question” in the local newspapers. She was also 
involved in several international women’s organisations and 
was committed, as time allowed, to practical schemes to assist 
disadvantaged women, particularly female prisoners on their 
release. The pace of her public activities started to take a toll 
on her health and in late 1872 she made the decision to leave 
Auckland and take up a teaching position at Tuakau. Her out-
spokenness put her offside with several school committees 
over the next few years and increasing debts eventually led to 
a declaration of bankruptcy.

Mary Ann Colclough with her children, 
Willie and Lulu, 1865. 

(Private family collection.)
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On invitation from the Unitarian Church, in October 
1874 Mary Ann Colclough travelled to Melbourne, Australia 
with her two children, then aged twelve and ten years, with 
the express aim of placing before the Melbourne public ‘the 
necessity for a legal and social reform of the condition of 
women.’21 Her reception in Melbourne was far from enthu-
siastic and over the following fourteen months her activities 
received very critical coverage by the major newspapers. Her 
attempts to establish a Society for Improving the Condition 
of Women were not well supported and her public lectures 
were generally not well attended. The Model Lodging House 
she opened to provide cheap accommodation for working 
women was deemed by the Melbourne philanthropic elite to 
overstep the bounds of “genuine” philanthropy and she was 
accused of engaging in ‘interested benevolence’ and profes-
sional philanthropy. Her views on the position of women 
were hailed as ‘Yankee notions’ and she was dubbed a mem-
ber of the shrieking sisterhood and an irrepressible busy-
body. Although maligned in the newspaper press, Mary Ann 
was well received in intellectual circles. Her sphere of friends 
in Melbourne included several influential and high-stand-
ing men, among them Justice George Higinbotham, Alfred 
Deakin and Henry Gyles Turner.22

On her return to New Zealand in January 1876 Mary Ann 
Colclough resumed teaching in public schools in the Canter-
bury region. With failing health, and wearied from the con-
stant criticism that accompanied her high public profile, she 
set aside her public advocacy on behalf of women and retired 
from newspaper correspondence. She died following an acci-
dent while on holiday in Picton in March 1885 at the age of 49.

Mary Ann Colclough as a Writer
As much as time would allow, Mary Ann Colclough im-
mersed herself in the many social, intellectual and literary 
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entertainments mid-nineteenth-century colonial Auckland 
offered. She valued the encouragement she received for 
her literary endeavours from close personal friends such 
as journalist and politician Julius Vogel and publisher and 
newspaper proprietor Henry Brett. There was a very lim-
ited sphere for female writers at this time mainly due to 
prejudiced attitudes. It was not until the 1880s that popu-
lar journalism became established as an industry. By then, 
newspaper supplements, weeklies and monthlies were well 
established and these served to provide opportunities, par-
ticularly for emerging female writers, to serve an appren-
ticeship of sorts and establish themselves as professional 
authors.23 Writing of the restricted occupations open to 
women in 1869 Mary Ann commented,

Even authoresses are looked upon with suspicion, they are 
too assuming for women, and the poorest male penny-a-
liner feels at liberty to look with an air of superiority on the 
works of popular female writers. Their praise, when they 
cannot withhold it, is too often given with evident reluctance 
and many reservations.24

By the age of thirty-three Mary Ann Colclough had assert-
ed her status as a well-established writer and spoke with pride 
of the national and international standing of her work. The 
majority of her oeuvre was newspaper journalism and she was 
a prolific writer of letters to the editor for a number of years. 
In addition to Alone in the World and “The Half-Caste Wife,” 
her fictional writings included “Effie’s Inheritance” which was 
published in serialised form in the monthly journal The Chris-
tian Times.25 The first issue in May 1870 included the first two 
chapters of “Effie’s Inheritance” by Polly Plum. The remaining 
twenty chapters were published over the next eleven issues 
with the concluding chapter published in April 1871. No re-
views of “Effie’s Inheritance” have been located and there are 
no extant copies of The Christian Times.
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As an author, Mary Ann Colclough had strong views on 
what constituted a good novel in relation to the plot and char-
acterisation. She believed that ‘[a] novelist has a work and a 
responsibility’ because ‘many minds take their tone from fic-
tion; they read nothing else.’26 Foremost was to ‘make virtue 
triumphant’ and to ‘teach wholesome doctrine’; in practice, 
‘Let our heroes marry for love, and our heroines be tender and 
true.’27 This was a common view in Victorian England and was 
often embodied in the novelist’s predilection for poetic moral 
justice: virtue was rewarded and vice and sin were punished.

She also wrote of the respective shortcomings of male and 
female writers in depicting members of the opposite sex. In 
her view, with the exception of a great genius here and there, 
women writers could not adequately depict men because they 
did not have the requisite knowledge, and the same was true 
of men depicting female characters; each tended to portray 
the other as they wished them to be. Even Charles Dickens, 
whose writings she greatly admired, was not exempt: ‘Some of 
Dickens’s women are among the most natural portrayed by a 
man, but many of his even are failures.’28 But it was the “penny 
dreadful”—the weekly serialised illustrated sensational fic-
tion that came to prominence in the 1840s and 1850s—that 
drew her strongest criticism: 

The great fault of the stories of the penny press is the multi-
plicity of the characters and incidents. The plot is so compli-
cated that I never have patience to read past the first number. 
At the end of the sixth chapter we have often had two mur-
ders and one suicide, and a divorce, and a couple of child-
stealings.29

She did not condemn sensation stories per se, and was 
careful to make a distinction between those in which the sen-
sationalism was diluted in a lot of sentiments (which could be 
found in the pages of the Family Herald) and those that ‘give 
it hot and strong’ (as in the London Journal).30 ‘The beauty 
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of story-telling’, as she put it, was to keep the lead characters 
prominently before the reader and to sustain interest by the 
characters all playing ‘telling parts.’31 She insisted that stories 
should always retain strong elements of realism and avoid re-
petitive stereotyping of characters. In an article titled ‘Ideal 
Heroines’ she took Miss Muloch to task for her tendency to 
set up ‘a slender dark type of excellence in women in all her 
works, and making fair large women invariably mindless, 
frivolous, and silly, incapable of self-reliance and strong feel-
ings’; this, she insisted, was not just and not true:

Large fair women, women inclined to be stout, are generally 
good-tempered, but many of them have indomitable wills, 
nay, sometimes steady, active perseverance, and occasionally 
are subject to furious gusts of passion. Some of the marked 
women in the world’s story, women renowned for undying 
affection, unexampled devotion, and the possession of all 
that makes women lovely, and lovable, have been fair large 
women, with eyes of liquid blue. Don’t think I mean to mo-
nopolise for them all the good qualities. No indeed. The dark 
slender type has produced too many pattern-women to make 
it fair to do so. Indeed I must plead guilty to a penchant for 
the slender brunette, but I detest unfairness, the setting up of 
a flesh-and-blood model of excellence or the reverse – decid-
ing a person’s character by the colour of their hair and the 
amount of flesh on their bones, presuming that if they have 
not managed to frizzle it all off in vain longings and useless 
repinings, they are incapable of enjoying God’s best gifts.32

This critique was triggered by her reading of Dinah Mu-
loch Craik’s new novel Woman’s Kingdom: A Love Story.33 The 
novel affirmed the worldly triumph of virtuous women but 
Mary Ann’s concern was that the detail in the novel needed 
to be credible: 

To call £500 per annum, for a young unknown doctor and 
his wife without family, poverty, is an insult and an absurdity. 
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It is an insult to the many respectable families who live com-
fortably and respectably, both at home and in the colonies, 
on much less. To judge by the accounts of makeshifts, and 
sixpence having to go as far as it would, silks being unobtain-
able and carriage hire out of the question, £150 would have 
been about the amount to fix their income at.34

Like most mid-nineteenth-century English immigrants 
to New Zealand, Mary Ann regularly read periodicals from 
Home such as the London Times and subscribed to the Lei-
sure Hour. She often wrote to the local Auckland newspapers 
with comments on what she had been reading and to voice 
her opinions on topical issues. In September 1868, she sent an 
article clipped from the Ladies’ Own Journal and Miscellany 
to the editor of the Weekly News. The article was subsequently 
published with a short leader under her nom de plume Polly 
Plum and this marked the beginning of her association with 
the Daily Southern Cross. In June 1869 Mary Ann wrote of her 
intention to publish a volume of her essays, having secured 
the highest patronage for her forthcoming work, although 
there is no evidence that this publication eventuated. 

As they were for their British and American counterparts, 
throughout the latter decades of the nineteenth century op-
portunities for women in New Zealand to enter journalism 
were very limited. Without the advantage of family connec-
tions in the field opportunities were almost non-existent. 
Mary Ann Colclough’s contemporary Margaret Bullock was 
a case in point. Like Mary Ann, Margaret Bullock was left a 
widow at an early age with young children to support. Her 
family connections secured her a position as a reporter and 
assistant editor for the Wanganui Herald in 1877 and she man-
aged to successfully combine a career in journalism with her 
domestic responsibilities. But while Bullock went on to be-
come a parliamentary correspondent in Wellington, her suc-
cess in the field was the exception rather than the rule. Even 
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where an opening could be gained, the spheres of journalism 
regarded as suitable to women were generally limited to the 
women’s and children’s pages.35

Despite the very limited sphere for writers in New Zealand, 
by her own report Mary Ann Colclough published relatively 
widely and had articles accepted and paid for in England and 
America as well as in New Zealand. As a long time contribu-
tor to the Auckland newspaper press, she regularly featured in 
the Daily Southern Cross, the New Zealand Herald, the Thames 
Guardian and Mining Record, the Thames Advertiser, and the 
Weekly News. 

Polly Plum
Within the colonial New Zealand context, Mary Ann Col-
clough’s identity as a writer was actively crafted through the 
persona of Polly Plum. She used this nom de plume for her 
articles and correspondence to the newspapers, relinquishing 
it only after her real identity was made known when she be-
gan public lectures on women’s rights. The name itself, along 
with Mary Ann’s responses to correspondence regarding her 
pseudonym, provokes a playfulness that contrasts sharply 
with the more didactic style of her non-fiction writings. As 
a diminutive form, “Polly” suggests something that is trivial 
and inconsequential and has a nursery-rhyme feel about it, 
suggestive of the innocence of childhood. One writer com-
mented on its ‘rich flavour of Bloomerism’ and delighted in its 
suggestiveness of ‘a sprightly and vivacious spirit which ripe-
ness of years has no power to abate.’36 While it may have origi-
nated as a nickname given to her as a child, when introducing 
herself to the Melbourne public in November 1874 Mary Ann 
Colclough explained that this sobriquet had been given to her 
as a consequence of her having used that name for a series of 
articles she had contributed to an American journal. Journal-
ist, politician and keen supporter of women’s rights Julius Vo-
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gel, as owner of the Daily Southern Cross newspaper in 1869, 
suggested she adopt Polly Plum as her nom de plume. With-
in a short time Polly Plum had become a household name 
throughout the Auckland province. 

Mary Ann Colclough’s career as a named newspaper col-
umnist began in late 1869 when she was commissioned by 
the Daily Southern Cross to write a series of articles on So-
cial Topics.37 Published during October and November 1869, 
these articles were generally addressed to a female readership 
and covered topics such as what men should consider when 
choosing a wife, the preparation needed by girls to become 
wives, how to set up a home, how to make a happy fulfill-
ing marriage, raising children, and guidelines for when girls 
and boys should enter society as adults. Polly Plum’s advice 
in these articles was generally very conservative: one should 
avoid reckless extravagance, your first thought in marriage 
should be to love and study each other, forbearance in the 
marriage relation is the offspring and nourisher of love, and 
girls should not enter society until they have a clear percep-
tion and knowledge of right and wrong. Occasionally she ad-
dressed more overtly political concerns, encouraging women 
to approach marriage and life in general with the forethought 
of being prepared to be self-reliant if necessary. However, not 
all Polly Plum’s writings were this conservative. From late 
1868 she had published articles that were critical of the con-
temporary position of women, particularly in the areas of the 
rights of married women, the education of girls, the so-called 
“women’s spheres” and the relationship between the sexes. 

Although not a newspaper columnist in the accepted sense 
of having her own regular column, Mary Ann was more than 
simply another correspondent, albeit a prodigious one, to the 
Auckland newspapers. Unlike anonymous letter writers, she 
consistently signed her nom de plume to her work. In her most 
prolific period of newspaper journalism from December 1868 
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to August 1871, she published about forty short pieces for the 
Daily Southern Cross, many of which were subsequently re-
published in the Weekly News.38 As light opinion pieces, and 
usually about a paragraph in length, Mary Ann’s short piec-
es were examples of a style of composition she had learned 
while attending Queen’s College in London. A later student 
at Queen’s reflected that students there served a long appren-
ticeship in paragraph writing, as the exercise was mooted as 
a useful form of training in developing the versatility and 
range of topics necessary to be a good journalist, especially as 
a well-written paragraph could later be developed into a full 
length leading article. Mary Ann’s versatility with this form 
of writing was evident in her scope of topics which included 
pieces on writing novels, appropriate dress, raising children, 
humility, the benefits of plain speaking, music, shopping, and 
the writings of women.39

During this sustained period of newspaper journalism, 
alongside short conservative pieces more substantial arti-
cles polemic in style and political in content were published 
in the Daily Southern Cross and the Weekly News. Mary Ann 
used these longer articles to canvass issues related to systems 
of education, education for girls, the need for teaching to be 
professionalised, women’s employment opportunities, the so-
cial and legal position of women, women’s roles as wives and 
mothers, the relationship between the Scriptures and women’s 
rights, women’s suffrage, social reform, the particular needs 
of working women and government immigration schemes 
targeting women. In these articles and letters her views were 
often uncompromising. She presented sustained arguments 
against what she viewed as a systemic discrimination against 
women, highlighted the social and legal inequities between 
men and women, and advocated far reaching reforms in leg-
islation and social organisation.
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“For the Ladies”
If provisions for a female readership prior to the late 1860s 
were meagre, provisions for politically-minded women were 
nothing less than sparse. Where information on the activities 
of women’s rights advocates within the international women’s 
movement did appear, it was on a sporadic basis. In Auck-
land, both major daily newspapers occasionally reported on 
the activities of individual women such as Anna Dickinson, 
hailed as a female orator in the United States who was con-
sidered a great advocate of women’s rights. The New Zealand 
Herald published reviews of various lectures on issues such as 
women’s dress reform and, from time to time, provided news 
of various women’s conventions such as the Woman’s Suffrage 
Convention in San Francisco and the Women and Prisons 
Congress in London. The Daily Southern Cross also provided 
limited space once a week for a resumé of lectures addressed 
to the ladies of Auckland. These were most commonly lec-
tures on gardening with the occasional talk from missionaries 
who had returned from overseas. The reporting of these lec-
tures tended to be in a tone of mild amusement, usually at the 
expense of the ladies concerned. 

The exception to this paucity of provision for female read-
ership was the Weekly News. In June 1868 the Weekly News 
began to publish a column titled “For the Ladies.” In many 
respects this column resembled aspects of modern day wom-
en’s magazines with recipes, fashion, home hints, handicrafts, 
short fiction, readers’ letters, and the occasional “serious” 
piece on topical issues. A couple of months after the column 
began a letter was published that triggered debate around 
the content of the columns, particularly with respect to the 
amount of content that was derogatory toward women. This 
anti-women sentiment manifested itself in a variety of ways. 
There was the so-called witty adage, the satirical piece veiled 
as light humour, and, by far the most common, the piece that 
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derided women’s obsession with clothes and appearances and 
pronounced on women’s true nature and function. Where 
items did report on matters relating to women’s political ac-
tivity, these tended to be presented in a trivialising manner. 

Within a few weeks of these criticisms being voiced, Polly 
Plum’s work started to appear in the “For the Ladies” columns 
in the Weekly News. As a result, over the next few months 
there was an increase in the length of these columns and a no-
ticeable change in the content. The traditional fare of recipes, 
royal and society gossip, fashion news and conservative mate-
rial was supplemented with more regular reporting of activi-
ties associated with the international women’s movement and 
women’s endeavours generally. There was also a noticeable in-
crease in items that provided politicised views on the relations 
between the sexes. These latter pieces were, almost without 
exception, written by Polly Plum.40

Over the next few decades other New Zealand newspa-
pers provided women’s pages, usually confining the content 
to fashion, family and social etiquette. But there were some 
notable exceptions. Bolstered by the success of her children’s 
column in the Otago Witness, Louisa Baker began an advice 
column for women under her pen name “Alice.” Her shift 
away from social notes and home hints to cautionary feminist 
advice met with the express approval of the Economics Com-
mittee of the Canterbury Women’s Institute. In Wellington, 
Elisabeth Harris, who wrote under the pen name “Madame 
Elise,” also worked to make the ladies’ pages in the New Zea-
land Mail ‘instructive and interesting.’41

Letters to the Editor
During the nineteenth century the newspaper fulfilled an in-
creasingly important function as a connection between re-
gional and national concerns and international events and 
developments. As a key source of a wide range of informa-
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tion, newspapers conveyed monetary and commercial in-
formation, shipping news and mail deliveries, cables from 
Britain and Europe, as well as court news and reports of Par-
liamentary sittings. On a more local level, the letters to the 
editor columns provided an avenue for the development of a 
sense of community and active citizenship within that com-
munity. During the nineteenth century in particular, the let-
ters to the editor columns offered an important public space 
for the discussion of social concerns. Often these columns 
were used as an avenue to comment on provincial and cen-
tral government issues or to complain about local municipal 
concerns such as the inadequate drainage and water supply. 
Letters were frequently signed with pseudonyms and this 
practice went some way to keep the debate above the level of 
the individual personalities involved.

Alongside Mary Ann Colclough’s articles and short pieces 
written and paid for by the Daily Southern Cross, like many 
other public-minded citizens for many years she maintained a 
regular correspondence to the Auckland newspapers on topi-
cal issues. There were even occasions when members of the 
public sought her views through these columns on particular 
issues. More often than not her letters were an extension of 
her articles on the position of woman and the circumstances 
of individual women who had come to her attention. What 
became known in the nineteenth century as the “Woman 
Question” was discussed along with questions about whether 
the Scriptures prescribed women’s subordinate social position 
and the difference between social and legal subjection. Educa-
tional concerns were a constant topic of discussion and Mary 
Ann frequently penned letters expressing her views on cur-
rent and proposed legislation, teaching conditions and edu-
cational provisions for girls within the colony. She also used 
the letters columns to respond to those who misunderstood 
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or misrepresented the arguments she outlined in her articles 
as well as to respond to her critics. 

In October 1871, Polly Plum announced her decision to 
withdraw from all newspaper debates regarding women’s 
rights through the columns of the Daily Southern Cross. In 
her view the discussion had degenerated into tiresome reiter-
ation and many of the comments amounted to no more than 
anonymous and personal abuse. This did not signal a with-
drawal from all newspaper correspondence but it did signal a 
significant change in Mary Ann Colclough’s use of the medi-
um of the newspaper to advocate on behalf of women. When 
her first public lecture on women’s rights was announced in 
June 1871, her identity as Polly Plum had been revealed. This 
was unavoidable as it would have been impossible for Mary 
Ann to lecture on women’s rights without the audience realis-
ing immediately that this was Polly Plum. Besides, the pros-
pect of hearing and questioning Polly Plum in person was a 
strong draw card for ensuring that there would be large au-
diences. While it cannot be known how well known it was 
prior to that time that Mary Ann Colclough was the figure 
behind the pseudonym, taking the public platform marked 
the demise of her persona Polly Plum. Mary Ann continued 
to write under her pen name for only a few months longer 
and by September 1871 had all but relinquished it, choosing 
from then to sign her full name “Mary A. Colclough.” Along-
side this withdrawal from polemical debate, from the end of 
1871 Mary Ann Colclough’s newspaper correspondence was 
marked by a more practical and immediate focus and a con-
cern with the day to day needs of specific groups of women. 
During this period she persistently agitated for provisions 
for women in need, be it for a female reformatory, aid for 
discharged prisoners, or improvements in the conditions for 
female prisoners at Mt Eden gaol.
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Alone in the World as a Novel
Alone in the World: A Tale of New Zealand is one of the earli-
est examples of a melodramatic romance sensation novel pub-
lished in New Zealand by a female author.42 It is typical of the 
sensation novels that emerged in England in the 1860s with 
plot lines centred on crimes and a secret past that separate the 
hero and heroine; (presumed) adultery, bigamy and illegiti-
macy; marriages of convenience; wife desertion; the unravel-
ling of a mystery; sudden turns of fortune (usually through 
characters being left or denied money in estates and wills); 
and multiple false identities.43 New Zealand novels of the early 
colonial period have been described as frequently a mix of na-
ïve realism and didacticism and there are elements of each of 

Advertisement for the launch of the serialised version 
of Colclough’s novel 

(New Zealander, 19 August 1865, p. 5).
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these modes in Alone in the World.44 Faith and religion remain 
predominant themes and characters demonstrating values 
such as honesty, courage, integrity and dignity are rewarded 
and those who are deceitful and unrepentant are punished. 

Typical of many nineteenth-century English women’s nov-
els, Alone in the World is a commentary on social etiquette 
and manners. This commentary operates on several levels. At 
the broadest levels the novel is an example of colonial settler 
fiction that explores ‘portable domesticity’ and ‘portable Eng-
lishness’45 and is concerned with honesty, genuine goodness 
and individual morality: virtue is made triumphant, whole-
some doctrine shines through, the hero marries for love and 
the heroine remains tender and true.

The primary plot centres on the principal protagonist, 
20-year-old Miss Annie Barrington, the recently orphaned 
daughter of a rector, who immigrates to New Zealand as a 
lady governess, and falls in love with a man who has a dark se-
cret. Interwoven with Annie’s story is that of Mrs Willoughby 
Watkins and Mrs De Costremonge, the former ‘a lady of too 
much importance – at least in her own opinion,’ and the latter 
a social arbiter of style and breeding who has befriended Mrs 
Willoughby Watkins on the passage to New Zealand. Both 
characters embody the pretentions and follies of social climb-
ers and epitomise all that is false in social etiquette that is not 
grounded on a sound moral base. The twists and turns within 
the plot eventually unmask the secret lives of these characters 
and ultimately the truth is revealed. 

Aside from a half-sentence entry in The Oxford History of 
New Zealand Literature in English, Alone in the World has been 
ignored in surveys and discussions of early New Zealand nov-
els. The passing mention in The Oxford History of New Zea-
land Literature in English is in the context of an overview of 
the sensation novel as a particular form of the melodramatic 
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romance. The misdating of the novel in this entry is, presum-
ably, a typographical error. The entry itself states,

while Alone in the World (1886), ‘by the author of “The Half-
Caste Wife”, etc. etc. etc’ (which works seem to have been lost 
to the world forever), dilutes sensation material with Dick-
ensian pathetic melodrama.46

As a New Zealand novel that has developed from a serialised 
story, Alone in the World is an important contribution to early 
fictional representations of social class and to themes associ-
ated with the Woman Question within the colonial New Zea-
land context.

A New Zealand Novel
Like most of the early immigrants, Mary Ann Colclough 
was born in England and retained a strong English identity 
even though she lived in New Zealand for the majority of her 
life. With some fondness she referred to New Zealand as her 
adopted home but England always remained her point of ref-
erence and retained the status of Home. The novel was writ-
ten primarily for a New Zealand readership and, unlike other 
novels of the period, was published in New Zealand.47 Not-
withstanding, there are some passages that self-consciously 
address an English readership, such as,

We say these kinds of residences are so common to the Col-
onist, that they need no description for him; but for read-
ers in England (if we are ever able to count such among our 
friends) they will have to be portrayed.48

As was common in nineteenth-century fiction, Alone in 
the World is signalled as a New Zealand novel through use of 
the subtitle ‘A Tale of New Zealand.’49 Notably, Charlotte Ev-
ans’s two novels published in 1874, A Strange Friendship and 
Over the Hills and Far Away both had the subtitle “A Story 
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of New Zealand.” There are some superficial commonalities 
between Alone in the World and Charlotte Evans’s two nov-
els. A Strange Friendship and Over the Hills and Far Away 
were also written originally as magazine serials and follow 
the sensation form of the melodramatic romance. However, 
while each uses materials of domestic settler life, the char-
acters ‘remain nostalgically English, stubbornly elegant and 
cultivated,’ and, as Joan Stevens has concluded, ‘[it]t is only 
by courtesy of their settings that these can be said to be New 
Zealand novels.’50

New Zealand as a location is central to the plot of Alone 
in the World: all the central characters have either immi-
grated to New Zealand or have visited the country. Curi-
ously, actual place names have been deliberately written out 
of the novel. As the reviewer for The Penny Journal notes; 
‘Auckland is not actually named, but the A with a dash, and 
a number of descriptions sufficiently indicate the locality’ 
adding that the work contains descriptions of Auckland 
which many will recognise.51 Auckland is referred to as 
A-----, in -----, and Annie’s brother is said to have had a 
farm at C-----.52 There are also several clumsy half-hearted 
attempts at fictional Māori place names such as Waikini and 
‘Okipoki, Winkiwum, or some such place with an unpro-
nouncable name.’53 The Penny Journal reviewer concluded 
that ‘[t]he personages are evidently drawn from “the life,” 
and we cannot avoid a suspicion that some of them are actu-
al portraits’54 which is most probably why the author’s actual 
name was not attached to the novel.

In early pioneer New Zealand novels the physical land-
scape often forms ‘a sublime or picturesque backdrop.’55 In 
Alone in the World the physical geography of New Zealand 
remains largely peripheral to the plot; however, descriptions 
of the landscape and physical environment at three important 
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junctures in the primary plot are of relevance. The first of these 
descriptions is of Annie Barrington’s arrival in Auckland:

We are at present staying at an hotel in Princes Street. I like 
the town, though it is directly opposed to all your previously 
conceived ideas. It is built on a series of hills and declivities 
(formed by the bays of a beautiful and picturesque harbor), 
that make walking rather a toil. […] The scenery in some of 
the bays where commerce has not yet intruded is very pretty.56

In contrast to her would-be aristocratic cabin passengers, An-
nie expresses a longing to experience more than the town:

I should like to see the bush (as every wood, forest, or wilder-
ness is called out here), the gigantic children of the forest, 
with the waving ferns of this bright clime, so proudly de-
scribed by Mr Seaton.57

The second invocation of the physical environment is 
when Bernard Seaton shares the sad news with Annie that 
her brother has died:

So bright was the sun, so cloudless the sky, so vividly green 
the soft carpet under their feet, and so deeply, beautifully 
blue the sea that was tossing little white crested waves on to 
the rocks beneath the steep promontory on which they stood 
- so sweet the soft breath of the flowers, so pretty the little 
white dwellings in the bay just beyond them, where each 
pretty domicile nestled in a little wilderness of green.58

The third description of the physical landscape is on Annie’s 
first arrival at her marital home:

Through the harbor, across the sea, and down a winding riv-
er (or more correctly arm of the sea). At first its banks were 
bare and bleak, only relieved by bold craggy precipices jut-
ting out here and there; but as the little schooner, like some 
white sea-bird, skimmed swiftly the surface of the waters, 
she bore them to a beauteous region, where the precipices 
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were clothed with the green-coated children of the forest in 
such profusion that as the breeze stirred their branches they 
seemed to be toppling over into the tide, and each little white 
shelly bay with its fringe of willows was a picture in itself.59

Later we read that between the shore and the house there is 
‘a very picturesque glen or ravine … thickly planted by dame 
Nature with lovely trees and graceful ferns.’60 The realism in-
voked in these descriptions of the physical environment con-
trasts to the images conveyed of the New Zealand landscape in 
the emigrant advice literature. The predominant image of New 
Zealand in these publications was of a wilderness where the 
vegetation ran riot and smothered the land, and the ‘teeming 
growth, perpetual verdure’ and ‘vigorously fresh forests’ were ‘a 
jungle physically impenetrable [that] presents so many obsta-
cles to free step and movement.’61 At the same time, the booster 
literature often employed rhetorical devices to imaginatively 
minimise the distance between England and New Zealand, 
for example, ‘New Zealand may I think be called a “wooded 
highland” country, displaying some half dozen noble plains; 
and thousands of brook-watered valleys, dells and dales.’62 In 
contrast to both of these images, descriptions such as the ‘chil-
dren of the forest’ and houses nestled in a wilderness of green 
convey an image of peace, tranquillity and safety rather than 
an untamed chaotic wilderness that needs to be tamed.63

The descriptive passages of the New Zealand environment 
in Alone in the World serve two important functions. Firstly, 
they consolidate the novel as a New Zealand novel, written 
by an author who has actually experienced the physical New 
Zealand environment and is not simply exploiting it for sen-
sational effect. Secondly, these descriptions are invoked at 
significant episodes in Annie Barrington’s relationship with 
Bernard Seaton and thereby convey a symbolic affinity: Annie 
embraces the natural landscape of New Zealand ‘so proudly 
described by Mr Seaton’ and also embraces Bernard and the 
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opportunity to create their own private domestic haven in 
this beautiful land; theirs is a true union based on love and 
attuned with the natural world. 

The Effects of Serialisation

Criticizing a novel without taking into account the possible 
influence of serialization on structure and characterization 
may give us a distorted view.64

When the Auckland Weekly Argus ceased publication, only fif-
teen instalments of Alone in the World had been printed. It is 
not known whether the full story had been completed at this 
time and, if so, what level of reworking was undertaken before 
the complete novel was published under the extended title. 
However, the final version demonstrates some clear features 
that are associated with serialised fiction. One of the ways an 
author compensates for the enforced delay between instal-
ments of a serialised story is to give each instalment its own 
integrity while remaining mindful of the function it serves in 
the complete narrative. This sense of integrity to an individual 
instalment manifests in the level of detail used to enrich the 
instalment, detail which can be distracting when the work is 
subsequently read as a whole. It is inevitable that the reading 
experience will differ depending on whether the story is being 
read in instalments or as a full novel, just as the experience 
would be different for a modern day readership compared 
to a contemporary readership. Reading a full novel is usually 
a linear experience, whereas the reader of serialised fiction 
tends to engage in what has been referred to as a lateral read-
ing: ‘exploring and absorbing details that lie, as it were, to the 
side of the main narrative path.’65 There is a richness of detail, 
particularly in the opening chapters, which slows the unfold-
ing of the plot, and it can take several re-readings to appreci-
ate the ways in which the author is laying the groundwork 
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and developing the characters. The reader of the novel version 
needs to embrace the re-reading process:

On this re-read one gives oneself more licence to browse in 
his [sic] fictional world, in the way that the original read-
ers knew very well: one is bound (literally?) to savour the 
various ingredients in a monthly ration of thirty-two pages 
much more than one does in consuming fifty to a hundred 
pages a day. 66

Serialised instalments were usually of a set length and this 
had the potential to distort the plot through either padding 
or abrupt chapter endings. To counter this potential effect the 
narrator can employ prompts and reminders at the opening 
and ending of instalments. This technique is used liberally 
throughout Alone in the World to achieve a range of effects, 
for example, to introduce a new important character:

As this lady will occupy some considerable place in our story, 
some account of her and her reasons for emigrating may be 
necessary. So, as she is a lady of too much importance – at 
least in her own opinion – to be brought in at the end of a 
chapter, we will devote another to the purpose of introducing 
her to the reader. (Close of Chapter I)

or to take the reader back to an earlier story line in the novel: 

It is time to see what steps have been taken by the Watkins 
family since we last heard of them. (Opening of Chapter VI)

But we have neglected Mrs Willoughby Watkins for some 
time, and have not yet seen the glories of Normandy Park. 
(Opening of Chapter XV)

Overt intervention by the narrator is also employed as a 
means to introduce a new setting,

We will now transfer our tale for a time to A-----, in the dis-
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tant colony of -----, to which our friends in the ‘Speculation’ 
are hastening. (Opening of Chapter IX)

to return to a previous setting,

We will leave them to enjoy their visit to A-----, whilst we 
follow the parcel “over the seas” to England. (Close of Chap-
ter XVIII)

or to provide continuity by reminding the reader of what oc-
curred at the end of the previous chapter (presumably instal-
ment):

Harvey Brook was certainly startled, and very much sur-
prised, at the abrupt confession with which our last chapter 
closed. (Opening of Chapter XIII) 

Another important technique used in serialised fiction 
generally and in this novel is vivid portraiture of characters to 
facilitate recollection of them across instalments where other 
plot lines and characters have been the focus. 

Representation of Social Class
As was common in Victorian novels, Alone in the World cen-
tres on a representation of social class as primarily a form 
of exchange. The complex interplay of economic and social 
orders that make up social class is fundamentally dependent 
on recognition from others. This was even more so in a set-
ting such as New Zealand where personal or family history no 
longer offered a guide to social identity and where many of the 
established class structures in England did not hold sway. Un-
less one remained within the confines of their own home and 
followed strict class-based protocols around socialising with 
others (as do the characters Mrs Willoughby Watkins and Mrs 
De Costremonge), social exchange almost inevitably brought 
one into contact with strangers and therefore required some 
negotiation of appropriate mutually recognised social stand-
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ing. This is another level on which Alone in the World operates 
as a New Zealand novel; the location was fundamental in set-
ting a context in which ‘the interpretation of strangers had to 
rely more on palpable social signs: dress, speech, behaviour, 
place of residence, style of living’67 in ways that were modified 
by the actual physical environment.

The characters thus take on an emblematic status. Annie 
Barrington embodies the plight of the so-called “superfluous 
woman” or “redundant woman” particularly vulnerable to 
loss of status. Bernard Seaton is a young man escaping a dark 
family secret. Mrs Willoughby Watkins represents the follies 
and falseness of the social climber. Mrs De Costremonge and 
Mrs Welby (later Scott) are examples of the adventuress, the 
former a fraudster and swindler and the latter the proverbial 
gold-digger.68 Mr Brook, with his ill-fitting clothes and over-
eager manners, is an example of the shabby genteel, being ‘one 
of the large class of reduced gentlemen’ until he receives a five 
thousand pound legacy from an uncle. Mr and Mrs Surplice 
represent the unassuming and thoroughly honest Quaker 
missionary couple.

Within the novel classed social divisions are differentiated 
through speech patterns. Working class idioms of characters 
such as Sarah Ann Norris (the nurse to the Willoughby Wat-
kins family) are marked through spelling: 

this ere missis costermonger and my missus wos always a 
runnin down everyboddy, but there own tue blessid selves, 
an the best name they ad for the rest of the ship houtside the 
fust cabin was durt, an i was durt too, but i can tell missis cos-
termonger that mister costermonger diddunt think so, four 
he went four to kiss me more nor once with his impurrence.69

Harvey Brook’s style of pronunciation improves since making 
good by his uncle’s legacy: 

He had succeeded in dropping all the r’s, a great many of the 
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h’s, and was in a fair way of dropping all the rest and talk-
ing a refined language, quite unintelligible to the common 
mortals.70

In imitation of a moneyed gentleman, Brook’s speech is now 
marked by an aspirated lisp (the “Dundreary drawl”):

“Why, awh! Seaton, my deawh fellah. I was just going to 
youah pwace to annownce my awrival. But you really look 
quite bwue. Nothing whong?”71

although we are informed that he ‘lost the Dundreary drawl 
wonderfully in the “bush.”’72 Just as Peter Watkins ‘murder[s] 
the Queen’s English every time he opened his mouth,’73 Mr 
Willoughby Watkins threatens to betray his and his wife’s 
working class roots every time he speaks and hence is con-
tinually either corrected, or more frequently silenced by his 
wife (as well as translated by the narrator), as illustrated in the 
following conversation:

“Oh! Miss Barrington, how do? how do?”

“Willoughby, dearest, this is the young person you know, 
dear, that has come as governess to the darling children?”

“Indeed? is this the gal; take a seat, Miss.” 

His elegant spouse bit her lip.

“It’s a coolish evening, very coolish, my missus was saying 
as we - ”

“A sardine, dear, please.” 

“The Kihan (Cayenne)?”

“Thank you,” said poor Mrs Willoughby Watkins.

“Is all your traps on board, Miss?”

“Oh! yes, dear Willoughby: Miss Barrington’s box went with 
our immense number of packing-cases and boxes to the ship 
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at the docks.”

“That’s right, I didn’t know; for as you said, my dear, that it 
wasn’t genteel to look after the luggage myself, I left it all to 
Saunders and the sailors; but I stood where I ’ad my high 
(eye) on it, talking to brother Jack, who - ”

“Excuse me again, dear, but I have a few directions for Miss 
Barrington regarding the children. I think she is anxious to 
retire.”74

Mutually recognised social standing was also conveyed 
through clothing and the general appearance of individuals, 
markers which served the additional function of signalling 
the essential natures and dispositions of each character. An-
nie Barrington’s faded and worn simple sables in the opening 
chapter indicate she is both in mourning and is in reduced 
financial circumstances but her ‘frank open brow and sunny 
brown ringlets’75 alert the reader to her honest and bright per-
sonality. At his wife’s very grand ball, Mr Willoughby Watkins 
is ‘boxed up in a very tight suit, accommodated with a cruelly 
stiff collar’ and his hands are ‘encased in white kids’76 while 
Theophilus Judge, the former curate of St Bartholomew’s, 
wears ‘glossy and irreproachable black.’77 Mrs Surplice is de-
scribed as 

a dear old lady, as neat as wax, dressed with the utmost pre-
cision, in soft Quaker colors, with her silvery hair parted on 
her open brow, which was so unruffled that even Time had 
hardly been able to plant his furrows in it, and the bright 
truthful eyes had lost but little of the brilliancy of youth.78

Prior to receiving his legacy, Brook’s attire consists of a well-
worn corduroy, a faded serge coat and a shabby old French 
peak, whereas afterwards,

his style of dress compelled you to look at him. His coat was 
of the longest, his trowsers the widest, his boots the brightest, 
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his whiskers the raggedest, and the umbrella the very shini-
est of its species that could be procured.79

Descriptions of the residences of various characters in the 
novel complete this vivid portraiture of classed social divi-
sions. The footman at Mrs Willoughby Watkins’s residence 
at Paragon Villa may be ‘gorgeously dressed’ but he is ‘in the 
habit of squeezing himself into a little cupboard under the 
kitchen stairs of a night.’80 This footman, ‘like everything else 
in Paragon Villa, was for show’:

indeed, the same observation applied to all the houses in the 
Paragon Villas. Colossal gates led into small gardens, where 
the statuary and urns were of a formidable size in compari-
son with the grassplots and parterres. The enormous porti-
co, hall door, and steps actually seemed half the front of the 
house, and the size of the staircase considerably diminished 
the size of the rooms.81

The same false showiness extends to the Willoughby Wat-
kins’s residence in New Zealand, named Normandy Park on 
the advice of Mrs De Costremonge after an estate in France al-
though the locals still persist in calling it Snookes’ Paddocks ‘af-
ter some vile milkman that used to own it.’82 From the elaborate 
frost-work of verandahs and balconies to the French windows, 
it is ‘yet a “park” but in name, being decidedly “paddocks” in 
reality.’ Normandy Park, like Mrs Willoughby Watkins herself, 
is an unconvincing imitation; the three acres of grounds ‘will 
be exquisite, for they are to be the exact model of the immense 
garden of De Costremonge Castle’ while the interior is in the 
exact fashion of Mrs De Costremonge’s ancestral dwelling.83

In sharp contrast, the good and amiable Mrs Judge’s house 
has bare wooden walls, shabby carpet, a ‘grim old mantel-
piece’ and bare French windows that open out to a dilapidated 
verandah. Mr and Mrs Judge have struggled for years on a 
small income with a large family but, unlike Normandy Park, 
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their humble dwelling has a sense of being a real home, in 
touch with the natural world, and part of a living, breathing 
community:

A set of home-made book-shelves held a valuable collection 
of books, some good maps and engravings relieved the uni-
formity of the walls, some elegant china and a few statuettes 
did their best to enliven the grim old mantlepiece, a bouquet 
of fresh flowers stood on the table, and the scent of their fair 
kindred that crowded the little court was borne through the 
open windows on the soft breeze of early summer.84

In a similar way, the home of Mrs and Mrs Treddle, the 
worthy boatman and his wife who look after Annie in her 
time of need, reflects their simple but genuine characters. The 
Treddle’s home is located ‘in a bay that had once been pret-
ty, but was now covered with streets of wooden boxes, like 
Noah’s Arks with the boat part knocked off.’ Although it lies 
some distance from the centre of commerce, nearby tanneries 
and gas-works ‘len[d] their disagreeable odour to aid in spoil-
ing the place.’ Despite these drawbacks, it is the cleanest house 
in the row and some attempt, within their modest means, has 
been made to make it look more English: 

two little round garden beds had been dug up in front, and 
two marigolds and one geranium were enjoying a precari-
ous existence therein; and the little gate had been painted 
white, and a nasturtium and periwinkle creeper were slowly 
commencing their journey up the house, to the top of which 
the honest boatman hoped they would creep in the course of 
another year.85

Although nothing can alter ‘the atrocious shape of the 
house or the uncomfortable style of the entrance’ which opens 
directly into the little sitting room, ‘all that could be done to 
give the interior a bright cheery home-look was done.’86 When 
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contrasted to English homes, colonial residences were defi-
nitely considered inferior:

To our Colonial readers these little square white-washed 
wooden dwellings are so common a sight that they fail to 
impress them with unpleasant feelings. But, oh! how dif-
ferent to the new-comer. Those who have always associated 
the idea of home with some old-fashioned country house, 
or stately city mansion; some ornate and elegant villa or 
rustic stone cottage, to see a miserable little box stuck up 
upon a forest of tall blocks and reached by means of a short 
step ladder. Partitioned into four small divisions, inside; 
destitute of hall, grates, cupboards, or conveniences of any 
kind, surrounded by an enclosure of mud and clay, with the 
wind coming through the chinks of the walls, and finding 
its way among the superstructures of timber beneath up 
through the floor of the house.87

Mary Ann Colclough was not reticent about portraying 
this aspect of colonial life. Her realistic depictions of basic 
colonial dwellings in the novel align with her description of 
the typical humble working class dwelling in a letter to The 
Times in 1873. Critical of the ‘cruel injustice’ of inducing sin-
gle women to emigrate without fairly stating the facts, she of-
fered the following portrayal:

The homes, even of the town dwellers, are very often com-
fortless abodes to English eyes; and in the out-districts the 
shanties, which too often do duty as homes for the labouring 
classes, are truly wretched – rough, unlined wooden tene-
ments of one or two rooms, with the daylight showing plain-
ly through many a chink, with a big open wooden chimney, 
as large almost as the room itself. We may imagine the mis-
ery of such a home in winter; but few English people can 
imagine the utter wretchedness of such a home in summer, 
when that insect pest, the mosquito, penetrates through the 
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cracks of the wretched dwelling and renders night hideous.88

The juxtaposition of the imitation aristocratic residence 
with the humble colonial dwelling is part of the ongoing 
theme within the novel about how different life is in the colo-
nies to that experienced in England.

Colonial Ways
Mid-nineteenth-century Victorian England has been de-
scribed as a world in which social mobility was an everyday 
event. In England, ownership of land had long been consid-
ered the root of a stable society and wealth was considered 
of secondary importance to birth. The landed gentry enjoyed 
an ascribed social status based on established authority and 
respect. But, if the booster literature was to be believed, in 
colonial settler societies such as New Zealand even the hard-
working agriculturalist could have his own piece of land. As 
was the case for most immigrants, the characters in Alone 
in the World who immigrate to New Zealand are motivated 
by opportunities to start afresh, to escape former lives, to at 
least maintain or improve their social circumstances, and 
to improve their economic standing. Whether prompted by 
necessity or by more selfish reasons, an underlying theme in 
the novel is the prospect of social mobility, albeit upward or 
downward. In this respect the novel illustrates the literary 
function that emigration served for the expanding Victorian 
cultural world: ‘Emigration offered metaphors for a larger 
sense of feeling unsettled at home as much as for starting 
anew, to transport or reproduce home values, or to settle back 
in at home.’89 The character Mrs Willoughby Watkins, for ex-
ample, ‘in her heart of hearts…was sick of Peckham’:

Her house, her children, her servants, her carriage and her-
self were all first-class, and in the highest style of elaborate 
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fashionable elegance; and yet the elite of Peckham would not 
call on her.90

New Zealand offers her the opportunity to at last be recog-
nised as the ‘rich and dashing’ lady she considers herself to be. 
But on stepping out, literally, in Auckland, the streets paved 
‘by fits and starts’ are symbolic of New Zealand being ‘rather 
too much of a levelling place.’91

The local custom of hand-shaking symbolises this colonial 
levelling. On finding the letter she had posted to her brother 
has not been collected from the Post Office in more than a 
year, Annie is startled from her sorrowful reverie to find her 
hand being ‘firmly grasped by Mr Seaton, with that impress-
ment so usual in the colonies, where hand-shaking is much 
more general than in the old country.’92 Likewise, when Mrs 
Smith’s daughter recognises Mr Brook they heartily shake 
hands ‘with the free and easy disregard to distinction com-
mon among most classes of colonists.’93

Protocols around introductions and visiting were also re-
laxed. On returning from the Post Office Annie sees a stran-
ger engaged in conversation with her friend Mrs Briefless. 
The lady is Mrs Surplice who, at Bernard Seaton’s request, has 
sought out their acquaintance and, after ‘a long chat,’ she begs 
them to call on her in the near future and explains her own 
forward behaviour:

to own the truth, I was a little impatient. I had heard so much 
of you from Bernard, that I was anxious to know friends who 
I was sure would prove so congenial. I knew we should like 
each other; now I am more than even convinced we shall. 
Now, do not make any ceremony, Mrs Briefless; come to me 
as often as you can, and you, dear (turning to Annie), I shall 
be equally delighted to see.94

The reader is then informed:
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This warmth of manner towards new acquaintances is nev-
er met with in England; a faint imitation is sometimes met 
with at the sea-side, but real unreserve is so foreign to an 
Englishman’s nature that when he finds himself accosted in a 
hail-fellow-well-met sort of manner by his brother colonists, 
it takes him by surprise. Sometimes this surprise assumes a 
regular punch-his-head complexion, but in other cases the 
emotion is pleasing. In the one instance the friendly individ-
ual may be a decidedly dirty specimen, in a ragged jumper, 
who obtrudes his bunch of fives, and addresses one as “mate.” 
In the other the person may be one whose acquaintance is 
desirable, and whom it may be very pleasing to find so ap-
proachable.95

This passage illustrates the tensions between newfound 
freedoms from social constraints and the loss of English 
standards, albeit tempered with a thinly veiled criticism of 
English reserve, which weaves through the novel. In England, 
formal introductions would precede Annie Barrington, Mrs 
Surplice and Mrs Judge meeting and initial visits would be of 
a brief duration in order to comply with respectable middle-
class visiting protocols. But in New Zealand it is acceptable 
that Annie feels attracted to Mrs Surplice before she has even 
formally met her, that Mrs Judge is sitting outside the Post Of-
fice chatting to a stranger, and that Mrs Surplice’s impatience 
to meet two women she knew she would feel comfortable 
with is reason enough to extend the warm hand of friendship.

The Woman Question
Since the early 1850s there had been a constant flow of pub-
lications relating to women’s position in society in England. 
By the mid-1860s debates about the social and legal position 
of women and demands for greater educational and employ-
ment opportunities and economic independence had made 
their way into all forms of literature. Feminist contributions 
to these debates in the mainstream Victorian press were ‘rou-



Introduction—The Woman Question xlix

tinely ridiculed, frequently attacked, silenced or given only 
minimal coverage.’96 The establishment of a separate feminist 
press provided important opportunities for ‘uncompromised 
political debate and undiluted advocacy on behalf of women’97 
but novels emerged as an important and accessible means by 
which to reflect upon the changing world and women’s posi-
tion within it particularly in respect of marriage: 

When domestic fiction dominated in the 1850s novels tend-
ed to focus on courtship ending in marriage. But by the mid-
1860s the sensation novel was starting to predominate and 
women’s novels were increasingly bringing in themes that 
depicted a less harmonious view of marriage: bigamy, elope-
ment, separation and alienation between husband and wife 
became common themes. This predilection illustrates that 
the mid-sixties were indeed a changing world in which the 
traditional role of women, the marriage system, in fact even 
the institution of marriage itself, were questioned.98

Alone in the World presents a range of experiences of mar-
riage. Many of the characters’ individual stories and plot lines 
foreshadow some of Mary Ann Colclough’s later polemic 
feminist writings in relation to women’s social and legal po-
sition, employment opportunities and motivations for mar-
riage. Women’s economic vulnerability is a constant backdrop 
in the lives of most of the female characters. This vulnerability 
is exacerbated by the limited range of socially acceptable oc-
cupations for genteel women and their consequent ongoing 
economic dependence either on their fathers, brothers or hus-
bands. The character Laura Scott is a case in point. Her child-
hood is comfortable but only because her father, a half-pay 
officer, supplements his small income by working as a steward 
on his brother’s estate. When her father and uncle die within 
six months of each other, Laura and her invalid mother are left 
with a small pension that is totally inadequate for their needs 
and her mother advertises for private pupils. Laura and Alfred 
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Scott, the brother of the private pupils, marry impetuously 
without Alfred’s father’s knowledge. Enraged that the penni-
less daughter of a governess has entrapped and married his 
son, Mr Scott senior disowns and banishes Alfred and with-
draws his daughters Hattie and Ellen from the private school 
thus threatening Laura’s mother’s economic security. Feeling 
burdened at the age of twenty with a wife and young child, 
Alfred decides to emigrate to better his fortunes. As a result, 
Laura’s mother is left to raise their child while Laura, with the 
assistance of her sisters-in-law, gains work as a teacher. 

At the other end of the moral compass, Mrs Adeline Wel-
by’s character epitomises the proverbial gold-digger who de-
liberately seeks out marriage to a wealthy man as a means not 
only to economic security but to idle, luxurious extravagance. 
Twenty-year-old Adeline, who is younger than her charge, is 
employed as a governess to the daughter of a very recently 
widowed Major James Welby. When Adeline blatantly courts 
the Major, his elder daughter is so disgusted at the governess’s 
degree of effrontery that she gives the governess her notice. 
Three weeks later when the daughter returns to the family 
home she discovers Adeline has convinced her father to mar-
ry her. They marry, have a child, and upon the Major’s death 
Adeline and her daughter inherit Major Welby’s immense for-
tune. ‘Young, tall, handsome, and eminently graceful,’ Adeline 
then sets her eyes on Mr Scott senior and repeats the scenario. 
By the end of the novel, although aggrieved at only receiving a 
small portion of her second husband’s estate, Adeline remains 
‘a very richly dowered widow’99 hoping to increase her wealth 
through another marriage. 

The two central female characters who resort to duplici-
tous means to secure a lifestyle of idle luxury—Mrs Meliora 
Willoughby Watkins and Mrs De Costremonge—also enter 
into mercenary marriages in their attempts to climb the so-
cial ladder. Mrs Meliora Willoughby Watkins’s mother had 
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been a lady’s maid to a lady of title while her father was ‘a 
disgrace to the family, being anything but genteel.’100 On the 
father’s death the mother and daughter shift to a new neigh-
bourhood where they are not known and open a milliner’s 
shop largely on credit. When their debts mount to a level at 
which they need to contemplate another move, the ‘very well-
to-do grocer’ in the next door shop who believes Meliora and 
her mother to be elegant ladies proposes to Miss Willoughby. 
Although Meliora has her eyes on ‘a tall and dashing medi-
cal student’, she decides to marry the grocer, thus saving her 
mother from prison. The grocer, Tom Watkins, agrees to as-
sume the aristocratic-sounding name of his new wife. Tom 
may be gullible but he is a shrewd and successful business-
man. Mrs Willoughby Watkins assumes a life of ‘the highest 
style of elaborate fashionable elegance,’101 seemingly oblivious 
to the fact that her forwardness, impudence and airs are the 
topic of constant gossip.

Mrs De Costremonge’s story is even more duplicitous. 
Miss Cranberry has gone into domestic service at the age of 
twelve and, by her own talents and perseverance, has worked 
her way up to the position of lady’s maid at Costre Castle. 
Determined to marry someone of superior birth and fortune, 
at the age of thirty she relents and accepts a proposal from 
Joseph Hodgekins, a handsome teacher of music. Aware his 
profession is not lucrative, she consoles herself with the pros-
pect of adding increased knowledge of music to her social 
repertoire. When her husband’s ‘irregular habits’ manifest she 
is obliged to become a stage actress until her fortunes change 
and she is left two hundred pounds from the estate of a former 
employee. She uses the money to finance their immigration 
to New Zealand, befriending Mrs Willoughby Watkins on the 
voyage, and, through a constant series of scams, manages to 
live off the Willoughby Watkins’s goodwill. 
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Even the minor female characters illustrate women’s eco-
nomic dependence on their male relatives, although in the 
case of Major Welby’s three ‘discarded daughters’, thanks to 
their late mother’s forethought they are not left entirely des-
titute. When they read of their step-mother’s new marriage 
they are ‘seated round a scantily-furnished breakfast table, 
in the front parlor of a shabby little house in one of the dull 
streets near the Great Western Railway Terminus’102—the for-
mer Mrs Welby may have cheated them out of their father’s 
immense fortune but her predecessor, their mother, has made 
a marriage settlement and left this to her daughters on the 
death of their father. Hattie and Ellen, the daughters of Alfred 
Scott senior, although comfortably married, still go to great 
personal lengths to do everything in their power to not offend 
their father lest they and their children also share the fate that 
befalls Major Welby’s daughters.

Many of the marriages portrayed in the novel have been 
entered into on the part of the women as a means to secure 
economic security. Two important exceptions are those of 
Laura Scott and Annie Barrington. Both have married for 
love but Laura’s was an impetuous decision for which she 
pays a very high price. Bernard Seaton’s response to An-
nie’s account of Laura’s plight provides the opportunity for 
an extended didactic passage on the difference between true 
marital love and passion:

Love seeks the happiness of its object; I believe a man who 
truly loves a woman could relinquish her to another if he 
thought it would be better and happier for her, that if he 
found his love was not returned he would shrink from the 
thought of union with her; and that even if all were as his 
fondest wishes dictated - if her heart were entirely and irrev-
ocably his own - he would still take time to consider whether 
it were in his power to be a true and good husband, and thus 
perpetuate her love and insure her gratitude (for gratitude is 
much nearer akin to love than many people think). Passion 
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is quite a different emotion; it is the essence of self-love. The 
gratification of self is the sole object; anything that minis-
ters to this gratification is valuable. If the object of passion 
returns our regard it pleases our self-love, but such return is 
not indispensible to one who feels this spurious kind of love, 
and such I imagine the feeling of your friend’s husband to 
have been. He married to gratify himself, without any refer-
ence to the happiness to be attained by such a union; and 
when this union ceased to give him gratification he escaped 
from it with an equal disregard to the feelings of others - so 
much for him; and I think her equally or even more to blame, 
for she not only brought herself into trouble, but almost ru-
ined her poor mother; she has suffered for it, poor young 
woman, and for all we know he has suffered too, and I feel 
sure he has.103

Bernard contrasts Alfred and Laura’s impetuous love with his 
love for Annie which he describes as having depth, intensity 
and a lasting quality. 

Narrative Techniques
Additional to the narrative techniques employed associated 
with serialisation of the original work, characterisation in the 
novel is a blend of the dramatic method and the authorial in-
tervention of plotting104 to describe and evaluate the motives 
and dispositional qualities of the characters. As was common 
in the sensation novel, backstory, dialogue, foreshadowing 
and the judicious use of cliff hangers are employed through-
out. There is a tendency for the author to occasionally lapse 
into bombast and homily despite protestations to the contra-
ry. A typical example occurs in relation to the description of a 
proverbially dull family dinner party wherein all the partici-
pants act out roles, after which the narrator comments: ‘Oh! 
hollow, hollow world. Oh! boasted refinement, that makes 
it meritorious to “live a lie.”’ This is followed by one of the 
dinner party guests treating her husband to a curtain lecture 
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on account of his supposedly harmless ‘politic dissembling’, 
which serves to allow the narrator to comment:

That it is not harmless we know; but alas! it wouldn’t suit to 
put such quixotic notions into practice people say; so the fa-
ther of lies rules the World, under the genteel title of polite-
ness.

This is a tale, however, and not a homily; so it will not do to 
go into the matter further, or we might show how politeness 
and sincerity are not incompatible; but we must not digress 
any more, but leave the World to put on the semblance of a 
good it does not possess, and the very few to strive to school 
their thoughts as well as their words.105

Passages such as these both date and detract from the novel, 
however, The Penny Journal reviewer’s evaluation holds: 

The interest throughout is well sustained, the dialogue is fair-
ly managed, and natural, the characters are drawn from the 
author’s point of view with skill, and the story throughout 
indicates the hand of an observant, fluent, rather cynical, but 
conscientious writer.106

Of particular note is the ways in which the author employs 
a documentary method of telling the story through the par-
tial perspectives of letters and reports from other characters. 
There are examples of extended self-report such as Laura Scott 
taking Annie Barrington aside to tell her the history of her life 
early in the novel, and Bernard Seaton finally telling Annie 
the secret he has carried with him since childhood. On other 
occasions the reports of incidental characters are employed 
as narrative techniques. The most significant example of this 
narration device is the reports of sailor Leonard and his ship-
mate Charlie, each on leave for a few days in Auckland and 
able to attend the “at home” at Government House. Leonard 
personally knew the De Costremonge family in Devonshire 
and both he and Charlie have met the former lady’s maid at 
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Costre Castle who, having become an actress at a Plymouth 
theatre, had hosted them to supper following a show. Their in-
telligence leads to the denouement of “Mrs De Costremonge” 
(aka Mrs Hodgekins) who, after a feigned illness and stately 
exit from Government House was never seen by anyone in 
Auckland ever again.

As was common in sensation novels, there is also extensive 
use of the epistolary technique. Letters operate as a central 
device throughout the novel to advance major plot develop-
ments. In the opening chapter Annie Barrington’s letter to 
her brother informing him of their father’s passing crosses in 
the mail with the final contact she has had from him; sev-
eral chapters later we find that after twelve months Annie’s 
letter to her brother remains uncollected at the Post Office. In 
Chapter II we learn that the letter Mrs Willoughby Watkins 
receives from Mrs Judge about how her husband is recognised 
and held in higher esteem as a scholar and a gentleman in 
New Zealand than he was in England led to Mrs Willoughby 
Watkins’s determination to emigrate. As an adaptation of the 
recognised genre of ship diaries, three different characters 
send letters on arrival to New Zealand describing the jour-
ney aboard the Speculation and their initial impressions of 
Auckland in ways that provide insights into their characters 
and convey a good amount of detail relevant to the future 
story lines. In her long letter to her former governess Mrs 
Willoughby Watkins describes the various cabin passengers 
in condescending tones with the exception of Mrs De Cos-
tremonge who is described as ‘the only one on the ship of a 
congenial soul, such a lady’ and ‘my sweet friend.’107 She com-
plains that the illness amongst the ‘low herd’ 108 during the 
voyage was a scam to receive medicinal brandy,that Auckland 
is ‘too much of a levelling place’ 109 and writes of her ambi-
tions to build Normandy Park. The reader learns that Mrs De 
Costremonge’s unfortunate circumstances are such that Mrs 
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Willoughby Watkins has lent her money and that the latter is 
critical of both Mr Seaton for encouraging Miss Barrington 
to flirt with him and of Miss Barrington for being too hard 
on her eldest charge and having the impudence ‘to check dear 
Meliora’s noble spirit’110 and for being too intimate with the 
nurse. 

Annie Barrington’s letter offers a counterbalance to that of 
her employer. Mrs Briefless’s unremitting attention to those on 
the lower decks who suffered so much illness during the voy-
age is in sharp contrast to her description of Mr and Mrs De 
Costremonge, ‘a very stylish couple, who were very friendly 
with Mrs Watkins, but whom I thought excessively supercili-
ous, the lady especially being very haughty.’111 She also refers 
to Miss Meliora ‘who is very deceitful, and has been taught to 
believe that vulgar display is an unerring sign of a lady’112 and 
describes her longing to see the bush ‘so proudly described by 
Mr Seaton.’113 

The third of this sequence of letters is from Norris the 
nurse to her cousin in England. Freed from the constraints 
of middle class respectability, Norris is refreshingly honest in 
her descriptions of her fellow passengers: ‘Our Guvness his a 
nice yung wooman wich carnt be sed of hur misses, as is het 
hup with pride and conceit, an a making of the yung ones has 
bad has erself,’114 Mrs De Costremonge and Mrs Willoughby 
Watkins run everyone down, and Mr Seaton is a nice young 
man and he and the governess are well suited and she hopes 
they will marry. Her letter also reveals that Mr Willoughby 
Watkins is grumbling as the De Costremonges are in their 
constant company and already beginning to strain the bounds 
of their hospitality. In fact, Mrs De Costremonge never re-
ceives any answers from Lady De Costremonge to her letters 
although she has collected mail addressed to “Mrs Hodgekins” 
from the Post Office.
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On other occasions, a letter signals sudden changes in for-
tunes. Mrs De Costremonge shares a letter purportedly from 
Lady De Costremonge in Devonshire which apologises for 
the delay in forwarding the long-promised four thousand 
pounds. Unsurprisingly there is no cheque enclosed. The au-
thenticity of the letter is not questioned by Mrs Willough-
by Watkins on the basis that it is ‘so well stored with great 
names’115 and, as Mr De Costremonge has disappeared it is 
presumed he has absconded with the money leaving his wife 
to inveigle her way further into the finances of her benefac-
tors. Two days before her marriage Annie Barrington learns 
by letter from Laura Scott that the new Mrs Scott senior has 
given birth to a son who will become heir to the Scott estates 
and wealth, thereby preventing the estranged first son Alfred 
Scott, if he is still alive, and his son from laying any claim to 
the family inheritance.

Undoubtedly the most important letters in the novel are 
that which was delivered half an hour before Laura Scott is 
found apparently lifeless on the floor with a photograph of 
newly married Mr and Mrs Alfred Seaton ‘crushed in the 
cold fingers of the suffering woman,’116 the letter sent by Laura 
Scott apologising for what has been a terrible case of mistaken 
identity, and the letter in the final chapter where the reader 
hears that Mr Scott senior has passed away and left the bulk 
of his property to his first grandson (Alfred and Laura’s child).



Alone in the Worldlviii

Notes
1. The Auckland Weekly Argus: A Journal of Political, Agricultural, Com-
mercial, and General Intelligence began publication on 7 January 1865 at 
the cover price of sixpence or five shillings per quarter. The content was 
derived almost entirely of reprints from the parent paper, The New Zea-
lander.

2. The New Zealander began in June 1845 as a weekly newspaper priced 
at sixpence. After several changes of ownership it was produced as a daily 
from January 1863 and in July 1864 it was taken over by Heron, Kidd and 
Seffern. In February the following year the office passed into the ownership 
of Mitchell and Seffern who, in April 1865, changed the price to a penny, 
marking The New Zealander as the first penny morning newspaper pub-
lished in New Zealand. Having been considered the leading newspaper in 
New Zealand in 1859, it lost influence and support during the early 1860s 
due to its pro-Māori policy and comments on the New Zealand wars and 
gradually lost financial viability. By the end of 1865 both Mitchell and Sef-
fern were bankrupt and although the newspaper was briefly revived as a 
bi-weekly early in 1866, a fire on 5 May of that year destroyed the offices of 
the newspaper and publication ceased from that date. (See ‘The Auckland 
Press’, Typo: A Monthly Newspaper and Literary Review, Vol. 5, Issue 49, 31 
January 1891, p. 4, and Background information on Papers Past website.)

3. ‘Review’, Penny Journal, Vol. 1, No. 3, 19 May 1866, p. 21. 

4. Charles Mitchell and William Seffern conducted a general printing 
business in Wyndham Street, Auckland and are most well-known for their 
publication of annual business directories.

5. In September 1866 the novel was advertised at the reduced price of one 
shilling and sixpence. As a point of comparison, Dickens’s serialised works 
over twenty monthly instalments were priced at a shilling a month bring-
ing the total cost of the novel to 31 shillings and sixpence. A shilling was 
a middle class price; a penny a week was in the range of working class 
fiction. See, Simon Eliot, ‘The business of Victorian publishing’ in Deidre 
David (ed.) The Cambridge Companion to the Victorian Novel (Cambridge: 
Cambridge University Press, 2001), pp. 37–60.

6. Cited in advertisement in The Penny Journal, Vol. 1, No. 2, 12 May 1866, 
p. 16.

7. Ibid.

8. Review, The Penny Journal, Vol. 1, No. 3, 19 May 1866, p. 21.



Introduction—Notes lix

9. Letter to the Editor, Daily Southern Cross, 19 May 1866, p. 6 and Weekly 
News, 19 May 1866, p. 8.

10. This conclusion was shared by Jim Traue, former Chief Librarian at the 
Alexander Turnbull Library, in personal correspondence dated 1 August 
2017. See also J. E. Traue, ‘Nineteenth Century New Zealand Novels and 
Novellas Published as Serials in New Zealand, Australia and British News-
papers and Periodicals and Never Published as Monographs: A Checklist,’ 
Journal of New Zealand Studies, 20, 2015, pp. 10–23.

11. Anonymous publication as a practice was less common by the be-
ginning of the Victorian era. A notable exception is Dickens’s Household 
Words which had an editorial policy requiring that each piece be pub-
lished without an author’s name.

12. For an earlier account of the steps that lead to identifying the author, 
see Jenny Coleman, ‘Serendipitous Scholarship: Identifying the Author of 
Alone in the World (1866)’, The Turnbull Library Record, Vol. 37, 2004, pp. 
59–67. Since publication of that article additional information has been 
located in relation to the earlier serialised publications of Alone in the 
World and The Half-Caste Wife and is included here.

13. Review, The Penny Journal, Vol. 1, No. 3, 19 May 1866, p. 21.

14. Jenny Coleman, Polly Plum, A firm and earnest woman’s advocate: Mary 
Ann Colclough, 1836–1885 (Dunedin: Otago University Press, 2017).

15. See L. B. ‘The Inky Way: New Zealand Women Writers’, The Dominion, 
5 December 1925, Magazine Section, p. 2.

16. Ibid.

17. Mary Wilson’s work is difficult to trace as she wrote under a number 
of different noms de plume. A scrapbook including copies of her articles 
cut from various newspapers is in the possession of descendants. For a 
discussion of her newspaper journalism, see Jenny Coleman, ‘Like Moth-
er, Like Daughter? Women journalists and generational feminism in New 
Zealand’, Women’s Studies Association Conference Papers 2003 (Palmerston 
North: Women’s Studies Association NZ, 2004), pp. 25–30.

18. ‘The Inky Way: A Correspondent and an Omission’, The Dominion, 2 
January 1926, Magazine Section, p. 2. As Laura Bunting was to explain in 
a reply letter to Mary Wilson, the latter’s name was included in the article 
which reprinted her letter to Laura Bunting but it was overlooked by the 
printers and inadvertently omitted. 

19. Charles Dickens, Little Dorrit, Chapter 21.



Alone in the Worldlx

20. Lawrence Jones, ‘The Novel’, in Terry Sturm (ed.) The Oxford History 
of New Zealand Literature in English (Auckland: Oxford University Press, 
1991), p. 109.

21. ‘Wives and Mothers’, Daily Telegraph (Melbourne), 28 October 1874, 
p. 3.

22. For a discussion of Mary Ann Colclough’s activities in Melbourne, see 
Jenny Coleman (2014) ‘Benevolent ladies and irrepressible busybodies: 
Contesting the bounds of “genuine” philanthropy’, Gender, Place, and Cul-
ture, 21 (9): 1071–89.

23. See Roger Robinson and Nelson Wattie (eds.) The Oxford Companion 
to New Zealand Literature (Melbourne: Oxford University Press, 1998).

24. Polly Plum, ‘Injustice of Society to Women’, Daily Southern Cross, 20 
July 1869, p. 5.

25. Launched in May 1870 by E. Wayte’s Booksellers and Stationers in 
Queen Street, Auckland, The Christian Times offered comment on leading 
topics of the day along with religious news from New Zealand, Australia 
and England, book reviews and general correspondence and was com-
petitively priced at sixpence per issue of sixteen quarto pages. The pub-
lication was praised for its ‘freedom from sectarian narrowness, and the 
thoroughly readable nature of its contents’ and for treating its subjects in a 
broad, liberal and cosmopolitan manner (Leader, Auckland Star, 6 January 
1871, p. 2.). It continued for two full years with the final advertised issue 
in May 1872. 

26. Polly Plum, ‘On Writing Novels’, Daily Southern Cross, 16 December 
1868, p. 4.

27. Ibid.

28. Polly Plum, ‘The Writings of Women’, Weekly News, 10 April 1869, p. 
15.

29. Polly Plum, ‘The Thread of a Story’, Daily Southern Cross, 18 June 1869, 
p. 3.

30. Ibid.

31. Ibid.

32. Polly Plum, ‘Ideal Heroines’, Weekly News, 6 November 1869, p. 15.

33. A Woman’s Kingdom was originally printed in Good Words between 
January and December 1868 and later published in three volumes in 1869. 



Introduction—Notes lxi

Primarily intended as an ‘improving publication’, Good Words contained 
miscellaneous literature and rivalled other illustrated magazines such as 
the Leisure Hour, The Cornhill Magazine and Once a Week during the 
1860s.

34. Polly Plum, ‘Ideal Heroines’, Weekly News, 6 November 1869, p. 15.

35. For a discussion of opportunities for female journalists in New Zea-
land, see Jenny Coleman (2007) ‘Writing for the ladies: Women journal-
ists in the nineteenth and early twentieth century New Zealand’, Com-
munication Journal of New Zealand, 8 (2): 51–62; Janet McCallum (2004) 
‘“Strictly Limited”: Roles women were able to have in journalism up until 
World War II’, Women’s Studies Association (NZ) Conference Papers 1994, 
Auckland: Women’s Studies Association (NZ) Inc., pp. 23–29.

36. B.N. Lodge, ‘Working Women’s Homes’, Argus (Melbourne) 21 January 
1875, p. 6.

37. See Polly Plum, Social Topics: ‘Going a Courting’, ‘The School for 
Wives’, ‘Getting Married’, ‘Early Married Days’, ‘The Rising Generation’, 
‘Coming Out’ (Daily Southern Cross 15 October 1869, p. 5; 18 October 
1869, p. 4; 28 October 1869, p. 6; 4 November 1869, p. 4; 18 November 
1869, p. 7; 30 November 1869, p. 7.).

38. The Weekly News was an Auckland publication established in 1863 by 
the same parent company as the Daily Southern Cross and marketed itself 
as a journal rather than a newspaper, as reflected in its full title, Weekly 
News: A Journal of Commerce, Agriculture, Politics, Literature, Science and 
Art. In essence, it was a country settler’s paper which contained a complete 
summary of the news of the week and illustrations of the events of the day. 
Its features included farming life, special sections devoted to reports from 
country districts, sporting and athletics, market quotations, ecclesiastical 
news, mining and agriculture, as well as serialised stories and pages de-
voted to interesting and instructive literature for the family circle. Pub-
lished on a Saturday morning at a price of six pence, it aimed to cater for a 
more literate, educated and leisured middle class readership, as well as for 
the literate working classes who sought to “improve” themselves through 
participation in the print culture.

39. See Annie Becker (1898) ‘Journalism as a Profession’, in M. A. Tweed 
(ed.) The First College Open to Women: Queen’s College, London. Memories 
and Records of Work Done 1848–1898 (London: Queen’s College), pp. 51–52.

40. For a discussion of the content of these columns see Jenny Coleman 
(2008) ‘Apprehending Possibilities: Tracing the emergence of feminist 



Alone in the Worldlxii

consciousness in nineteenth-century New Zealand’, Women’s Studies In-
ternational Forum, 31 (6): 464–73; and Jenny Coleman (2002) ‘For the La-
dies: Knowing women through the pages of the Weekly News 1868–1872’, 
Women’s Studies Association 2002 Conference Proceedings (Wellington: 
Women’s Studies Association), pp. 41–48.

41. Janet McCallum (1994) ‘Strictly Limited’: Roles women were able to 
have in journalism up until World War II. Women’s Studies Association 
(N.Z.) Conference Papers, p. 23.

42. The first New Zealand novel is attributed to Henry Butler Stoney and 
entitled Taranaki: A Tale of the War (1861). Two novels by female authors 
were published prior to Alone in the World: Mrs J. E. Alymer’s (1862) Dis-
tant Homes; or, the Graham Family in New Zealand is the earliest exam-
ple of a pioneering family adventure tale of emigration and settlement; 
and Lady’s Campbell’s (1864) three volume novel Martin Tobin is recog-
nised as the first example of a sensation novel that exploited New Zealand  
elements. Both of these novels exploit New Zealand content but neither 
author resided in New Zealand.

43. Jones, ‘The Novel’, p. 113.

44. See Jones, ‘The Novel’, p. 110. Jones also identifies exploitative conven-
tionalism, which he describes as ‘an attempt to exploit New Zealand ma-
terials by slotting them into existing conventional formulae, usually melo-
dramatic ones – a literary version of the pioneer pattern of appropriate’, 
as common although this mode is of less relevance in Alone in the World.

45. See Janet C. Myers, Antipodal England: Emigration and Portable Do-
mesticity in the Victorian Imagination (New York: State University of New 
York Press, 2011).

46. See Jones, ‘The Novel’, p. 113.

47. It is significant that the novel was published in New Zealand; the 
smallness of the New Zealand market and the absence of a publishing in-
dustry meant that until the mid-twentieth century most fiction was aimed 
at overseas publication. It is notable that the two New Zealand novels 
written by female authors published earlier than Alone in the World (Dis-
tant Homes or The Graham Family in New Zealand by Mrs J. E. Aylmer in 
1862 and Martin Tobin by Lady Campbell in 1864) were each published in  
London.

48. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XXIV, p. 149.

49. Examples from the early colonial period include: Henry Butler Stoney 



Introduction—Notes lxiii

(1861) Taranaki: A Tale of the War, Benjamin Farjeon (1865) Grif: A Story 
of Colonial Life, William Baldwin (1872) Tom Hungerford: A Story of the 
Early Days of the Otago Goldfields, Joshua Henry Kirby (1872) Henry An-
crum: A Tale of the Last War in New Zealand, John Featon (1873) The Last 
of the Waikatos: A Sensation Tale of the Province of Auckland, Vincent Pyke 
(1873) Wild Will Enderby: A Story of the New Zealand Goldfields, and Wil-
liam Mortimer Baines (1874) The Narrative of Edward Crewe: Life in New 
Zealand. 

50. Joan Stevens, The New Zealand Novel 1860–1960 (Wellington: A. H. & 
A. W. Reed, 1961), p. 16.

51. Review, The Penny Journal, p. 21.

52. Some peripheral characters’ names are also written in this way, for 
example, Ellen’s husband is referred to as Dr S---- and there is reference 
to Dr T---- which is presumably the Dr Turner referred to on other oc-
casions. It could be that this naming convention was employed to disguise 
actual locations and actual individuals.

53. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XII, p. 67.

54. Review, The Penny Journal, p. 21.

55. Jones, ‘The Novel’, p. 117.

56. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter X, p. 57.

57. Ibid.

58. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XIV, p. 79.

59. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XVIII, p. 104.

60. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XX, p. 117.

61. Charles Hursthouse, New Zealand, Or Zealandia, The Britain of the 
South Vol. 1. (London: Edward Stanford, 1857), p. 133, 135.

62. Ibid., p. 95.

63. For a discussion of the ways in which female immigrants to New Zea-
land drew on booster literature, see Jenny Coleman (2017) ‘Relocating 
Lives in the “Britain of the South”: The influence of Emigrant Advice Man-
uals on the Public Writings of Nineteenth-Century Female Emigrants’, Life 
Writing, 14 (4): 531–39. 

64. J. Don Van, Victorian Novels in Serial (New York: The Modern Lan-
guage Association of America, 1985), p. ix.



Alone in the Worldlxiv

65. Malcom Andrews, ‘A note on serialisation’ in Ian Gregor (ed.) Reading 
the Victorian Novel: Detail into Form (London: Vision Press, 1980), p. 244.

66. Andrews, ‘A note on serialisation’, p. 245.

67. James Eli Adams, ‘“The boundaries of social intercourse”: Class in the 
Victorian Novel’ in Francis O’Gorman (ed.) A Concise Companion to the 
Victorian Novel (Oxford: Blackwell Publishing Limited, 2005), p. 51.

68. For a discussion of the gendered and classed nature of the trope of 
the adventuress see Jenny Coleman, (2016) ‘Incorrigible Offenders: Media 
Representations of Female Habitual Criminals in the Late Victorian and 
Edwardian Press’, Media History, 22 (2): 143–58.

69. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter X, p. 58.

70. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter VII, p. 68.

71. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XII, p. 66.

72. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XIII, p. 78.

73. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XVI, p. 93.

74. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter VI, pp. 27–28.

75. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter I, p. 1.

76. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XV, p. 87.

77. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XXII, p. 132.

78. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XI, p. 63.

79. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XII, p. 68.

80. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter III, p. 8.

81. Ibid.

82. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter X, p. 54.

83. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XV, p. 83.

84. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter IX, pp. 46–47.

85. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XXIV, p. 150.

86. Ibid.

87. Ibid., p. 149. 

88. Mary A. Colclough, ‘Female Emigration to New Zealand’, The Times, 



Introduction—Notes lxv

21 April 1873, p. 6.

89. Tamara S. Wagner, ‘Introduction: Narrating Domestic Portability: Em-
igration, Domesticity and Genre Formation’ In Tamara S. Wagner (ed.) 
Victorian Settler Narratives: Emigrants, Cosmopolitans and Returnees in 
Nineteenth-Century Literature (London: Pickering & Chatto, 2011), p. ii.

90. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter II, p. 6. 

91. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter X, p. 53.

92. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XI, p. 61. 

93. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XIII, p. 77.

94. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XI, p. 64. 

95. Ibid.

96. Susan Hamilton, ‘Introduction’, in Susan Hamilton (ed.) ‘Criminals, 
Idiots, Women, and Minors’: Victorian Writing by Women on Women, 2nd 
edition (Toronto: Broadview Press, 2004), p. xi.

97. Ibid.

98. Monica Correa Fryckstedf, On the Brink: English Novels of 1866 (Upp-
sala: Acta University, 1989), p. 26.

99. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XXVIII, p. 178.

100. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter II, p. 4.

101. Ibid., p. 6.

102. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter VI, p. 33. 

103. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XVII, pp. 102–103.

104. Plotting has been defined as an act of authority in which the narra-
tor deliberately assigns the shape, and hence the meaning the reader is to 
derive from the story. See Alison A Case, Plotting Women: Gender and 
Narration in the Eighteenth- and Nineteenth-Century British Novel (Char-
lottesville: University Press of Virginia, 1999).

105. Colclough, Alone In the World, Chapter V, p. 23. 

106. Review, The Penny Journal, p. 21.

107. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter X, p. 52.

108. Ibid.



Alone in the Worldlxvi

109. Ibid., p. 53.

110. Ibid., p. 55.

111. Ibid., p. 56.

112. Ibid.

113. Ibid., p. 57.

114. Ibid., p. 58.

115. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XVI, p. 97. 

116. Colclough, Alone in the World, Chapter XIX, p. 113. 



Alone in the World

A Tale of New Zealand





CHAPTER I

A young lady sat alone in a room, whose bare half-fur-
nished appearance proclaimed it a school.

She was apparently about twenty years old, not handsome, 
but with a frank open brow and sunny brown ringlets. The 
simple sables1 she wore showed that she had lost some one 
near (and probably very dear) to her; and the fact that these 
sables were both faded and worn, seemed to add that she had 
not been left in good circumstances.

Her eyes were intently fixed on an advertisement in the 
Times.2 It ran thus:

“Wanted a young lady as governess to three children. 
The family are about leaving for A----- in -------.3 This 
will be a good opportunity for any one anxious to emi-
grate to this place. A knowledge of music and French, in 
addition to thorough English, will be required. For fur-
ther particulars apply to P., 10 Paragon Row,4 Peckham.”

She appeared to be in such a reverie that she was not 
conscious that another lady had entered the room until the 
new-comer laid her hand on her shoulder.

“What is so enchaining your attention, Annie dear?” she 
enquired.

Annie silently pointed to the advertisement.
The other lady read it, sighed, and looked sadly at her com-

panion.
“Well, dear, I suppose you will now leave us if you can suc-

ceed in getting this situation.”
“There is no one in the house I shall regret to leave but you, 

dear Mrs Scott, and there is no one in England now to grieve 
for me. Walter is all I have left in the world, and as I know that 
last year he was in the very place these people are going to, 
and only left it to go up the country to a farm not more than 
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fifteen miles from it, I shall esteem myself very fortunate if I 
procure the situation.”

“Yes, you are quite right: it is not only that it is pleasing to 
you, but it is your duty to seek out your brother. He knows of 
the death of your poor mother, does he not?”

“I do not know. The last letter I had from him, crossed my 
sad letter. I am afraid he never received it or I should have 
heard from him. Some people might think it a wild-goose 
chase to go half over the world for the chance of meeting him, 
but what can I do here? You know that after repeated trials to 
get something to do I obtained this situation, for four pounds 
a year and my board.5 I have to be very thankful: if I left it 
tomorrow there would (as Mrs Middleton often hints) be a 
dozen ready and glad to take my place.”

“It is too true. Well, there may be several after this very sit-
uation that you wish to get, so I advise you to try for it at once.”

“I intend to ask Mrs Middleton to give me leave to go this 
afternoon, and had better go to her now, as she is disengaged.”

The required permission was obtained, and the young 
lady whom we know as Annie, but who was known to most 
of the inhabitants of Mrs Middleton’s establishment, Minerva 
House, Muswell Hill, as Miss Barrington, was soon on her 
journey to Paragon Row. By train to King’s Cross Station, and 
then by omnibus to Peckham, is (as every Cockney knows) 
the orthodox method of travelling this route, and our young 
friend did not depart from the established plan, though, 
had there been time to travel on foot, she would gladly have 
walked, as sixpences and shillings were coins of immense val-
ue to her on account of their scarcity; but her leave of absence 
expired with the arrival of the eight o’clock train at Hornsey 
station, so she had to disemburse.

At the bookseller’s in Paragon Row she was directed to No. 
99 Paragon Villas, where dwelt Mrs Willoughby Watkins, the 
lady who wanted a governess. As this lady will occupy some 
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considerable place in our story, some account of her and her 
reasons for emigrating may be necessary. So, as she is a lady 
of too much importance - at least in her own opinion - to be 
brought in at the end of a chapter, we will devote another to 
the purpose of introducing her to the reader.
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CHAPTER II

Mrs Willoughby Watkins had commenced life as a milliner 
- that is to say, public life of course. Her mamma was an em-
inently genteel old lady, who had been lady’s maid1 to a lady 
of title. Her papa was certainly rather a disgrace to the fami-
ly, being anything but genteel; however, as he very obligingly 
broke his neck in a state of decided inebriation one night, and 
left them the only genteel thing he had to leave, which was his 
name - the somewhat aristocratic one of Willoughby - they 
kindly forgave him all his shortcomings. This ci-devant lady’s 
maid2 and her daughter, who was fully as genteel as herself, 
instantly removed from a neighbourhood where their an-
tecedents were too well known, and opened a dashing mil-
liner’s shop in Islington. This grand speculation was almost 
entirely on credit, supported by the smallest possible amount 
of capital; and as their debts soon became much larger than it 
was at all convenient to pay, they were under the necessity of 
contemplating another move.

When things were in this unpleasant predicament, for-
tune decreed that their next door neighbour, a very well-to-
do grocer, should propose for the fair hand of Miss Meliora 
Willoughby. Nothing could be more fortunate. They had never 
dreamed of such a thing. The grocer, a very shy little man, had 
been too much in awe of his elegant ladylove and her superb 
mamma to woo in the ordinary way, so that the scented billet-
doux3 containing his proposals was the first intimation they 
received of the state of his heart.

Now, it happened that Meliora had a penchant for a tall and 
dashing medical student, and the grocer was small and fair, so 
that her predilections were decidedly in favour of Adonis and 
the profession, and the thoughts of little Tom Watkins and a 
trade were not very agreeable. But Adonis had no money, and 
had not positively named his intentions; so, like a wise girl, she 
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married the grocer in a splendid suit of white moire4 antique, 
with orange flowers, and saved her mother from a prison.

The ladies were too well learned in female tactics, how-
ever, to let him into the by-play on the occasion. The bride’s 
mother, in glowing language, spoke of the dear girl’s affection; 
likened their union to a love story of old; told him a pleasing 
fiction of Adonis having laid his fortune at Meliora’s feet; of 
that sweet girl’s refusal, entirely through the affection she had 
conceived for the happy Tom Watkins, though then (as he had 
not declared his love) she did not know but her rash act would 
consign her to perpetual maidenhood.

Poor little Watkins listened enraptured to this sweet story, 
and doubly admired his lovely young wife for that charming 
modesty which had caused her so to dissemble her passion 
that he had never had the least idea of it. Indeed, if it were not 
that his excellent mother-in-law must know better than he, 
and that it would be quite treason to doubt her, he would have 
fancied that she had shown a haughty contempt towards him, 
that had made him tremble for his suit when he addressed her 
in that memorable note; but he must have been mistaken: the 
generous readiness with which she accepted him proved this, 
and he was happy.

Old Mrs Willoughby was a clever woman - there can be 
no doubt about that. The fact that she managed to get five 
hundred pounds out of her son-in-law before he had been 
six months married without opening his eyes to the real state 
of the case, proves this. She also persuaded him to consent 
to assume the aristocratic cognomen5 of his bride, in addi-
tion to his own more vulgar designaton; and so, in spite of 
the laughing and quizzing of his acquaintance, he became Mr 
Willoughby Watkins.

Yet Tom Watkins was no fool, though he had allowed 
his mother-in-law to delude him. In his own house he was 
merely a cypher,6 it is true - for on the death of her mother 
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Mrs Willoughby Watkins had taken the reins and held them 
tight - but in business he was a shrewd calculating man, and 
had made money fast.

They had at the time our story commences been settled at 
Peckham for about three years, but the lady was not satisfied 
with the place. Her house, her children, her servants, her car-
riage and herself were all first-class, and in the highest style of 
elaborate fashionable elegance; and yet the elite of Peckham 
would not call on her. Many very highly respectable people 
did call, certainly; but while Mrs Strange, of “The Gothic,”7 
and the Honorable Mrs O’Shaughnessy, her own next door 
neighbour, the very leaders of bon-ton8 in Peckham, passed 
her gate she could not be happy. In vain had been her efforts 
to enter the charmed circle presided over by these deities. In 
vain had she sent out umbrellas to the Misses Strange when 
they were passing her door in a shower, and made jellies for 
her honorable neighbour when she was laid up with a cold. 
In the first case the umbrellas were civilly declined, and the 
young ladies took refuge with their friends next door. In the 
second the honorable lady (whose income was reported to 
be extremely small) ate the jellies, and when she no longer  
required them sent a polite note of thanks.

We have already trespassed too much on the patience of 
our readers in describing the antecedents of the family with 
whom Miss Barrington wished to emigrate, to enter more ful-
ly into the reasons why Mrs Willoughby Watkins tried to pro-
pitiate those ladies. It is enough to say that Mrs Major Strange, 
(as she was sometimes called in compliment to the military 
rank held by her husband,) and the widow of the third son 
of an Irish viscount, together with the satellites who revolved 
around them, were determined not to receive the retired gro-
cer’s wife into their charmed circle, but talked of her forward-
ness and impudence, and ridiculed her airs.



CHAPTER II 7

That the unfortunate dame was miserable most ladies will 
understand, and that she would be satisfied with nothing but 
the clusters of grapes quite out of her reach9 was natural and 
characteristic of many fair daughters of Eve besides herself. 
That among her acquaintances she should pretend to be on 
the most friendly terms with these unapproachables, and 
speak of dear Mrs Strange and dear Mrs O’Shaughnessy, was a 
piece of diplomacy for which many will commend her, we are 
sure; for it made her an object of envy and didn’t hurt them.

But in her heart of hearts she was sick of Peckham; and 
when the curate of St Bartholomew’s,i with his family, went to 
take charge of a congregation at A----- in ------, and his wife 
wrote to her giving a glowing description of the high “ton”10 

she was received among in the new colony, a new vision of 
delight spread itself before her eyes! Why should she not go to 
A----- too? If poor Mrs Judge, who had struggled on for years 
with a small income and large family, and had hardly taken 
out an article fit to be seen, was so great a personage, what 
would the rich and dashing Mrs Willoughby Watkins be? 
Poor Tom certainly opened his eyes a little when first his lady 
approached the subject; but she inherited all the cleverness of 
her admirable mother, and, while she thought of society, she 
wisely talked only of the high interest for money that could 
be got there, and thus not only persuade him to emigrate, but 
greatly raised his opinions of her abilities and forethought.

i  Bartholomew’s] Botholomew’s
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CHAPTER III

The gorgeously dressed footman ushered Miss Barrington 
up the stately staircase towards the drawing-room in which 
his lady was reclining.

This footman, like everything else in Paragon Villa, was for 
show; indeed, the same observation applied to all the houses 
in the Paragon Villas. Colossal gates led into small gardens, 
where the statuary and urns were of a formidable size in com-
parison with the grassplots and parterres.1 The enormous 
portico, hall door, and steps actually seemed half the front of 
the house, and the size of the staircase considerably dimin-
ished the size of the rooms.

Now this footman, who looks so tremendous and quite 
terrifies poor Annie, is in the habit of squeezing himself into 
a little cupboard under the kitchen stairs of a night that is 
certainly quite disproportioned to his size. He doesn’t look 
capable of such makeshifts, however - oh, dear, not at all; but 
opens the door and announces our heroine with an air and 
dignity that should command the highest wages.

Annie advanced towards the sofa on which the lady of the 
house rested with due caution. She avoided the spider tables2 
and ottomans, and arrived without having come into collision 
with the furniture, which was a work of some difficulty.

Mrs Willoughby Watkins began to ask her about her ac-
complishments after the few preliminary words of course.

“You play, Miss Bally? Barre? eh. Really---”
“Barrington, madam; yes, I play.”
“Oh, ah; let me hear you. I don’t play myself; my health will 

not allow the exertion, though, after all the money dear pa 
spent - something tremendous - positively it’s a pity!”

Miss Barrington was not sure whether she was expected 
to say anything; however, as she could not in good manners 
even infer that Mrs Willoughby Watkins was lazy, she thought 
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it best to make a commonplace remark, and said that “music 
was a delightful study.”

“Oh, very; my Meliora plays like an angel even now. We so 
much regret having to take her from England; but, you see, 
men with money and sons will do these things, no matter 
what the ladies feel. For my part, I think it horrid. Peckham is 
bad enough, so few people one cares to know; I did hope Mr 
Willoughby Watkins would move to the West End, where one 
would be among one’s equals; but when he told me he meant 
to go to that horrid, savage, out-of-the-way place, I assure you 
I nearly fainted; but” (suddenly recollecting the young lady’s 
errand) “let me hear you play something from an opera. I 
adore operas.”

The piano was close at hand, and Annie executed in very 
good style a fantasia from Trovatore.3

“Ah, really tolerable; let me see, is it Norma or Colleen 
Bawn?”4

“Trovatore, Madam,” said Annie, hardly able to suppress a 
smile.

“Ah, yes, how foolish of me; but I’ve such a bad memory. 
Do you know that other sweet thing from Sonambula,5 ‘Hil 
domey Hil Nobilley.’ ”6

Unable to command her voice from inward merriment, 
Annie at once struck the opening chords for this pretty air 
without answering.

Mrs Willoughby Watkins allowed her to play it about half 
through, and then asked if she spoke French.

“Yes, I learned in Paris, whilst my father was living.”
“Ah, I’m glad. There is nothing like the Parisian accent. I 

remember when I was at school, dear papa took me from an 
excellent academy because he was not satisfied with the purity 
of the accent. See if you can find a French work among the 
books on the stand and let me hear you read poetry, please.”

Annie obeyed.
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“Ah, that will do very well; how nicely the last words chime 
in with one another, do they not?”

Miss Barrington admitted that the metre was very correct.
“And how about salary and such things, for I think you will 

suit me. English you of course know?”
“Yes, madam. I can refer you to Mrs Middleton.”
“Ah yes, I had forgotten - of course - well, if all that is sat-

isfactory, I will give you twenty pounds for the first year, pay 
passage, &c. Will that suit you?”

“Thank you, that will suit me exactly, and I hope I shall give 
you satisfaction.”

“I hope so. Pray have you any particular reason for wanting 
to go abroad, and of all places to A----?”

“My only living relative, a brother, is, I believe, living in the 
neighbourhood of A----.”

“Ah, well, then, you are right to go. For my part, I dread it, 
and my friends in Peckham are in despair: dear Mrs Strange—
you know Mrs Strange?—of the Gothic.”

She had to confess she did not.
“A charming creature I assure you, and so sorry to lose us, 

as is my neighbour the Honorable Mrs O’Shaughnessy. The 
other day she said: ‘Myii dear friend, Peckham will be a desert 
when you are gone.’iii I was quite affected.”iv

Annie said it was sad to lose friends.
“How sad I did not know until I had consented to leave. 

Where shall I find a neighbour like my friend next door - you 
know her I presume?”

The governess actually blushed at her own ignorance.
“You know her brother perhaps (or I should rather say 

have heard of him), Lord Dunsnapper?”

ii  ‘My] “My
iii  Gone.’] ~”
iv  Affected.”] ~.
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Again had our heroine to confess she had no knowledge of 
the titled individual.

Mrs Willoughby Watkins at this moment luckily looked 
out of the window, and perceived alighting from an omnibus 
an old Islington acquaintance, whose grammar and orthog-
raphy, being rather unsuitable for the ears of the friends of 
viscounts, she did not wish Miss Barrington to encounter. In 
spite of the sorrow she had expressed to that young lady, her 
heart gave a bound when she thought she would soon be out 
of the reach of the Islington omnibus.

She dismissed the governess with as much haste as decency 
would permit, and with the knowledge that such inflictions 
would soon be at an end, resigned herself to fate.
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CHAPTER IV

At the Hornsey railway station was Mrs Scott, waiting the 
return of her friend.

Mrs Scott was a small delicate woman of about five-and-
twenty, and had been for six months head teacher in Mrs 
Middleton’s school. Mrs Middleton had told the young ladies 
when she came to the school first that she had had many and 
great trials; more than this no one knew about her, except the 
lady principal herself.

Between her and Annie Barrington had grown up a very 
strong attachment, and tears filled the eyes of both as they 
sauntered along through the shady lanes now gilded by the 
beams of the setting sun, and talked of the parting that seemed 
certain.

“Before you go, dear Annie, I should like to tell you the 
history of my life.”

Annie had often longed to hear this, but feared the recital 
might perhaps affect her friend’s spirits too much; but on the 
assurance that it would be a relief to unburden her mind she 
thanked her for her intended confidence.

Both ladies reported themselves at home to the lady prin-
cipal, and finding that they had a full hour at their disposal 
before prayer, went out together into the bright moonlight 
that was now flooding the whole panorama of nature, and 
there, beneath one of the old walnut trees on the lawn, where 
no interruption was to be feared, Mrs Scott commenced the 
history of her life.

“My father was a half-pay officer1 when I can first remem-
ber him. I was then a mere child. I know that his pension or 
half pay was very small; for to increase our means, and keep 
my mother in these comforts which the state of her health 
made necessary, he used to act as a sort of steward to his 
brother, a man of large property in the neighbourhood.
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“Those were happy days; our little cottage was a perfect 
heaven of happiness and love, and though we did not own 
Fairfield, it was almost ours, for my uncle and his son lived 
nearly always on the continent, and I could roam through the 
large rooms or ancient garden, or (what I loved still better) sit 
undisturbed in the dear old library, at my own sweet will and 
pleasure.

“But I was not more than thirteen when all this was changed. 
My father and uncle died within six months of each other, and 
my cousin was so wedded to Paris that he at once sold the es-
tate. The cottage with its two acres, about fifty pounds in cash, 
and a small pension totally inadequate to our support, was 
all that remained to us. My mother was loath to sell our little 
home, the scene of her greatest joys and deepest sorrow; for it 
was there she came a bride, and there she mourned a widow. 
I was her only surviving child. Some one (I think the rector) 
advised her to advertise for pupils. She did so repeatedly, but 
for a year with no success; at last, however, she was so fortu-
nate as to be entrusted with the charge of two young ladies, 
sisters, the daughters of a wealthy merchant in London. They 
had just lost their mother, and no doubt that touched a chord 
in my own mother’s heart; at any rate, she loved them dearly, 
and they amply returned and repaid her affection. They were 
sweet girls - Ellen, the eldest, about my own age, and our lively 
little Hattie two years younger.

“This addition to our household seemed to raise the dark 
veil of depression that had fell on us at my father’s death.

“Youth feels trouble lightly, and our glad young voices and 
merry laughter soon filled the glen. Even our dear mother - 
for as such all regarded her - would smile at our fun, though 
tears would often chase that smile away.

“We lived for about two years in the greatest harmony and 
happiness. Mamma was our principal teacher, but for such 
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things as she did not feel equal we had masters from Cam-
bridge, about four miles distant.

“Ellen and I were about sixteen, and Hattie fourteen, when 
we had a visit one fine summer’s morning that was destined 
to have the effect of breaking up our happy establishment.” - 
Here, the narrator stopped, and her voice trembled; but she 
would not listen to her companion’s entreaty that she would 
defer the remainder. “No, no - I will tell all now - Annie, I can 
remember that morning as if it were yesterday. Mamma had 
gone to see the rector’s wife, who was ill. Ellen was practising 
her music lesson on the piano in the little drawing-room, and 
Hattie and I were picking raspberries for cook in the kitch-
en garden. This garden was divided from the lawn and flow-
er-beds by a low laurel hedge. Whilst gathering the fruit on 
the usual principle of one for cookie and two for ourselves, as 
Hattie mischievously phrased it, I chanced to look up and saw 
a strange gentleman, just dismounted, unfastening the little 
white gate that led into our tiny territories. In a low tone I 
communicated my discovery to my companion. She had no 
sooner looked at the intruder than, regardless of garden, hat, 
and gloves, she scrambled through the hedge and in a moment 
was clinging round his neck and covering him with kisses.

“This served to enlighten me. It could be no one else than 
their brother, of whom I had often heard them speak.

“I was not so careless about being found ‘en deshabille’2 as 
Hattie appeared, however; so I entered the house and gained 
my room by the back stairs. It was immediately over the draw-
ing-room, and I heard the music suddenly cease, and Ellen 
utter a glad exclamation.

“But little time elapsed before the dear girl came to fetch 
me down, and then for the first time I saw my husband.

“Yes, dear Annie, it would be well for me, it would be well 
for him, if my story could end here in happiness and peace; 
but alas! this was almost our last day of calm enjoyment. It 
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will soon be time for us to go in, so I must hurry on. We met 
very frequently; he had been entered at Cambridge, and as we 
lived so near it was natural he should spend much of his time 
with us. That my mother feared nothing, suspected nothing, 
I am sure, and I - guilty deceiver that I was - hid the secret 
from my best friend, for Alfred Scott soon told me the in-
terest I had in his heart; and as I had formed an equally mad 
passion for him I consented to hide our engagement. We both 
knew it would not be safe to tell mamma, as she would very 
properly insist on Mr Scott’s knowing all about it, and this 
we both knew was out of the question. For his only son to 
marry the penniless daughter of a governess, would be repug-
nant to every feeling of pride and ambition, and (as neither 
of us was of age) compulsory separation must follow. With 
deceit most lamentable in two so young, we managed (before 
we had known each other six months) to get married with-
out arousing the suspicions of any of our friends. After our 
union Alfred’s conduct was not so circumspect as it ought to 
have been, and poor mamma began to fear we were getting 
attached. She remonstrated with me long and seriously, and 
ended by commanding me never to permit his attentions in 
any way. This command I of course could not obey, and on 
her pressing me to promise to obey her injunctions, my forti-
tude gave way. She was soon - too soon alas! - in possession of 
the guilty secret, that was destined to embitter her life.

“With that high sense of honor which she so eminently 
possessed, and in which her only child had proved so miser-
ably deficient, she sought an early interview with Alfred, and 
insisted on his informing his father.

“I dreaded to meet my husband after having divulged our 
secret, but he was kind and gentle, and said it must soon be 
known, and a little sooner could make no difference.

“He at once wrote to his father, whose rage I cannot de-
scribe. He blamed my poor mother for having entrapped his 
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son, as he expressed it, and instantly removed his daughters. 
His son he would not see, but sent a message that he should 
never receive another shilling from him.

“Alfred, in the first flush of young love, made light of all 
hardships, and did his best to console us. I was easily cheered, 
for so long as I had him I could not be miserable. My mother, 
however, remained a prey to grief, and not until the birth of 
a grand-child called for the assistance of her energy and love, 
did her sinking spirits recover their tone. But from that time 
she meekly took up her cross, and has been all in all to me.

“Soon after the birth of my baby I began to be conscious of 
a change in my adored husband; but I was so unwilling to see 
it that, until he openly complained of dullness,v want of mon-
ey, &c., I could not believe his love had cooled.

“The truth is, he was an impetuous boy, about as little fitted 
to sustain the character of a husband as any one could possi-
bly be; and certainly to a volatile lively youth, reared in the 
very lap of luxury, his position at this time was most trying.

“He was scarcely twenty years old, burdened with the sup-
port of a wife and child, and forced to labor at the desk from 
morn to night. Then our home was dull for him, and when he 
began to awake from love’s young dream, and saw all he had 
lost - wealth, station, fame, the brilliant position he had meant 
to fill - he repented the rash step he had taken, and turned 
with indifference from the partner of his folly.

“But why linger on the sad, sad story. You weep, dear 
Annie; but I have wept until grief ’s fountains are dry. This 
state of things did not, could not long continue. With as much 
impetuosity to be rid of his chains, as he had shown to forge 
them, he proposed to emigrate to better his fortunes, and left 
me with hardly any appearance of regret. Shortly after he left 
another child was born. I wrote to the place he had gone to, 
but have never heard from him or of him since.

v  dullness] dulness
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“And his sisters have been kinder than I at all deserved. 
Through their assistance my mother and the children are liv-
ing in comfort, and dear Ellen obtained for me this situation, 
that enables me to aid in their support. Both sisters are now 
well and comfortably married. Ellen has been so some years - 
but it is time to go in; the prayer bell will soon ring.”
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CHAPTER V

In a stately old-fashioned house, in one of the quiet squares 
near the Foundling Hospital,1 our next scene is laid.

The exterior of the mansion, with its prim iron railings 
and huge iron extinguishers for the torches of the link-bear-
ers,2 seems to belong to the reign of Anne or the early Georg-
es.3 But the spacious interior, replete with every convenience 
and luxury known to the refined people of the present day, 
affords a striking contrast. In the drawing-room sits a lady 
“young and fair,” attired in the rich silk demi-toilet4 which 
people of fashion call dinner dress, surrounded by costly 
decorations, to procure which the four corners of the world 
must have been ransacked. Her countenance plainly indi-
cates how little these things contribute to gladden the heart, 
when all is not peace within.

This lady is Hattie, the sister-in-law of Mrs Scott, and 
this house is the residence of her father. Hattie is married, 
but her husband is partner with her father, and hitherto all 
have shared the same home. This arrangement is soon about 
to end: Mr Scott is going to take to himself a second wife, 
with the avowed intention of supplanting his banished son 
by another heir to his name and fortune. The fair fiancée (an 
elegant young widow lady of about five-and-twenty, with a 
fine jointure and a pretty little girl) is but slightly known to 
the daughters of her future husband, and Hattie is to receive 
her at dinner to-day as a guest for the first time. Ellen is also 
expected, and Hattie anxiously hopes that she will be able to 
come earlier than the chosen of her papa, that they may have 
(what ladies love) a chat over the affair.

A carriage drives up, and Hattie quickly crosses the room 
to shorten her suspense by a peep from the window - yes, it is 
the quiet brougham5 of Dr S----- (Ellen’s husband), and dear 
Ellen herself alights therefrom. After an exchange of enquiries 
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about babies, of whom Hattie has one and Ellen three, they 
subside into conversation.

With unselfish and constant affection had these two wor-
thy young matrons endeavored to interest their father in the 
two sweet children who called him grandfather. How vain had 
been their efforts the contemplated marriage plainly showed, 
and they were much chagrined, Ellen especially, who was bet-
ter acquainted with the bride elect than her sister.

“I fear, Hattie dear, that this will be the downfall of all hope 
of assistance from papa for poor Laura and the children. Mrs 
Welby is, I do believe, a thoroughly heartless scheming wom-
an. I would not, you know, judge either hastily or partially; 
but after the way in which she was first married I cannot help 
having an ill opinion of her.”

“I was not aware that you knew so much of her antecedents.”
“Nor did I until the other day. The fact is, papa called and 

announced to me the very unpleasant intelligence that he was 
about to wed Mrs Welby. I had only met her once or twice, 
and merely remarked her as both beautiful and engaging, so 
that I had no personal objection to her, and only the general 
objection that a second marriage would be the deathblow of 
all our hopes; but Charles was very grave, and after papa had 
left said it would have been better for Laura had he chosen 
almost anyone else. This aroused my curiosity, and I would 
know all. It appears that about six years ago old Major Welby 
lost his first wife, and Charles attended her during her illness; 
the present Mrs Welby was then living there as governess to 
the youngest daughter, and although scarcely twenty years old 
at that time courted the widower with a degree of effrontery 
that was quite disgusting. Miss Welby, the eldest daughter, 
who was much her senior, gave her notice to quit her charge, 
and she did so, but only to return in three weeks as absolute 
mistress. The poor daughters, who were still in deep mourn-
ing, quitted the house, shocked beyond expression that their 
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father should so soon bring a successor to take their dead 
mother’s place. This step, that was dictated by feeling alone, 
was a hasty and very unwise one; for it left the field open to 
the intriguing stepmother, and they inherited only the money 
secured to them by their mother’s marriage settlement, the 
whole of the Major’s immense fortune descending to the sec-
ond wife and the little girl their daughter.”

That this disclosure should deepen the cloud on poor Hat-
tie’s brow is not wonderful, and that it was hard to smooth its 
ruffled surface into the smiles with which it was both polite 
and politic to welcome the graceful Mrs Welby, whose car-
riage now drew up, cannot be doubted. Mr Scott, who had 
been waiting her arrival in the dining-room, gallanted her 
up the stairs, and handed her into the drawing-room with a 
proud smile.

The proud smile was fully deserved by the exterior appear-
ance of the fair dame. Young, tall, handsome, and eminently 
graceful; she was a fair picture. Ellen, who was about her own 
age, looked decidedly the elder of the two: fair and inclined to 
embonpoint,6 clad in a simple dress of silver grey, she formed 
a striking contrast to the widow, whose flowing skirts of azure 
satin and rich lace, and sparkling ornaments of brilliant dia-
monds, set off her fine figure to the utmost advantage, and 
threw her future step-daughters into the shade completely.

One kid gloved hand rested on the arm of her proud “fu-
ture,” and the other nestled among the soft folds of satin and 
lace that covered her ample crinoline, and slightly raised the 
dress that might have impeded her movements just sufficiently 
to give a glimpse of some delicate embroidery, and the prettiest 
little white satin boot in the world.

Nothing could exceed her amiability and condescension. 
She welcomed Dr T----- when he came in, as an old friend, 
with easy familiarity; expressed an almost childish delight 
with the house and its appointments; and had the sisters 
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known nothing of her previous history they might have been 
captivated as their father evidently was - but now they could 
only look on it all as a piece of excellent acting, and wonder 
how long it was going to last.

Henry Walton, the husband of Hattie, was the first to come 
into the drawing-room. After the important matter of dinner 
and the orthodox retirement of the ladies had been duly gone 
through, Mrs Welby was urging Hattie to send for baby.

“Now do, dear; I so dote on babies, and really feel quite 
curious to see one to which I shall soon be grandmamma, just 
fancy;” and the young granddame7 covered her laughing face 
with her hands.

This allusion, which was certainly in bad taste, appeared to 
call for a reply, possibly a compliment; and Henry, with ready 
tact, said that it would be hard to fancy her “mamma,” and 
quite impossible to imagine her a grandmamma.

“Now, Mr Walton - Mr Walton, that is sad flattery. I have 
been a mamma; oh! ever so many years.”

“What number am I to understand by ‘ever so many?’”
“Oh! you atrocious creature, how horridly matter of fact. 

You see, dear (turning to Hattie), these terrible men cannot 
leave the city behind them, but come down on one with ar-
tithmetic and the numeration table on a moment. Now I warn 
you that I cannot do sums, they are so outrageously dreadful; 
I know that two and two makes four, but beyond that really 
the task would terrify me.”

This was rather a strange speech from a quondam8 gov-
erness, but no one could appear surprised. Henry observed 
“that even in the limits she allowed herself she must know her 
child’s age.”

“How, wretch?”
“Because, my dear madam, you know that two and two 

make four, and more than four the child that has the happi-
ness to call you mamma cannot be.”
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The arrival of baby put an end to this badinage,9 but it 
had done good. Henry was wise enough to understand the 
style of thing that would take with the lady, and as on all oc-
casions he fooled her to the top of her bent. He became a 
prime favorite with her; and though it is probable that her 
fancy only was touched, and that she would not give up one 
selfish thought or wish to aid either him or any of the family, 
her penchant for his society had the effect of procuring for 
the rest a more cordial welcome in their father’s house after 
his second marriage, than would have been accorded them 
under other circumstances.

But we are digressing, and keeping that little mass of fine 
muslin known as Hattie’s baby waiting an introduction to its 
new relative.

The lady bestowed on it many superlative adjectives, and 
just touched the border of its cap with the tip of her nose. 
She discovered a wonderful resemblance between the dark 
moustache-bedecked countenance of its papa and its own 
pink insipidity, playfully insinuating that baby had the ad-
vantage in point of feature (which was certainly anything but 
flattering).

Mr Scott and his elder son-in-law entered during this little 
episode, and the old gentleman was more enamoured of his 
beautiful Adeline than ever - which she doubtless intended he 
should be.

The evening passed off far more pleasantly than could have 
been hoped or expected. Mrs Welby was very willing to be 
pleased, and was delighted with the lively chat of Henry Wal-
ton. Mr Scott was the least morsel in life jealous, but still all 
went smoothly. The beautiful Adeline was a skilful musician, 
and endowed with a voice of singular brilliancy and power; 
and when did such aid fail to help the dull hours along, even 
after a family dinner party, proverbially one of the dullest 
things in the world.
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But all things will end, and our party was no exception to 
the rule, and all were relieved when the carriages were an-
nounced. It is irksome to have to wear a mask, and in a group 
like those our pen has tried to depict each would have to act a 
part. Oh! hollow, hollow world. Oh! boasted refinement, that 
makes it meritorious to “live a lie.”

Something like this was certainly the thought of Hattie 
when she treated her better half to a curtain lecture,10 in con-
sequence of his attentions to the fair widow. Henry defended 
himself on the score of expediency, but we will not defend 
him. We only paint him as he was, and do not attempt to extol 
him into a hero. The fact is, we seldom meet with Apollos and 
Penuses11 beyond the book-shelves of the circulating library,12 
and in the world around find many worthy individuals who 
think, like Henryvi Walton, that where interest is considered a 
little politic dissembling is harmless.

That it is not harmless we know; but alas! it wouldn’t suit 
to put such quixotic notions into practice people say; so the 
father of lies rules the World, under the genteel title of polite-
ness.

This is a tale, however, and not a homily; so it will not do to 
go into the matter further, or we might show how politeness 
and sincerity are not incompatible; but we must not digress 
any more, but leave the World to put on the semblance of a 
good it does not possess, and the very few to strive to school 
their thoughts as well as their words.

vi  Henry] Harry
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CHAPTER VI

It is time to see what steps have been taken by the Watkins 
family since we last heard of them.

We find them located at an hotel in Gravesend,1 and Miss 
Barrington is expected to join them in the course of the day.

All the luggage is on board that fine ship laying in the 
stream.2 Children and nurses and lost parcels are all safely 
collected, and they are to embark in the morning.

By the five train Miss Barrington arrives. Her eyes are a lit-
tle red, which is not very wonderful after parting with her few 
friends and acquaintances, and her reception does not tend to 
raise her spirits. She is told by a pompous waiter, who looks 
decidedly like a Methodist parson, that she is to go to No. 30 
on the 3rd landing. That he knows the position she occupies, 
and treats her accordingly, is also rather disagreeably apparent.

But Annie’s sweet spirit was ever ready to find excuses, 
and look at the bright side of things, so that she searches out 
the indicated room with patient assiduity, and is rewarded by 
finding it. What a dreary resting-place! Around a square table 
are seated three children, a fourth standing by the fire, and 
an infant in nurse’s arms. The one by the fire is very evidently 
the eldest - a little premature shrewd woman, whose real age 
cannot be more than eleven years.

The nurse mildly intimates to this young lady, “Miss Melio-
ra, here is the governess.”

“Oh, are you Miss Barrington?” enquires that young lady 
with a stare.

“Yes.”
“Well, ma has gone out, and she told me to take you to your 

room when you came, and then ask you to take some tea. Will 
you come this way, please?” Saying this Miss Meliora led the 
way across the corridor to a small bedroom containing two 
single beds.
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“You are to have that bed and I am to have this one, be-
cause it is more out of the draft,” frankly remarked the minia-
ture woman.

No answer was returned.
“Do you know, I think I shall like you better than I did Miss 

Dobson; she was such a quiz,3 and a regular old maid. Ma 
liked her, though, and would have taken her to A----- with us, 
only she knew too much. She knew that Mrs Strange and all 
that nasty proud lot never came to see ma, but looked on her 
like dirt, and -”

“My dear,” interrupted the governess, “you have just said 
your mamma would not take Miss Dobson because she knew 
all this; therefore she cannot wish me to know it.”

“Oh crickey no! of course she doesn’t; she’d pound me a 
hurricane if she knew that I told you.”

“Then, my dear, you must know that it is very wrong for 
you to tell me, and, dear, I am quite surprised to hear you use 
such unlady-like expressions.”

“Oh, I often hear pa talk like that, and so I do too, but be-
hind ma’s back, though.”

“Well, dear, I shall expect you to act as much like a lady 
behind mamma’s back as when she is present.”

“Oh! you are afraid I shall forget when people are by, but 
I know better than that. I always act the grand lady like ma, 
and I never speak of our shop at Islington, and always speak of 
dear Miss Lizzie Strange, though I hate the nasty proud little 
cat, and -”

Utterly shocked at so frightful a state of falsehood and 
deception, Miss Barrington earnestly pleaded with the poor 
child whose own mother had taught her by bad example. But 
the evil was too deeply implanted to be so easily eradicated. 
It was quite impossible to impress on her perverted mind the 
clear rule of right and wrong; all her thought was to show 
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off before strangers, and when that was done she felt that no 
more ought to be expected from her.

“Do you know, Miss Barrington, I think you are something 
like the Methodist that used to be at school with Miss Dobson, 
and thought it wrong to see her lover by stealth and hide him 
in the cupboard.”

“And did not Miss Dobson also think it wrong?”
“Ah, no, poor Dobson could not afford to be as particu-

lar, you know; she had no money, but she says that then she 
was very beautiful, and had more lovers than any girl in the 
school, and that one day she almost made a young man shoot 
himself because she smiled on somebody else. She must 
be much altered, for now all the young men call her an old 
frump.”

“And Miss Dobson told you all this about herself?”
“Oh! yes, and a great deal more; but I could hardly believe 

it, she was so very ugly when she was with us - but then it 
sounded very grand, like ma’s stories of her fine friends, and 
so that was perhaps why she said it; but I will believe your 
tales, for you are so pretty that I am sure you have many 
lovers.”

Now Annie thought that conciliation would perhaps an-
swer better with this young lady than severe correction, and 
she therefore mildly answered; “I have no lovers, dear, and if 
I had I think we could find something much more interesting 
and more suited to your age to talk about.”

“But it must be about love, and at least one person shot or 
something -”

“We will defer it, whatever it may be, until another time, 
for I want my tea.”

“Yes, I had forgotten.”
Annie was leaving the room, when her strange little com-

panion seized her skirt, and said hurriedly,vii

vii  hurriedly] hurridly
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“Don’t say anything before nurse; she is new too, and she 
does not want her to know anything; and I am to pinch Syl-
vester if he begins to say anything to make him stop. The little 
ones cannot remember yet, and ma says it’s a good thing, for 
we are going to be very grand people in A----.”

We may be sure that this conversation did not tend to 
soothe Miss Barrington’s mind: she found herself in a situa-
tion of extreme difficulty. On the one hand, the mother was 
teaching her child every species of boasting and dissimula-
tion; and on the other, as a servant of Christ, and a conscien-
tious teacher, she would have to inculcate a pure love of truth 
- but how to eradicate the weeds? Oh! parents, what a task do 
you impose when you expect a teacher to enforce precepts 
and principles which you yourselves wantonly disregard and 
outrage every day of your lives.

Mrs Willoughby Watkins was not, as some perhaps would 
imagine, a woman devoid of morality; oh no! she was not re-
ally knowingly wicked, but very weak and her vanity led her 
into a culpable system of boasting, which was not only ruin-
ing her own soul but that of her child also.

Annie, an earnest Christian, and the child of one “who did 
his Master’s work,” was but ill fitted for this trying situation; 
however, she had made up her mind - before the waiter came 
to tell her that Mrs Willoughby Watkins had returned, and 
wished to see her - to leave all in her Father’s hands, and trust 
to the orphan’s Friend.4

Mrs Willoughby Watkins was sitting on one side of a tea 
equipage,5 that presented a striking contrast to the one above 
stairs, and a little bald-headed individual sat on the other.

“Oh! Miss Barrington, how do? how do?”
“Willoughby, dearest, this is the young person you know, 

dear, that has come as governess to the darling children?”
“Indeed? is this the gal; take a seat, Miss.”
His elegant spouse bit her lip.
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“It’s a coolish evening, very coolish, my missus was saying 
as we -”

“A sardine, dear, please.”viii

“The Kihan (Cayenne)?”ix

“Thank you,” said poor Mrs Willoughby Watkins.
“Is all your traps on board, Miss?”
“Oh! yes, dear Willoughby: Miss Barrington’s box went 

with our immense number of packing-cases and boxes to the 
ship at the docks.”

“That’s right, I didn’t know; for as you said, my dear, that 
it wasn’t genteel to look after the luggage myself, I left it all to 
Saunders and the sailors; but I stood where I ’ad my high (eye) 
on it, talking to brother Jack, who -”

“Excuse me again, dear, but I have a few directions for Miss 
Barrington regarding the children. I think she is anxious to 
retire. Miss Barrington, you will please start for the vessel 
from the Terrace Pier early to-morrow.”

“At what time, madam?”
“Well, say ten. Nurse and the children will go with you. 

You will take charge of Miss Meliora, Master Sylvester, and 
Miss Theodora, and nurse of Master Gustavus and baby, you 
know.x

“The name of the vessel is the ‘Speculation,’ and be sure 
to get into one of the boats belonging to the ship, or you will 
be charged. Be good enough to keep the elder children from 
talking to nurse, for it might make them common, and Miss 
Dobson has taught them so well I don’t wish them to go back. 
Miss Meliora is particularly high-bred, and quite looks down 
on servants. Now I wish for her to be kept up to that point, 
and even carried as far higher as you can manage; for as we 

viii  please.”] ~.
ix  “The Kihan (Cayenne)?”] ~?
x  know.] ~
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do not intend to go into mixed society, but set out with the 
intention of knowing nobody -”

“But regular high-flyers,”6 interposed her spouse.
“Dear Willoughby, you will have your joke. No, I was about 

to say those who occupy a high station, and nothing under 
that.”

“Not at any price whatsoever. You see, Miss, that the mis-
sus goes in for the whole hog -”

“You naughty creature, such vulgar jokes; fie! fie! What will 
Miss Barrington think? I’m quite ashamed of you.”

Something in the tone of this apparently playful remark, 
and the slight touch his boot got under the table, warned poor 
Watkins that he had again (as he too often did) made a blun-
der, and the fear of the consequence kept him silent the rest of 
the time the governess was in the room.

A few more instructions as to the extreme attitude the lit-
tle Willoughby Watkinses were to be brought to, and with a 
courteous bow, Annie was dismissed.

The morning was bright and clear; the trees in the terrace 
gardens were gorgeous in the warm tints of early autumn.

Dear old Father Thames (whose face is cleaner at Gravesend 
than at London Bridge) was in his best temper, and smiled at 
the sun in unruffled placidity. Annie felt a natural pang of re-
gret as she stepped into the boat that would take her from her 
native land. She had no living ties to loosen, but the memory 
of the past clung round many a loved spot she should perhaps 
never see again. The dear old rose-covered rectory, where she 
had lived so happily, and from whence her reverend father 
had so often gone forth to preach the glad tidings; the simple 
slab beneath which he lay by the side of his gentle partner, and 
the old church with it ivy-crowned spire - she had walked a 
weary mile to take a last farewell of these hallowed scenes, and 
had wept over the visions of happy days. The village glen, each 
little cottage and shady lane, awoke some fond recollection. 
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There she had read God’s blessed Word to poor old Dame 
Burton many a time, and there she had ran anxiously to see 
how much Goodie Green had got at the neighbouring town 
for the pair of Dorkings7- her own rearing - which she had 
commissioned the old dame to sell to procure the money to 
buy dear papa a warm muffler for the winter, for their means 
were but scanty; yet, oh! how happy they had been: and then 
rose up the memory of a darker time, her father’s death, Wal-
ter’s leaving them, her mother’s failing health, and then - then 
alone in the world. Oh! memory, memory! The bright scene 
around was forgotten, and the tears fell thick and fast.

Meliora rather abruptly recalled her with the observation:
“Miss Barrington, there’s Theodora talking to nurse, and if 

ma finds you allow that you will catch it.”
“Theodora, dear, come and sit by me,” said the poor gov-

erness.
“Miss Dobson always said Miss Theodora,” very pointedly 

remarked the high-bred young lady.
Annie made no reply. In the first place her mind was too 

disturbed, and in the second she became conscious of the 
almost pitying gaze of a pair of remarkably fine brown eyes.

The owner of these optics was a young man, apparently 
about seven-and-twenty, of a noble and manly aspect. As soon 
as he found that Annie was conscious of his notice, he turned 
his attention from her, and bestowed a glance of anything but 
admiration upon Miss Meliora, who, we should be inclined 
to say, turned up her nose at him, but that such a proceeding 
would hardly be compatible with her excess of breeding.

“Isn’t that a nasty, cross-looking man?”
“Hush! my dear, he may hear you.”
“Do you think he is a gentleman?”
“Hush! hush! I cannot let you talk so; he will hear you.”
“But is he?”
“Yes, yes; I should think so.”
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“Well, then, I won’t say any more, or he may not take me 
for a lady.”

No answer could be returned to this, as they now reached 
the vessel.

The unknown assisted in the transit from the boat, and 
carried Gustavus to the steps at the ship’s side - a task that 
would otherwise have devolved on Miss Barrington, for the 
boatmen, immediately on their leaving the boat, put off again 
for the pier.

On reaching the poop-deck,8 Annie politely thanked him 
for his timely assistance. He courteously responded, and 
bowed.

The nurse had been on board before, so she knew the locale 
of the Willoughby Watkinses, and led the way. All was very 
comfortable; a large state cabin for the family, and a small one, 
containing two berths, of which the upper one was for Annie, 
and the lower one for nurse. The poor governess experienced 
a feeling of relief at sight of this arrangement. She could, at 
least, take refuge from the children sometimes.

And now Mrs Willoughby Watkins bustled into the cabin, 
and, after a few directions to nurse, desired Miss Barrington 
and the elder children to follow her on deck.

The scene here was most animated, for though no cabin 
passengers but themselves had yet come on board, the lower 
deck was one scene of hurry and confusion, with glimpses 
here and there, among the rapidly moving crowds of affecting 
still life. There the aged parents taking leave of a daughter they 
could never hope to see in this world again, her children clus-
tering round the knees of dear grandfather and grandmother, 
who feel that each dear little curly head forms another link 
that chains their hearts to that staid-looking matron who to 
them is a dear dear child. No wonder that the snow-crowned 
head of the old man is bowed, and the still more snowy cap 
of his aged partner is half hidden by the handkerchief with 
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which she wipes her streaming eyes.xi And a still sadder group 
is that little knot in deep mourning - two young men and a 
young woman: they must go to try for that employment in 
another land that they have failed to procure in this, and she 
must stay in the old country, and work almost night and day 
to keep off the giant Starvation, until - well, we will hope for 
the best. We will hope that they will be able to send for her, 
as they try to cheer this sad parting by hoping; but if not - 
why God help the poor orphan girl, one of the many whose 
pale careworn faces at early dawn and darkest night may be 
seen treading the streets of the vast metropolis to and from 
the scene of their toils.

Many many other groups took Annie’s eye as she watched 
the sad partings between friends and kindred, but not so Mrs 
Willoughby Watkins, who was busy watching, with the aid of 
lorgnettes,9 the movements of a yacht at some distance, whose 
white sails gleamed in the brilliant sunlight.

During the time that the governess had been watching the 
lower decks, many of the cabin passengers had congregated 
on the poop, and to one of these (a lady who felt a respect 
for the dashing dame, as the proprietor of a handsome state 
cabin), was Mrs Willoughby Watkins, confiding her hopes 
that it might be dear Lord Dunsnapper coming to see them 
before they sailed.

But her hopes were doomed to disappointment, for at that 
moment Lord Dunsnapper formed one of a brilliant wedding 
party grouped round the altar of St George’s, Bloomsbury. The 
bride was so covered with white lace, satin, and jewels, that 
at first sight one could not get a glimpse of the fair being so 
smothered in snowy white, but a second glance and we per-
ceive that it is Mrs Welby.

Yes, to-day the fair Adeline gives her jewelled hand to the 
grave stately man by her side; and as they enter the costly car-

xi  eyes.] ~



CHAPTER VI 33

riages and tread the rich velvet of their princely home - when 
they sit at the sumptuous board and see the magnificent plate 
on which the dainty viands10 are spread - do they think of 
those whom this act will deprive of hope for the future, and 
to whom one article among this lavish profusion, would be a 
little fortune? Do they think of these? Alas! we fear not.

In the next morning’s issue of the Times appeared the fol-
lowing: -

“At St George’s, Bloomsbury, Alfred Henry Scott, of Had-
ding Hall, Blankshire, Esq., to Adeline, relict of the late Major 
James Welby, East India Company Service.”

It was read by three women seated round a scantily-fur-
nished breakfast table, in the front parlor of a shabby little 
house in one of the dull streets near the Great Western Rail-
way Terminus. They sighed as they contrasted their pover-
ty and her wealth; blame them not - they were the discarded 
daughters of Major Welby.

And in the little scantily-furnished bedroom - the only 
sanctum for the poor over-worked teacher - with what feel-
ings does poor Laura Scott read the announcement that for 
ever shuts out hope for the truant father of her poor children? 
Let her tear answer.
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CHAPTER VII

It is about two months after the wedding, and the time noon.
The fair bride sits over her late cup of coffee in an elegant 

undress, profusely embroidered, a fairy cap of delicate lace on 
her pretty head, and her little feet encased in velvet slippers 
displayed on the crimson ottoman in front. A pity there is no 
one else to see her but little Carlo, her silken favourite; but you 
say, “Mr Scott, where is he?” Oh! my dear reader, he has been 
in the city this two hours. He now gets his breakfast alone, for 
his lady wife cannot endure early hours, and he daily sighs as 
he takes his solitary and half-cold cup, and thinks of Hattie’s 
pleasant smiles and Henry’s lively chat, that used to make the 
matinal meal so agreeable a part of the day’s business; and 
when he meets his son-in-law in the city, and knows from his 
bright face how cheerfully has his time passed in the interval 
from toil at his pretty Bayswater villa, he feels inclined to envy 
him. Envy him not, old man. You have sown the wind; dare 
not to hope to escape the whirlwind. Your brow is sad even 
now, and the days of your new marriage are but few. It may be 
that it will be sadder hereafter, even in this life.

And Adeline’s face is also sad, and her eyes are suffused 
with tears; is she regretting too? Oh, dear no; but she is reading 
a most romantic novel, and the woes of the imaginary heroine 
are stirring her heart, sweet sympathetic soul!

She would be shocked at any one supposing her to be so 
commonplace as to care about breakfasting alone. And as 
to Mr Scott, he certainly could not expect her to injure her 
health by breakfasting at the barbarous hour of nine.

She had hardly commenced, however, when a visitor ap-
peared; it was Hattie.

“Oh, dearest, you startled me. Why, how did you come? I 
heard no carriage.”
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“No; Dr Turnerxii set me down in Lamb’s Conduit-street, 
where he had a visit to pay that would detain him some time; 
so I walked on.”

“Ah, and how is dear Ellen, and that atrocious creature 
Henry; the vile horror hasn’t been near me for a week.”

“Both are quite well, and Henry will call for me when he 
leaves office (which will be early), and he can make his excuses.”

“I don’t think I shall pardon the wretch; but take some cof-
fee? No! What an hour your dear pa breakfasts at, and you 
also I suppose. It would kill me in no time. How can you en-
dure it?”

“Henry has always been used to my making breakfast for 
him, and besides I should feel dull taking it alone.”

“Dull! oh dear no! Nothing so agreeable if you can only get 
a nice book. Now this sweet thing that I am reading, I must 
tell you the story; for I have been so interested and affected 
also. You see, poor dear Florine has two lovers; one rich and 
favored by her papa, and the other poor. Now, poor girl, she 
loves the poor young man (who is very handsome, while the 
other is quite ugly), but is forced into matrimony with the rich 
one. How one feels how natural are her beautiful qualities, her 
disinterestedness so charming; but, poor thing, she is driven 
by opposition to leave her husband; meets her former lover, 
and elopes with him. The husband meets and kills him, and 
Florine becomes a raving maniac. Really the incidents of the 
story have drawn tears from me, I am so susceptible.”

“My dear madam, it does you great honor. I, too, can tell 
you a story that I am sure will in that case claim your pity. A 
compassionate heart cannot fail to feel interested in the woes 
of others;” and then hurrying on, as if fearful of losing cour-
age by delay, poor Hattie asked, “Did papa ever tell you I have 
a brother?”

xii  Dr Turner] ~,
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“Had a brother dear, you mean, for I believe it is long since 
you heard of him, and the young man is doubtless dead. Oh 
yes, I knew that; but Mr Scott certainly considers he has no 
son now, as it was clearly with the intention and hope of hav-
ing a son to inherit his possessions that your dear papa mar-
ried,” and the fair bride tried to blush.

“I hope my brother is not dead, but at any rate if he is he 
left children, and -”

“Pardon me, dearest, but those children are not for us to 
talk about. It is a shocking thing, but young men will – really 
– I -”

“Do you insinuate that they are not legitimate?”
“How frightfully out-spoken you are, dear.”
“But do you?”
“And how vehement; really that naughty Harry has a tre-

mendous personage for his little wifey.”
Poor Hattie could hardly restrain her feelings within the 

bounds that wisdom dictated. She commanded herself, how-
ever, to repeat the query.

“But your story, dear?”
“It was about my brother and -”
“Oh, you naughty girl, how commonplace, after leading 

me to expect a romance.”
“I assure you that my poor sister-in-law -”
“Pray don’t call her that, dear.”
“But she is, madam.”
“I don’t doubt that you think so, dear, but the artful creature 

who cajoled a young man under age into a mock ceremony 
with her, will find it hard to persuade wiser and older heads 
that she does not know the nature of her connection with the 
poor misguided lad; though it is no doubt to her interest to 
impose on your good nature.”

“But, madam -”
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“But, love, we will drop the subject; it is most distasteful. If 
the woman is in absolute want, or it will be of service to the 
poor little children who cannot help their unhappy birth, call 
on me at any time and I will be happy to contribute a pound 
or two, or try to get them into the Foundling or something, 
but more than that you cannot surely expect of me; and even 
that I only do out of regard for you, as of course they have 
really no claim on any of us.”

“Papa -”
“Your dear papa feels as I do, dearest, and as it will not do to 

trouble him on a subject that will only open his wounds afresh, 
I, of course, must as a loving wife try to keep all mention of 
the subject from him, and as you and I do not think alike, 
and” (seeing Hattie about to speak) “never can think alike, 
unless you change your opinion, if we wish to be friends, and 
I am sure we do, let us never again revert to it;” then throwing 
aside the very earnest and warning tone she had been gradu-
ally assuming during this short conversation, she made some 
light remark on the thousand and one frivolous subjects that 
make up the “quantum” of a fashionable lady’s prattle.

Poor Hattie’s mission had quite failed, and her heart was sad 
indeed; visions of the Misses Welby and their small income 
would intrude; and she felt how blind she had been to hope 
to touch the heart of the gentle and sympathetic Adeline, that 
sweet creature all grace and kindness.
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CHAPTER VIII

Elegantly-embossed cards1 informed the whole of the circle 
who had the honor of being acquainted with Mrs Scott, that 
the fair lady would be at home on the 16th instant.

But though the lady might be, her better half was certainly 
anything at all but at home, the fact being that the beauteous 
Adeline felt so confident that a crowd of admirers would wel-
come the pleasing notion that she would be in that rare place 
for an evening sojourn, her own home, on the looked-forward-
to 16th, that every available space had been converted into a sa-
lon, a boudoir, or a conservatory, and the master of the house 
searched in vain for his dressing room, a little paradise with 
rose-colored curtains and velvet couches occupying the place 
of the accustomed sanctum. Enquiry elicited (from a dignified 
gentleman in plush tights and tremendous shoulder knots) the 
rather startling announcement “that he would find his shaving 
happaratus in the back hattick.”

Now the sanctum sanctorum of Paterfamilias2 had never 
been disturbed before, and he waxed wroth at the thought of 
ruthless hands daring to consign his cherished possessions 
to “a back hattick.” For an explanation he was referred to 
“missis,” and we may all imagine the surprise of that charm-
ing young creature at finding her admirable arrangements 
not entirely approved of. She did not lose her sweet temper, 
however, and the shower of remonstrance was very soft: she 
certainly indulged in a silvery laugh at him, for being “such 
a dear old goosey,” but - she was young and very pretty, and 
he - well, something beyond middle age certainly, so we can 
hardly wonder at his ascending to his aerial impromptu dress-
ing-room with only a sigh of resignation, and solacing himself 
for the cracks his head got against the sloping walls of that 
delectable apartment, by a vision of the lovely white-clad be-
ing for whose sake he endured it all. Carriage after carriage 
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rattled up to the door, and “Jeames,” “Tummus,” and the rest 
of the brethren of the shoulder knot3 gave thundering raps, 
and then lined the staircase to lend enchantment to the scene, 
while the far less gorgeous individuals whom they deigned to 
attend, betook themselves to the grand “sale de reception.”4 

The tableau at the upper end, where the bride stood in state to 
receive her guests, was most striking. Those who objected that 
it looked decidedly “got up” were of course full of envy, mal-
ice, and not worth caring about. Hattie, in simple white twill 
and crowned with delicate heath, formed one of the privileged 
group around the fair sovereign of the evening.

Harry was looking decidedly out of countenance, his usual 
place of “cavalier servant” to his charming mother-in-law be-
ing this evening usurped by Lord Dunsnapper. The fair Ade-
line was not insensible to the advantage of having a real lord in 
attendance. People in general did not know that he owed Mr 
Scott an immensity, and that perforce he was the show-lion of 
all that gentleman’s fêtes.xiii They only knew that they always 
met him there, and formed their estimation of the Scotts’xiv 
gentility accordingly. The Honourable Mrs O’Shaughnessy 
also condescended to allow the faded grandness of her aged 
green poplin to grace the assembly. The venerable garment 
had once figured at a ball at the Castle in Dublin, and its own-
er felt some natural compunction at allowing it to appear in 
company with the velvets of commerce: but then the bread 
and butter of the Peckham elite was very thin, its tea very 
weak, and its wine very sour; whereas the entertainments of 
said commerce, as represented by the graceful and profuse 
hospitality of Mrs Scott, afforded a substantial nourishment 
not to be despised - so Mrs O’Shaughnessy compromised the 
matter by courting Mrs Scott to her face and eating her din-
ners, and when sitting down to the Vauxhall slices5 of Mrs 

xiii  fêtes] fetès
xiv  Scotts’] Scott’s
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Strange, spoke of condescension, and called her wealthy 
friend “poor thing.”

The crowds expected did not fail the fair entertaine,6 who 
had the gratification of triumphantly pointing out to her 
spouse how full the place was; but Mr Scott’s head was still too 
sore from his recent bumping for him to feel the high grati-
fication expressed by his lady, though he did not say so. He 
suffered and was silent.

Among the vast assembly, however, Ellen had not arrived, 
and as it was getting late Hattie began to be anxious. She 
could not believe that anything short of illness or some trou-
ble would cause her to absent herself. They had both made up 
their minds, and even settled among themselves, that nothing 
should cause them to give the slightest pretext to their sweet 
mother-in-law for quarreling with them. Warned by the fate of 
the Misses Welby, for their brother’s sake and their own, they 
determined to keep the entrie7 of their father’s house. Thus 
not to appear on so great an occasion as the present without 
some important reason was quite contrary to the policy they 
had jointly decided on, and it could not be accounted for in a 
way that did not make Mrs Walton anxious. She had almost 
decided to leave the party on some excuse, and go to her sis-
ter’s to see what was wrong, when the object of her solicitude 
was announced. She lost no time, after Ellen had made her 
compliments and apologies, in seating herself beside her, and 
at once discovered that her fears had not been groundless. 
Ellen had a startling disclosure to make. An old friend and 
schoolfellow of her brother’s had seen Alfred at Gravesend 
only two days before, and had traced him to a ship named the 
‘Speculation,’ bound for A-----, in ------. Ellen herself had just 
returned from Deal, where she had gone with her husband 
in hopes of getting there in time to see him before the vessel 
made a final start, but was more than two hours too late. She 
confessed that nothing but the fact that she must make untrue 
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excuses for her appearance would have induced her to come 
to-night, an exertion for which she could not be fit.

Hattie’s amazement at first took the form of incredulity.
“Impossible, Ellen. You say your only clue is that John Sim-

monds thought he recognised him.”
“Was sure.”
“But might he not be mistaken?”
“I think not. John was entering the coffee room at the Star, 

when he saw him standing at the other end talking with two 
other gentlemen. He at once recognised him - even the voice 
was the same. Oh no, dear Hattie, there is no doubt of it.”

“But why did he not speak, if - ?”
“They left the room almost instantly, before he had time to 

recover himself and decide what to do.”
“Did he not follow?”
“He did, but with no success. It happened that there were 

two or three streets close to the door by which they had left 
the hotel, so that there were several chances to one against his 
choosing the right one, and it is therefore not wonderful that 
he did not succeed in tracing them.”

“Did he make enquiries?”
“Yes, and found that one of the gentlemen was the cap-

tain of an emigrant vessel about to leave for ------. From the 
description he knew that this officer was not Alfred, but as 
he would be most likely to know something of our brother’s 
whereabouts, John got his address and went to the hotel where 
he was staying. He found out that not only the captain but our 
brother stayed there also. Captain Stormy (for that was his 
name) had left for good that morning, but Alfred (who was 
going away by the same vessel) was to be back at a certain 
hour for his remaining portmanteaus,8 and to pay his bill.”

“Oh, then, what did he -”
“Not so fast, dear. I have more disappointments in store 

for you. John spent the whole day looking about the town for 
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him, and constantly visited both piers. We cannot be enough 
obliged to him, I am sure you will agree, Hattie, for all the 
trouble he took; alas! that it should have no better reward. 
On returning to the inn (a little before the stated time) he 
found that Alfred had sent some one to pay his bill and re-
move his possessions fully three hours previous, as the cap-
tain had taken advantage of a favorable change in the wind, 
and had left at least six hours before he purposed doing. The 
messenger was in great haste, so that the people of the house 
could get no information; they did not even know the name 
of their late inmate, but it was something beginning with an 
S., one of the chamber-maids remembered she had seen it on 
his trunks. It might be Scott, but she was not a good enough 
scholar to know certainly. The rest had not troubled them-
selves about him. He had been the gentleman in No. 42, and 
as “42” they were content to know and remember him. John 
came to town to us at once with the startling information, and 
we laid our plans to meet the vessel at Deal, again to be dis-
appointed. There was no train until an hour when it would 
be almost hopeless to think of catching the vessel, and so it 
proved; but as if to make assurance doubly sure, in the case of 
a photographist, I found this likeness, which the man told us 
was one taken for a passenger by the ‘Speculation,’ bound to 
A----, when she was lying off Deal a few hours before; that the 
gentleman had thought it too dark-looking, and had another 
taken. You may be sure I purchased the rejected one for many 
reasons. Look, I say; can you longer doubt?”

Tears fell thick and fast from the eyes of both ladies as they 
gazed at the exact resemblance of their lost brother. He was 
older, he had more beard than when they last saw him, but 
doubt of his identity was at an end.

His cruelty in again leaving home without seeking either 
of them or his suffering wife made their grief almost too great 
for words. That they felt the night’s music so many added 
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tortures is not wonderful, and they made their adieu as soon 
as possible with the intention of meeting each other in the 
morning, to talk over this sad subject which could not but 
engross their thoughts.

On the next morning Hattie sat in her own particular room 
awaiting the appearance of her sister.

It was a beautiful little retreat, with its books and flowers, 
the pale tinted walls adorned with some excellent engravings; 
three or four of her own girlish efforts with the crayon or paint 
brush, here a bearded warrior and there a group of flowers, and 
a very few rare and exquisite paintings, which she claimed as 
her especial property. The deep bay window, draped in snowy 
muslin, looked out on the velvet lawn, bordered with shrubs, 
and gemmed with many a bright blossom. The pretty chintz 
couches and chairs were each and all the very perfection of 
comfort; in fact, it boasted all the elegance and beauty that we 
usually find in the boudoir9 of a refined woman. Hattie’s sim-
ple and delicate cambric, confined at the waist with a broad 
sash, matched the pale tint of the robe. The little collar and 
gauntlets of delicate embroidery, the smooth shining masses 
of hair thrown back from her white brow, she looked a fitting 
priestess for such a shrine, and we do not doubt that Harry 
thought so, when he came for one loving kiss to cheer him 
before going to that temple of mammon in the city in which 
he was doomed to incarcerate himself for (at least) five hours 
daily, in spite of attentions to the lovely Mrs Scott.

His fair wife watched him across the lawn to the little green 
gate, where stood his groom, holding the horse that was to 
take him to duller scenes.

Shortly after Ellen arrived, and the two talked again of the 
brother they now believed lost for ever. After consultation 
with their husbands it had been decided that at present noth-
ing should be said to Mrxv Scott on the subject. It might do 

xv  Mr] Mrs
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harm, and it could do no good. They saw plainly that any 
decent excuse for a rupture would be eagerly seized by his 
wife. That she would be glad of their breaking with their fa-
ther, so that she was not concerned, or her sweet disposition 
called in question, could not be doubted. This, as we before 
said, they were very guarded to prevent, as they even intend-
ed to accept an invitation to Hadding Hall, where Mr and 
Mrs Scott were about to entertain a distinguished party for 
the shooting season.

The amiable mother-in-law had been far from wishing 
them to do this; she had phrased her invitation in a way to 
leave more than a loophole for refusal.

“You know, dears, more than half my pleasure will be lost if 
we do not have your company; but as Dr Turner doesn’t shoot, 
and Mr Harry will have to take charge of the horrid affairs in 
the city, I suppose you can’t come; but never mind, some other 
time things may be better.”

The daughters thought they might come to stay, and their 
husbands make it convenient for a day or two.

“Oh, don’t think of an arrangement so horridly shoppy;10 
it puts me in mind of the Margate boat on a Saturday. Come 
all for a fortnight, and how delighted I shall be you can hardly 
tell, but don’t come down like butchers’ wives, with your hus-
bands in attendance, on Sundays. Such dreadful proceedings 
would put me on a sick bed.”

To accept the invitation under these circumstances would 
have been impossible, as neither Dr Turner nor Henry could 
leave town for that length of time. Their father’s interference, 
however, settled the point.

“I cannot see, my dear Adeline, the necessity of their hus-
bands always being with them in their father’s house. Many 
men besides butchers are engaged all the week, and I should 
not like to be altogether away from my girls for a couple of 
months. I have always had them with me. Hattie -.”
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“Not another word, dearest,” throwing her arms caressingly 
round his neck; “be sure, dears, not to mind being vulgar, but 
do come, as your dear papa cannot be happy with me alone.”

“My dear Adeline -.”
“Again let me beg not another word, dearest: I am quite 

pleased and satisfied.”
Delighted with her evident deference, and yet somewhat 

mystified too, Mr Scott said no more about it. His daughters 
were, however, determined to go, and thankful to him for his 
continued love.

They saw by this and many other trifling instances of the 
fair bride’s policy, that a rupture with their father would be 
fatal, and they would not risk it.

For obvious reasons, too, they could not inform poor Lau-
ra. To add to her sources of unhappiness would be the height 
of cruelty, so that the knowledge of her husband’s recent visit 
to England was studiously kept from the desertedxvi wife.

xvi  deserted] deesrted



Alone in the World46

CHAPTER IX

We will now transfer our tale for a time to A-----, in the 
distant colony of ------, to which our friends in the ‘Specula-
tion’ are hastening.

The scene immediately before our eyes presents no very 
inviting picture of colonial life. The room is large, with bare, 
dark wooden walls and a shabby carpet, that is so inade-
quate to the purpose for which carpets are made, that it only 
serves to make the broad margin of dingy old boards look 
more starved and wretched than they would do without its 
aid. The chairs are of the vilest pattern of American manufac-
ture, with impossible flowers and fruit daubed on their black 
painted backs, and yellow rings round their ugly black legs; 
a sofa (of that class invested by some bright colonial genius 
for the express purpose of preventing idle lounging, without 
a back, with two hard turned extremities, and a set of harder 
ribs beneath, that are only too perceptible to those who ven-
ture to sit on the flabby mattressxvii) stretched its lean, lank, 
miserable length along one side of the room; two bare French 
windows open out to a dilapidated verandah - long a stranger 
to paint - and affording a view of a small court-yard in front, 
and a road constructed on the usual liberal principle in A-----, 
of providing for a large allowance of mud in winter, and an 
equal proportion of dust in summer, for the especial use of the 
inhabitants. Except this charming thoroughfare there was lit-
tle to be seen from the aforesaid windows, unless the inmates 
of the house took delight in the doings of Mrs A. and Mrs B. 
whose residences bounded the view on the other side.

All this is the uninviting side of the picture; it has a brighter. 
A set of home-made book-shelves held a valuable collection 
of books, some good maps and engravings relieved the uni-
formity of the walls, some elegant china and a few statuettes 

xvii  mattress] mattrass
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did their best to enliven the grim old mantlepiece, a bouquet 
of fresh flowers stood on the table, and the scent of their fair 
kindred that crowded the little court was borne through the 
open windows on the soft breeze of early summer.

Near one of the windows sat a lady; a small work-stand was 
in front of her, and a large basket of family mending lay at her 
feet. She was not at this time engaged in sewing, however, but 
intently perusing a letter, and each instant her face gained a 
fresh shade of perplexity. This letter was from our fair friend, 
Mrs Willoughby Watkins, and its perplexed recipient it is 
hardly necessary to introduce to the reader as Mrs Judge, for 
everybody will guess it can be no one else.

Now Mrs Judge is an eminently sensible woman, one not 
even given to boasting, and quite incapable of exaggeration or 
romancing.

In the warmth of her delight at finding how differently 
she was circumstanced in the colony to the way she had been 
placed as a poor curate’s wife at home, at seeing her dear hus-
band respected and looked up to, and acknowledged as a gen-
tleman and a scholar, instead of being the ill-paid curate of 
St Bartholomew, standing ‘hat in hand’ before the rector, and 
condescended to by Mrs Bigwig - well, under the influence of 
all these feelings, she had indulged in the nearest approach to 
a boast she had ever been guilty of, in her letter to our ambi-
tious friend. Bitterly did she rue her folly as she sat with the 
letter in her hand. It would be vain to endeavor to explain to 
Mrs Willoughby Watkins that their circumstances were not 
much better than they had been at home, that the influence of 
refinement alone had placed them in congenial society, that to 
be a clergyman was enough to open all portals in the colony 
(which by-the-bye should be the case all over the world). All 
this it would be impossible to tell her, and more difficult to 
make her comprehend, even if she could be told; besides, she 
had very likely already started. It was nothing but perplexity.
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At this instant a little blue-eyed rogue, whose curly hair fell 
in masses on his forehead, peeped in, as if begging admittance.

Mamma understood the mute appeal, but was just then too 
much out of sorts to entertain juvenile company.

“No, no, Charlie, darling, you must not come in now; 
mamma is engaged. Go to the study, and tell papa I want to 
speak to him.”

Papa, a tall thin man, in clerical black, with spectacles 
astride his rather hooked nose, soon appeared.

“Well Julia, Charlie -”
“Oh! yes, dear, I have just been reading the letter you 

brought me: it was, as you guessed, from Mrs Willoughby 
Watkins. But you could never guess the contents, I am sure. 
They are coming to A-----.”

“Coming to A-----? Impossible.”
“Not only possible, dear, but I am sorry to say certain. They 

will be on their way by this time; and what makes it worse, it 
is my own fault. I was so pleased, dear Theoph., at seeing you 
treated as you deserved to be, and at having something bet-
ter than rich grocers and butchers for my own friends, that I 
mentioned – I -”

“That you did a foolish thing, dear, and indulged in what is 
commonly considered a little pardonable vanity. Now I can-
not consider any vanity pardonable, and -” (But seeing his 
wife look quite out of countenance.) “However, it is done now, 
and can’t be helped. I am rather surprised though. I should 
have thought you would have been the very last -”

“And so I should, and so I ought; but I was so pleased when 
Colonel and Mrs D’Epulette and Major Rifle, and -”

“My dear, I am sorry to see you indulge in such feelings; 
those people you have mentioned are not one whit better, if 
as good, as worthy Dawson, in Paragon Row, and those good 
Joneses in Sydenham-street; neither are we as sure that they 
are our friends as we are that Mrs Watkins herself is.”
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“But you will admit they are more in accordance with one’s 
taste.”

“I do: education and refinement have charms for those 
who possess them, that must make those who are similar-
ly endowed their most agreeable associates; but I should be 
sorry to make birth, education, or fortune the test of a man’s 
worth, and I should be very sorry to see you, a clergyman’s 
wife, doing so either.”

To this there could be no reply. Though a good and ami-
able woman, Mrs Judge felt that on this point she had been 
guilty to a degree that her unworldly husband would think 
most reprehensible.

“But what shall I do about this woman?”
“About Mrs Watkins, I suppose you mean, my dear, (be-

ware Julia, you are growing haughty, prosperity is hardening 
your heart.) I advise you, nay wish you, to treat her as kindly 
as ever you did, or rather repay the kindness we have received 
from her. Remember when Charlie was born, who bought ba-
by-clothes? sent chickens? -”

“I know, I know dear. I do feel ashamed of my regret at her 
coming out, and yet I cannot overcome it. I know she can be 
generous. I do not think her a bad disposition, but you know 
her failing - her love of display, her habit of exaggeration.”

“We bore all this when we were glad of her assistance, and 
however unpleasant we must bear it now,” said the husband 
decidedly.

“But Mr Watkins?”
“Is tolerable. I am not sure that his want of refinement is 

not quite as endurable as her excessive pretensions to it, and 
after all he is as apparently well bred as X. Y. and Z. - men who, 
in any other place in the world, would be voted atrocious, but 
whom one meets everywhere out here. They certainly are any-
thing but refined.”

“True, but then their wives are better.”
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“And so is Mrs Willoughby Watkins (as she delights to be 
called). No one can excel her in elaborate elegance, I know; 
and if she does but talk of dear Mrs Strange and dear Mrs 
O’Shaughnessy, mentioning about the relationship of the lat-
ter to Lord Dunsnapper, she will, I daresay, set herself up in 
society without your aid at all.” This was said laughingly, to 
dispel the cloud of vexation that still darkened the lady’s brow.

“How can you defend her untruths?” was the answer from 
his wife, who felt provoked at his fun.

“I defend them! not at all, but you would not take comfort 
from my first view, you would not judge her by her worth, so I 
thought you might be consoled by the knowledge that she will 
do her best to appear all you could wish her to be.”xviii

“And we must be seen in society with her?”
“Or return her kindness with insult and ingratitude, yes. 

You know, my dear Julia, what it is to be asked to tea when no 
one is expected, and slighted when a party is given. Do not let 
us forget our own old sores, but let us treat our friend as we 
would wish her to treat us, were our circumstances reversed.”

“And other people -”
“Don’t make a bug-bear of other people. The sensible 

portion will approve of your treating an old neighbor and 
parishioner (who knows no one in the colony but yourself) 
with friendly cordiality and hospitality, and for those who 
have not sense I fancy they would not be agreeable associates 
for my Julia, even if coronets adorned their brows.” This deli-
cate piece of flattery dispersed the last cloud on the fair brow 
of the well-pleased wife.

“Dear Theoph.’s opinion,” and “dear Theoph.’s praise,” were 
duly valued, and she determined to act as he wished. Little did 
the object of this conjerance1 think he would be her advocate. 
She had conceived a dislike to him because he always dropt 
the aristocratic “Willoughby,” and called her Mrs Watkins.

xviii  be.”] ~”
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With her usual acuteness she often remarked that he did so 
because he was envious of her pretty name, when he himself 
had the horrid cognomen of Theophilus Judge.
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CHAPTER X

And now the vessel that contains the fair subject of the 
foregoing matrimonial discussion, is nearing her destination, 
and many of the passengers long to be on terra firma once 
more. All but one are newcomers, and he, a young man in the 
cabin, has been boasting all the way out of the beauties of his 
adopted home, the clear bright skies, the gigantic forests, &c.

Mr and Mrs Judge were among the first to visit the ship, 
and agreeably to their resolution treated their old acquain-
tance with all kindness.

That lady having taken up her quarters at an hotel, and 
having spent a few weeks in looking about, she proceeded to 
write to Miss Dobson, and we propose to give her letter and 
some others that went home by the same mail, which give us 
some idea of the voyage.

In Mrs Willoughby Watkins’s we have ventured to correct 
the spelling; truth compels us to say there were errors. But 
they were, no doubt, only caused by short memory. So, having 
cleared the fair lady from the imputation of ignorance, we will 
give the letter without further preface: -

“My dear Miss Dobson, - We have arrived in A-----, for 
which we are thankful, the last three months having been 
spent among the whales in the shining ocean. We were cer-
tainly preserved from close contact by the wooden walls of 
Old England, as Mrs De Costremonge so beautifully frays it; 
she has been the only one on the ship of a congenial soul, 
such a lady!

“The passengers were few and not very agreeable, except 
my sweet friend. I mean the cabin passengers of course; you 
know me too well to think I had any connections with the low 
herd in the other parts of the ship. I believe there was quite 
a crowd of them, and they were most troublesome, feigning 
sick, and all that sort of thing. One of the passengers (a Mrs 
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Briefless, wife to a lawyer, going to try his luck in foreign 
parts) spent nearly all her time among them - such a very low 
taste; and Miss Barrington wished me to allow her to help too. 
Of course I knew better than that. I feel quite certain, and 
nothing shall convince me to the contrary, that they shammed 
sick, that they might be ordered brandy. What else could you 
expect? I could not bear Mr Briefless; he was always quizzing 
Willoughby, especially if he made one of his little jokes, till at 
last, what between Mrs B laughing at him, and it making me 
nervous and unhappy, he was quite afraid to open his mouth.

“Mrs De Costremonge does not like the Brieflesses; she 
says that she has no style and he no breeding, and if any one 
is able to judge she is, for they are very great people indeed, 
and only coming out for their health, and it is quite surprising 
how much the voyage has done for them, they are so well and 
eat so heartily. She says when at home, at De Costremonge 
Castle, she could never eat any breakfast at all, so you may 
guess how she is improved, when I tell you she can now take 
three eggs and three rashes of ham at that meal.

“I don’t exactly know what was her complaint, or I would 
advise any one suffering from it to take a sea voyage.

“But I was telling you they are such high folks; they are 
descended from something very grand - the Norman Con-
quest or the Battle of Hastings, I forget which, though Mrs De 
Costremonge told me all the particulars, but you know my 
weakness, my poor head.

“I made no acquaintance of any importance, but this sweet 
lady, with whom I hope to be very intimate. I never met any 
one I liked so well.

“A----- is a curious place on first landing from an English 
home (!). The streets paved by fits and starts. First you are 
ancle-deep in mud, and then you meet with about five yards 
of pavement. It is rather too much of a levelling place; a lady 
purchasing her best bonnet in the same street that a common 
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sailor gets his jacket. It is to be hoped that time will alter all 
this, but I fear it won’t level the hills, of which we have to climb 
two between the chief business street and our own place.

“We could not get a house either to lease or buy in the 
quarter of the town where the principal people mostly live, 
so we bought a place that can be made something of in a very 
genteel part of the suburbs.

“We are at present staying at an hotel until the house is 
built, for there is not a house fit to live in on the property. Mrs 
De Costremonge has advised me to call it Normandy Park, 
which I believe was the name of an estate in France that be-
longed to Mr De Costremonge’s great grandfather, whom I 
was telling you of before. It is certainly needful to give the 
place a new name, for it is now called Snookes’ Paddocks, af-
ter some vile milkman that used to own it. The only thing that 
annoys me about it is that people are so stupid that they will 
continue to use the frightful name.

“By the bye, poor Mrs De Costremonge had such a dis-
appointment when she came here. Old Lady De Costrem-
onge (only fancy Mr De Costremonge’s mother being a titled 
lady) was to send ten thousand pounds by the mail, and it has 
not arrived; my dear friend was so upset and seemed to feel 
having to borrow from me so much. Of course I lent her the 
mere trifle she required, some twenty pounds, until the next 
arrival of the mail.

“I am sorry to say Willoughby has acted in a very mean 
spirit about it, says that it is a do, and is quite vexed with me 
for lending it. It seems that nasty Mr Seaton has been filling 
his head with the notion that our distinguished fellow-pas-
sengers are not what they appear, or (as he says) pretend to be. 
He says she is an actress, and he a broken-down rouey (rou’e),1 
whatever that may be - something not very proper of course, 
or he would say it in English, as if he were able to judge.
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“I have not told you who he is. He was one of our passen-
gers that was nearly left behind, and I wish he had been I’m 
sure. He came on the ship very early, and left a lot of valuable 
things at his hotel, which he had to send for in a great hurry. 
Well, these things were almost too late, and he said if they did 
not go he could not, but must forfeit his passage money, and 
he was just going off in a boat when the things came. We were 
all very glad then, but I have been very sorry since. He has 
quite wormed himself into Willoughby’s confidence, and has 
used the opportunity to set him against the De Costremonge’s 
who are as much above him as the heavens are above the earth.

“He also encouraged Miss Barrington to flirt with him, 
because there was no other young woman in the cabin, as 
I told the misguided girl; and he is no great thing after all - 
some farmer living up the country near A-----, who if he had 
known his place would have taken a passage to return to his 
adopted country, as he calls it, in the steerage or intermediate 
at any rate; but one would think he was some great person-
age if you please, and he has a steward or farm manager, or 
something, in the second cabin, who went on shore for his 
lordship’s portmanteaus and papers. That man has a wife, but 
the master is a bachelor, and that quiet sly Miss Barrington 
wants to entrap him I’m sure.

“I don’t like her much; she has actually had the impudence 
to check dear Meliora’s noble spirit sometimes, and if I did not 
interfere would try to make her mean and humble; though I 
may say with the pride of a fond mamma that Meliora will not 
easily be spoilt in that respect.

“Again the governess is too intimate with the nurse, and I 
wish her to keep herself high, and always tell her so.

“We have been two or three times to see the Judges; they 
live in the shabbiest old house in the world; but they seem to 
be more thought of out here than they were at home, though 
they don’t appear much better off. However, I saw the cards of 
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several officers and their ladies, as well as other great people, 
in a basket on the table; so I mean to be friendly with them. 
Indeed I always did like poor Mrs Judge.

“I will write as soon as we are at Normandy Park; Wil-
loughby and the children are well. - I remain, yours sincerely,

“Meliora Willoughby Watkins.”
_______
From Miss Barrington to Mrs Scott
“My dear Friend, - We have arrived here without any in-

cident worth mentioning having occurred on the voyage. We 
did not see land (only a rock or two off Tasmania, which I 
sketched and have enclosed); we had no great storms, no fun 
at the Line, as Captain Stormyxix objected, and indeed it was 
a very tame affair altogether. The cabin passengers were very 
few. Ourselves formed the largest part. Then there were a Mr 
and Mrs Briefless with their little boy, a Mr Seaton, who is 
a settler in A-----, and has been home to get a manager for 
a large farm he has recently bought. Mr and Mrs De Cost-
remonge, a very stylish couple, who were very friendly with 
Mrs Watkins, but whom I thought excessively supercilious, 
the lady especially being very haughty, made up our number.

“There was much sickness in the other part of the ship, and 
Mrs Briefless was unremitting in her attention to them. She is 
such a dear creature; though much younger, she reminds me 
of my own loved mother. She has begged me always to make a 
sister of her, and I cannot speak my gratitude at having found 
such a friend. I do not like him so well; he is sharp and sarcas-
tic, but still a nice man.

“I like my pupils very well except the eldest, who I am sor-
ry to say is very deceitful, and has been taught to believe that 
vulgar display is an unerring sign of a lady. I tried to point 
out her error, but only brought on myself the anger of her 
mother, who holds the same mistaken views; and though I 

xix  Stormy] Stonny
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should regret to be uncharitable, I cannot but think that Mrs 
De Costremonge will confirm in her these foolish notions. 
After all the poor child is more to be pitied than blamed, 
though it makes her dreadfully disagreeable to deal with.

“We are at present staying at an hotel in Princes Street. I 
like the town, though it is directly opposed to all your pre-
viously conceived ideas. It is built on a series of hills and 
declivities (formed by the bays of a beautiful and picturesque 
harbor), that make walking rather a toil.

“The principal street is unique of its kind. It is the Cran-
bourne-street, Regent-street, Lombard-street, Borough, and 
even Ratcliffe Highway of the place, and the odd jumbling of 
buildings, from the superb to the squalid, may be imagined.

“The scenery in some of the bays where commerce has not 
yet intruded is very pretty.

“But I long to see more than the town. I should like to see 
the bush (as every wood, forest, or wilderness is called out 
here), the gigantic children of the forest, with the waving ferns 
of this bright clime, so proudly described by Mr Seaton.

“But you will want to know how I am, and how I like it. 
Well, dear, I am quite well, and looking forward to Christmas, 
which is approaching fast, to make enquiries for my brother. 
I am kept very closely employed, and can do nothing until 
then; but I shall spend the holidays with dear Mrs Briefless, 
and shall have leisure for the search I am so anxious to make.

“Write soon, dear Mrs Scott, and let me know how you are. 
Often and often has your sad story occupied my mind. I do 
hope that you will find comfort yet; that your husband will 
return repentant, and be reconciled to his father.

“Believe me, dear Mrs Scott, that this is the earnest wish of 
your loving friend,

“Annie Barrington.”
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From Norris (the nurse) to her cousin Betsey Jane.
“My Dear Betsey Jane, - this cums hoppin to find u quite 

wel as it leeves me at present wich is in joyment of good ’elthe 
thenk God, excepting of a wittlow2 on my little fingur wich is 
heelin.

“We ’ave hall got to this ere place but is a liven in a hottel till 
our big house wich is called a Parc is put up.

“i haint a goin’ to says as how i likes my place wich is lies 
i wassunt brote up to nor ain’t in the cattychisum; it is any 
thing but a fust clars one, an in betterin myself wen i can his 
a bounded duty. Our Guvness his a nice yung wooman wich 
carnt be sed of hur misses, as is het hup with pride and con-
ceit, an a makin of the yung ones has bad has erself. She took 
hup with a wooman on the ship of the name of costermonger, 
as was very proud of it, tho wy i doant no as we all kno wot 
a costermonger is;3 but she puts a D to it, an our missis is so 
fond of this ere D that i think she will be a puttin it to er owne 
wich bein too long now haint wanted.

“i carnt make big D very wel so i wont put it in the letter 
henny more.

“this ere missis costermonger and my missus wos always 
a runnin down everyboddy, but there own tue blessid selves, 
an the best name they ad for the rest of the ship houtside the 
fust cabin was durt, an i was durt too, but i can tell missis cos-
termonger that mister costermonger diddunt think so, four 
he went four to kiss me more nor once with his impurrence. 
Mister Seeton was a nice yung man, an i no e as is high on our 
guvness, wich ere’s wishin’ them married an’ happy.

“We’re a goin to move next weak i only wish as i was goin to 
leeve, but all in good time, i haint got sick a time as hour gu-
vness, ’ho is tied up with them howdacious children half day.

“master is a grumblin at them there costermonger’s a livin 
ere wich they as all their meals hevery blessed day.
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“as i haint a scollard an must look out hall forlts. my duty to 
grandmother, likewise to arnt, and dont forget father.

“Pope u are hall wele, so no more at present.
“From your luvin cousin,
“Sarah Ann Norris”
“Them Judgeses as misses noes is as poor as dirt, an lives in 

a big hold place like a barn.”
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CHAPTER XI

“And this letter has never been called for?”
“No, it has been in our office this twelve months. Mr Bar-

rington often did not call for letters for three or four months 
together, but he never stayed from town so long before. I think 
he must have left the province.”

The little crepe-edged veil was lowered to hide the quiver-
ing mouth and starting tears and she was scarcely able to com-
mand her voice to utter her thanks to the Post Office clerk for 
the trouble he had taken. And this was all - the letter she had 
last written lying there in its deep black bordered envelope, 
harbinger of ill tidings. He knew it not, knew not that she and 
he were motherless; that she must face the world alone. Her 
anxious face had touched the heart of the usually callous offi-
cial, and he had searched for the letter. It had been unopened 
and undestroyed, because it was known that the gentleman to 
whom it was addressed was uncertain in his movements, and 
always a long time in coming to the post. “He must have left 
the province,” had been the comment. Her fears substituted, 
“He must be dead.”

And this had been her last resource. The farm had been 
given up six months after it was taken, and from enquiry it 
turned out that many other schemes had been thrown up 
with equal precipitancy; but - ah, that but - he had now dis-
appeared entirely for so long that it was impossible not to fear 
the worst. Oh Walter, Walter, Walter! unstable of purpose now 
as ever. What benefit can be expected from the most noble 
and generous - and Walter was all that - when there can be no 
dependence, no confidence? Yet she had fondly hoped, by her 
faithful counsel and loving companionship, to win him from 
his worst almost his only failing. This hope had buoyed up the 
brave little heart in the long and tedious voyage, had steeled 
it against the annoyances of her position, had urged to exer-
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tions in tracing the wanderer of which the timid girl had not 
believed herself capable. She had gone among strangers, and 
had had to bare her heart to the very core, in answering the 
queries of indifferent and stony-hearted clerks; trial that none 
but shrinking sensitive natures can understand - and this was 
the repayment. Wonder not that the brave heart sunk; that, 
regardless of the bright sunshine, the pure elastic air, and the 
sweet soft breeze, the little veil was drawn more firmly over 
her face as she hurried on.

“Good morning, Miss Barrington; this is indeed an unex-
pected pleasure.”

The voice broke startlingly upon her sorrowful reverie. She 
turned, and her hand was firmly grasped by Mr Seaton, with 
that impressment so usual in the colonies, where hand-shak-
ing is much more general than in the old country.

A glance of her face robbed his own of its beaming smile, 
and Mr Seaton (for it was that redoubtable gentleman), in a 
tone of anxiety, added:

“But what on earth is the matter? Excuse me - it seems im-
pertinent; but has anything occurred? The children are not 
with you. You are coming from Normandy Park (and in spite 
of his evident anxiety, a mischievous smile would dimple his 
handsome mouth), Mrs Watkins?”

“Nothing wrong there, thank you, Mr Seaton. At present 
I am absent for a holiday; I am staying with Mrs Briefless - I 
have had a disappointment - all my hopes - my brother -” 
and her voice quite broke down, though she had commenced 
bravely, but it would not do.

“I am very sorry, has anything occurred. He had a farm at 
C----, had he not; have you not been able to trace him?”

“He has not been heard of for twelve months.”
Her companion looked grieved, but said: “You must not 

needlessly alarm yourself; he may only have left the province.”
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“So the Post Office clerk said, but I cannot hope it; some-
thing would have been heard of him.”

“Not necessarily. Many young men disappear in that singu-
lar way here, occasionally for a year or two, and turn up at last 
quite unexpectedly. You must not judge of colonial ways by 
home opinions, dear Miss Barrington; it will never do. Young 
men, particularly if they have no family ties, are in many cases 
given to this roving way. They go to the diggings, or are lost to 
view in some far away station in the bush; but they generally 
return from their wanderings, and I would not be in the least 
surprised at your meeting your brother in the street some day 
to the infinite surprise of both.”

“Oh, if it were only possible!”
“It is very far from impossible, I assure you; you must not 

allow yourself to despair: forgive me for saying that that is 
meeting trouble half way.”

“It is wrong, I daresay, but is it wonderful? He is my only 
relative - I was going to say, my only friend; but that would 
be ungrateful to Mrs Briefless, and another lady in England 
whom I love, and who I am sure loves me.”

“You do well to make reservations, and you are unjust not to 
make the circle wider: you cannot be known without making 
friends.”

What was there in this speech to send the tell-tale blood to 
her cheeks, and to cause them to walk on in silence for a time 
without the wish to break it?

The gentleman was the first to recover himself, and he ea-
gerly and fluently begged her to permit him to be a friend 
and aid her in her search. He hoped he was not obtrusive. 
He begged her to excuse the liberty he took in asking such a 
favor, but it was impossible to know of her anxiety, to see her 
distress and be silent.

Her answer was grateful, though not perhaps very fluent, 
but she could not think of troubling him.
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He exclaimed at the term, and eventually succeeded in 
cheering her greatly, and imparting to her some of his own 
hopeful spirit. He insisted kindly and respectfully on enlisting 
himself in her service. When she shook hands again with him 
at the turning which led to her friend’s house, she was an al-
tered being from the trembling downcast girl who had turned 
sobbing from the Post Office window. There was something 
more than hope for her brother, that lent elasticity to her step 
and brightness to her eye; but she did not stop to analyse her 
feelings. Had she done so she might have seen how little real 
comfort her fellow-passenger had been able to give her, and 
that his hopes were very vague. That the fact that the comfort 
came from him, and that the hopes were of his suggestion, 
was the real cause of her change of feeling, we may surmise; 
but she certainly did not.

She was glad to be less agitated than she had been on leav-
ing the Post Office, when she found that a stranger was sitting 
with Mrs Briefless.

Such a dear old lady, as neat as wax, dressed with the ut-
most precision, in soft Quaker colors, with her silvery hair 
parted on her open brow, which was so unruffled that even 
Time had hardly been able to plant his furrows in it, and 
the bright truthful eyes had lost but little of the brilliancy of 
youth. Annie felt attracted to her at once, and when she found 
that Mr Seaton had procured them the favor of the call, that 
he was a great favorite with the old lady, who almost looked 
on him as a son, and called him “Dear Bernard,” her prepos-
session was converted into positive liking.

The ladies had a long chat principally about the early state 
of the colony; for their visitor, Mrs Surplice, was a very old 
resident, and the wife of a missionary: but though this was 
no doubt very interesting to the hearers, it has nothing to do 
with our story, and would be to us, moreover, “an old tale 
often told,” so we will omit it. On rising to take leave Mrs 
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Surplice begged them to go soon and see her. She said she felt 
they were old friends, she had heard so much about them; 
and we fancy that she shook hands with Annie with particu-
lar impressment.

She left a message for Mr Briefless. “You will excuse Mr 
Surplice to him will you not? I know it is very rude of him 
not to call, but then his cold was really so bad that he could 
not venture; and to own the truth, I was a little impatient. I 
had heard so much of you from Bernard, that I was anxious 
to know friends who I was sure would prove so congenial. I 
knew we should like each other; now I am more than even 
convinced we shall. Now, do not make any ceremony, Mrs 
Briefless; come to me as often as you can, and you, dear (turn-
ing to Annie), I shall be equally delighted to see.”

This warmth of manner towards new acquaintances is never 
met with in England; a faint imitation is sometimes met with 
at the sea-side, but real unreserve is so foreign to an English-
man’s nature that when he finds himself accosted in a hail-fel-
low-well-met sort of manner by his brother colonists, it takes 
him by surprise. Sometimes this surprise assumes a regular 
punch-his-head complexion, but in other cases the emotion is 
pleasing. In the one instance the friendly individual may be a 
decidedly dirty specimen, in a ragged jumper, who obtrudes 
his bunch of fives, and addresses one as “mate.” In the other 
the person may be one whose acquaintance is desirable, and 
whom it may be very pleasing to find so approachable.

Thus it was with Mrs Briefless. The Surplices would be 
valuable additions to her circle of acquaintances, and she was 
pleased accordingly, and spent some time in thinking what 
a nice woman Mrs Surplice was; and Annie, what was she 
thinking? Why - what a very pretty name Bernard was. Oh 
Annie! Annie!!
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CHAPTER XII

Bernard Seaton mused for some time after he had parted 
from his fair companion. He had undertaken a business that 
he had no idea how to proceed with. Should he advertise? 
that might appear impertinent. Go to the Police office? he did 
not know his appearance, so that could not assist him. Go 
up to where his farm had been and make enquiries? Yes, that 
would be the first step. After much deliberation he decided 
he could not do better - true, it would delay him for some 
time from home, and he knew he was wanted there. The new 
overseer had sent for rye, clover and grass seeds, and - oh, 
hang the overseer; he must wait until next boat, or possibly 
the boat after, for his seeds and things. It would be better for 
all the hay to rot, and a whole season’s crops be lost, than for 
Annie to be reduced to crying and despair. Only about half 
satisfied with this very sensible reasoning (which certainly 
showed a great eagerness to profit by the labors of the new 
overseer, whose importation had been the scheme of years,) 
and yet rashly bent on carrying out the scheme - such is love. 
For reasons best known to himself Bernard was inclined to 
persuade himself that it was only friendship; but if a rash dis-
regard of one’s own interest does not deserve a stronger term, 
we consent to eat our boots, that’s all.

When a sensible man determines to be the victim of 
self-deception, the stages by which he arrives at the desired 
frame of mind generally wound his pride and sour his tem-
per; and by the time our friend had decided that it was quite 
right to neglect his farm, and let the expensive overseer be 
idle in order to run about the country looking for Walter 
Barrington, because he was sorry for Annie, he did not look 
quite so placid and self-satisfied as when that young lady had 
met him a few hours before. So thought an exquisite1 in a 
long robe (like a shepherd in a Noah’s ark) and Dundreary 
whiskers,2 who was approaching.
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“Why, awh! Seaton, my deawh fellah. I was just going to 
youah pwace to annownce my awrival. But you really look 
quite bwue. Nothing whong?”

Mr Seaton was an Englishman; he possessed a tolerable 
share of the before-mentioned reserve, so he tried to look less 
“blue” as he greeted his friend with a little warmth, and a great 
deal of surprise.

“Why, Brook, we didn’t expect you this ten days. You didn’t 
leave England for two months after us, and we have only been 
here six weeks, yet we had a good passage.”

“Nothing to owah’s, nothing; we whushed like the wind, 
suppwhising.”

“Well, I’m glad to see you back, old fellow, at any rate.”
“I’m gwad, vewhy gwad too; and now that my uncle has left 

the cash, we’ll be awhfully jolly.”
“None of that Brook, my boy; take a friend’s advice.”
“Oh! youah too steady, Seaton.”
Seaton smiled at his own thoughts as he knew how very 

little he intended to deserve this character at the present time. 
He was glad that Brook had arrived. He liked him. They had 
been fellow-passengers on the way home, where Brook went 
for a legacy, and Bernard for that of the mentioned overseer, 
who was such a weight on his mind. They had shared the same 
cabin; and though direct opposites in appearance, principle, 
and everything else a similarity in circumstances had made 
them comrades. Neither had friends at home. The old uncle 
who had so obligingly departed, leaving him the fortunate pos-
sessor of five thousand pounds, and the deaf old house-keeper 
who had for many years served the venerable defunct, formed 
the extremely limited circle of Mr Brook’s acquaintances in 
England; but small as it was it greatly exceeded Mr Seaton’s, 
that gentleman knowing no one at all, or if he did keeping the 
knowledge very safely locked up in his own bosom.
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Now, it had happened that Mr Seaton’s overseer was much 
easier to get than Mr Brook’s legacy, and that after waiting a 
long while in the vain hope that the obdurate lawyers would 
see fit to give the latter gentleman his money, the former had 
set out leaving him to follow.

Mr Brook had profited by his sojourn in the metropolis 
of the world. Before that agreeable visit, on the possibility of 
which he had always been enlarging, he was shabby, not to say 
seedy, though some malicious individuals did so designate his 
exterior. He had been one of the large class of reduced gen-
tlemen, with which the colonies are too abundantly supplied. 
Like all of his genus he had tried a little farming, a little carting, 
a few clerkships, and a great deal of wood-cutting; somehow 
these gentry do a large amount of the latter. Get them a clerk-
ship, recommend them to a mercantile house, and in three 
months you will meet them at Okipoki, Winkiwum, or some 
such place with an unpronouncable name, “hatchet in hand.” 
Wood-chopping appears to be their destiny, and they rush to 
it periodically, generally under a cloud, in consequence of a 
rather pressing invitation to meet some of Her Britannic Maj-
esty’s officials. All these unfortunates have large expectations. 
They are constantly surprised if some uncle or aunt does not 
leave them a few thousands, and their companions are equally 
surprised if they do. Sometimes this does occur, as in the case 
of our friend Brook, and then behold the metamorphosis.

Where are the well-worn corduroy, the faded serge coat, 
the shabby old French peak, that used to adorn our friend?

Dickens and many other great writers express well-found-
ed doubts of some of the gentry they depict possessing an ad-
equate supply of linen. We boldly affirm that the gentlemen 
of the genus to which Brook then belonged possess no linen 
at all. A Crimean shirt,3 warranted not to look disagreeably 
dirty under six months, a very shiny belt and a very brassy 
buckle, form a substitute for the inconvenient white coverings 
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of our grandfathers; as to waistcoats, we never saw one on 
this class of gentry, but we will not take upon ourselves the 
positive assertion that they don’t rejoice in the proprietorship 
of such articles.

We said a little while ago the genus to which Brook then 
belonged; how great the difference now!

Linen undeniable, soft fine linen, nestled beneath the per-
fectly cut vest and unique “Dundreary” - yes, like the vio-
let in that sweet infantine ditty, there it was content to hide, 
not displaying a gaudy front like that unblushing poppy, its 
Crimean predecessor. But if the linen was content to hide, its 
possessor was not; his style of dress compelled you to look at 
him. His coat was of the longest, his trowsers4 the widest, his 
boots the brightest, his whiskers the raggedest, and the um-
brella the very shiniest of its species that could be procured. 
His style of pronunciation was much improved also. He had 
succeeded in dropping all the r’s, a great many of the h’s, and 
was in a fair way of dropping all the rest and talking a refined 
language, quite unintelligible to the common mortals. That 
he gloried in the transformation was natural; that with con-
scious superiority he disregarded the low remarks of various 
carters, who, animated by a mercantile spirit, requested to be 
informed how much he would take for various articles of his 
wardrobe that happened to suit their fancy, or in defiance of 
Magna Carta5 offered to purchase him into the bargain - that 
all this only caused a smile is to his credit; that he listened 
with equanimity to the rather impertinent query, whether his 
maternal relative was aware of his being from home, and did 
not instantly hand over to the charge of the police those de-
ranged juveniles who, pretending to doubt his sex, accosted 
him with, “Old Miss, yer petticuts, marm,” speaks at once for 
the sweetness of his temper.

Now, Bernard had just the same chance of improving, and 
to see him in a horrid drab shooting suit, and above all a little 
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white hat and blue veil, instead of the orthodox ‘bell-topper,’6 
was vexing, and Brook argued with him long and earnestly 
in vain: the degenerate Mr Seaton was not to be coaxed out 
of comfort by the votary of fashion, who gave it up as a bad 
job. “But I’ve anowhar quawall with you for not whemaining 
in Gwhavesend a little longer Seaton; why did you phoceed to 
the vessel so eawhly?”

Bernard looked foolish and embarassed.
“You know you pwomised to meet me at Mangy’s, and 

when I awwived from London you weah gone.”
“Did you come on into the town?”
“Did I? yes, aftah waiting an howah, spent the whole day 

hunting for you, and at last went to the peah, weah a twemen-
gus old salt told me you went on board at a tewably eawly 
howah.”

Bernard was evidently forming some desperate resolution.
“Well, Brook, I promised to meet you, and I broke my 

promise; and of course I am aware, and have all along been 
aware, that an apology would be necessary when I saw you. 
Now, I daresay I could make a suitable excuse and hide the 
truth, but I hate and detest a lie, and I have made up my mind 
to tell you my real reason, even at the risk of forfeiting your 
good opinion. I have never told you my early history, nor 
do I now intend to do so, suspicious though such an avowal 
may appear. To me the past is a dark and bitter memory, and 
I would fain forget if I could. The sight of any one connected 
with it is to me most painful, and to avoid such an one did I 
go to the ship that morning. I recognised him, but believed 
that I was so fortunate as to escape his notice. You look sur-
prised, Harvey Brook, and are, perhaps, suspicious. If so, do 
not think I shall resent your withdrawing your friendship: 
much as I value it, I cannot retain it at the expense of truth; 
still less would any consideration tempt me to unfold the 
story of my life.”
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And the young man strode on with an air of gloomy deter-
mination, quite unmindful of his companion.
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CHAPTER XIII

Harvey Brook was certainly startled, and very much sur-
prised, at the abrupt confession with which our last chapter 
closed.

He was neither horrified nor scandalised, however. During 
his late seedy sojourn in this hemisphere, his circle of acquain-
tance had been of rather, we may say, a very mixed character.

Many gentlemen whose bygones would certainly not bear 
investigation, had been his comrades, and the fine edge of 
his moral sensibility had been gradually worn away, and the 
said morals were now very blunt indeed. But he was startled 
that any one should, in a voluntary and quite unnecessary 
way, disclose suspicious circumstances. Any of the aforesaid 
gentlemen of the doubtful bygones, no matter how ruinous 
their circumstances or reckless their habits, told no ill tales of 
themselves; and even those whose bygones were not doubtful, 
but undoubtedly bad, who were known even to be convicts, 
made the best of a bad matter.

To explain how this may be done we must claim the read-
er’s patience for a slight digression. We often feel curious 
to know where the criminals are sent who commit really 
horrid and atrocious crimes. We can hardly believe they 
come out to this part of the world, for they are never set 
at large. Those who have served their time, and those who 
have tickets-of-leave,1 may be divided into two great classes. 
Gentlemen whose embarrassed circumstances have driven 
them to forgery, and poor men who have been driven by the 
like motive to poaching. Burglars, pick-pockets, and all such 
vulgar offenders against the law either die or remain for ever 
incarcerated. It would be a mortal insult to accuse a liberat-
ed felon of anything so vile.

Mr Brook’s extensive acquaintance had made him fully 
aware of all this; hence his extreme astonishment.
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What could induce a young man who stood high in the 
estimation of his fellow-men to raise a doubt of his title to 
such respect?

We have stated that Mr Brook’s morality was rather blunt-
ed, so it is not wonderful that the extreme love of truth in his 
friend should awake no sympathy in his bosom. But though 
lax himself he had hitherto believed Bernard the very essence 
of excellence, and his surprise at his idol’s fall from his pinna-
cle was great. He did not take the third of the time to think all 
this that we have taken to write it. A pause under the pressure 
of such conflicting feelings was natural, but it was but a short 
one; and although it had allowed Mr Seaton to make a long 
start ahead by dint of running very hard (with the long ragged 
whiskers flying away on each side of his face, like two pale 
flaxen gossamer wings) he caught up to him in a breathless 
and exhausted state. - “’Pon my word, old boy, how vewy im-
petuous you awh. Wheally I’m weddy to dwop. First you stun 
a fellah, knock him on the head with a communication for 
which there was weally no need - don’t interwhupt.”

“Really no need, and then you fly off as if I were a bailiff 
(this was a very expressive figure in Mr Brook’s opinion to de-
lineate extreme haste). I don’t want to know anything about it, 
Seaton, believe me. We are fwends, and we twust each other.”

This speech sounded far more magnanimous to Bernard 
than it would have done had he been aware of how little excel-
lence was necessary to obtain the friendship of Mr Brook. Per-
haps he regretted his ill-timed openness, perhaps he dreaded 
questioning; at any rate he was relieved by his companion’s 
good nature. They were soon all right again, and drowning 
the reminiscence of the little cloud that had obscured their 
horizon in a good glass of wine, in a good hotel.

Respectable young men now-a-days, thank God, very sel-
dom drink to excess, and our friend Bernard was one who 
had never done so; but on this occasion his feelings were in 
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rather an excited state, and his friend was very pressing, and 
he certainly did so far exceed the bounds of moderation as to 
become very confidential, opened his heart on the subject of 
Annie’s sorrow, and his intention to try to find her brother, 
also his trouble about that great bugbear the new overseer. For 
some time he contented himself with calling Annie the young 
lady, the dear girl, &c., for he meant to be very discreet, and 
all that sort of thing, but at last he unconsciously introduced 
her name - Miss Barrington.

“Bawhington? Bawhington? I should know that name. Let 
me see, where was it I knew a fellah of that name?”

“You know Barrington then, Brook? Oh! how lucky.”
“Not so fast, my deah fellah; I do know, or whather have 

met somewhear a fellah of that name, but my Bawhington and 
youah Bawhington may be two, and I cannot whemember 
wheah I knew him. Ah, now I whecollect: ’twas at Toorooli, 
at old Jack Smith’s; he was cawhing chain for the surveyors. Is 
your Bawhington faiah?”

“I don’t know.”
“Don’t know? Then, how the deuce are we to find him?”
“I’ll go to the place if you cannot give me sufficient infor-

mation. Did you know his Christian name?”
“No, I don’t know him, even if it is him, but I saw him one 

night at Jack Smith’s.”
“What is he like?”
“He’s faiah, taller than me, but not so tall as you; and now 

I come to think, I whemember when he had gone Nell Smith 
said he had spwendid bwon eyes. Girls do notice these things 
always.”

“That will be him. He has eyes, then, like his sister, and 
her’s are lovely as a houri’s.”2

“Oh, oh, ‘Seaton the sensible,’ you coming out in the poetic 
style? vewy suspicious. When fellahs take to calling girls how-
ys and such like heathenish names, it’s a gone case with them.”
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“Nonsense.”
“I agree with you, houwy’s is nonsense; chowming would 

be better.”
“But not half expressive enough for such eyes as hers; you 

may laugh, dear boy, but you have never seen them!”
“And pwobably nevah should with your optics, but that’s 

apart from the subject. You want to find her bwother; now I 
feah my information won’t serve you much. It is fully free ye-
ahs since I saw Bawhington, and as he was then pwigwinating 
with the surveyors, it is not vewy likely that anything would 
be known of him theah, even supposing that his possession 
of eyes like youah huwy made it pwobable that my man was 
youah’s.”

“I will at least go to this Toorooli and see. How far is it?”
“Oh, half a day’s journey by boat. I tell you what, I’ll go 

with you; I know the place.”
“Thanks, my dear fellow. When shall we start?” and he got 

up in hot haste.
“Not so fast, how impetuous you are; there’ll be no boat till 

to-morrow, at the earliest. Sit down and finish the bottle.”
“No, no, I can take no more. I have taken too much already. 

Come on.”
“And leave more than half of a bottle of champagne! Not 

quite such a fool. Take anowher glass or you will weduce me 
to the necessity of imbibing it all. Now do.”

And thus adjured Bernard did, and in consequence pro-
ceeded to the wharf in a deucedly excited state, and displayed 
so much nervous anxiety and impatience about taking pas-
sages in the Toorooli boat for the next morning that he left the 
master of the cutter under a positive conviction that he was a 
criminal flying from justice. He then accompanied Brook on 
a shopping expedition, that gentleman’s Regent-street outfit 
containing nothing that could be worn in the bush, and a com-
plete suit being requisite. They met Mr De Costremonge, who 
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took an immense fancy to Brook or his money, we cannot say 
which; he took them to an oyster saloon, and treated them to a 
supper, or rather ordered a supper, and meant to pay for it, but 
had, “most decidedly vexatious!” placed a gentleman in such 
awkward straits, but that purse, had he put it in his pocket? 
“Yes, then it must have been stolen - not much consequence, 
only a trifle in it, some five pounds or so, but it reduced him 
to the necessity” - in short Brook paid for the supper, and for 
a few losses at cards and sundry other items that were war-
ranted to produce morning headaches. Bernard knew this to 
his cost, for though he had taken only one-third as much as 
his companions, in his remorseful morning moments, he felt 
all the advantages of the prescription, added to the agreeable 
consciousness that he made a great fool of himself on the pre-
vious evening, and had insanely insisted on sitting down on 
the road about every five steps, which his friends had so stren-
uously resisted that he had arrived at his temporary lodgings 
firmly wedged between those obliging individuals.

Story book heroes never do these sort of things, but many 
very worthy young men in real life have been led into error, 
especially those who usually live in the country; but when 
such an one does overstep the bounds of moderation his 
self-upbraidings are very severe, and it was so in the case of 
our friend. So much did he feel it, indeed, that he was rather 
cool to Mr Brook when they met at the wharf, but the fresh 
sea-breeze soon dispersed the headache and relieved the bile, 
and when in his normal state Bernard could not help being 
good humored; so, though the imitation of Lord Dundreary 
had certainly led him into temptation, it was forgotten, and by 
the time they arrived at Toorooli they were the best of friends.

Obviously the first thing to do was to go to Smith’s, and as 
Smith’s was close to the landing, to Smith’s they went.
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The next thing was of course refreshment. No matter what 
the cause of anxiety, the male portion of the human family 
make that branch of their duty paramount.

Bernard (with a remembrance of the previous night) 
sternly negatived stout, and ordered in coffee (for which 
piece of propriety he had the satisfaction of hearing Mrs 
Smith informing her daughter that he was a teetotum).3 That 
young lady came in to lay the cloth, which she did in a man-
ner highly artistic, placing the forks to form a triangle, and 
the knives to form a square, and all the rest of the articles 
in most elaborate patterns without much reference to the 
convenience of those who were going to partake of the meat, 
crowning both her labors and the effect by a prodigious circle 
of cruets, embraced by an elaborately patterned plated fence, 
and surmounted by a striking handle of the same material. 
This gorgeous centre piece was more ornamental than useful, 
as none of the bottles would open but one, and that had noth-
ing but a damp little ball (supposed to be pepper) lurking in 
the bottom.

Now the young lady, (whoxx was a very thin young lady, 
and a very tall young lady, and a young lady deficient in point 
of nose, and superabundantly supplied with respect to hands, 
who wore a small collar and large ear-rings, and a small waist 
and large crinoline,) having performed the coronation of the 
table by investing it with all the glories of the gigantic cruet 
stand, then, and not till then, deigned to look at the young 
men, whose unfortunate knees she had been ruthlessly rasp-
ing with cunningly hidden steel in her progresses to and from 
the kitchen.

The effect that the appearance of our friends had on her 
was peculiar: she gave their unfortunate limbs one tremen-
dous rasp as she rushed to the door of communication with 
the kitchen. “Lor, ma, here’s Mr Brook, such a swell; my word,” 

xx  lady, (who] ~,)
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and then, turning to that complimented individual, “How 
proud you’ve grown never to speak.”

“I wanted to see if you recognised me,” said Brook, heartily 
shaking hands, with the free and easy disregard to distinction 
common among most classes of colonists.

“Know you! I’d knowed you in a hundred. Why, ma, how 
was it you didn’t know him?”

Ma, having waddled her fat figure into the room, stood 
wiping her hand in her apron, preparatory to offering it for a 
shake. “I hadn’t my spectacles on, Nelly, and my eyes hain’t as 
young as you’rn, but where ’ave you been all this time. I hain’t 
sot eyes on you since you wos here on the spree with Starlight 
Dick, and -”

“Confound her Starlight Dicks,” thought the annoyed 
young man, but he said: “I’ve been in England, Mrs Smith.”

“In Hingland?”
“Yes, my uncle, you know - he’s dead.”
“And he left you money?”
“Yes, don’t you know I told you he’d leave me something 

handsome.”
“And you was allays such a nice young gentlemen, as I’ll 

say; and what I say I’ll stand by, that your word wos to be took, 
it wos to be took.”

“Why didn’t you take it then, ma?” very naturally enquired 
her daughter.

“Which deceptions is so frequent as one carnt believe the 
picter of hinnocence, my dear, and Mr Brook knows as I was 
hocussed out of a five pound note, a five pound note, on the 
strength of a grandmother has never existed. Yes, I do believe 
that Wilkins never ’ad no grandmother at all, and the aunts 
and cousins, and fathers, and uncles, that has het hup my wit-
tles is owful; leastways they wos to pay, and for the one that 
comes forrad to do so, twenty does not so! Mr Brook will ex-



Alone in the World78

cudge me doubtin of his uncle’s money till I seed it, an let 
bygones be bygones.”

“Certainly, Mrs Smith.” (Brook lost the Dundreary drawl 
wonderfully in the ‘bush.’)

“An what are you and this other gent a goin to do out here; 
if it’s a property, Smith’s got -”

“No, no, we want to find out something about Barrington, 
whom I once saw here with the surveyors. He’s a friend of this 
gentleman’s, I believe. I suppose, though, we shall not be able 
to get any news of him, as I think he left before I did.”

“Yes, he did, but Lord love’e he come back, and the poor 
creetur tuck sick, and he died up beyond at Joe Casey’s.”

To Casey’s we may be sure they went, but there were few 
relics of him there; all had been sold to pay expenses, funeral, 
doctor, &c. Two things alone remained that satisfied Bernard 
of his identity; a Bible with his name and the words, “a part-
ing gift from Annie”xxi written in it, and a long soft curl of her 
brown hair.

Bernard and friend visited the lowly grave of the poor wan-
derer, that had died among strangers, who was unable even to 
send a message to his friends - for as the woman Casey said, 
“he was off his head all the time.” They then turned their faces 
towards A-----,xxii Seaton’s thoughts being bent on the mourn-
ful task of having to tell the bereaved sister that her fears had 
proved too true.

xxi  Annie”] ~.
xxii  A-----,] ~.
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CHAPTER XIV

On landing in A----- Bernard at once proceeded to Mrs 
Surplice’s. He was anxious to obtain both her advice and as-
sistance. Her advice as to how best to break the sad news to 
Annie, her assistance in the task. But on arriving there an un-
looked-for embarrassment awaited him, for there were Mrs 
Briefless and the fair object of his solicitude spending the day 
with his old friend.

He was just in time for the simple and early dinner. He 
could eat but little, and his agitation was evident, though his 
hostess, with the delicacy of a true lady, forebore to notice 
it; and by judiciously leading the conversation, contrived to 
leave him as much to himself as the circumstances of the case 
would admit. But after they had risen from the table her power 
to accomplish this was at an end, unless she proposed a stroll 
in the garden; there would be more freedom there than in the 
drawing-room, and all but Bernard hailed the proposal with 
delight. Quite unacquainted with the source of his disquiet, 
she had suggested the very last thing he could wish. In the 
garden the chances of tête-a-tête with Annie were imminent.

So bright was the sun, so cloudlessxxiii the sky, so vividly 
green the soft carpet under their feet, and so deeply, beautiful-
ly blue the sea that was tossing little white crested waves on to 
the rocks beneath the steep promontory on which they stood 
- so sweet the soft breath of the flowers, so pretty the little 
white dwellings in the bay just beyond them, where each pret-
ty domicile nestled in a little wilderness of green, and so much 
prettier than all (in his estimation) the bright beam in Annie’s 
eye, that spoke her enjoyment of the whole scene - that he 
felt like a criminal or an ogre about to change an enchanting 
picture into the gloom of darkness.

xxiii  cloudless] clouldless
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He sunk into a gloomy reverie, from which he was awak-
ened by a light touch on his arm. He had thought he was 
alone, as he had heard the voices of the party softening in the 
distance as they went in search of the points of attraction, but 
he was mistaken, and the sweet low tones that fell on his ear 
gave him a very different emotion from what they had ever 
done before. The soft cadences he had learned to love now 
awoke only terror.

“Excuse my interrupting you, but you so kindly offered to 
assist me in my search for my brother, and so I think it right 
to inform you that he was about two years ago at Omi, near 
Toorooli, for Mr Surplice saw him and spoke to him, and - 
and oh! I do feel thankful that among the few who availed 
themselves of the opportunity Mr Surplice’s visit afforded of 
taking the Lord’s supper, he was one. He did not sit in the seat 
of the scornful, and I feel renewed hope. He has not forgotten 
the counsels of our reverend father. He has not neglected the 
better part, and I feel a firm conviction that though clouds 
may at present shroud the fulfilment of my wishes, I shall see 
him again. I no longer dread his intentional forgetfulness of 
us; something must have occurred to prevent him writing to 
us, and it will be cleared up yet; for oh! thank God, that I cer-
tainly know that he has not grown light and careless: whatev-
er the instability of his worldly purpose, so his heart is right, 
I care not.”

Quite unable to bear this any longer, Bernard said:
“I have been to Toorooli, and I have news of him.”
“Then it is not good, or you would tell me at once, and not 

look so sad.”
“We have no right to call it so. He is - he is dead. But oh! 

try to bear it, dear, dear Miss Barrington.xxiv Let the comfort 
you have derived from what Mr Surplice told you help you to 
endure this sad trial.”

xxiv  Barrington.] ~
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“Not yet.”
“No, not yet, the first grief cannot be at once assuaged; but 

it will, believe me it will.”
“Tell me all about it.”
And there, in the bright sunlight which seemed to mock 

her grief, did Annie listen in stony silence to the sad recital of 
that lonely death. Shexxv could not yet be grateful that he had 
been unconscious of his earthly solitude; she could not yet be 
thankful for the many evidences of his heavenly hope, which 
were scattered like bright gems on his dark and winding path. 
Not yet! not yet! The firmly set mouth, the cold clasped hands, 
the lustreless eyes looking out into vacancy, alarmed Bernard 
more than the wildest grief could have done. He would have 
given much to have had the power to change that stony sor-
row into tears. What he could not do, the little Bible, the long 
curl and one other curl fairer and shorter (cut from the dead 
man’s head by the poor hut-keeper’s wife, in the expectation 
that some day it would comfort those who had an interest in 
the solitary young man, and who would be likely some time 
or other to hear of him) accomplished; and as she kissed the 
last relic of her lost brother over and over the fast falling drops 
rained from her eyes, and relieved the overburdened heart.

Her companion, thankful to see her weep at last, ven-
tured not to address her until the first violence of the storm 
was past. At length she raised her head and said in sad and 
thrilling tones:

“Alone, alone in the world!”
“Yes, but you will not always -”
“No, no, not me; it was he I was thinking of.”
“But, dear Miss Barrington, he is not alone in the world: 

he was, but that trouble, and we will hope, every trouble also, 
is over. You must not, indeed you must not, grieve for him. It 

xxv  She] S e
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would be rebellious to a higher Power than any we know. We 
must believe, however hard, that it is better he is gone.”

“We must.”
“For your dear sake, I grieve. It is you that are alone.”
“Yes, alone.”
“And oh! that I could change that; that you would allow me 

to devote my life to the task of making you happy. It seems 
a strange time to speak on such a subject, but if the positive 
assurance that one fond heart beats for you, and you alone, 
will give you any comfort you have it - be assured you have it. 
I cannot just yet, in your great trouble, ask any return, and I 
know how rough and uncouth bush life has made me, and I 
feel how unsuited I am to your gentle refined nature; but oh! 
I love you, fondly and truly, and if - if you can in your great 
goodness consent to my being your companion through life’s 
journey, oh, Annie, dearest Annie (forgive me for using your 
sweet name), you will make me your debtor indeed.”

Annie answered not; the conflicting feelings of grief and 
joy deprived her of the power; but she did not withdraw her 
slender waist from the arm he had thrown around it, or her 
soft hand from his loving grasp. Enough - they understood 
each other; and we rather doubt whether Mrs Surplice could 
have suggested a better expedient for comforting the young 
lady than that he had discovered without her aid.
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CHAPTER XV

But we have neglected Mrs Willoughby Watkins for some 
time, and have not yet seen the glories of Normandy Park.

It looks very brilliant to-day, showing a large bold 
cream-coloured front to the summer sun, composed of an 
elaborate frost-work of verandahs and balconies, behind 
which the French windows slumber inxxvi delicious coolness. 
It is yet a “park” but in name, being decidedly “paddocks” in 
reality; but all in good time: when the three acres are plant-
ed and laid out, though not extensive, the grounds will be 
exquisite, for they are to be the exact model of the immense 
garden of De Costremonge Castle, and after that we need say 
nothing else in their favour.

The interior of the house, brilliant as new paper, paint, and 
varnish can make it, is arranged in the highest style of art; and 
as it has all been done under the eye of Mrs De Costremonge, 
in the exact fashion of that lady’s ancestral dwelling, the gor-
geous splendour of the decorations must not surprise us. In-
deed, Mrs Willoughby Watkins’s good fortune in having met 
with such a dear friend was a subject of constant self-grat-
ulation. Mrs Judge had not answered her expectations. She 
was kind, and she was polite, and somehow people visited her, 
though she was such a simple plain body, and she had intro-
duced her newly arrived friend to many people quite as high 
as Mrs Strange and Mrs O’Shaughnessy, who had called on 
the dashing dame; and even supposing they did laugh at her 
airs or dear Willoughby’s jokes, when her back was turned, 
to her face they were friendly, and consented to come to her 
parties, and occasionally gave her a cup of tea in return for 
them: she had been to that vice-regal mansion, “Government 
House,”1 too, where her dress, her diamonds, and her pleasing 
reminiscences of Mrs Strange, Mrs O’Shaughnessy, and Lord 

xxvi  in] i
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Dunsnapper had won for her a degree of attention and defer-
ence very gratifying to her feelings. All this was as it should 
be, and she felt that nothing was wanting to make her happi-
ness complete. Yes, one thing; the happiest lot has a flaw, and 
hersxxvii was the unaccountable dislike Mr Willoughby Wat-
kins had taken to the De Costremonges. It was so ungrate-
ful too! There they had been staying in the house for the last 
seven weeks, and putting up with all the inconveniences of a 
style of living they had never been accustomed to, just to help 
a little in getting the furniture and decorations properly com-
pleted; and what if Lady De Costremonge had not yet sent the 
money, how could her sweet friend help that? Indeed, she had 
shown the sweetest and most christian spirit; for had she not 
said she would sooner never have a penny than that one of 
the poor tenants who had been born on the estate should be 
hurried or distressed for money?

Again, how mean and ungentlemanly to complain of Mr 
De Costremonge drinking a bottle of wine with his dinner. 
Did not every gentleman do so? Indeed, if Mr Willoughby 
Watkins had had any proper pride, he would have been grat-
ified that a gentleman whose ancestral cellars had contained 
the oldest vintages should think the wine in their house worth 
drinking. And to more than hint at a wish to regain that paltry 
trifle she had lent them (the first trifle we mean, for of two 
or three trifles she had lent since then, she had not informed 
him); such conduct was most annoying.

But the Christmas holidays are over, and Annie has re-
turned. She is to leave for good at Easter, when her new home 
will be prepared to receive its mistress; and Mr Bernard and 
the overseer, together with a builder and his satellites, are up 
at the farm at Waikini, working with might and main to bring 
about the desirable result.

xxvii  hers] her’s
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A grand ball is to be given at Normandy Park on the fol-
lowing Thursday, previous to the De Costremonges leaving 
them, which they are to do on the Friday. The lady of the 
house is sitting in the breakfast parlor with her distinguished 
lady visitor; both are regretting the approaching separation, 
for, as Mrs De Costremonge beautifully observes, they are so 
suited for each other.

“You know, dear Mrs Willoughby Watkins, we are both 
Norman, and one feels that though one may associate with 
those of whom one is not sure - indeed those whom one can-
not doubt are Saxon, merely Saxon - one prefers one’s equals. 
Now you will think it strange, but when I saw your nose, I 
knew at once, yes at once, before I heard that your name was 
Willoughby, that you were Norman: your nose betrayed you.”

Before her association with the fair critic, Mrs Watkins’s 
ambition had been to be genteel, but now nothing but “Nor-
man” would suit her; and she looked complacently in an op-
posite mirror at the hooked nose set in the centre of her fat 
face with all the pride that that aristocratic feature had a right 
to awaken. She knew better than to betray her gratification.

“It is like dear pa’s,” she replied; “often has ma said she 
thought it too large.”

“Not a bit; mine is larger (which indeed it was a great deal), 
and I would not lose the fraction of a inch. Dear Adolphus 
said to me after we were married, ‘Clarissa, I could endure 
your ankles, I could even stand out against your eyes, but 
your nose, the undoubted birth in that nose, brought me to 
my knees.’ Affecting, was it not?” - carelessly unscrewing a 
scent bottle, and offering the contents as an act of homage to 
the irresistible feature.

“Very; his own is also Norman, I am sure. Dear Willough-
by’s is not.”

“It is not; you are right, it is not. No, you naughty girl, you 
were not enough careful to keep to your own high ancestry, 
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but then Mr Willoughby Watkins is fortunately not Saxon: he 
is British or rather Welsh.”

“Wrong, dear, for once,” said Mrs Willoughby Watkins (in 
the sweet and girlish style they had adopted in their inter-
course with each other); “Willoughby is English.”

“You dear matter-of-fact creature, I refer to his forefathers, 
not to himself - the name, you know the name.”

“Oh, to be sure, the name,” said the sharer of it, glad to 
have such a positive evidence from so good a judge. Her own 
knowledge of the Watkins forefathers, and indeed of her hus-
band also, extended no further back than an old grandfather 
who had died in an almshouse, and whom she rather wished 
she could forget.

“I don’t know how I shall get on when I leave you, my dear 
friend - I shall miss you so much. How your friends at home 
must feel your loss! Were you very intimate with Lord Dun-
snapper?”

“Very.”
“How little did I think I should meet a friend of his out 

here, poor fellow.”
“Do you know him?” said Mrs Willoughby Watkins, turn-

ing rather pale.
“I once did; indeed, to tell you the truth, he proposed for 

me; but dear ma said, ‘Clarissa, he may be a Lord, but he is not 
Norman: my child, I would rather follow you to your grave.’ ”

How much did this speech increase her hostess’s respect, to 
have beneath her roof one who had actually refused so great 
a personage as Lord Dunsnapper, and her vanity was further 
gratified by the additional caution.

“Don’t name me when you write, dear; the name of Clar-
issa de Verecourt must be unwelcome to him.” For a moment 
she sat with her Norman nose resting on her jewelled finger; 
then, shaking off the cloud of old remembrances, she asked 
with a light smile, “And what do you wear on Thursday, dear?”
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“Well, I don’t know; what do you think, the blue moire 
antique?”

“Oh, no, not that; it is three shades too light to be suited 
to your majestic style of beauty. Had I known you at the time 
you bought it, I should have advised you, strongly advised you, 
against it.”

“But it is one of the very best dresses I have - quite new, 
handsomely trimmed, and -”

“And unsuitable; now wear violet velvet and your dia-
monds. I heard General Grenade say to Mrs Parchment (and 
you know what she thinks of herself) - well, when we were 
at Government House the other night, I heard General Gre-
nade say to her, ‘What a truly regal, queenly-looking woman 
Mrs Willoughby Watkins is, and how she adorns velvet and 
diamonds.’”

From what we know of that queenly woman we may be 
sure that henceforth velvet and diamonds was her favourite 
costume. But what to do with the condemned blue silk? Per-
haps Mrs De Costremonge would take it, as she did the pink 
satin, that was voted not sufficiently stylish and regal, and that 
sort of thing, for herself.

And Mrs De Costremonge did take it, with a very slight 
show of resistance, indeed, and looked very well in it the fol-
lowing Thursday, altered to fit her slight figure, and one long 
ostrich feather fastened to the side of her head, drooping over 
her white shoulders and kissing the fall of lace that formed the 
upper boundary of the cerulean2 robe. And Mrs Willoughby 
Watkins looked better than anyone there (as Mrs De Cost-
remonge told her). And Mr Willoughby Watkins, boxed up 
in a very tight suit, accommodated with a cruelly stiff collar, 
enjoying the luxurious ease to be derived from tight boots 
when one has corns, and further, with his hand encased in 
white kids, felt all the happiness one might expect under such 
an agreeable combination of circumstances, in addition to 
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the already consciousness of being under his lady’s eye. That 
eye was now more unfavorable to his defects than ever; was 
he not guilty of being anything but “Norman?” and now that 
grievance was added to his “little jokes” and the rest of his 
oddities, such as being unable to use his pocket-handkerchief 
with his gloves on, &c., &c.: we can hardly wonder that she 
felt displeased at him.

The rules of society were so far waived that Miss Melio-
ra was present. This subject had been much discussed before 
the step was decided on. Mrs De Costremonge, seeing that 
her friend’s heart was bent on the young lady’s making her 
appearance, quite fell in with her views, and obligingly recol-
lected that her grace the Duchess of Donowhare had allowed 
the Lady Seraphine Don Watt to appear at a grand reception 
on her eighth birthday. That settled the question. Of course, 
for the sake of Miss Meliora’s consequence, her governess 
must accompany her; and of course, as Bernard would not 
be there, as she knew so few of the people, and had so re-
cently heard of the loss of her brother, said governess would 
rather have been excused, but was not excused, however, and 
attended the fairy-like young lady, all lace and rose-wreaths, 
the severe simplicity of her own simple black silk3 beingxxviii 
only relieved by one white camellia.

The ball was a very grand one. There were a great many 
officers (who are always to be had where the wines are good 
and the viands worth eating), and there were a smaller num-
ber of officers’xxix wives (who are not so easy to obtain, or 
so often lured by gastronomic dainties). There were a good 
sprinkling of lawyers, and a decent show of doctors, together 
with the feminine representatives of those orders of society. 
The church was not unrepresented, and the do-nothings were 
in great force, as they always are. But Mrs Willoughby Wat-

xxviii  being] been
xxix  officers’] ~
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kins could look round her room and say with pride, that one 
class was entirely excluded: there might be Saxons, but there 
were no tradespeople.

The glow of heart which this knowledge gave her lent a 
glow to her face, and she watched her aristocratic guests with 
pride beaming from her eyes. No, they met no taint of “the 
shop,” for even Tom Watkins was out of sight, and not an-
noying her by standing with his white-gloved hands hanging 
down, one on either side, like a pair of snowy dumbbells. But 
now she thought of it, she had not seen him since Captain 
and Mrs Smallpay had arrived; whilst welcoming them she 
had observed him leave them room, and she had not once set 
eyes on him since. She felt a conjugal anxiety about his where-
abouts, not from excess of love, but from excess of fear, lest 
he should be in the card-room or the refreshment-room, in-
dulging in the obnoxious joke; and she was just rising to go in 
search of him when he entered the room with - was it? - could 
it be? - yes, there was no doubt, no hope: she was motionless 
with amazement and horror when the dreadful apparition ad-
dressed her with,

“’Ow de do, arnt Meely?”
And the consciousness was forced on her that the unwel-

come visitor was Peter Watkins, son to that ‘brother John’ who 
kept a fishmonger’s shop in the Borough.

Surprised, terror-stricken as she was, her tact did not des-
ert her; she did not stop to consider how he had come, when 
he had come, or why he had come. At present there was no 
time to enter into these questions, the first thing being to get 
rid of him as fast as possible. A quadrille4 was going on, and it 
was to be hoped that hardly any one had heard his salutation, 
but the dancers were nearly through the fourth figure, and 
there was no time to be lost.

“I’m quite well, thank you, Peter,” she said, with stiff polite-
ness; “but you see there is company present, which your uncle 
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knew (with an expressive look at that individual). Come into 
another room, where we can speak at one’s ease,” and she was 
about to lead the way, when he said,

“No thankee, aunt; uncle’s bin and told me as you didn’t git 
father’s letter, and he’s give me some wittles, and I’ve changed 
my coat, an’ I’d like to look at all these ’ere fine folks, if it’s all 
the same to you. My eye, they looks as good as a play!”

It was certainly not all the same to the poor lady, and she 
looked her feelings at her spouse so unmistakably that he 
trembled in his boots (tight as they were) as he replied to it, 
and tried to assuage her wrath.

“I told Peter, my dear, as you’d comp’ny, and I thought he 
better hadn’t come in.”

“Better hadn’t,” repeated the indignant lady, with the tears 
almost starting from her eyes.

A scene was imminent: the quadrille was over, and more 
than one pair of eyes were directed towards the uncouth, ill-
dressed, ungloved individual, seated between the host and 
hostess on the sofa, both looking as if they could very well 
have dispensed with his company.

Now, at this trying moment, the behaviour of their dear 
friends, the De Costremonges, was such as to entitle them 
to the eternal gratitude of their entertainers. Mrs De Cost-
remonge had been bestowing the anklesxxx, the eyes, and the 
irresistible nose, in addition to the blue silk and white feather, 
on a favored young ensign for the period occupied by the last 
quadrille, and he had been so charmed by the temporary pos-
session of so much beauty and elegance that he had begged 
his fair enslaver to allow him to prolong the pleasure by tak-
ing her a walk round the room. She had granted this petition, 
and was gracefully making the tour on the arm of the hap-
py ensign, when one glance showed her the tableauxxxi on the 
sofa, and in a moment she comprehended it.

xxx  ankles] ancles
xxxi  tableau] tableaux
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Details she could not know from a glance, but essentials 
could be understood. This was certainly some relative, who 
was anything but Norman, and whom it was necessary to her 
dear friend’s comfort to remove at once. She saw her husband 
leaning against one of the doors and requested her partner to 
lead her to him.

He saw that they had singled him out, and advanced to 
meet them.

“Dolph, dearest,” said the fair lady, with a winning smile.
“My blessing,” he replied, with a look that caused the en-

sign to double his fist and entertain the insane wish of punch-
ing his head; but outward demonstration was impossible, and 
with a bow the unhappy youth retired.

The conference was short, but emphatic and to the purpose, 
and Mr De Costremonge, with admirable art, approached the 
sofa, and contrived in a short space of time to lure the unwel-
come visitant from that prominent position and hide him in 
corners where he was little seen; nay, by supper-time, he had 
disappeared altogether. His self-constituted mentor contrived 
to convey to the poor aunt the pleasing intelligence that he 
had gone to bed, but he did not think it necessary to add that 
he had been persuaded there by a glass of wine, in which a lit-
tle laudanum had been artfully mixed. But though unaware of 
the full extent of her obligation she felt it deeply. Yet how could 
she but grieve? The De Costremonges knew what he was, and 
though she felt she had a good hold on their friendship, she 
would rather not have had to put it to the test - but others? 
complete strangers? Well, for the present, she must smile and 
look elegant, and appear void of care, when her heart was ach-
ing fit to burst; but she would not endure his presence - no, 
on that she was determined; she would not sleep until all was 
settled to her liking. The guests should retire to their hous-
es, the De Costremonges to their room, she would lock the 
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door of hers,xxxii pocket the key, have an explanation from Mr 
Willoughby Watkins, and come to a clear understanding as to 
how that boy was to be disposed of. Alas, poor Tom!

xxxii  hers] her’s
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CHAPTER XVI

We cannot so far forget propriety, as to venture into the 
well-secured chamber of Mrs Willoughby Watkins, and we do 
not know, therefore, what arrangements that lady used in her 
endeavour to persuade her dear husband of the advisability 
of sending Peter home again; but we are very sure that her 
success had not been equal to her hopes, for she came down 
to breakfast in that unpleasant frame of mind which is sup-
posed to be caused by getting out of the wrong side of the bed, 
scolded every servant in the house, and looked daggers at Mr 
Willoughby Watkins whenever that unfortunate individual 
happened to be in her way.

To say truth, these symptoms of inward perturbation rath-
er alarmed him; and it is possible that his lady would have 
gained the day, had his comfort or happiness only been con-
sidered, - but he could not be unkind to his brother. What 
was to be done, then? thought his better half: she had only 
subdued, she had not vanquished him, and the delayed letter 
coming to hand that morning, detailing the sad and sudden 
losses that had made the poor brother seek aid from the rich 
one, rendered it unlikely that she would succeed in banishing 
the obnoxious youth.

The breakfast party at Normandy Park was not a very 
pleasant one. Whilst Peter sat there, murdering the Queen’s 
English every time he opened his mouth, there was no chance 
of the thunder-cloud on his aunt’s brow losing its dark in-
tensity; Mr Willoughby Watkins looked rather harassed, and 
decidedly sleepy; Mr De Costremonge - having taken rath-
er more champagne than was good for him on the previous 
evening - was somewhat under a cloud; his brilliant lady was 
charming as ever, but her polite efforts to raise the spirits of 
the rest proving quite a failure, she contented herself with 
smiling round in untroubled serenity; Annie’s heart was full 
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of her absent lover, and her dimpling smiles showed how 
sweet were her thoughts.

A sharp quick step on the avenue, a knock on the door, and 
in a minute the object of her meditations was shaking hands 
all round, ending with herself and looking enquiringly at the 
stranger youth.

“My nephew,” exclaimed Mr Watkins, for which piece of 
information his wife gave him a look that ought to have made 
him vanish into the middle of next week.

“Indeed,” said Bernard, “I was not aware you were expect-
ing any relatives from home.”

“No, I wasn’t; but you see, as my brother, ’as is in the fish 
line, ’as ’ad a sort of a failure, by a trustin’ of -”

Mortification, anger, and the impossibility of expressing 
her feelings with the soft cadence necessary before strangers 
had deprived poor Mrs Willoughby Watkins of the power of 
utterance. But this could not be allowed to go on: it was ruin-
ous, and she managed to gasp out a faint “Willoughby,” which 
would hardly have had the desired effect had not the invalu-
able Mrs De Costremonge come to the rescue.

“Yes, Mr Seaton, we were all as much surprised as you are 
- even more so - at the sight of our young friend; the pleasure 
was so very unexpected -”

“Thank ’ee, marm,” interposed Peter.
“So very unexpected,” went on the fair lady, not caring to 

hear the interruption, “and though dear Mrs Willoughby Wat-
kins was delighted to see him, still the fact of his dear papa not 
having given him a profession previous to his lamentable fail-
ure, it becomes difficult to know what to do with him.”

“Anything in the line of fish, or even greengrocery,” suggest-
ed Peter, or rather he attempted to suggest, but was cut short 
by alarming symptoms on the part of his aunt, who, before 
“greengrocery” was well out of his mouth, uttered a piercing 
shriek and fell senseless to the floor.
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Anger, agitation, and shame, had made her really ill. The 
state of excitement she had worked herself into, in order to 
work upon the obdurate heart of her husband, had been too 
much for her constitution, and she lay in a darkened room 
with doctor and nurses in attendance, and the whole house-
hold wore a subdued aspect.

Poor Mr Watkins felt like a criminal; and when, a little after 
midnight, the icy corpse of a dead babe was shown him, by 
the weeping Mrs De Costremonge, he would have sacrificed 
any number of brothers and nephews to recall the past.

Under the influence of these remorseful feelings, he sought 
Bernard at his hotel on the following morning, and confid-
ed to him all his trouble, and his anxiety to get the trouble-
some nephew out of the house at once; yet he could not give 
him up, and was anxious to procure for him, at a distance, 
the home he did not longer dare to offer him under his own 
roof. He had scarcely ventured to admit, even to himself, that 
he hoped Bernard would consent to take him, for fear such a 
hope would be disappointed.

He met with true sympathy from the young farmer, who 
was not unwilling to embrace the chance of getting additional 
assistance on the farm, and at once offered to rid Mr Watkins 
of his charge.

So, when Mrs Willoughby Watkins’s pale and altered coun-
tenance sought that of Mrs De Costremonge with a glance 
of enquiry on the subject, that lady quite understanding the 
look, was able to reply.

“Gone, dear, gone.”
“To England - oh, say to England!”
“Well, no–o–o, not to England.”
“But from the colony, at any rate; I can never hope to rest 

while he is in it. If he is not out of the colony, I am sure he will 
kill me. The very sight of him is torture, and the sound of his 
voice is worse than death.”
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Though perhaps the lady rather exaggerated her mental 
sufferings, she was not in a state to be thwarted; and so Mrs 
De Costremonge thought that the circumstances would ex-
cuse a little fib, and she hastened to assure the unhappy aunt 
that all was as she could wish.xxxiii

The next thing was to put Mr Watkins on his guard against 
undeceiving his lady, and that gentleman falling very readily 
into the plot which promised to get him so easily out of all 
difficulty, Mrs Willoughby Watkins soon recovered both her 
health and spirits, and before long spoke of her Norman fam-
ily and her West-end acquaintances with as lofty an air as ever.

There is no ill will without its attendant good, and of this 
the injured wife had full proof. That her husband and his low 
connections had disgraced her and almost deprived her of 
life, was a very evident fact; and it proved such a powerful 
weapon in all matrimonial conflicts that the unfortunate Mr 
Watkins was entirely tranquilled by it. Yes, even the shadow 
of authority was gone. The De Costremonges might stay in 
the house for months. Mr De Costremonge invites dashing 
individuals, of whom he was terribly frightened, to drink his 
wine and disturb his peace five nights out of the seven, and 
the unfortunate master of the house dared not say one word.

The climax, however, was the most dreadful. Mr De Cos-
tremonge was found to be missing one fine morning, to the 
great chagrin of about a dozen tradesmen, and Mr Watkins 
found himself permanently saddled with Mrs De Costrem-
onge, who kindly consented to stay with them and teach Miss 
Meliora for fifty guineas a year, on condition that a nursery 
governess was procured for the younger children.

The way in which she not only reconciled her mind to this, 
but contrived to accomplish it without destroying Mrs Wil-
loughby Watkins’s faith in her, did much credit to her clever-
ness. She was quite aware of the whole particulars of the flight 

xxxiii  wish.] ~
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of the aristocratic Adolphus, knew the necessity for it, and 
aided and abetted him therein; yet, when the discovery was 
made by others, and the intelligence gently communicated to 
her by her friends, she fainted away, most naturally, and lay in 
a precarious state for some days.

Mrs Willoughby Watkins was sitting in her own private 
room, thinking of the cruelty of man in general, and of the 
false Adolphus De Costremonge in particular, and commiser-
ating his suffering lady with all her heart, when she was star-
tled by seeing that injured female (whom she believed to be 
lying almost dead, above stairs) standing before her with an 
open letter in her hand. That hand trembled violently, and on 
either cheek burnt a bright red spot, that contrasted frightful-
ly with her wan and worn-looking face. Mrs De Costremonge 
had not spent an hour preparing for this interview in vain; she 
looked an object of compassion, indeed, and the contents of 
the letter were enough to stir anyone’s heart in her favor.

It purported to be from Lady De Costremonge, and was 
addressed to her son. The old lady, after making many excuses 
for not having sent before, told her “dear boy” that he would 
find a cheque for £4,000 in the envelope; that she hoped he 
had not been inconvenienced for the want of it; also, that dear 
Clarissa was well; further, that they might soon return to En-
gland, for that the Duke of Brentford, his godfather, was quite 
vexed at his being away, and, as they hoped to inherit a large 
fortune from him, it would be unwise to stay in that out-of-
the-way hole, &c., &c. Then there was some fashionable chit 
chat, such as the presentation of his cousin, the Lady Georgia-
na Hatton, to the Queen, and the approaching marriage of the 
Honourable Adeliza De Costremonge, with much more of the 
same, and finally the old lady concluded, remaining his fond 
mother, Maria De Costremonge.

To doubt the authenticity of a letter so well stored with 
great names was not in Mrs Watkins’s nature, so there was 
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only one conclusion to be arrived at, the “dear boy” and the 
“four thousand” had disappeared; and until further supplies 
could be procured for Mrs De Costremonge from her titled 
mother-in-law, that poor lady was destitute.

She nobly declared her intention of looking out for a situ-
ation as governess, and being indebted to nobody. Annie was 
shortly to be married, and hence the arrangement that she 
should stay with Mrs Willoughby Watkins, an arrangement 
which she assured that dear friend gave her broken heart all 
the comfort it was capable of feeling.

Thus, in three weeks, everything had changed at the Wil-
loughby Watkins’s mansion. The lady of the house had ceased 
to employ her time on delicate and minute embroidery; Peter 
and Mr De Costremonge had vanished, rather mysteriously; 
Mrs De Costremonge and a pale young lady, who officiated 
as “sub,” had taken possession of the school-room, and An-
nie had gone to her friend Mrs Briefless to prepare for her 
marriage.
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CHAPTER XVII

Two days before the one fixed for the marriage of Bernard 
and Annie, the mail from England brought a letter for the 
latter, from Mrs Scott; this letter we propose to insert, as we 
feel sure our readers have not forgotten our English friends. 
After a few customary words of course, the writer speaks of 
the birth of a little one, who is to become heir to the estates 
and wealth of Mr Scott, senior.

“You will, perhaps, think it wrong, dear, that I have allowed 
the advent of this innocent child to affect me so strongly as 
it has done. I solace my conscience with the conviction that 
complete selfishness is not the cause of my depressed spirits; 
it is for my children I grieve - and you will say this is wrong. I 
have no doubt it is, I ought to leave their future to their Heav-
enly Father, and not concern myself so much about it. This my 
dear mother is always telling me, and her resignation certainly 
rebukes my impatience, but does not subdue it; she has done 
nothing to deserve all this trouble, whilst I have brought it on 
myself, but the guilty always suffer more than the guiltless.

“Dear Hattie told me where the baby was to be baptised, 
and when. Well, something urged me to go and see the cer-
emony: I sat in the gallery, where no one saw me, and thus 
obtained a sight of all the grand pageant - for grand, indeed, it 
was. Mr Scott’s wife is an extremely beautiful young woman, 
I believe about as young as Ellen and I, but looking decidedly 
younger. She is, besides, always dressed in the best taste, and 
to the greatest advantage. The morning of the christening was 
the first time I had ever seen her, and I was not only struck, 
but quite pleased with her face; besides the great beauty of fea-
ture, the expression is so open and innocent, that it is hard to 
believe her nature so cold and hard as it undoubtedly is.

“The sponsors were all people of fashion, one being a lord, 
and the appointments first-rate; no baby could possibly show 
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less of its own proper person, or more lace, satin, and embroi-
dery, than the baby in question; and that, according to the best 
authorities on the subject, is the perfection of baby elegance.

“It received a long string of high-sounding appellations 
from the lips of a right reverend bishop, and then its proud 
father, with a happy smile, consigned it to itsxxxiv nurse, and 
the party betook themselves to their carriages.

“Your humble servant trudged away on foot, thinking of 
many things; she tried to picture the scene of the baptism of 
the elder son, whose birth-right had been taken from him. 
She saw him again at the baptism of his first-born, born in 
poverty and obscurity, and then - yes, then she broke down.

“Oh, what would I give, dear Annie, to see him once again. 
He is as dear to me now as he was the first day that I became 
a wife. Dearer, for is he not the father of my darling? I have 
never heard of him, he is either dead or has entirely forgotten 
us. I sometimes fancy that his sisters know more about him 
than they are willing to tell; I observed this in them soon after 
you left England. They have never, by word or act, given me 
room to mention my suspicions, and as it may be all my fancy, 
I do not like to ask questions; they have grown more reserved 
on the subject of his probable fate or return. Once we used all 
to suggest plans for discovering him, and persuading him to 
return, and conjecturing the part of the world he was most 
likely to have chosen for his exile. They will still do this occa-
sionally, but it seems an effort, as if their hearts were not in it.

“Their kindness to me has not abated; indeed, they try con-
stantly to make me more comfortable, and have so far suc-
ceeded that they have (with such aid as the sale of my moth-
er’s property gave them) purchased for me the good-will of 
a very respectable preparatory school for young gentlemen 
at a seaport town in the south of England. The unfortunate 
particulars of my marriage would be likely to prevent my 

xxxiv  its] it’s
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succeeding in a school for young ladies, but with little boys 
the case is different. I think I shall be as happy as I can hope 
to be without my dear lost husband in my new home. The 
house and grounds are very pretty, and I am sure both Ellen 
and Hattie have done more, in a pecuniary way, to place me 
here than I could have hoped from them, or had any right to 
hope. They will not allow me to object to being assisted; for 
they say that, as the children’s father has quite cast them off, 
and their grandfather ignored their existence, it is the duty of 
their aunts to assist the poor little things - and nobly they have 
done so.”

This is all of the letter that concerns us, and indeed Annie 
had hardly read thus far when she was conscious that an arm 
had been thrown around her waist. She had no doubt as to 
who the intruder was, and looked up at him with a smile glis-
tening through her tears.

‘Tears, Annie - why, what’s the matter, darling?”
“Only this letter, dear.”
“And what is in the letter to bring tears? I shall forbid the 

correspondence if it is going to make you miserable.”
“Will you, most noble lord of the creation?”
“Yes, unless you confide to me all particulars.”
“Tyrant, you shall be obeyed. My friend is a deserted wife.”
“Objection number one, I don’t approve of deserted wives.”
“My dear Bernard! Is it their fault?”
“Generally.”
“Well, it wasn’t my friend’s; she has been cruelly wronged.”
“State the case, and then I shall be better able to judge.”
“I declare, if you go on in this dictatorial style, I shall be 

quite frightened of you.”
“Oh, not you; for all you look so very soft and simple, I 

wouldn’t wonder if you have me like a tame bear, led by your 
apron-string this time next year.”

“I’ll box your ears.”
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“With all my heart. Remember the old proverb, ‘A kiss for 
a blow.’”

A short but exciting contest now took place, after which 
both parties looked rather flushed.

Bernard spoke first:
“Now, to return to your friend; tell me all about it, there’s 

a good girl.”
And Annie did tell him the whole story, as we have before 

heard it.
His view of the case was different from hersxxxv. His feelings 

were more on the side of the gentleman.
“I do not pretend to say he was right, dear Annie; there 

cannot be two opinions as to its being his clear duty to fulfil 
the obligations he had so rashly taken. But to the young it is 
so natural to follow the bent of inclination. That he was one 
who would do this his marriage proved. No stability could 
be expected in a youth who would rather rush headlong into 
a union that must inevitably injure not only himself but the 
partner of his folly, and the unfortunate children that might 
be born to call him father; I doubt not whether he ever loved 
his wife. Love seeks the happiness of its object; I believe a man 
who truly loves a woman could relinquish her to another if 
he thought it would be better and happier for her, that if he 
found his love was not returned he would shrink from the 
thought of union with her; and that even if all were as his 
fondest wishes dictated - if her heart were entirely and irrevo-
cably his own - he would still take time to consider whether 
it were in his power to be a true and good husband, and thus 
perpetuate her love and insure her gratitude (for gratitude is 
much nearer akin to love than many people think). Passion 
is quite a different emotion; it is the essence of self-love. The 
gratification of self is the sole object; anything that ministers 
to this gratification is valuable. If the object of passion returns 

xxxv  hers] her’s
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our regard it pleases our self-love, but such return is not in-
dispensible to one who feels this spurious kind of love, and 
such I imagine the feeling of your friend’s husband to have 
been. He married to gratify himself, without any reference to 
the happiness to be attained by such a union; and when this 
union ceased to give him gratification he escaped from it with 
an equal disregard to the feelings of others - so much for him; 
and I think her equally or even more to blame, for she not 
only brought herself into trouble, but almost ruined her poor 
mother; she has suffered for it, poor young woman, and for all 
we know he has suffered too, and I feel sure he has.”

“Why not return, then?”
“Because he does not love, and never did love, his wife.”
“But his children?”
“Children are seldom to a man what they are to a woman. 

He may never forget them, but their society is not necessary 
to him as it is to their mother.”

“Well, it is a sad business.”
“It is a sad business, but it really is no business of ours. We 

are about to be married, dear Annie, and I hope our union 
will be something very different from that we have been 
speaking of. So much do I dread such a marriage as that, that 
I hesitated to express my sentiments long, long after I was sure 
of their depth, intensity, and lasting quality, for fear that you 
might feel less for me; I would relinquish all my hopes rather 
than feel that I had not the deepest and securest nook in your 
heart, my Annie. Some people would say your whole heart, 
but that is all nonsense: a whole heart worth having was never 
yet given to one individual. To be enshrined in its warmest 
corner is all that can be hoped for, and if I have that place in 
yoursxxxvi, dearest, I shall be quite content - quite happy.”

“Be happy then,” said the blushing girl, hiding her face on 
his shoulder.

xxxvi  yours] your’s
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CHAPTER XVIII

A quiet wedding, plain and unpretending, with only a few 
friends present. The bridesmaids, Miss Meliora Willoughby 
Watkins, and Julia Judge, mere children. No company, no 
style, no anything, as Mrs De Costremonge woefully com-
plained when she and her dear friend returned from it.

A happy wedding, for the bridegroom loved his dear Annie 
with that firm affection that is founded on respect and appre-
ciation of good qualities, which is the most lasting of all af-
fections. Loss of charms cannot abate it, nor time cool it; and 
she? - he was her hero, her being, and her love. She was proud 
of him, proud of his free brave spirit, his unshrinking courage, 
and his frank open disposition; with all a woman’s clinging 
trusting love did she lean on his superior judgement, look up 
to, and almost idolise him.

Scarcely three hours after she became a wife, she was on 
her way to her new home. Through the harbor, across the sea, 
and down a winding river (or more correctly arm of the sea). 
At first its banks were bare and bleak, only relieved by bold 
craggy precipices jutting out here and there; but as the little 
schooner, like some white sea-bird, skimmed swiftly the sur-
face of the waters, she bore them to a beauteous region, where 
the precipices were clothed with the green-coated children of 
the forest in such profusion that as the breeze stirred their 
branchesxxxvii they seemed to be toppling over into the tide, 
and each little white shelly bay with its fringe of willows was a 
picture in itself. Annie, gazing on the scene with bated breath, 
was roused from her reverie by the announcement that they 
had arrived at their destination.

Oh, how pretty! A bay less wild, but not less beautiful than 
the others, was before her. A little jetty or landing place, a 
winding road, and on a slight eminence a house that no one 

xxxvii  branches] brances
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could believe to be a recently erected one. It looked as if it had 
been built in the reign of Bonny Queen Bess1 herself; such ga-
bles, such curious stacks of chimneys, such miracles of elabo-
rate carving, the work of the cunning hand of the Maori. Ber-
nard, whilst inhabiting his little raupo hut,2 had always had 
the erection of this fantastic house in view: tired of the eternal 
sameness of square, cream-colored buildings surrounded by 
verandahs, he had determined that whenever he built a house 
he would use sombre grey stone and massive wood, and erect 
a mansion so like in color and appearance to an Elizabethan 
structure that it would seem like a “vision from other lands.” 
For this purpose had he long ago procured the carved beams 
and devices that enriched the irregular front of the house. 
And now the child of his poetic fancy was fully grown: it only 
wanted the touch of time and the shelter of the clinging roses 
and honeysuckle to render it complete.

The sparkle in Annie’s eyes as she gazed showed her de-
light; she was a true wife for him, fitted to share his home 
pleasures, and capable of entering into his feelings. Who shall 
say that this is not what constitutes true fitness? true union? 
She did not calculate the necessity of so many chimneys in a 
warm climate, or make an inward comment on their cost, nor 
did she sigh for pale walls and French windows? No. Every 
look told her thorough appreciation of the quaint, old-look-
ing mansion that was to be her home.

The interior of the house was in unison with the exteri-
or. Staircases, halls, ceilings and walls of handsome and fine-
ly-polished wood for the most part.xxxviii One or two of what 
might be called state rooms, instead of wainscoting,xxxix3 
boasted pale tinted walls. These were unfurnished, for Ber-
nard wished that his bride should arrange them according to 
her taste and for the first few months after they were settled 

xxxviii  part.] ~
xxxix  wainscoting] wainscoating
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at home, it afforded constant occupation for her busy fin-
gers to fill them with the thousand and one minute trifles of 
use and ornament that a lady considers positively necessary 
to her comfort. Prodigies of wool-work and crochet did she 
fabricate during the long wet winter that succeeded her mar-
riage; and though her life was somewhat lonely to what she 
had been accustomed to, she never found it dull. Visiting was 
quite out of the question; their nearest neighbors lived many 
miles away, and the road was almost impassable. Bernard, in 
nearly all weathers, was engaged on the farm. He was fond 
of outdoor life, and rode forth in spite of storms of wind and 
muddy roads; the well-stocked shelves of her little library, her 
piano, her sewing, and her duties as a housekeeper, employed 
her time during the day; and in the evening when Bernard and 
Peter Watkins would come in, she would prepare to be very 
happy indeed, for after the simple evening meal they would 
draw round the fire and Bernard would read aloud from some 
entertaining book, or the piano would be called into requisi-
tion to furnish amusement. She felt that earth could offer no 
more.

Peter was greatly improved; refined and intellectual associ-
ations are always beneficial to a youth merging from boyhood 
into manhood. The mind is pliable and impressible, and on the 
influences that then sway it depend greatly the future career 
of the man. Removed from everything that could injure, and 
surrounded by everything that could elevate, Peter was in a 
fair way to become sufficiently respectable even to please his 
aunt, Mrs Willoughby Watkins, and that is saying a great deal.

Shortly after her marriage Annie had written an account 
thereof to Mrs Scott, describing her husband and her house 
in the vivid colors of fond love, and promising to send a more 
matter-of-fact portrait in the spring - that is to say, a carte de 
visite4 of the husband, and a water-color sketch of the home.
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This letter had produced three full sheets of congratula-
tions, good-wishes, and thanks; and as soon as spring began 
to appear Annie set about earning the latter by employing a 
part of every fine morning in drawing the house.

It was ready long before the photograph, for Bernard could 
not spare time to go to A----- until after haymaking, and it 
was Christmas week when they arrived there.

They were to take up their quarters with the Briefless’s, but 
the time promised to be a very gay one. Two days after their 
arrival Mrs Willoughby Watkins and Mrs De Costremonge 
called. The former lady had been for so long a time persuading 
other people that she was some very great person that, having 
no objectionable Islington acquaintances or vulgar nephews 
to serve as disagreeable reminders of the contrary, she had 
ended by believing it herself. She had now quite established 
herself as a leader of ton. The high interest to be had for mon-
ey rendered her income a very handsome one. No house in 
A----- could surpass her own in the perfection of its appoint-
ments; nothing could exceed the elegance of her entertain-
ments, or the select character of her company. Base-minded 
and envious people say that A-----’s “aristocracy” have scant 
pretensions to such a high-sounding title. Ladies so well able 
to judge as Mrs Willoughby Watkins can afford to regard such 
low-minded scandal with the contempt it deserves.

We regret to have to record the following cruel and cow-
ardly insult. We should be loth to believe it, only we have it on 
the best authority, and cannot refuse it credence. The fact is, 
that at the mess of the 999th one evening a pert young ensign 
likened what he impertinently termed the “eternal” velvet and 
diamonds of Mrs Willoughby Watkins to funeral decorations, 
and called that insulted lady “a gigantic silver-mounted coffin.” 
If this insult could be aggravated, it was by General Grenade 
joining in the laugh at the regal-looking lady’s expense, and 
not immediately frowning down the young puppy’s presump-
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tion. Oh! the deceitfulness of mankind in general. The poor 
lady’s rotundity of person almost collapsing in hot rooms in 
summer, in consequence of persevering in the queenly vel-
vets; for what? to be laughed at and called - a gigantic coffin.

The regal robes were only endured of an evening, however; 
the weight of grandeur was discarded in the day-time, and she 
appeared a complete mountain of lace and silk as she sailed 
into Mrs Briefless’s little drawing-room, and condescendingly 
offered her hand to the inmates.

Mrs De Costremonge’s laces and silks were but little infe-
rior to those of the larger lady. A handsome salary and many 
valuable presents enabled her to maintain a highly fashionable 
and stylish appearance. A gentle shade of melancholy usual-
ly overshadowed her face, and it was natural: she had never 
received any answers to her letters to Lady De Costremonge. 
The false Adolphus must have poisoned his mother’s mind 
against his sweet unoffending wife, and he had been proof 
against all her entreaties, all her prayers for his return - so she 
told her sympathising friend and so that friend undoubted-
ly believed, though her confidence might have been shaken 
had she been at the elbow of the deserted wife when she went 
to A----- Post Office and received letters addressed to “Mrs 
Hodgekins.” Butxl we are anticipating as well as digressing and 
are moreover neglecting the ladies who have just arrived to 
see Mrs Seaton. The call was ceremonious as it ought to be 
from a great lady to her late governess, but as became so ex-
alted a personage she was gracious and approachable without 
abating one iota of her consequence.

She seemed anxious to know how Annie could endure a 
bush home after the elegance of Normandy Park. She looked 
at the sketch of that home (which Annie proudly displayed) 
for about a moment and called it a queer out-of-the-way look-
ing affair, and asked if it was in the native style - Mrs De Cos-

xl  But] but
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tremonge’s admiration of it and declaration that it was “Tu-
dor” and “picturesque” disposed her to regard it with more 
complacency, but, as it was so much smaller than Normandy 
Park, and boasted only one rather small drawing-room, it was 
not likely she would think highly of it. A few commonplace 
enquiries and remarks was all that could be expected. When 
circumstances and not inclination are the basis of acquain-
tanceship it seldom reaches to the warmth of friendship. Thus 
it was in the present case. As fellow-passengers they had all 
been thrown much together, and as Annie had lived with 
Mrs Watkins, the acquaintanceship had with her ripened into 
some degree of intimacy; but as there was no affinity between 
the two stylish visitors, and their quiet simple entertainers, 
there could be no friendly chat, so that the indispensable “fif-
teen minutes” of a morning call dragged on their weary length 
as if they were twice the number, and all hailed their termina-
tion as a relief.

One of the first things to be done was to get the semblance 
of Bernard for Mrs Scott. He insisted on Annie’s being taken 
with him and she was. It was a perfect picture - he was so 
tall that he was taken in a sitting posture and his wife’s hand 
rested on his shoulder. The smile on his face, and the full-mel-
lowxli glance of her brown eyes were faithfully depicted.

We will leave them enjoying their visit to A-----, whilst we 
follow the parcel “over the seas” to England.

xli  full-mellow] ful-mellow
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CHAPTER XIX

Poor Laura Scott had come to London to spend the few 
short days of the Easter vacation with Hattie.

Her school was prospering, her health was better; she 
looked stronger and less fragile than when we last saw her.

Her cheek had lost its pale sallow hue, and the faint roses 
bloomed there again, though not in the lovely profusion of 
early days.

Had any change for the better then brightened the darkxlii 
clouds of her sorrow? Nothing of hope. The chance of a re-
union with her husband (for which she as earnestly longed 
as ever), seemed still as distant as years rolled on, even more 
distant. She had no tidings, had never heard of him; for as we 
before informed the reader, his sisters forebore to tell her their 
suspicion, amounting almost to certainty, that he had sailed 
for A----- in the ‘Speculation.’

What then had worked the change! Pure country air, con-
stant occupation, the society of her mother and children. 
The deepest and most corroding grief will do no vital harm 
where the mind is occupied by a constant round of duties, 
and the heart is stirred by filial or maternal love: and thus 
had the poor desertedxliii wife found it - hence her improved 
health and spirits.

The Walton’s home at Bayswater was just the same in ex-
ternal appearance, but there was some change in the domestic 
circle; for baby No 1 could toddle about, and baby No 2 had 
taken possession of the cradle.

The morning after Laura’s arrival Harry informed his wife 
at breakfast-time that her fair mother-in-law wished she 
would call in that day, to see the little heir to the Scott’s pos-
sessions, who having eaten till it was not in his power to eat 

xlii  dark] darks
xliii  deserted] derserted
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any more, had lain down with a feverish cheek, and manifest-
ed no sign of enjoying another meal for some days to come.

We all know how everyone courts the wealthy - worthy 
or unworthy it makes no matter; they are weighed with their 
purse in the scales, and seldom found wanting. What is “folly” 
in a poor man is “eccentricity” in a rich one. What is “wrong” 
in the poor is “peculiar” in the rich, and it is only by supposing 
that some of the worldly leaven that causes this feeling lurked 
in the kind and sympathising heart of Hattie Walton that we 
can account for the terms of close intimacy on which she still 
lived with the fair Adeline. She did not like her; she could not 
reprove her. Every thought and aim must be repugnant, and 
yet she still continued outwardly friendly with her. Strange, 
strange world! No wonder the possession of the golden talis-
man is craved for and sinned for.

There was nothing now to be hoped or gained from Mrs 
Scott, and yet there was never a time that she wished to see 
Hattie, that Harry did not think it necessary she should go, 
and that she herself did not quietly acquiesce, though such 
a visit could not be pleasant to her. So Laura was asked to 
make herself at home and amuse herself, with that want of 
ceremony usual towards dependants and poor relations, and 
Mrs Walton set out for ----- Square.

Let us do both her and Harry justice. They had been, and 
still were, most kind friends to the deserted wife, and they did 
not at all approve of the way in which she and her children 
had been treated. But the oppressors were rich and power-
ful, and the oppressed poor and insignificant, and it is not in 
ordinary human nature to put this quite out of the question. 
It is a mystery, one of the mysteries of our fallen nature, that 
the good are as often caught by glitter as the bad; but it is so, 
and we must consent to receive it as a mystery, hard both to 
explain and to understand.
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The little heir’s illness was a mystery also to Hattie, and not 
being aware of the quantity of sweets he had imbibed in order 
to qualify himself for the sick list, she found it difficult to un-
derstand the nature of his complaint. A doctor was called in, 
who quickly comprehended the state of the case, and applied 
remedies that soon quietened the anxiety of his dear mamma, 
who, finding the odor of a sick room intolerable, proposed a 
return to the drawing-room.

“I shall really be quite ill - I know I shall - after all my exer-
tions and anxiety for the dear child; I sat with him fully half-
an-hour last evening, and did not go out; then all night I lay 
in a fever of fright, for I had begged nurse to call me up if any 
dangerous symptoms showed themselves, and I did not get to 
sleep for more than an hour; indeed I was afraid I should have 
to call Janette to read me to sleep, and that is always a bad sign 
with me. But a mother’s feelings - you know a mother’s feel-
ings - makes it not very wonderful.

Finding nothing serious, and not caring to listen to the 
self-commiserationsxliv of the anxious mother, Hattie made 
her adieu as soon as she could, and returned to Bayswater.

What a scene awaited her there! The servants hurrying 
about in all directions in a purposeless way, not knowing what 
to do or where to go: the whole house in confusion. It was 
some time before she could distinctly understand what was 
the matter. At last one of the servants directed her to her own 
private room, and there she found Laura stretched apparently 
lifeless on the ground, with two of the most collected of the 
domestics trying such restoratives as they could think of to 
recover her from the swoon.

Of them she tried to find out what had agitated the sufferer. 
No reason could for some time be assigned; no one knew any 
thing about it, except that they had found her thus, and at once 
sent Thomas to ----- Square to tell his mistress; she must have 

xliv  commiserations] commmiserations
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crossed him on the journey. Whilst they were yet consulting 
together he returned, and was able to throw some further light 
on the subject; for he had received a letter from the postman 
and delivered it to the unfortunate lady about half-an-hour 
before she had been discovered in her present sad state.

To find this letter was the first thing. This was a work of 
time, for it had slipped under the chintz valance of one of the 
couches, and was hidden from sight. Even when it was found 
it did not seem to contain anything to account for its effects. 
An outer envelope addressed by Laura’s mother containing a 
colonial letter from A-----, in -----. This startled Hattie, and 
she felt that circumstances warranted her in reading it; but 
it proved only to be from the young teacher, of whom Laura 
had often told her. It was evident she was married, and that 
happily. A postscript added that two pictures were enclosed: 
a sketch of their home and a photograph of themselves. The 
tiny resemblance of the pretty dwelling was still in the enve-
lope, but the portrait was gone; and it was with a feeling of 
undefined dread, that she would not have dared to put into 
words, that Hattie sought for it. Found at last - crushed in the 
cold fingers of the suffering woman, from whose clasp it was 
hard to release it. With trembling hands she smoothed out 
each crease, dreading to look at it. Then, one glance! It was as 
much as she could do to keep from shrieking: Oh Alfred, oh 
bigamist, oh seducer! and was this, this the return for treasur-
ers of love and years of care!

Doubly perjured. False to the poor wife who your treach-
ery has stricken to the ground false to the fair young girl who 
so confidingly rests her hand on your shoulder in happy trust-
ing love. Base, base villainxlv, and her brother! - yes, her blood 
flowed round his black heart; she shuddered at the frightful 
thought, she seemed to have lived years of misery in those few 
moments. She felt weighed to the ground, and yet she must 

xlv  villain] villian
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act. With a terrible effort she shook off the stupor of grief that 
seemed to be stealing over her, and sent messengers for Dr 
and Mrs Turner; she did not dare send to the office for her 
husband, for fear of alarming her father.

All of comfort that the circumstances of the case admitted 
came with Ellen and her husband. The unfortunate and worse 
than widowed wife was placed in a quiet room and soon re-
covered consciousness, but with consciousness revived rec-
ollection, and that seemed at first to threaten a worse evil 
than the other.

A doctor may not be able “to minister to a mind diseased”1 
but by the gentle use of narcotic he can often “still the tempest 
of the storm within,” and deaden the mind that it may not 
injure the body. This was what Dr Turner did now, and after 
a few hours artificial sleep poor Laura was somewhat com-
posed. It is foolish to say “peace” when there is no peace, and 
the doctor was a wise man, and knew this; so he threw no dif-
ficulty in the way of a quiet explanation with the sisters, only 
stipulating that it should be a short one. It proved that the fact 
of Alfred’s being a passenger by the ‘Speculation’ having been 
kept a secret from his wife, was the first false step.

“Had I known that, dears, I could at least have saved poor 
Annie: though it is not likely I could have improved my own 
wretched lot. No, no, he hates me too much, but she, - Oh, 
why did you not tell me?”

“Who could have thought, who could have dreamt of any-
thing so horrible?”

“True, but why not tell?”
“For your own sake, dear Laura, believe me. He has brought 

you too much wretchedness already; how much would it have 
added to it to know that he had been in England and had left 
it without an effort to see either you or the children? This 
dreadful perjury who could forsee? Oh, that he should be our 
brother and your husband, my poor Laura.”
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“Nothing can undo that he is, and as such has claims on 
me, at any rate, I am his wife and it shall be my first act to go 
to A----- and sever the sinful tie between him and that poor 
deluded girl - I will sell my school, I will die of starvation, I 
care not what becomes of me; but by my right as the lawful 
mother of his children, for their sakes, and for her sake (that 
poor deluded girl whom I have loved as a sister), will I force 
him to pause in his career of wickedness.”

The bright eyes of the now deadly pale face shone with an 
unusual lustre; and it was a good thing that Dr Turner just then 
tapped at the door and ordered the patient to be left at rest.

Her intention of going to A----- was fixed in the mind 
of the poor wife, and as it really seemed the best thing, her 
friends did not oppose her.

The mother wept sorely over her renewed trouble, but even 
she made no objection; she wished to go with her at first, but 
Laura would not hear of this; she would not leave the children 
unless their grandmother stayed with them; and Dr Turner 
and Harry thought it would be a pity to give up the school, 
so it was left in charge of the old lady and an efficient teacher, 
and within a month of the receipt of the disastrous letter the 
poor wife and mother was alone on the wide waters among 
indifferent strangers going to perform one of the hardest tasks 
that ever fell to woman’s lot. God help her!
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CHAPTER XX

Annie was watching from the oriel window1 of her little 
drawing-room: watching the blue waters. It was the day for 
the arrival of the schooner that weekly visited them; bring-
ing news, letters, groceries, and all manner of good things, 
and now-and-then, by rare good luck, a visitor to break the 
monotony of country life. Bernard used to watch as earnestly 
as Annie. He was quite as anxious for newspapers as she for 
letters, but this day she watched alone. A cow, of a generally 
unamiable temper, had put a climax to the rest of its misde-
meanors by losing itself on just the very day of the week that 
was the most inconvenient for it to do so, and poor Bernard 
was out hunting for it with just a shade of dissatisfaction on 
his usually happy face. And it was the boat by which the En-
glish mail was expected too, and Annie felt that surely she 
must hear from her friends this time. Several mails had come 
since the one she had hoped to hear by.

And now the little trader rounds the nearest point, and a 
boat is put off for the shore; nearer and nearer it approaches 
the pier. Now for the letters and papers. What evenings they 
will have! Home intelligence will unite them in heart with 
those mighty masses that sway the universe. But the wonders 
of the press alone, is not all that has come to enliven them: 
surely that is a lady just landing? Yes, it certainly is, and yet 
she expects no one. Mrs Watkins is coming down, but it is too 
early to expect her; besides, the lady is too small and short. 
Too short, also, for Mrs De Costremonge. It can only be Mrs 
Briefless, and yet, how ever has she managed to get away from 
home? Annie knew enough of her domestic details to won-
der at her having accomplished it. It was more surprising, 
too, that she should come without first stating her intention 
by letter, and the one Annie had received from her only the 
previous week had not even hinted such a thing. It was alto-
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gether unaccountable. The road to the house was hid from 
view soon after the shore was gained. There was a very pictur-
esque glen or ravine to cross, and this was so thickly planted 
by dame Nature with lovely trees and graceful ferns that the 
winding path was quite overshadowed. Annie must wait until 
the little party from the boat were at the garden gate before 
she could find out who the lady visitor was - or go out to meet 
them? No, she would not do that; she seemed to feel a sort of 
undefined dread of doing so. Poor girl! it was a presentiment 
of coming evil. But she watched as she stood in the window, 
and every minute seemed an hour until the little party came 
in sight. First, Harvey Brook; and then - surely, surely her eyes 
deceived her - impossible, quite impossible. A terror, a fear, 
that she could not quite put into words, unnerved her quite. 
Her shaking limbs almost refused to support her, and when 
her visitor entered the room, instead of rising to receive, she 
sat gazing at her with a bewildered air.

Our reader will not need to be told that the visitor was 
Mrs Scott.

The unhappy deserted wife stood before the poor creature 
she had come to deprive of every earthly happiness with a 
trembling air of apology. Neither spoke for some time. An-
nie was the first to recover. Reflection came to her aid, and 
she blamed herself for the agitation she had felt. What could 
have caused it? Though the fact of seeing Mrs Scott was star-
tling there were many ways of accounting for it; on second 
thoughts, she might have come out as a governess, or have 
heard tidings of her husband, and have come in the hope of 
regaining his love. Or he might be in A-----, and finding his 
circumstances better have sent for his wife and children. Yes, 
this was the most likely conjecture.

It was rather inconsiderate to come down so suddenly, but 
then she did not know the dear secret that was cherished in 
Annie’s bosom, and could not therefore be aware of the dan-
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ger of a sudden surprise. But now her woman’s eye told her 
that her rival would soon become a mother. Knowing all, she 
might have expected it; nay, there would have been nothing 
surprising if a smiling babe had already occupied the cradle; 
for sixteen moons had come and gone since first Annie had 
fondly believed herself a wife.

The look of wild afright that glared in her eyes alarmed 
poor Annie, and when with one loud scream, she sank on her 
knees on the floor, and her head fell on the chair beside her, 
the terror of her companion revived.

She attempted, with trembling fingers, to render such assis-
tance as is required under the circumstances. But at the first 
touch of her icy fingers the prostrate woman started to her feet.

“Do not touch me! do not touch me! learn to hate and 
loath me, as I will learn to hate you; or rather let us curse each 
other and die.”

“Curse? Die?”
“Yes, we can never love, never be happy. We must hate and 

curse, and oh! that we could die; for your husband, as you 
think him, is my husband - cruel, base, heartless deceiver, 
accursed bigamist! Oh, Annie, poor girl, bear to believe it, 
for it is true.”

Annie looked in blank amazement: she neither spoke nor 
moved. The half-extended hand was not even withdrawn; she 
had not the power, so terrible, so dreadful was the disclosure; 
she could not realise it - it was surely a horrid, horrid dream. 
It must be a dream. She sat down in helpless sorrow; with 
shaking hands the heavy curls were parted on her cold brow. 
Ah, it needs a masterly hand, indeed, to depict sorrow deep 
as hers; we confess ourselves unable for the task. Truly she 
was amazed with grief.

It did not enter into her mind at first to deny the accusa-
tion; she did not think of him: she only saw, she only felt, the 
presence of the injured wife. And did not Laura think of her? 
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Had the gall of bitterness which had so deeply entered into 
her heart, changed its blessings into curses? - was her heart 
steeled against the fair young friend for whom she had de-
clared on her bed of sickness, that she felt more than she did 
for herself? Could it be? No, even while she spoke the hard and 
bitter words that stripped life of its brightness for one whom 
she felt certain had supplanted her in her husband’s love, pity 
struggled for utterance at the door of her heart. The blank hor-
ror-struck sorrow of the poor victim, disarmed her wrath and 
indignation.

“Oh, Annie, I grieve for you, dear - for you as much as 
for myself.”

But now the vision of her young husband, in all the pride 
of his manly beauty, filled her mind. The clear truthful eyes 
seem to beam down upon her with the soul-stirring gaze that 
had so often warmed her heart. It did so now. The memory 
of that look quickened the failing pulse; the relaxed muscles 
resumed their office. Ingrate that she had been not to repel the 
base insinuation; to listen for one moment to a word against 
him. She would not sit there, cowering like a coward before 
his accuser - she would speak, she would defend him, and 
assuming a gentle dignity she said:

“I have listened to you too long Mrs Scott; you cannot, I 
am sure, have any cause to grieve for me. You are labouring 
under some dreadful mistake. I know my husband, my dear 
Bernard, to be quite, quite incapable of the terrible crime you 
have laid to his charge. I forgive you for bringing such an ac-
cusation again him, for I know the depth of your trouble, but 
permit me to say you have been hasty, most hasty; I presume 
my husband resembles yours in appearance, and that the carte 
de visite has made you suspect. That is no proof; there have 
been instances of mistaken identity. Nay, people have been 
hung,xlvi have had their lives sworn away, and have been in-

xlvi  hung,] ~
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nocent after all. That Bernard will prove his innocence, I am 
sure! I know he cannot be guilty, indeed I am sure of it, and am 
only surprised that anyone who in the least resembled him 
should treat a wife as Mr Scott has treated you. How different 
must be their hearts, in spite of the outward resemblance.”

“My dear Annie, I cannot blame you for your disbelief. I 
expected and was prepared for it. Alas! I know too well the 
fascination of his manner, the potency of his smile, the -”xlvii

“Peace, traducer; nor dare to breathexlviii his name to me, 
with language that a wife should not hear.”

“Can I see him?”
“He is not yet at home; but now I remember, Mr Brook is 

here, he came with you; I will send for him. Peace - not to me 
- not to me shall you say one word; did you to him?”

“Can you, can you think it?”
But Annie was growing hard and cruel, and replied with a 

scornful bitter laugh:
“Why not tell? when you came here to thrust me from my 

home, to poison my mind against my husband, to ruin and 
undo me?”

“Girl, you are already ruined, already undone. It is not I that 
do it. Blame him, blame not me; your husband, your home? 
You have neither, poor creature; join me and curse him.”xlix

“I will not hear one word you have to say until he is present 
to confute it.”

“But you must, you shall hear, sir”l (to Harvey who en-
tered). “Do you know when the gentleman calling himself Mr 
Seaton, the master of this house will be in?”

“I do not; it is quite uncertain.”
“This lady wishes to see him; she assumes to be his wife,” 

said Annie coldly and disdainfully.

xlvii  the -”] the -
xlviii  breathe] breath
xlix  him.”] him.?”
l  hear, sir.”] hear,” sir
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Old wives awkwardly arriving from England, and sup-
planting young pretenders to matrimonial honors, is not very 
unusualli in the colony; so that Harvey was not as surprised as 
one might expect. The ugly old doubt, too, of which Bernard 
had sown the seed recurred to his mind—the memory of his 
admission of secrets in his life that would not be pleasant to 
tell was very suspicious.

“I demand to be heard,” said poor Mrs Scott, maddened 
by Annie’s repellent manner, and then she poured forth the 
whole story, from the time that John Simmonds saw him in 
Gravesend to this bitter day. All attempt to stop her, all hope 
of stopping, was in vain. From the first Harvey felt that there 
was no hope of her being mistaken. There might be mistaken 
identity, but such a coincidence as that of his friend recognis-
ing him, and his own avowal that he had avoidedlii some one, 
and had even gone on board to do so, was almost impossible; 
here was almost evidence for a jury.

“I am sure you are mistaken. How dare you -”
“A moment, poor thing; give me a moment. Did he not 

send for his things when he ought to have gone on shore for 
them, as they were very important?”

“But that will be explained. He is truth, he is honor, he is 
goodness itself. I will not listen to, I will not believe, one word. 
Harvey Brook, I see you doubt him. I see it, but I forgive you; 
you are only his friend; you do not know him as I do, and yet 
I think you should be slow to judge, to suspect even.”

“Forgive me, dear” (he was going to say Mrs Seaton, but he 
substituted madam)liii “forgive me, dear madam; I would not 
suspect my friend any more than you would have done had 
you heard his admission to me that he did leave Gravesend 
early in the morning, to avoid a person he did not want to see.”

li  unusual] unusal
lii  avoided] avioded
liii  madam)] ~).
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“You dare to tell me this?”
“I dare to tell you for it is true, and he himself shall con-

firm it. I am sorry, very sorry to tell you, believe me, but it 
would be cruelty to hide it. I wish, indeed I wish, that it were 
possible to doubt it.”

“He told you that, that - this man - this person - what? - tell 
me! I cannot think, I cannot speak connectedly?”

“Yes, and he would say no more; he acknowledged that 
his past life was not pleasant to think on - but then he may 
have told you.”

No, Annie could not but own to her heart that he never 
had mentioned much of his past life to her. She was guiltless 
and unsuspicious as a child, but the ugly thought would occur, 
that whilst she had told him all her little story he had had no 
confidence to give in return. The book of his past had even 
been sealed from her. True, she had never tried to unlock it; 
she was wonderfully free from the womanly failing of curi-
osity, and her mind was of that delicate refined cast which 
would shrink from asking a confidence that might seem to 
imply distrust. With noble generosity she had given perfect 
faith, perfect trust and perfect love. She had never, even in her 
inmost heart, entertained one doubt of him; and now - ah! 
Now - could she doubt him? Was he, her noble husband, one 
to shrink and cower before the face of his fellow-men! would 
he shrink to the vessel like a coward to avoid detection? had 
he committed all the sin that they believed him to have done? 
He who seemed above the smallest baseness. A wife desert-
er? a bigamist? amenable to the laws of his country? Reason 
seemed to totter on its throne; she staggered, and caught at a 
table that stood near. Mrs Scott flew to assist her, but with one 
mighty effort she stood erect and wavedliv her off.

“I require no assistance, thank you. I will watch and wait, 
wait for my husband’s return. He will refute this frightful story. 

liv  waved] waived
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Oh! woman, you have envied my happiness; I have been de-
ceived in believing you, in liking you; you have concocted this 
terrible calumny between you to kill me.”

Indignation kindled in Harvey’s eyes and he would doubt-
less have scornfully retaliated, but Mrs Scott motioned him 
to be silent.

“I forgive you your wrath, your cruel expressions, your 
unjust doubts, poor stricken creature - aye, I can pity and 
sympathise with you. To me it is hard to believe him false: 
me whom he has deserted and left. God knows that it nearly 
killed me, and to you, living in the enjoyment of his love - ;” 
but this sentence recalled other and very natural feelings. How 
could she but be jealous? She had been more than woman, or 
had far less than real love for her husband to have looked on 
the supplanter unmoved. She truly believed that Bernard Sea-
ton was her lost husband, the father of her children; she had 
idolised that lost husband, and as she thought on the happy 
memories of by-gone days, and felt the agonising conviction 
that another held the place that was justly her own, she shud-
dered and added coldly, “we will not speak of it further until 
he returns. Crimination and re-crimination signify nothing. 
He only can unravel the mystery; pray God that you may be 
right, but it will be only by a miracle. It is, alas! too true, too 
true; argument and anger are useless. We will watch and wait.”

Watch and wait, watch and wait, through the dreary hours 
that seemed to drag themselves into months. Watch and wait! 
Harvey took just one glass of wine, and broke a part of the bis-
cuit that the servant had brought without orders. The girl had 
waited for hours in the expectation of being told to do so; then 
dreading her master’s anger for allowing her mistress to fast 
so long she ventured to bring in the tray. The two wretched 
women hardly noticed it; their minds, their ears, their whole 
souls were bent on catching the sound of the horse’s hoofs, 
that would bring them either misery or happiness.
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It came at last: the sharp clear ring on the gravel, and his 
loud cheery coo-eh was heard calling the man to take his 
horse. Annie rose as if she would fly to meet him, but the 
other, with fierce jealous strength, restrained her, and held 
her arm with the grasp of a vice. Thus they stood looking at 
each other with defiant eyes and listening for his footsteps. He 
came, merrily whistling, through the hall. His hand was on 
the lock. It turned, and he was before them.

Both rushed forward but within a little distance of him 
Laura stood still and confronted him, whilst Annie fell at his 
feet and clasped his knees.
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CHAPTER XXI

It would not be easy to describe the change that took 
place in Bernard’s countenance when he entered the room. 
The bright, joyous, expectant look gave place to one of un-
bounded astonishment but astonishment alone: no glance, no 
movement, showed the slightest recognition of the intruder, 
who claimed to be his wife. Harvey Brook, who was a deeply 
interested spectator, would have at once proclaimed him an 
innocent man, had it not been for the ugly circumstance of 
his leaving Gravesend in the manner he did. The resemblance 
might be accidental; the coincidence in this particular could 
hardly by any possibility, be so, and he could only be a very 
self-possessed and admirable actor, who, forseeing something 
of this kind, was prepared for it.

There stood Bernard, the very picture of genuine amaze-
mentlv, with the poor weeping girl clasping his knees in an ag-
ony of dread, and the wronged wife standing in all the dignity 
of sorrowing virtue, ready to upbraid him with cruelty, and 
brand him with iniquity.

As soon as he could command his voice he attempted to 
raise Annie, and soothe her agitation.

“What is wrong, dearest? - who is this woman?”
But Mrs Scott sternly interrupted him.
“Ask her not, Alfred Scott. Dare not to add duplicity and 

dissimulation to the mighty wrongs you have done us both. 
God knows how I have loved you, how I have mourned you, 
prayed for your return; but the sight of you awakens no love 
now in my heart. I have thought, I have feared, that once again, 
subject to the fascination of your presence, all my pride, all 
my just indignation, would give way. I was deceived - I see 
you; my eyes recognise the lineaments of a face that I once 
loved, but my heart responds not to the call; I could turn and 

lv  amazement] amaezment
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leave the room gladly this momentlvi, but my duty to my chil-
dren, my friendship to this poor unhappy girl forbid it. As 
you must stand before the judgment seat of God, Alfred Scott 
acknowledge your crime, own your wife and children, repent 
of the wrong you have done to this poor creature, and trust to 
the Almighty for forgiveness.”

Words cannot paint the perplexity of his face. He had al-
lowed her to go on, apparently because he could not command 
words to stop her; and even after she had finished, it was a 
momentlvii or two before he could reply.

“Oh! say it is false - only say it is false,” pleaded poor Annie.
He gently raised her, and seated her on a chair, with one 

kiss on her cold clammy brow. Then he faced his accuser, yet 
still with a bewildered look.

“Alfred Scott, - wife – children – crime - what is it that you 
mean?”

“Mean? Too well you know. Do not ask me. Ask your own 
perjured heart.”

“Woman! how dare you? you shall explain - I do not know 
you.”

“Do not know me, liar?”
But this was not the way to arrive at an explanation, and so 

thought Harvey Brook; so he came forward to try to simplify 
the matter.

“Bernard, this lady has come from England in consequence 
of the resemblance between the carte de visite sent to her of 
yourself and Mrs Seaton, if I may still call her so.”

“Call her so - why?” interrupted his friend indignantly.
“Do not interrupt me, my dear fellow. That carte de visite 

showed her that you were either her lost husband or that 

lvi  moment] momeut
lvii  moment] momeut
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you greatly resembled him. I should be quite inclined to 
think the latter.”lviii

“Oh, no, it is himself,” eagerly interrupted Mrs Scott; “even 
the voice is the same.”

“Coincidences quite as extraordinary have before oc-
curred, but - the way you left England, your admission to me 
of a past that was not pleasant to remember, are presumptive 
evidences in favor of her assertion. Believe me, from my heart 
I shall esteem this one of the happiest days of my life, if you 
can clear yourself from suspicion.”

Black as midnight grew the brow of the accused man. The 
hot blood mounted to his forehead, and he bit his nether lip 
until it bled.

The two women watched his face with different emotions. 
Poor Annie gazed with agonized dread, and dying hope; and 
Mrs Scott with accusing scorn and anger. Harvey watched also 
with the deepest curiosity, and the most profound attention. 
Many minutes elapsed before he raised his eyes; he had to re-
call his scattered thoughts, to determine his course of action. 
That it was a bitter task, the knit brows and bleeding lip tes-
tified; but it was over at last. He addressed himself to Annie:

“My dear wife (for my wife you are), I see the whole life-
time of misery that I have brought upon us both. It is true 
(as Brook has just said) there are dark secrets in my life that I 
dare not divulge; and, knowing this, and knowing that perfect 
confidence could never exist between us, I should have fled 
from the dear charm of your presence before it was too late. 
This, alas! I did not do, and this, this is my punishment; but 
the crime laid to me by this unhappy woman I am guiltless of. 
I never saw her before; don’t interrupt me,” he said sternly to 
Mrs Scott, seeing her about to speak, and then again address-
ing the poor trembling creature, whose very soul seemed to 
hang on his words, he continued:

lviii  latter.”] ~.
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“Annie you know, you must know, that I am guiltless of 
this. Did we not converse together about your friend a few 
days before the one I have thought so blessed? - the one that 
made you mine? Could the most base, the most depraved of 
mankind calmly and dispassionately talk of his wife to his 
victim, at such a time, as a mere stranger; and weigh his own 
actions with those of his deserted wife with the most indif-
ferent criticism? Surely - surely, you know it to be impossible.

“Again: could I not have prevented that portrait going to 
England, had I so willed it? However unreasonable such a 
request might have appeared, my own gentle darling would 
have instantly yielded. But, Annie though you are my wife - 
before God and man, my wedded wife - I have deeply wronged 
you. Did you know the wretch who calls you wife, you would 
shrink from him. You still suspect me - I know you do; but 
that wrong you have not to upbraid me with. The trouble that 
I must endure is of another’s creating. I know I am to blame 
for having taken you to share in my darkened lot; but you are 
my wife - oh, Annie, you are my wife.”

“Gravesend,” faintly murmured the unfortunate girl.
“Yes that is a damning circumstance, indeed. This accursed 

resemblance, that terrible coincidence; a jury would even 
convict me. Oh, God! help me to bear it, for alas! it is hard.”

“Do you still persist in repudiating this lady?” inquired 
Harvey.

“Do I still persist in repudiating her? - alas, poor woman, 
though she has brought on me all this great suffering, I forgive 
her, and pity her; but she is no wife of mine. I never saw her 
till this hour.”

“Oh, Alfred!”
“My name is not Alfred; do not again call me that.”
“Is your name Bernard Seaton?”
“It is not.”
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Deep silence followed this admission. Poor Annie, be-
wildered, staggered, knew not what to think, what to do. A 
perfect stranger to deceit and dissimulation; no wonder her 
confidence in him was shaken. He denied Mrs Scott’s charges, 
but he confessed to guilty secrets that he had never hinted at, 
even to her. She could now remember how little he had ever 
told her of himself; and she felt with a sinking heart how little 
she knew of him. Yes, yes - it was too true: lonely and almost 
friendless, she had been caught by a handsome face and fine 
figure, and had dressed their possessor with virtues and grac-
es of her own imagining into the semblance of a demi-god. 
How had her idol fallen! - even his name a make-believe, a 
sham. The sound of his voice recalled her with a start.

“That you are my wife, my poor unhappy Annie, is true, 
though doubtless you will hardly believe my assurance. How 
can I hope it? how expect it? but you are. Still not for worlds 
would I force either myself or my claims upon you. I can give 
no explanation; how, then, can I hope to be believed? I will 
leave you now, and in an hour or two hence you will perhaps 
have framed your thoughts into some connected form. Let no 
fear for the future trouble you. If you choose to cast me off, do 
you take the farm and let me go into the wide world; I cannot, 
I will not consent, for the sake of our unborn babe, that you 
should struggle for bread. And you,” (turning to Mrs Scott), “I 
suppose, will make this public? - will bring me to trial?”

“Not if you will support your children.”
Some moments of evident inward agitation elapsed before 

Bernard answered the question; then, as if recklessly deter-
mined to dare the worst, he said:

“I will do anything to escape the odium of a public trial. 
I will support your children, though I again positively swear 
they are not my children.”
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Can we wonder that, after all this, all his entreaties, prayers 
and commands to Annie proved unavailing, and that when 
the sun set that evening she was on her way to A-----?
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CHAPTER XXII

We must now return to Mrs Willoughby Watkins, who, 
though not our heroine, occupies a place of hardly secondary 
importance in our story.

We have lately rather neglected her, but there were few 
incidents worthy of note to record from the time that Peter 
made his unexpected and unwelcome appearance until some 
two months after the sad scene recorded in our last chapter.

An endless succession of balls, dinner-parties, receptions, 
introductions, calls and chit-chat, had filled up the time of 
the highly-descended lady. With powers of intrigue and di-
plomacy beyond the common lot of mortals, backed by the 
possession of means also beyond those of the majority of the 
poor hard-working colonists, she had accomplished wonders. 
The stepping stones to what she had regarded as her high po-
sition, were soon far below the altitude to which she had at-
tained: and she had soon regarded poor Mrs Judge (with her 
small means and large family, hardly able to keep within the 
limit of the circle of which Mrs Watkins herself was such a 
bright particular star) as a person merely to be condescended 
to and patronised - an opinion on which she acted so com-
pletely that she contrived greatly to chafe the temper of the 
clergyman’s wife, to the amusement of Mr Judge, who as he 
did not care two pins about the whole affair, was immensely 
“tickled” by the way in which the ex-grocer’s wife had turned 
the tables on her old friend. Husbands will always be so an-
noying, and never can be brought to see the claims of soci-
ety, and that sort of thing in the right light. They cannot be 
brought to understand the necessity of trying to read their 
newspapers in a dim half-furnished back-parlor, in order that 
the best room may be kept in state for a contemplated vis-
it from some great lady; or to eat cold mutton in order that 
their wives may be able to afford white gloves, or to be in-
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terested in the thousand-and-one minor trifles that make up 
the sum of life in many women’s estimation; nor do they feel 
due delight at the polite invitation of Mrs Colonel Stilts, or 
sufficient anger at the non-receipt of one for Mrs Major High-
flyer’s reception. The truth is, they care for nothing but their 
books and their papers, their dinner, and the receipt of their 
salary; so now there’s a thoroughly womanish grumble, very 
expressive of the complaints of women in general, and of Mrs 
Judge, in particular, whose dear Theoph’, though as complete 
an epitome of all the Christian graces as ever was bound in 
black broadcloth, was about as intractable a husband in these 
respects as could well be found.

This, and a great deal more than this, was passing through 
the mind of his better-half as she gave the finishing touches to 
her toilet before going down to tea on the evening on which 
we resume our story. Something more than ordinary must 
have been on the “tapis”1 to account for Mrs Judge’s dress that 
evening, which was as near to a full-dress costume as clergy-
men’s ladies are in the habit of venturing on. The black silk (a 
turned one, by the way) had a low body and berthe richly lad-
en with bugles,2 and one bouquet of bright scarlet geraniums 
nestled in her bosom, whilst a twin bunch rested among the 
dark braids of her hair.

Antique, but valuable bracelets encircled her still fair and 
dimpled arms; and she might be excused the parting glance of 
satisfaction she bestowed on the looking-glass, as, with gloves 
and lace handkerchief neatly folded, she left her room.

Mr Judge, in glossy and irreproachable black, the children 
in ordinary attire, and a young naval officer in full uniform, 
formed a tea-party; from all this you will infer that Mr and 
Mrs Judge and the young sailor were going to a party: and 
such a surmise is correct.

A lately arrived man-of-war3 had brought them the plea-
sure of a visit from a relative; the young middy4 being a cousin 
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of Mrs Judge’s. As yet they had seen little of him, but he had 
now three days leave from his ship, and meant to make the 
most of it. This night there was to be an “at home”5 at Govern-
ment House, and thither all were bound.

The young salt6 had heard of Mrs Willoughby Watkins, and 
during tea he asked after her.

“What became of her, Julia? - the woman, the big fat gro-
cer’s wife, you know. Do you ever see her?”

“See her. Yes, you will see her to-night.”
“What? - eh? - at the Governer’s? You don’t mean it?”
“Mrs Willoughby Watkins! One of the greatest ladies in 

A-----. See her, my dear boy? indeed we shall, and perhaps, if 
she is in a very gracious mood, she may notice us.”

“My dear Julia, you are completely mystifying your cousin.”
“The fact is Charlie, Mrs Willoughby Watkins, possessing 

good means and excellent abilities, by a skilful use of both, 
has succeeded in arriving at the highest pitch of a fashionable 
lady’s ambition: she is a leader of ton of the very first-class.”

“But, Theophilus, she is only a common person: con-
sider her antecedents, her vulgar husband,” remonstrated 
the astonished sailor.

“On the first count I entirely disagree with you. She is a 
very uncommon person indeed of uncommon powers, and 
uncommon size also. On the second, those antecedents are 
known only to a few, and those few are not people likely to 
blazon their knowledge for the purpose of injuring and an-
noying her; and as to the third count - the vulgar husband - I 
assure you he just counts for nothing at all. Some few people 
are aware of his existence, knowing him as a mild, silent little 
man, who haunts the doorways of ball-rooms, and some few 
remember to have seen the top of his flaxen poll just above the 
cover of the large soup tureen at the head of Mrs Willoughby 
Watkins’s splendid dinner table. He is also supposed to be the 
happy individual whom that great lady is in the habit of men-
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tioning as “dearest Willoughby,” but this is all mere conjec-
ture, as the person in question has never been known to prove 
his identity by addressing two words to his wife or any of her 
fashionable friends. I think the poor fellow has permission to 
speak to me, for sometimes, when our respective ladies, in the 
full enjoyment of an evening party, keep us dozing on the side 
forms until morning he has ventured to ask me, in a sleepy 
voice, “if I think they are soon a-going to give up.” But beyond 
anxiety for this desirable event, I never heard him express ei-
ther hope, pleasure, or any other emotion that would show 
him interested in the gay scenes in which he mixes. The truth 
is, Tom Watkins is decidedly hen-pecked.7 He has two hens 
to peck him now; and a third is growing up, or I am much 
mistaken. When Miss Meliora’s claws are thoroughly grown, I 
hardly think the poor fellow will be able to bear up against it 
at all. He was never very bright or spirited when Mrs Watkins 
alone ruled the roostlix; but since she has obtained the valuable 
aid of Mrs De Costremonge -”

“De Costremonge? Surely none of them are out here.”
“Oh, yes! a lady of that name resides with Mrs Wat-

kins; partly as companion, and partly as instructress to the 
young hopefuls.”

“Then it is not one of my De Costremonges. They certainly 
none of them would occupy such a position, especially with 
a woman like the grocer’s wife; besides they are wealthy, and 
this is the last place in the world I should expect to meet any 
of them. What sort of person is this one? I almost hope against 
hope that she may turn out to be one of the family I know, for 
Leonard’s sake.”

“Who is Leonard?”
“Oh, one of our mess, who lives near the De Costremonges 

in Devonshire, and is very intimate with them.”
“Mrs De Costremonge comes from Devonshire.”

lix  roost] roast
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“That’s a strange coincidence, if she should not turn out to 
be one of the family I speak of.”

“Do you know them personally?”
“No, but when we were in Plymouth harbor a lot of our 

fellows went together to a little theatre and saw some wretch-
ed acting; well, Leonard was with us, and in the prima donna 
he discovered an old acquaintance who had once been lady’s 
maid to one of the Miss De Costremonges.lx She had married 
some music man, a fiddler, or something of the sort - rather 
a loose kind of fish, I think - and she made a bad business of 
it, poor creature; had to go on the stage, and he was in the or-
chestra. I pitied the poor soul; among all the motley group she 
was the best of the bunch, and the best performer, too. Well, 
after the play was over Leonard went to the side door to renew 
his acquaintanceship with her, and brought back an invitation 
to the whole lot of us to take supper with her.”

“Did you go?”
“Rather, catch Jack-a-shore8 refusing such an invitation 

in an owlish little hole of a town, where no sport was to be 
had. Well, to proceed: they were lodging over a green-grocer’s 
shop, rooms decidedly small, seedy, and mouldy, deficient in 
furniture also. But a little management made it all snug. The 
old girl from the shop brought up a plank, and we rested the 
two ends on two chairs, and it made a jolly seat; though one 
felt rather dubious about its stability when either of the end 
ones got up, which one troublesome fellow did, and stood 
for such a time speechifying that I thought we’d be down if 
he didn’t soon get seated. This lady’s maid’s husband, I for-
get his name - Hobson, or something of that sort - went out 
and ordered in lots of porter and gin, sausages, and bread and 
cheese, and we were supplied with abundance of oysters and 
small salad from the emporium below.”lxi

lx  Costremonges] Costremonge’s
lxi  below.”] ~.
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“What a vulgar repast.”
“For you, I daresay, Julia, or for the big guns round the ad-

miral’s table; but a middy is not so particular. We thought it 
stunning, and the lady’s maid, or the actress, or whatever you 
like to call her, was a very fine woman, sung some very pretty 
songs very nicely, and the old chap pretended to get swipy, 
and blackened his face, and he sung some nigger songs to the 
banjo, but he wasn’t so far gone but that he managed to fleece 
some of us pretty considerably at cards after supper. Still, as we 
none of us had enough to injure our prospects for life, we got 
over it in a bit. However to make my story short, it was just by 
hearing the chat between Leonard and this woman that eve-
ning, that I came to know the name of De Costremonge; and 
we also found out that Leonard is, or was, or fancied he was, 
spooney9 upon one of these Miss De Costremonges,lxii and you 
may be sure that was too good grounds for banter to be forgot-
ten in a hurry; and I don’t doubt but the love-sick youth rather 
regrets our knowledge of the fact by this time. I quite long to 
see the Mrs De Costremonge that is out here; I suppose we 
shall not have an opportunity of doing so to night?”

“Oh, yes, she is always in society with Mrs Willoughby Wat-
kins. She was living quite independently when she first came 
here but her husband has run away from her, and since then 
she has been living with Mr Watkins, who was a great friend 
of hers before that time. They came out in the same ship; Mr 
De Costremonge was heavily in debt when he left this.”

“Then he was poor?”
“No, I believe not; he is supposed to have carried a great 

deal of money away with him. He must be a great scamp.”
“Well all this seems as if he were a genuine De Costrem-

onge, but he must be a bad branch. We shall know all about 
it when we get to Government House, for she will be there, 
and Leonard will also be there; and here is the fly10 just driv-

lxii  Costremonges] Costremonge’s
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ing up; so another hour and our curiosity will, in all human 
probability be satisfied.”
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CHAPTER XXIII

The party whom our last chapter left just starting for Gov-
ernment House were among the earliest arrivals; it would cer-
tainly be sometime before the other party whom they were so 
anxious to see would make their appearance. Mrs Willoughby 
Watkins always made it a point to be late, that there might be 
a crowd to witness her elegant entrée.lxiii The Judges were glad 
of the delay; it gave them a little time to become acquainted 
with Leonard Villiers to talk over the matter with him. As to 
the lady being married to one of the Devonshire De Cost-
remonges, he was utterly and entirely incredulous. They were 
a quiet, retired, refined, family, strict Roman Catholics also. 
They were among the oldest of our Norman nobility, had kept 
their religion and their French characteristics inviolable since 
the conquest, and prided themselves upon it in a way that was 
quite out of date, and absurd in the nineteenth century.

“Excuse me, Mr Villiers,” interrupted Mr Judge at this 
point, “but you are really making assurance doubly sure: 
however doubtful you may think it, I have heard Mrs De Cos-
tremonge herself speak of the pride of the families both of 
herself and her husband in their unsullied Norman descents, 
and I believe Mr De Costremonge was a Roman Catholic - I 
have heard Mrs Watkins say so - but I do not think he could 
have been a very ardent one, for I never heard of his entering 
either chapel, or any other place of worship during the time 
he was in A-----.”

“But an adventurer; a man who would run away from 
his wife and suffer her to incur what the De Costremonges 
would consider the dreadful disgrace of being a governess. 
Ages in their opinion could not wash such a blot from their 
escutcheon.lxiv1 Besides, they are a most noble virtuous fam-

lxiii  entrée] entree
lxiv  escutcheon] escutchion
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ily and as wealthy as they are excellent; so in the first place 
it is quite unlikely that any of them should desert his wife, 
and, in the second, there could be no need either for such 
conduct or for debt.”

“But there may be other De Costremonges?”
“Not in Devonshire, and I do not think in any other shire. 

They retain a very old fashion feudal pride of family, and are 
just the sort of people who would not be likely to have rela-
tions of whom their acquaintances did not sometimes hear. 
Indeed, now I think of it, one evening some one remarked 
to Lady De Costremonge on the peculiarity of the name, and 
she said theirs was the only family that bore it, and that a ref-
erence to “the peerage”2 confirmed her words. How intense-
ly they do despise modern creations; mushroom nobility3 as 
they are pleased to style them.”

“Well you hear there is a good deal of that ‘Norman non-
sense’ as Mr Judge calls it, about Mrs De Costremonge,” ob-
served Mrs Judge.

“There is? Well, it is very strange. I wish the lady might 
come that I might get an invitation and a chat, I do so long to 
know which of the De Costremonges she married, if indeed 
she did marry one.”

“His name is Adolphus.”
“That sounds real, I think there is an Adolphus, but I don’t 

certainly know. There are a great many brothers,” he explained 
“grown up and away from home, in the army, the navy; and 
one,—yes, there is one in the priesthood. But I have never 
seen any of these to my recollection for,” he admitted, with a 
good humored laugh and a bright blush, “I am but a young-
ster and my associates were the juvenile members of the fami-
ly, I have of course only joined the young ones in their games, 
and seldom sat at my lord’s table.”

“Mrs De Costremonge said that that his lordship was dead, 
had died about two years ago.”
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“Amazement! They must be my De Costremonges after all. 
Yes, he died just after I went to sea! I saw it in the papers. How 
I do wish she would come. What is she like?”

“You have your wish,” said Mr Judge, “there they are, she 
and Mrs Watkins. The thin lady is Mrs De Costremonge, so 
you can judge for yourself what she is like.”

Yes, there she was and there was Mrs Watkins, certainly two 
of the most elaborately dressed ladies present. They walked up 
the long room to pay their compliments to lady B-----, the 
Governor’s wife, with that stately and graceful tread which 
one might expect in ladies who were aware that two thirds of 
their fair friends were regarding their elegant costumes with 
envious eyes. It was perhaps as well that Mrs De Costremonge 
did not see two pair of eyes that were fixed on her with an 
amazement that even the restraint which good breeding im-
poses could not disguise, or she might have felt less elated by 
the gaze of those eyes that she did see.

The fact is, Leonard Villiers and his friend Charlielxv sat 
spellbound, spite of the very high mansion in which they 
found themselves in her company. Spite of her rich silks, her 
costly laces, her glittering jewels and her aristocratic air. They 
at once recognized her as the whilomlxvi4 lady’s maid at Costre 
Castle, the poor actress of Plymouth theatre, their hostesslxvii 
at the supper over the grocer’s shop. Few words served to 
convey the substance of their discovery to the Judges, and af-
ter the first moments of surprise, all felt astonished that they 
had not sooner conjectured the state of the case. Leonard 
especially, who knew more of the matter than Charlie did, 
but all wondered they had not thought of the actress from 
having lived at Costre Castle. She would be acquainted with 
the whole family sufficiently to pass for a member of it in a 
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strange land, and being quick and clever, she had even under-
stood their peculiarities and remembered them well enough 
to ape them very decently; indeed, her face, figure, and ed-
ucation were good and helped her greatly. The latter advan-
tage she owed entirely to her own talents and perseverance. 
During a tolerably long career as a lady’s maid (for she had 
gone to service at twelve, and had not married until she had 
arrived at the mature age of thirty,) by flattering and obliging 
the young ladies of different families, she had got them to 
teach her a great deal. There is no doubt her object in this was 
to gain the hand of some young man her superior in birth 
and fortune, and many a youth could bear testimony to the 
inroads made by Cranberry (her maiden name) in his heart, 
but all these young men had fallen short of the object of her 
ambition. They had none of them offered to make her a wife, 
and as at thirty years of age the chances began to look more 
dim than ever, she accepted Joseph Hodgekins. There were 
certainly many things against this union. In the first place, 
Hodgekins was such a vulgar name, worse a great deal than 
Cranberry, again he was only a poor man, but then she was 
thirty, and at thirty one can’t afford to be particular besides, 
there were some favorable points. Hodgekins was a handsome 
man and he was a professional man, a teacher of music, that 
was genteel, if not lucrative, and she could improve the slight 
knowledge she had obtained of music which she was very anx-
ious to do. There is no doubt the poor creature suffered much 
when she found out the irregular habits of her husband, and 
was obliged to go on the stage, but a better time came. One of 
her old mistresses took sick and sent for her, and on the death 
of the lady, it was found she was a legatee5 for two hundred 
pounds, so much for being an attentive nurse.

This two hundred pounds formed the basis of the colonial 
scheme, that we have seen acted out.
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There is no doubt that the immense family pride of the De 
Costremonges, had inspired their domestics with the idea 
that they must be the first family in the world, hence Mrs 
Hodgekins was fired with the wish to appear to belong to 
them. We do not doubt that she would never have gone so far 
in the matter as she had done, if she had not seen how such 
assumption served her with Mrs Watkins.

We have felt it necessary to give this explanation to our 
readers, but we must now return to the well lit saloons of Gov-
ernment House.

Part of the information we have just recorded was as we 
before intimated known to Leonard. He was aware that Cran-
berry had always been considered a very superior person, that 
she had travelled frequently on the continent with various 
families, and had made the most of her opportunities in ac-
quiring foreign tongues, he also was aware that she was well 
read and versed in the rudiments of music and that she had 
studied to form her manners in fashion’slxviii mould. Every one 
felt she had married beneath her real merits, and no one was 
surprised that on the receipt of the legacy she should have 
disappeared; as to her proud spirit the course of life she had 
been forced to adopt since her marriage must have been bitter 
indeed.

Knowing all this, the young man watched her progress 
through the dance with pity and compunction. For the sake 
of one fair daughter of the house of De Costremonge he could 
not allow their time-honored name to be borne with his 
knowledge by a low-born pretender; yet he was so sorry for 
her that he would rather have been at the Arctic Ocean than 
have to unmask and expose her.

It must be done. Others in the room knew her; not only 
Charlie and himself, but one other,lxix who was there that 

lxviii  fashion’s] fashions
lxix  other,] other had,
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night, had joined in that unlucky supper. Yes, and he had 
recognised her too, for he stood watching her with amused 
eyes, and as soon as she was seated he went up to claim 
acquaintance with her.

Leonard  felt that he addressed her as Mrs Hodgekins 
though he could not hear him, and he saw his air of easy fa-
miliarity which denotes a knowledge of superiority. He saw 
too the deep deadly paleness that spread over her face, and he 
thought she was going to faint; but she did not; she recovered 
herself with an effort that sent the blood coursing through her 
veins and dyed even her brow a deep crimson. She appeared 
to speak with calmness in reply to his queries, but the ten min-
utes she spent in his company must have seemed ages of agony.

Over at last. Her tormentor went to join the dancers. Mrs 
Judge (who had watched from the retired corner in which 
they were all sitting) saw her attempt to rise and sink down 
again quite unequal for the task. With womanly kindness she 
went and sat beside her, some request was evidently made by 
the poor thing, and the little knot of gentlemen were aware 
that it was a prayer to be taken from the gay scene, for Mrs 
Judge at once rose and offered her arm, but the stronger one 
of her husband was ready in the instant, and, in as quiet a 
manner as possible, they left the room. Not before the poor 
adventuress’slxx eyes had caught sight of the two young mid-
dyslxxi however. In reaching the door the recess in which they 
were sitting had to be passed. She saw them and felt that the 
game was indeed up.

Not a word did she say; not a word until they reached the 
corridor which led to the dressing room. Then in a low voice 
she begged Mr Judge to tell Mrs Watkins that she was unwell 
and had gone home. She did not look at him and she declined 
all further aid. She could get to the carriage without help; and 

lxx  adventuress’s] adventuresses’
lxxi  middys] middy’s
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thus saying, she left him. He watched her form, hardly bowed 
from its usual stateliness as she entered the dressing room, 
and she was hid from his sight for ever in this world.

Yes, for all time. No one in A----- who had known her, ever 
saw her again.

It was known that she had returned to Normandy Park, 
and she must have taken away all her clothes and valuables, 
for not a vestige of her possessions remained; but where 
and how could not be discovered though the when was 
clearly proved to be the night of the party that had been so 
disastrous to her.

Mrs Judge with Leonard and Charlie called on Mrs Wil-
loughby Watkins the next day, and their disclosures served 
to enlighten her as to the causes of the sudden disappearance 
of her dear friend. That she was for a long time incredulous, 
who can wonder? That her incredulity was so violent that it 
led her into the rudeness of flat contradiction, is not very 
surprising either, when we consider the circumstances of the 
case, and almost excuses a forgetfulness of politeness even in 
a lady of Mrs Watkins’ breeding.

That conviction was inevitable, and after many struggles 
against direct evidence, poor Mrs Watkins had to admit that 
she had been the dupe of a designing adventuress.

It was months before she could talk of her family again, 
and she never afterwards ventured to call them Norman. One 
fortunate circumstance was, that few people knew of it. The 
young officers were too generous and too gentlemanly to 
blacken the name of one female who was not there to defend 
herself, or wilfully annoy another. The Judges, too, were not 
the sort of people to hurt anyone’s feelings.

Leonard certainly insisted, for the sake of his friends at 
home, that Mrs Watkins should make known to the world 
that the pretended Mrs De Costremonge was no Mrs De 
Costremonge at all, and left her to add what she liked. We 
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cannot doubt that she contrived to make up a very good sto-
ry, but whether she contrived to make other people believe it, 
is another thing altogether.

One person benefitedlxxii greatly by the change. Poor Mr 
Watkins once more dared to lift his voice in his own house. 
The way in which Mrs Willoughby Watkins had allowed her 
self to be governed by the ex-Norman was a weapon in mari-
tal warfare of the greatest importance; and as he used it rather 
skilfully, he sometimes came off victor.

lxxii  benefited] benefitted
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CHAPTER XXIV

Even in the depth of her misery poor Annie could think, 
could feel, could plan. She possessed one of those strong,lxxiii 
firm, quiet enduring natures that can bear to look evil in the 
face; who can probe the sore, and apply the balm, not one of 
those who smother it up, and try to forget it whilst like a can-
ker it is eating into their very vitals.

The delicacy of her health, (for she was expecting at no dis-
tant date to become a mother,) the suddenness of the surprise, 
and the shock to her heart, had unnerved her; nor is it won-
derful, it would have killed many, but it was necessary that she 
should review her position, and decide on what to do, and she 
rallied her scattered senses for the task.

The one little cabin, dirty and reeking with tobacco smoke, 
was not a very inviting place of rest; so Harvey (who accom-
panied her), made her a very respectable lounge with a spare 
sail and some pilot coats1 in the stern of the boat, and there 
wrapped in shawls she lay – thinking – thinking.

Mrs Scott was not there, she had remained behind at Waiki-
ni, determined not to lose sight of Bernard until all monetary 
affairs were settled, and signed. A lawyer was to go up next trip 
for the purpose. To her staying, Bernard had hardly dared to 
make an objection. He seemed so to dread bringing on himself 
the dangers of a public trial. After Annie’s departure however, 
he took up his residence again in the little raupo hut of his 
bachelor days with Peter for a companion, whilst the overseer 
and his wife lived in the large house, where Mrs Scott was for 
the week a guest.

Poor Bernard never entered the house that he had built for 
his bride after she had left it, and he vowed never to do so, un-
less - well, we will not say what the event was that was to make 
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him change his mind, but leave the story to show whether he 
ever inhabited it again, or not.

But Annie? what was she to do? she could not bear to go 
to Mrs Briefless or Mrs Surplice, or Mrs Judge. Oh it would 
be dreadful, too dreadful to expose him, to blame him. How 
could she utter to others what she found it excruciatinglxxiv 
torture to acknowledge to her own heart.

No, she would bury herself in some out-of-the-way cor-
ner – if that were possible – in A-----, and earn her living by 
her needle, or in some quiet manner, until her baby was old 
enough to leave, if it should please God to spare it, and then - 
then she would try to get a situation.

Where to go, was the trouble, and she applied to Harvey. 
Now in spite of the Dundreary drawl (which we have omitted 
to copy in the sad scenes which we have depicted, but which 
the exquisite had not ceased to imitate) in spite of being 
something of a fop, and a little of a fool, Harvey Brook was a 
kind-hearted, upright, gentlemanly fellow; one about as well 
calculated to give aid and sympathy to a woman in Annie’s 
circumstances as could be found.

One who could do a great deal for a lady without being 
intrusive: and this he proved in the present case.

Though he thoroughly disapprovedlxxv of her plan, and 
thought it most Quixotic2 and impracticable, he found her 
so bent on it that there was nothing to do but to yield and try 
to aid her.

The master of the boat was a frank, bluff, jolly looking 
man; and he had shown such kindness to the “sick lady,” that 
Harvey felt drawn towards him; and, without entering into 
particulars, acquainted him with his perplexity. A man of 
more sense would hardly have done this. For a young man 
to want lodgings for a lady in Annie’s situation in some out-

lxxiv  excruciating] excrutiating
lxxv  disapproved] dissapproved
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of-the-way, retired spot, looks very suspicious, indeed, unless 
the lady happens to be his wife; and when the captain found 
out that this was the state of the case, we can hardly wonder 
at his hesitation.

“Be’ant she you’re wife?”
“No, the wife of a fwend.”
“Then where be her husband?”
“Oh, that doesn’t matter.”
“But it do matter. Now there’s my missis, she’s got four 

rooms, and as there’s only jist us two yet a bit, and I’m a’most 
all my time a plying back’ards and forrards, she finds it a 
kind a lonesome like, specially arter bein’ in service, an’ she 
was a sayin’ to me only the last time as I was to home, that 
if she could git a kind of a ladyfied woman to take our two 
front rooms, it ’ud give her jist a little to do to take care on 
her and look arter her an ’ud be kind o’ company for her. But 
yer see it wouldn’t never do no ways onless as the party was 
a decent party.”

“Well I’m sure, Mrs Seaton -”
“Mrs Seaton, is it? wife of Seaton of Waikini? why did’nt 

yer say that ’afore, man? Why there’s my wife blested if she 
wouldn’t carpet every room in the house with gold to plea-
sure her. I never seed her to my knowledge, but my missis 
lived at the same place with her, and comed out with her in 
the same ship. She was the nurse to that big fat woman yer 
know, as is built, the great house up in Snooks’s paddocks. 
Lor bless yer she knows Mr Seaton and Mrs Seaton, and the 
whole lot on ’em.”

Here was a nice mess Mr Harvey had got into for want of a 
little discretion. Why could he not hold his tongue? What on 
earth possessed him to go and blab out Annie’s name? a name 
too which she had, to all appearance, no right. It was rather 
unpleasant to have to take the good captain’s hearty invitation 
to her; and to have to acknowledge that he had divulged her 
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name, but if he did not do it he was sure the good-natured 
skipper would, and there was no help for it.

To his great relief she was pleased at the opening this afford-
ed her of a quiet resting place for the present. Norris would be 
kinder, more attentive, than a stranger; and yet it would not be 
necessary to tell her so much as she would have to tell a friend.

On reaching A-----, they at once proceeded to the house of 
the worthy boatman.

It was at some little distance from the centre of commerce, 
in a bay that had once been pretty, but was now covered with 
streets of wooden boxes, like Noah’s Arks with the boat part 
knocked off. Sundry tanneries, gas-works, &c., lent their dis-
agreeable odour to aid in spoiling the place. To our Colonial 
readers these little square white-washed wooden dwellings 
are so common a sight that they fail to impress them with 
unpleasant feelings. But, oh! how different to the new-com-
er. Those who have always associated the idea of home with 
some old-fashioned country house, or stately city mansion; 
some ornate and elegant villa or rustic stone cottage, to see a 
miserable little box stuck up upon a forest of tall blocks and 
reached by means of a short step ladder. Partitioned into four 
small divisions, inside; destitute of hall, grates, cupboards, 
or conveniences of any kind, surrounded by an enclosure of 
mud and clay, with the wind coming through the chinks of 
the walls, and finding its way among the superstructures of 
timber beneath up through the floor of the house.

We say these kinds of residences are so common to the 
Colonist, that they need no description for him; but for read-
ers in England (if we are ever able to count such among our 
friends) they will have to be portrayed.

Well, in one of these houses dwelt Norris and her husband, 
but as it would be more proper to say, Mr and Mrs Treddle. 
It was cleanest in the whole row and there had been some 
attempt at adornment, for two little round garden beds had 
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been dug up in front, and two marigolds and one geranium 
were enjoying a precarious existence therein; and the little 
gate had been painted white, and a nasturtium and periwin-
klelxxvi creeper were slowly commencing their journey up the 
house, to the top of which the honest boatman hoped they 
would creep in the course of another year. The inside was 
even more improved than the outside. Nothing, truly, could 
alter the atrocious shape of the house or the uncomfortable 
style of the entrance. It opened directly into the little sitting 
room, but all that could be done to give the interior a bright 
cheery home-look was done.

We may imagine Mrs Treddle’s surprise when she saw who 
was with her husband, but she asked no questions. She bus-
tled about and got tea, which poor Annie could hardly taste. 
As soon as possible she retired to her room, whispering to 
Harvey as she bade him good night:

“Tell them, tell them, all it is needful for them to know.”
And he did: and great was their sorrow and fervent their 

sympathy. Our readers well know Mrs Treddle’s opinion of 
the young couple, unless they have forgotten her letter to her 
cousin, Betsy Jane. She was just as fervent a friend as ever, and 
declined to believe Mrs Scott’s statement on any terms.

“But he is engaged fur to keep the children,” argued her 
better-half.

“Regarding of which its queer, and its what I can’t help 
saying is, it is queer, but it ain’t quite that condemnation-
ary, as would appear in the settin’ out of it, and in the fust 
statements.”

Mr Treddle had the highest opinion of his wife’s eloquence; 
chiefly because he found it very hard to comprehend. No mat-
ter how decided his opinion, one of her long words usually 
convinced him, and he must have been very obdurate indeed, 
on the present occasion, for he still remained fixed in his first 

lxxvi  periwinkle] perriwinkle
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thoughts in spite of the condemnationary, which, under or-
dinary circumstances, would have struck him “all of a heap.”

“But yer know as he can’t give no ’count on hisself, as this 
here gen’lman says.”

“’Cos he’s tuck all aback, and carn’t praps make his story 
good jest yet; but mark my words, as it’ll come round, there 
ain’tlxxvii no lane as ain’t got a turnin’. Why ain’t I allays said, 
and allays stuck too, as they wos made for each other? No, 
Treddle, regarding of your boat you may know something, 
but of love you don’t know nothing.”

“Don’t know nothing, Sally, my girl? Well how did you and 
me become one?”

“It warnt none of your knowin’ or doin’. It was hall set-
tled hou’t for you, an’ ready cut an’ dried months before it 
tuck place. Why the day cook and me met you at that lit-
tle party at Mrs Smithings, says cook to me says she, - ‘That 
there’s a decent chap, though he might be handsomer; and no 
harm done,’ says she; ‘but then again,’ says she, ‘he is a man, 
and he’ll be a husband, and that’s allays something, specially 
when one’s got a missis as is sich a outrageous tartar (pre-
sumed to mean tyrantos)3 as our missis; so you’d better have 
him,’ says cook.”

“But I mightn’t a fancied you, Sally,” urged the innocent 
Treddle.

“Mightn’t a fancied me, Treddle. Lor bless your hinno-
cence, men is easily managed when one has the mind, par-
ticular sailors; and when once cook put me up to it, we was 
soon settled.”

“But I asked you,” urged Treddle, anxious to stand up for 
manly prerogative.

“In course you did; I wasn’t a goin’ bemeaning of myself, 
and forgettin’ of my sect by askin’ of a man. But it’s no good 
talking of bygones; it’s all past and gone. Only dont you set 

lxxvii  ain’t] aint
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yourself hup a thinking you knows all. Things ain’tlxxviii allays 
as they seems. But to return to Mr and Mrs Seaton: they’re 
man and wife as sure as eggs is eggs, and the proving of it will 
be in the endin’ of it.”

“Well, Sally, I hope you’ll prove right my girl,” said Treddle.
“And I’m sure I echo that wish,” added Harvey.
“And what is going to support the poor young lady until it 

does all come right?” enquired Mrs Treddle.
“Well it is of that more particularly that she wished me to 

speak to you. Taking a governess’s situation at present is quite 
out of the question; and indeed either doing that or getting 
private pupils may be difficult at any time, for this sad story 
may get abroad. My friend saw all this, I am sure; it was by no 
wish of his that she left Waikini. He would gladly have given 
her house, land, and all, and have been reduced himself to 
utter destitution, than have seen her go again forth into the 
wide world, alone and almost friendless. It is evident that he 
loves her; ardently loves her, poor fellow.” Then, with a sigh, 
he added: “It is a sad, sad business; there is some dreadful 
mystery in it; God grant that it may cleared up.”

“She will not take none of his help, howsomever,4 sir?” said 
Treddle.

“No, she cannot. It can hardly be expected, under the cir-
cumstances, that she would. She thinks of needle work, but 
she is, I fear, almost unfit for it; the torture of mind must be 
terrible, and another question is, can she get it? and get even 
tolerable pay for it. I think I will see Mrs Surplice, and Mrs 
Briefless, and Mrs Willoughby Watkins, and endeavour to in-
terest them and get them to give her some. They might pay her 
more than strangers would, because they would feel for her.”

Mrs Treddle thought for a few minutes, and then said:
“No, don’t do that; she mightn’t like it. She wouldn’t a come 

here if she’d wanted any of their help. Depend on it we’d better 
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not bring none of them about till jest when she asks to see ’em, 
and no sooner. I know a party from whom I can get work, and 
I’ll jest say as its for myself, and nobody none the wiser.”

“But I don’t want folks to think as you’ve to work for you 
living, my dear,” said her husband.

“They’ll have no call for to think it. Nobody’s a going to 
know, but I can get it, and I can get fust class pay; so now don’t 
you worry about my poor young lady no more, Mr Brook, but 
go home quite comfortable.”

And he did go home; if not quite easy in his mind at any 
rate greatly relieved.

Mrs Treddle managed to raise Annie’s spirits as much as 
they could be raised. Her firm faith in Bernard was cheering, 
and almost inspired the poor young creature to hope against 
hope. She also relieved her from present embarrassment, by 
promising to procure her plenty of work, and soon. Mrs Tred-
dle’s penetration, also, had not been at fault, in supposing that 
her charge “would shrink from seeing old friends.” She did; 
kind and thankful messages were sent to all who enquired af-
ter her, but she would see no one but her landlady. The warm 
regard that that worthy woman felt for Bernard was a bond of 
union although she hardly owned it to herself.

And how did Mrs Treddle procure sewing at the high rate 
of payment received by Annie from her unknown employ-
er? By a means unknown to Annie, and which she certainly 
would not have consented to, had she known it. The unrefined 
mind of her humble friend did not see anything improper in 
applying to Bernard in this emergency; though she had the 
good sense to know that it would not do to let it be discov-
ered whence help came. The letter she wrote to him brought 
him quickly to A-----, glad to be of use in any way and on 
any terms. With all the impetuosity of his nature he want-
ed to purchase a dozen pieces of calico; and to pay a guinea 
each for making little pinafores, towels, or any small article 
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that would not take much work, into which the stuff would 
cut. His housewifely adviser found much trouble in restrain-
ing him within the bounds of moderation and the arguments 
she had to use to do so, deepened his feelings of sorrow and 
despair. It was hard to feel that she must be in ignorance of 
his aid when she had once depended on him for all. Hard to 
see her suffering, and not to assist and comfort her. Ah, that 
was the worst, deepest wound. A thousand times he felt that 
he must see her, that he must speak to her, even if he had to 
tell her all, even if she should turn from his tale with hate and 
loathing. A thousand times he strove to banish the wish and 
the thought, but it would not do. They always returned with 
sevenfold force, and at last - at last - when the hour of trial and 
bitter agony came and he paced the dim street like a madman 
during the bitter hours of the night - they conquered.

He had been listening for some sound in that house which 
held all that was dearest to him, listening with his head lean-
ing against the wood-work, when the feeble voice of the new-
ly-made mother broke in bitter anguish on his ear.

“Oh, that he would tell me, oh, if he is not guilty, will he not 
trust me? Oh my baby, my poor babe,” and the tiny wail of the 
child re-echoed the mother’s prayer.

He could not bear it. With hurried steps he sped away, but 
it would not do. He was back again, but this time not to listen. 
He tapped at the door.

Mrs Treddle opened it, and though the good woman had 
a shrewd guess that he was near, his appearance, startled her, 
she placed the light on a chair, and hurried out into the dark 
night, cautiously closing the door after her.

“The Lord be good to us, Mr Seaton, what’s the matter! The 
poor thing’s doing better than we could a’ hoped; what’s the 
matter?”

He grasped her hand till it ached, and in husky tones said:
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“I heard her. She said - she said she would know all - she 
shall. When - when she can see me, she shall know all, but she 
only - only she, I- I - I” - and he broke down with grief.

“Thank God,” fervently ejaculated Mrs Treddle. “Thank 
God, as is clothed you in your right minds this night, Amen,” 
(this proper conclusion, she always affixed to pious sentenc-
es.) He did not hear, he did not heed. “Let me know - when” 
- he added, and left as suddenly as he had appeared.

And so it was, Mrs Treddle found it better to tell her. There 
was more chance of repose in her knowing than in not know-
ing. Rest was impossible, but she tried to be patient, to get 
better, that she might see him. At last the day arrived. The 
doctor, the nurse had given permission, she was once more to 
be alone with him, she was to know all.

He came. The first sight of her almost unmanned him, she 
was dreadfully altered. Mrs Treddle had feared the effect of 
the change on him, and had done her best to make it less ap-
parent. She had folded a soft red shawl around her, in hopes 
that its warm tints might relieve her marble cheeks, and she 
had smoothed out the soft brown curls, but it would not do.

He had meant to be cautious, but all good resolution failed 
at the sight of his lost darling, and he clasped her to his breast 
in a passionate burst of grief.
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CHAPTER XXV

Who can venture to attempt a description of such a scene? 
Who can depict the feelings of a pair so unfortunately cir-
cumstanced? Happily, such a sad experience as theirs, is the 
lot of very few, and but few can understand the agony of such 
a meeting.

Agony tempered with sweetness, however, for in spite of 
prudence, propriety and all the other warning voices that as-
serted themselves Annie felt a thrill of ecstasy at finding her-
self again clasped in his arms.

 … … …
It was fully an hour before they were sufficiently composed 

for the disclosure which he had come to make, and then with 
her hand firmly clasped in his, he began in a voice that trem-
bled with emotion. “My own darling, I dread to commence 
the recital of incidents, that I fear will not make me less hate-
ful in your sight than if I really were the dreadful bigamist 
that you now believe me. But whether you hate and spurn me, 
or whether you forgive and pity me, the tale must be told. It 
ought to have been so, long since.

“I will begin with my earliest recollections. When I was a 
little boy, I lived in an old whitewashed house, enclosed in a 
court yard, near one of the quaint old towns in the south of 
France. It was a dull old place that belonged to the widow of 
a wealthy glover,1 and my mother, myself, and an old serv-
ing maid, occupied the third storeylxxix. Our landlady had the 
ground floor, and a poor old broken down marquise,2 one of 
the relics of the ancient noblesse, occupied the second sto-
reylxxx. Our house was a very quiet one, sometimes the aged 
marchioness3 held a reception, and occasionally the glover’s 
widow had a little musical party, but that was all—even this 
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no further disturbed the quiet tenor of our lives, than that 
the music penetrated to our apartments. My mother never 
joined the festivities, though often pressed to do so. From 
my very earliest years, I can remember her as a sad sorrowful 
woman, clothed in the sombre weeds of a widow, and thus 
she always continued.

“I recollect that the neighbours used to call her Madame Le 
Recluse, as often as they called her Madame Seaton, the name 
by which she went in this place, and the name I always bore 
also, and which I believed to be justly my own, until one terri-
ble day, which I shall look back upon with horror, until I die. 
We had at that time left the old mansion. The glover’s widow 
was dead, and her heirs wanted the house for some purpose 
of their own, I suppose, for we had to give up our apartments.

“I was then about eleven years old, and felt the greatest 
delight in my new home. True it waslxxxi but a whitewashed 
cottage, but then it had a little vineyard, and the roses crept 
over the porch, and the lofty Pyrenees formed an enchanting 
background in the blue distance. Very different from the dull 
old gravelled court-yard, with its brick walls and straggling 
weeds. From that day, I conceived a love of the country, and 
have never since been a willing denizen of the town.

“In this dear little cottage, which to me seemed a perfect 
paradise of beauty, I spent three happy years.

“Hitherto my mother had been my only instructor, she 
had taught me well and carefully, and had always spoken to 
me in her native language, English. She had always impressed 
upon me, and so had old Bridget, that I was the child of Brit-
ish and Protestant parents. Of my father, specially, they never 
told me anything.

“With childish curiosity, I often asked, but my mother al-
ways seemed greatly agitated, and evaded the enquiry, and old 
Bridget scolded me roundly, if I applied to her.

lxxxi  was] ~,
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“But as I was saying, until we went to live on the hill side, 
my mother had been my teacher, but then she obtained the 
assistance of the good curé4 of the village, in those points of 
manly learning, for which her own knowledge was inadequate.

“The good old man was poor, as most village pastors are, 
and he was very glad to undertake the task, for the trifle my 
mother could afford to pay. I grew to love him dearly. He was 
a gentleman and a scholar, and the learning he imparted to 
me was very valuable no doubt, but more fitted for a poet and 
a visionary, than for one who was to be a colonist and a striv-
ing man of the world. I often now wish he had taught me a 
little less of Ovid and Virgil, and a little more of the multi-
plication table, and that we had left grand old Homer occa-
sionally for common-place primers and grammars—but he 
taught me according to his light—and as he inculcated with 
his tasks, lessons of simple piety and pure morality, untinged 
by the slightest dross of sectarianism, I have reason to be very 
grateful to him.

“My mother’s income must have been very small, for I 
know the outlay of a few shillings in clothes or other necessi-
ties was always a matter of great moment and that our prin-
cipal food was bread, milk, and vegetables. We also sold the 
produce of our vineyard, and it was on one fine day when I 
was sent by my mother to the nearest market town, with a 
cart which I had borrowed from a neighbour, laden with rich 
ripe grapes, that the incident occurredlxxxii that worked such 
terrible consequences.

“I carried my grapes to the merchant to whom my mother 
usually sold them, and was waiting in the office for payment, 
when I became aware that two gentlemen were looking at 
me very attentively, and apparently speaking of me. At last I 
caught the words of one, he said. ‘Well; I never saw a greater 
resemblance than that boy bears to Gluckson, in all my life.’

lxxxii  occurred] occured
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“Said the other, ‘What Gluckson! that atrocious criminal 
who murdered - ’

“‘Yes - yes, but hush he can hear you.’
“I had heard, and so had a third individual, but he took 

no notice, and appeared to continue reading the newspaper 
he had in his hand, but I saw the start, and caught the snake-
like glance of his cold grey eye as he looked at me for just one 
moment. We often hear of intuitive instinct, of people feeling 
a sudden conviction that some person hitherto unknown is 
mysteriously linked with our fate, such a conviction I felt now, 
and his hideous look of recognition seemed to assure me that 
I was Gluckson’s son, and that he knew it.

“I was but a boy barely fourteen, and as I left the office, tears 
of mortification and anger forced themselves from my eyes, 
but were instantly dried on my burning cheeks. I got into my 
little covered cart, and whipped my poor horse over the jolting 
stony road, taking a grim pleasure in the uneasy motion.

“We soon cleared the town and then the poor brute un-
able to keep up to the pace fell into his usual sauntering jog-
trot, I leaned back in the cart, but no longer to indulge in 
bright reflections.

“How happy I had been on my journey to the town. How 
full of pleasure at the thoughts of the new suit of clothes my 
mother had promised me. How many plans I had made for 
laying out the franc she always gave me for taking the grapes 
to town. How I had anticipated the pleasure of my dear old 
tutor, at receiving the bunch of grapes my mother had laid by 
for him, and how deep had seemed the azure of the beauti-
ful blue southern sky, and how bright the brilliant sunshine, 
and oh, how happy, how very happy I had been. But now - 
How anxious I was to get home to my mother and ask her the 
dreaded question, was I the son of a murderer? - I felt I was 
- sure I was, - somehow I never doubted it after the one look 
from that man - the thoughts of him made me shudder, and 
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just at this moment a quick step approached the cart, and the 
terrible stranger addressed me in English.

“‘You have been driving fast, James Gluckson,’ he said, ‘I 
have had hard work to catch up to you.’

“‘My name is not James Gluckson,’ I said, ‘it is Bernard Sea-
ton,’ (though at the same time I knew he spoke the truth). He 
saw through the miserable subterfuge, and answered with a 
sardonic grin.

“‘Oh, that is what they call you, is it? well, one name does as 
well as another, when it is not convenient to use the right one. 
Have Mrs Gluckson and old Bridget changed theirs also?lxxxiii’

“‘My mother is called Mrs Seaton – but - but - ’ I hesitated 
to mention old Bridget, but I might as well have done so, for 
he read my hesitation aright, for he said.

“‘Ah, I see, as old Bridget isn’t a Gluckson, she keeps to the 
old name, as all honest folks may.’

“My blood boiled at this. ‘My mother and I are honest 
folks,’ I replied.

“‘Possibly, but the same can’t be said of all your family. You 
heard what those men said about your father?’

“‘Perhaps the man they spoke of, was not my father.’ I said 
this hesitatingly in a tone of inquiry, and so he understood it.

“‘No good of hoping that, my man. You certainly are James 
Gluckson’s son. I have only lately come from over the seas, 
where I went when your father was scragged.’

“‘Scragged?’ I queried.
“‘Hung - hung, my boy. But as I was saying, I am only a 

little while back, and ever since I came, I have been trying 
to trace your mother. I found out where she was, and was on 
my way to see her, when I fell in with you in the store down 
beyond. I won’t go in too sudden upon her, but just you tell 
her from me, that Simeon Gregory is coming to see her.’ With 
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these words he turned back down a cross-road, and was hid 
from my sight.

“I would fain, boy as I was, have kept the terrible message 
from my mother. I tried to appear the same as usual, and to de-
lay the evil moment, but it would not do. Her fond eyes could 
not be deceived, and her gentle and anxious queries dragged 
my secret from me, and I wept out the recital on her bosom.

“Oh Annie, can I ever forget that fearful day. My mother 
had fondly hoped to keep the secret of my birth from me, and 
had removed me from my native land, and changed my name, 
in the belief that my relationship to the dreadful malefactor 
would never be discovered. Alas, his features were stamped on 
my infant face, and were a terrible witness of my disgraceful 
parentage. Yes Annie, oh my own darling, I have dared to link 
my disgraced and miserable self with your pure innocence. 
Oh, Annie, can you, can you forgive me? for alas it is too true 
I am the son of Gluckson, the murderer.”

The true woman5 shone in the wife’s reply.
“Forgive you darling? oh yes, if there is anything to forgive. 

But it was not your fault my husband, once again my own 
dear husband. Oh, thank God for that; you are good and no-
ble and true, oh dearest, why did you ever hesitate to tell me? 
I could have sympathised with, could have soothed you. Oh, 
why not tell me?lxxxiv”

“Ah, Annie, you shame my weak, my most miserably weak 
and wicked concealment by your noble generosity. Howlxxxv 
can I ever repay -”

“Hush, hush dearest,” she said, placing her soft hand on his 
lips. “Tell me of your poor mother.”

“The interview with Simeon Gregory killed her. That man 
had urged my wretched father to the deed that had cost him 
his life, and had then given evidence against him. By this 
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means he had escaped the greater penalty but had shortly af-
ter been transported6 for some villainy,lxxxvi for ten years. His 
object in seeking my mother was certainly plunder.

“He had hoped to obtain from her fears, a sum of money, 
but he soon found that he had been mistaken, she had noth-
ing worthy of his cupidity,7 and he left her. But her death blow 
had been struck, and a week after she died.

“In compliance with her instructions, the curé sent a letter 
which she had left addressed to a brother of hers, in Scotland, 
praying him to take compassion upon me. In due time the 
answer arrived that I was at once to proceed to Scotland. I lost 
no time in disposing of my few effects, (my mother’s annuity 
had died with her,) and the small sum they fetched, I gave to 
old Bridget, reserving only enough for my travelling expens-
es. I may as well say before I go on further that both the curé 
and the poor old woman are since dead, and that I never saw 
either the one or the other again.

“The next five years of my life, were spent in Scotland, and 
five miserable years they were to me. I do not blame my uncle. 
He was a stern Presbyterian, a thorough Scotch farmer of the 
old school, I am sure he meant to be just to me, and I owe a 
great deal of my prosperity to his thorough training. But I had 
been accustomed to the sunny south, the gay volatile French, 
and the luxurious indolence of a southern clime. How dull 
and cold and cheerless was Scotland to me.

“My old Homer and Virgil were most unceremoniously 
condemned ‘as a pack o’ heathen bodies that a gude christian 
had think shame o’ bein’ seen wi’ and I was further assured 
that ‘if I didn’t keep them lockit up they’d be i’ the fire i’ no 
time.’ - Yet in spite of his want of sympathy in my intellectual 
pursuits and his dislike of me, my uncle was not really un-
kind. I cannot wonder that he did not like me. His sister had 
made what every one considered a most imprudent match. 
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She married a dashing young officer in a marching regiment. 
Her people, well-to-do, and respectable farmers, were not to 
be deceived by the glitter of the military dress. They could 
see that he was a fine handsome young fellow, possessed of a 
moderate share of good humor, but they could hear also that 
his habits were unsteady and expensive, and that any means 
he might have had at one time, were run through long ago. 
They gravely suspected that my mother’s ample dowry was his 
great inducement for desiring the match, and all this they had 
earnestly represented to her, in vain.

“My father had sold out of his regiment8 immediately on 
getting hold of my mother’s money, and had at once plunged 
into that terrible course of dissipation which had ended - 
spare me the repetition.lxxxvii

“I was about that time six months old, and my mother was 
left, with me, penniless. We had one faithful friend, an old 
woman who had gone to live with her as servant. You will 
recognise poor Bridget. My grandfather was not then dead, 
and he offered my mother a small annuity, but refused ever to 
see her again. For the sake of her child, she accepted the gift, 
though clogged with such hard conditions, and accompanied 
by faithful domestics, she hid herself and her sorrows in the 
south of France.

“That I should be cordially received among a family to 
whom I was such a disgrace, was not to be expected. They 
always called me “James” but never “Gluckson” - I found but 
that Seaton had been my grandmother’s maiden name, and 
this (as you know) my mother had adopted, and by this I al-
ways went. But after that terrible time my mother had even 
deprived me of my baptismal name and called me ‘Bernard’ in 
memory of a dear young brother, who had died in childhood. 
To a change in the name given at the baptismal font, the stern 
covenanters9 could not consent, and they called me James. 
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But I love the name that has so often been breathed in my 
mother’s tender tones, and the name given me by my Scottish 
relatives is linked with no very agreeable associations.lxxxviii But 
I must hurry on dear, or I shall thoroughly tire you out.

“After I had been with my uncle about twelve months, he 
one day called me into his room, and told me his intentions 
regarding me. He said that in spite of my change of name, 
people shrewdly suspected who I was, and that it would be 
better for all parties that I should emigrate.

“He proposed that I should continue to work on his farm 
for four years longer, and get all the experience that I could of 
farming &c. He proposed to give me certain wages, but urged 
me to save a part of them, as fifty pounds and my passage was 
all he should give me to start in life. He had before told me 
that he never wished me to mention my relationship to his 
family nor would he do so. Now there was nothing unkind in 
this, indeed a great deal that was really excellent but the cold 
hard manner ruined all. My four years passed miserably on. If 
ever I gave way to the vivacity and thoughtlessness which my 
French education had engendered and fostered, I was soon 
led to feel how little cause I had for happiness.

“I never dared speak to the young ladies, my cousins,lxxxix 
for fear my unfortunate face should work the same damage 
that my father’s had done. In fact I was a sort of Cain - and 
right heartily glad was I when the day came, that I was to leave 
for dear glorious New Zealand - twin-sister in climate and 
beauty of my early southern home.

“Here I have prospered, dear Annie, and only one more in-
cident remains to tell. It is about the man I met at Gravesend, 
and wished to avoid. It was -”

“It was Simeon Gregory,” interrupted Annie.xc

lxxxviii  associations.] ~.’
lxxxix  cousins] consius
xc  Annie.] ~.”



CHAPTER XXV 165

“You are right my darling, and now lie down and rest. I 
have written to my uncle and asked him to confirm my story. 
I know you believe me, but I should like to make assurance 
double sure, besides, dear Annie, there is one trouble we can-
not tell the world, and then how can our reconciliation benefit 
us if we are still separated?”

“But we will not be separated, my own husband, secure in 
our own integrity, we will brave the world, and trust to time 
to prove our virtue. Oh never fear, Alfred Scott will yet appear, 
and all will be well. Were it not for dear baby, - I would not 
care at your owning the name of Gluckson. You have never 
done wrong, and -”

“Not for worlds dearest - anything, but that, it is my dread 
and my bugbear.”

Annie felt this to be more sensitive than was exactly right, 
but her heart made a thousand excuses for him, and she de-
termined that the secret should be buried in her own breast.
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CHAPTER XXVI

In due time the letter from Bernard’s Scotch uncle arrived. 
We are rather inclined to think that Bernard did not do justice 
to this worthy relative.

The fact is that the stern discipline the uncle considered 
requisite to form his nephew for the struggle of life, contrast-
ed rather unpleasantly, with the mild guidance of a doating92 
mother. Again, the one would naturally dread hereditary evil 
in the son of such a father, whereas the other could see noth-
ing but nobleness and excellence in her darling child.

The removal too from a warm southern climate, to Scot-
land’s bonnie, but certainly bleak hills, would not be conge-
nialxci to the taste of our hero, and from all these causes we 
may conclude that his judgement of his uncle was clouded by 
prejudice, and that had he been older, and better able to judge 
at the time of his sojourn with his stern taskmaster, his verdict 
would have been very different. At any ratexcii his uncle’s letter 
was evidently dictated by the kindest and most sincere feeling. 
He was certainly pleased at his nephew’s perseverance in well 
doing, expressed a wish to hear again from him, and enclosed 
a twenty pound bill, as a present for baby.

The mail that brought this welcome letter brought also one 
from Mrs Scott, which we will copy.

“My Dearest Friend, 
“I know not how to ask your forgiveness for the great the 

irreparable wrong I have done. My only comfort is, that it 
was done under a false conviction, that the gentleman calling 
himself Bernard Seaton was my husband. The mysterious cir-
cumstances of his dreading investigation into his antecedents, 
of his owning that the name by which he was known, was 
an alias, and above all, his agreeing to support my children, 
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confirmed me in the false opinion that he was my husband. I 
now know that I was mistaken. His reasons for his mysterious 
conduct are best known to himself.

“How sorry I am that I have injured your peace, I cannot 
find words to tell. Alas, that fatal resemblance.

“I was indeed lamentably deceived, and have caused both 
you and myself much unnecessary misery. Of this, I have only 
been aware two days. A letter from a clergyman in Canada 
West, begs me to go over to my husband, who is dying in a 
decline, and whose life is not likely long to be spared. I start 
at once, and leave my mother to take care of my children. I 
refund the money paid for their support by Mr Seaton, as they 
are of course in no way entitled to it, and I humbly ask the 
forgiveness of you both.

“Be assured that anything Mr Seaton said in my presence is 
safe with me. Under the circumstances it would be most dis-
honorable to take advantage of words uttered at such a season. 
I do hope that whatever mystery attaches to his fate, he will 
frankly tell it to you, his wife. Had he done so earlier, he would 
have saved us all an immensity of misery.”

“Mrs Scott is right,” said Bernard, “and I shall write and tell 
her so, meanwhile dearest, do you make preparations for go-
ing to A-----, as both my character and yours must be at once 
cleared by giving publicity to this letter.”xciii

 … … …

xciii  letter.”] ~.
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CHAPTER XXVII

We must again return to the Old Country before closing 
our story; and our task will lead us among scenes of mourn-
ing.

Away down on the Devonshire coast, poor Laura Scott 
is weeping a widow’s tears over one whom she has recently 
followed to the tomb. It is some comfort to her grief that he 
loved her and sent for her at the last.

And down to the same little watering place, comes an aged 
man, whose back is bent with care and sorrow. A little child, 
the darling of his old age has just been consigned to the tomb. 
Yes, the poor little heir of the Scotts has resigned his feeble 
breath, seemingly unable to bear the weight of his string of high 
sounding names, and the lustre of his brilliant prospects. We 
are bound to believe that the grief of the fair mother is equally 
as intense as that of the sorrow-stricken father, although it is 
shown in a different way. She does not seek the solitude of 
the little bathing place: but most becomingly dressed in sables 
whose extreme depth shows the intensity of her anguish, she 
may be met with her beautiful eyes bathed in tears, seated on 
the beach at Brighton, accompanied by a lovely little poodle 
and attended by a most extensively buttoned page.

But with her, just now, our story has little to do. We must 
sit with the disappointedxciv old man on the solitary sands 
and listen to his sigh. Ah! old man, you thought your boasted 
wealth could do everything. That that mighty talisman which 
surrounded you with the adulation of cringing crowds was 
all-powerful, and you have now had to learn the bitter les-
son of how little it can really accomplish. Thousands would 
have been freely lavished to save that idolized babe, but tens 
of thousands would not avail to keep the waning breath in 
that fair form one moment beyond the appointed time. Think 
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of this old man and thrust your idol from its throne. Think 
of it? Ay, he does think of it, and though the idol may not fall 
it totters. Where is the son he so proudly planned to leave to 
the splendid inheritance he has toiled and sinned for; where? 
Answer, - one, the first-born, in the pride and strength of his 
manhood has been cut down at a blow by the grim reaper, 
under whose sickle we must all fall at last. Cut down, when a 
fraction of your hoarded thousands would have shielded him. 
And the other? He who was to have robbed his brother of his 
birthright, he on whom you doated and for whom you would 
have given all, gone, both gone. Death has spared you neither. 
The strong man and the frail babe alike are gathered into his 
harvest. Oh, just retribution!

It was strange that the old man never thought of his grand-
child. His sons were always in his thoughts and often as he 
strove to drive the unwelcome intruder from his mind it 
would occur to him that the death of the younger was a just 
punishment for his neglect of the elder. Yes, his sons were ever 
present with him; but the little grandson was forgotten.

One of those interpositions of Providence, which we are 
too apt to call chance, luck, or accident was destined to recall 
to his mind that a representative of his name was still living, in 
a striking and touching manner. He was in the habit of going 
far, far away from the little groups on the sands and sitting in a 
retired nook among the rocks where no stragglers were likely 
to intrude, and there he would sit sadly thinking and intently 
watching the mighty waste of waters.

Once or twice some fisher boy or party of strollers search-
ing for rare sea-weed and shells, invaded his retreat; but it was 
not often, and they always seemed to respect the sad-look-
ing mourner’s sombre garb and grief worn face, and left him 
again silent and alone.

One day, however, a thoughtless nursemaid, and her in-
fant charges not so considerate stayed so long that he became 
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unconsciouslyxcv interested in the gambols of the little party. 
One little boy, especially attracted his attention. Something in 
his look seemed to recall his lost darling to his mind. He tried 
to persuade himself that the idea was absurd, but it would 
not do; and yet the poor lost babe was small and thin, ever 
weakly and ailing, and this was a fine stout fellow, tall, strong, 
and healthy; no matter, the mysterious something, the resem-
blance was there. Oh, how his heart instinctively yearned to 
that bright boy. How greedily his eyes followed his every mo-
tion. Now as he gathered up the pretty sea-shells for his little 
blue-eyed sister, and now as he stood fearlessly poised on a 
ledge of rock close to the advancing tide. Ah! he had been too 
fearless, one false step, one splash, and he is hidden beneath 
the wave. For one moment only, and the next he is once more 
safely on the shore, with no greater ill than a ducking. The old 
man has rescued him, and now he gazes into the little grateful 
face.

“You must not go so near the water, my dear boy, or next 
time you may chance to meet with a more severe mishap.”

“Oh! sir, I ought not to have gone so close, Mamma bade 
me not, but I forgot the sea looks so beautiful and the pretty 
fish were jumping so, I could only think of them.”

“But the fish can swim you know, and you cannot, so re-
member in future; and now run home with nurse like a good 
boy and get rid of your wet things.”

“Yes, come along, Master Alfred,” said nurse, who had been 
alarmed both on the young gentleman’s account, and her own 
also. Ixcvi am sure, sir, my mistress will be very much obliged 
to you, sir, for taking out Master Alfred, sir,” she added, with 
a curtsy at every repetition of the “sir,” and addressing the 
strange gentleman. It is doubtful if he heard one word she said 
but the single one “Alfred.”
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“And is your name Alfred, my fine little fellow?” he en-
quired, “and who is your father?”

“My name is Alfred Henry Scott, sir; and I have no father,” 
answered the boy, pointing to his little drenched black frock.

Can we wonder that at the moment the grandfather could 
not answer? and the next he was alone, for the nurse was anx-
ious to hurry the little fellow off to change his dripping suit.

It was many hours before the old man could gather his 
scattered senses, and many more before he could resolve to 
tear down the many barriers of pride and unkindness that 
separated him from the mother of the beautiful child whom 
he felt was his heir. Yes, though he had but a name and a look 
to guide him, he knew it was so; and that name, that look de-
cided him. The name, for he was proud and pleased that his 
estranged son had remembered his angry father. He stopped 
not to surmise that selfish worldly motives might, and doubt-
less did, occasion the name of the wealthy grandfather to be 
given to the child. No, he did not (as he would a few short 
years before) think of this; but his heart was all a-glow at the 
thought that his name had been chosen; and the look - the 
look that he had thought was buried with the dead babe - 
that shone with a new radiance in the handsome healthful 
features. It haunted him sleeping, and it stood before him 
waking; it kept knocking at the iron portals of his heart until 
the last lock gave way. He would seek that boy, and he would 
make him his own. Afterwards he would see the mother, but 
first he must contrive again to see the boy, and the chance 
was soon given him. The little fellow came again to the lonely 
resting-place; and with the freedom of childhood, addressed 
his deliverer as an old friend.

Little folks are great prattlers and we fear little Alfred was 
not in this respect better than others. At any rate he contrived 
in a very short space of time to give his grandfather a tolera-
bly good insight into his mother’s ways and doings. In this he 
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was no doubt aided by the adroit questions the old gentleman 
put to him. The poor bereaved old man endeavoured to speak 
unconcernedly, but there was a slight tremulousness in his 
voice when he asked the child if “he had a grandfather?” He 
sought so anxiously to know how the child had been taught 
to regard him.

“Oh, yes,” he replied, gravely, “but our grandpapa does not 
love our mother and us.”

“Then he must be very unkind.”
“Oh, no; you must not say that. Mamma says we are always 

to pray for poor grandpapa and to love him, and to hope that 
he may some day love us.”

“And why do you call him ‘poor grandpapa?’”
“Because though he is a great rich man - Oh, ever so rich, 

he is not happy. For our poor little uncle is dead, that was such 
a young little uncle, younger than me, or even than Nellie, my 
little sister; and poor grandpaxcvii loved him so, and mamma 
says he will be very sorry, and I know he is sorry too my own 
self, for Aunt Hattie cried so about him when she came to our 
house.”

“And does your Aunt Hattie come to see you?”
“Oh yes, very often, and Aunt Ellen comes sometimes, but 

grandpapa never comes, nor yet our little uncle that is dead 
now, and gone to Heaven.”

“Yes, gone to Heaven,” and who shall say its little mission 
on earth was not accomplished, if peace and reconciliation 
followed on its path?

They did, for the little fellow said his mother had told him 
to ask the strange gentleman his name, if he ever saw him 
again, that she might call to thank him for the service he had 
rendered to her child.

The old gentleman, (who had found out his daughter-in-
law’s address, from the boy’s prattle), merely told him that he 

xcvii  grandpa] ~’
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was to tell his mamma the strange gentleman would call to see 
her in the morning, and walked slowly away.

The little cottage in which the widowed mother and 
daughter had taken up their temporary abode, was one of the 
simplest in the place that ventured to let lodgings.

It stood a little apart from the cluster of small houses that 
formed the original fishing village, and was still further from 
the imposing rows of stuccoed villas, which had been more 
recently erected, since people had begun to find out its mer-
its as a watering place. It was an old cottage, thatched, and 
rose-covered with trellis porch and latticed windows, not 
picturesque however, for the taste of the old salt, whose home 
it was, had painted the house white, and the door and win-
dow shutters, true naval blue, picked out with red, also as a 
crowning touch, a smart figure head (supposed to represent a 
mythological female, known by the name of “Lovely Nancy,”) 
was nailed over the porch, and by the radiance of its coun-
tenance, and the gorgeous style of its dress, added much to 
the gay appearance of the house. The grounds too in front, 
though only about three yards square, were laid out into such 
a net work of parterres that no one but an inhabitant of Lil-
liputxcviii could have ventured to have set foot on the narrow 
paths that divided them, and even he would findxcix very little 
to repay him for his walk, as sea-pinks and rocky grottoes 
formed almost the sole embellishment of the domain, if we 
exceptc a gigantic flagstaff, from which the Union Jack floated 
on Sundays, high days, and holidays.

But if Mr Bruce had been skilful in his departments, Mrs 
Bruce had been no less tasteful in hers, and we find our friends 
seated in a parlor, which being a type of a class, now fading 
fast out of our list of sea-side lodgings deserves a description.

xcviii  Lilliput] Lilliputs
xcix  find] found
c  except] expect
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Breast-high the room boasted black woodwork, with a 
mantle-piece, and corner cupboards of the same sombre hue, 
but to compensate for the dull appearance of the lower part of 
the walls, the upper was drest in a singularly vivid and bril-
liant paper, representing blue birds with red tails, sitting on 
gigantic green branches, (of some unknownci variety,) bearing 
yellow blossoms, about the size of cheese plates.

There were also two or three colored engravings in black 
frames. One representing Admiral Lord Howe, another, the 
battle of Trafalgar, a third the surrender of Napoleon to a 
British commander, and two more (most elaborately gild-
ed and set forth), were guaranteed to be exact likenesses of 
her Majesty the Queen and Prince Albert. These latter being 
over the mantle-piece, one on each side of a most dismal and 
smoky looking little chimney glass, with which it would not 
be advisable to peer, unless you wished to be out of conceit 
with your appearance.

The model of a frigate, two china ornaments, representing 
a true sailor boy and his black eyed Susan, with some marine 
curiosities adorned the little mantel-shelf, and a metal tea-
pot, six tumblers, and a painted tea-board, garnished the top 
of one of the side cupboards.

On the other were the books, writing materials, &c., of the 
present denizens.

Mrs Bruce had shown due thrift in her arrangements, for 
all that was lively and gay was well out of reach of the children, 
and the carpet, chairs, &c., were as plain and dingy as they 
could well be.

This little room, contrasting so vividly with his own elegant 
apartments on the Marine Parade (every watering place has a 
‘Marine Parade,’) struck Mr Scott with remorse.

We cannot picture the astonishment of the two ladies at 
discovering who their visitor was - surprise kept them speech-

ci  unknown] uknown
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less, but the old man at once proceeded to the object of his vis-
it. He had decided what to do and with that firm business-like 
confidence which is the general characteristic of mercantile 
men, lost no time in circumlocution. He addressed himself at 
first to the elder lady, whom he had so cruelly wronged.

“Madam, I doubt not you are surprised to see me, after the 
lapse of all these years, and my former conduct will prevent 
your expecting either honor or feeling from me, but madam, 
you see before you an almost broken-hearted man.

“I have lost my sons - and my wife is worse than lost to 
me, she has treated me with the cold worldly indifference 
that I showed to others. My daughters have home ties of their 
own, though they have ever been good children to me, but I 
have neglected their advice, I have rashly persisted in a course 
which they tried, by gentle persuasions to turn, and can I go to 
them for sympathy in trials which I have brought on myself?

“But it is not of myself, but of my daughter-in-law and my 
grandchildren, I wish to speak - but in the first place, I ad-
dress myself to you for I dare not address your daughter, un-
til I have asked of you forgiveness, for injuries and injustice, 
long, long ago.”

The old lady advanced and held out her hand. “Let the past 
be forgotten, dear sir, it has long been forgiven.”

“And your daughter?”
“I sir,” said Laura, “havecii been myself too guilty to deserve 

that you should ask forgiveness of me. If you wronged me, I 
deeply wronged you.”

“Perhaps - yet you were young, and the error was of the 
head, the heart was right, but I cannot recall the past. Would 
that I could. The future is mercifully given to us however, and 
with that we have now to do. My little grandson who seems to 
me a blessing sent from heaven, is a treasure I do not deserve, 
and have forfeited all right to him, but I have come to beg the 

cii  “have] ~
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boon, that you will allow me to bring him up as becomes my 
heir, that I may occasionally see him; and that you will permit 
me to settle on you a dowry, which rightfully belongs to you, 
as the widow of my eldest son.”

We can imagine the reply, and may feel sure that poor Laura’s 
trials which had been so many, and great, were almost ended.
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CHAPTER XXVIII

And now in compliance with custom, we must bestow a 
parting glance on our various characters, before leaving them.

But little remains to tell for all the incidents of this story 
are recent, and little change has taken place in the position of 
the parties.

Miss Meliora Willoughby Watkins has grown a very fine 
girl, her only defect is a want of beauty. Of affectation, showy 
accomplishments, and high bred airs, she has enough to stock 
half-a-dozen young ladies. Although hardly fifteen, she is a 
thorough woman, and has already been the heroine of (we 
dare not say how many,) tender attachments. Her mamma 
with that excellent tact for which we must give her credit has 
taken care that all the young men brought within the charmed 
sphere of her daughter’s society shall be most ‘unexceptional 
parties’ in a matrimonial point of view, so that it is rather to 
be regretted that none of them seem to get beyond a flirtation.

As to Mrs Willoughby Watkins she is as blooming as ever 
and a little more buxom. The tip of the aristocratic nose too, 
has acquired a red tinge that sometimes almost deepens to 
purple and annoys the fair owner very much. But her silks 
are as gay as ever, her velvets, as rich, and her diamonds as 
lustrous, and if you call at Normandy Park, you will see the 
cards of many tip-top people on her table, so that we have 
every reason to believe she is happy.

She has never heard of her quondam friend, the elegant Mrs 
De Costremonge; but a gentleman who came from Melbourne 
about a month ago, says that he hears her husband is dead, and 
that she is about to marry a wealthy merchant.

We cannot inform the reader whether he is of pure Nor-
man descent or not, as we have not been able to ascertain, but 
we know that he is a widower, and that he has a large family.
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The last letter Annie received from Mrs Scott informed her 
of the death of the poor old grandfather, who had left the bulk 
of his property to his darling grandson, with suitable legacies 
to all the other grandchildren.

The fair Adeline is now a very richly dowered widow having 
her handsome jointure in addition to Major Welby’s property. 
She feels aggrieved at the disposition of her dead husband’s 
wealth; but there is no help for it, and we do not doubt that as 
she looks as handsome, and almost as young as ever, she still 
hopes to increase her wealth by another marriage.

And Annie? It is the Southern summer and the slanting 
rays of the departing sun linger lovingly on a little group 
in front of her pretty home, the home to which we saw her 
come a bride. How softly happy is the smiling face that is 
bent towards the two merry children gambolling at her feet. 
And Bernard? He also is there, looking more peaceful than 
in the old days, when the dark secret lay hid in his breast. 
Yes, far more peaceful, far more happy, for has not his fair 
wife been a very angel of peace and comfort to him? And 
he is thinking of this now, as with one arm thrown fondly 
around her, he murmurs.

“My blessing sent by God, to teach me resignation to his 
will, and gratitude for my happiness.”
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Explanatory Notes

Chapter I
1. simple sables: during the Victorian period the black fur of the 
sable was commonly used to indicate mourning. Women’s maga-
zines offered advice on mourning etiquette. For the death of a par-
ent the mourning period was one year.
2. an advertisement in the Times: by the mid-1850s, advertisements 
for ladies interested in accompanying, as governesses or compan-
ions, families who were emigrating were a common feature in The 
Times. For discussion of these advertisements, see Jenny Coleman, 
‘Social Hierarchies and Class Sensibilities: A Comparative Analysis 
of Vocabularies of Domestic Service in Mid-Victorian England and 
New Zealand’, in Jessica Gildersleeve (ed). Victorian Vocabularies 
(North Ryde, N.S.W.: Macquarie University, 2013) pp. 25–41.
3. A‑‑‑‑‑ in ‑‑‑‑‑‑‑: Auckland in New Zealand. The location New 
Zealand is identified in the subtitle to the novel.
4. Paragon Row:  The Paragon was a row of 15 houses built in the 
form of a crescent at the end of the eighteenth century by Regency 
architect Michael Searles. The houses were constructed of an el-
egant design and a high specification to attract the middle classes.
5. four pounds a year and my board: female teachers’ salaries were 
very low in the mid-nineteenth century even though they often in-
cluded board or free accommodation in a school house. Estimates 
vary but most female teachers were paid less than about 13 shillings 
a week which was less than £3 per month; a typical governesses’ 
salary was around £25 per year.

Chapter II
1. lady’s maid: as the female equivalent to the valet, the lady’s maid 
attended to the personal needs of the lady of the house.
2. ci-devant lady’s maid: translated from the French meaning for-
mer lady’s maid.
3. billet‑doux: a love letter.
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4. moire: a silk fabric with a rippled lustrous finish.
5. cognomen: generally refers to a personal name, often a nickname 
or a family name, typically passed from father to son.
6. cypher: figuratively, a person who merely fills a place but is of no 
importance or worth.
7. “The Gothic”: this is likely to be a reference to the purpose 
built detached Gothic-styled villas built in the secluded Lyndhurst 
Square in Peckham around 1843.
8. bon-ton: polite or fashionable society.
9. clusters of grapes quite out of her reach: this may be an ironic 
allusion to Aesop’s fable of the fox and the grapes with the moral 
that there are many who pretend to despise and belittle what which 
is beyond their reach. The irony in this case is that Mrs Willoughby 
Watkins remains oblivious to the belittling of “the grapes” that she 
cannot attain.
10. “ton”: fashionable air or style; used here to denote the high 
standing in society.

Chapter III
1. parterres: level spaces in a garden occupied by ornamental ar-
rangements of flower beds.
2. spider tables: usually light portable pieces of furniture named 
after the spider-like shape of the legs.
3. Trovatore: “The Troubadour”—an opera by Italian composer 
Giuseppe Verdi that premiered in Rome in 1853, based on the 1836 
play “El Trovador” by Antonio  García Gutiérrez.
4. Norma or Colleen Bawn: Norma is a famous opera by Vincenzo 
Bellini, first performed in 1831. Colleen Bawn is the leading char-
acter in the opera “The Lily of Killarney” based on the true story 
of fifteen-year-old Ellen Hanley who was murdered in 1819 at the 
insistence of her husband.
5. Sonambula: La Sonnambula (The Sleeper) was an Italian opera 
by Bellini based on a French ballet and first performed in 1831. 
6. ‘Hil domey Hil Nobilley’: presumed to be a mispronunciation 
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of an Italian aria.

Chapter IV
1. a half‑pay officer: an officer in the British Army or Royal Navy 
who was put into semi-retirement during periods of peacetime 
when fewer command positions were available. During the period 
his services were not needed he received half his usual pay to ensure 
he would be supported while waiting to be recalled to active duty.
2. en deshabille: a state of undress.

Chapter V
1. Foundling Hospital: established in London in 1739 by philan-
thropist Thomas Coram to care for babies that were at risk of aban-
donment.
2. link‑bearers: one who carried the link or torch to guide people 
through the city streets for a small fee.
3. the reign of Anne or the early Georges: Queen Ann reigned 
from 1702 to 1714 and was followed by King George I who reigned 
from 1714 to 1727, followed by King George II who reigned from 
1727 to 1760.
4. demi‑toilet: a semi-formal costume.
5. brougham: a light four-wheeled horse-drawn carriage.
6. embonpoint: from the French phrase “in good condition”, this is 
often used to refer to a plump build and/or an ample bosom.
7. granddame: a large woman prone to dramatic behaviours to 
draw attention to herself and who pretends to be everyone’s friend 
but who is a consummate gossip. Not to be confused with grande 
dame, translated from the French meaning an old woman who is 
highly admired or respected.
8. quondam: from the Latin meaning at one time, formerly.
9. badinage: light playful banter.
10. curtain lecture: a wife reprimanding her husband in private. 
Mary Ann Colclough was particularly fond of performing “Mrs 
Caudle’s Curtain Lectures” in character. Mrs Caudle was the brain-
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child of English writer, dramatist and humourist Douglas William 
Jerrold. The curtain lectures were delivered in bed to Mrs Caudle’s 
husband and “expatiated at length on her supposed sufferings and 
denounced the failings of her spouse” (http://www.worldwide-
words.org/weirdwords/ww-cur1.htm, accessed 19 August 2017).
11.  Apollos and Penuses: In Greek mythology Apollo was the god 
of the sun, logic and reason as well as god of music and healing. 
The mention of Penus in this context is probably a reference to the 
Roman Penates, a household god of the penus (“household provi-
sions”). The intended meaning by the author is not clear, however, 
given these gods are referred to in the context of reference to the 
curtain lecture, it  may be an oblique reference to the sexual divi-
sion of males associated with reason and logic and females associ-
ated with the dominion over the household.
12. circulating library: these were well established in Britain by 
the nineteenth century and provided reasonably cheap access to the 
must-read novels of the day. Circulating libraries played a signifi-
cant role in the rise of the novel, in particular women’s novels, as a 
popular leisure activity.

Chapter VI
1. Gravesend: loaded emigrant ships were towed from London by 
steam tug to Gravesend where cabin passengers boarded, thereby 
escaping the bustle and crowding on the dockside.
2. the stream: the Thames river.
3. quiz: an archaic term for an odd or eccentric person.
4. the orphan’s Friend: a reference to Jesus Christ the Saviour.
5. tea equipage: from the early eighteenth century tea drinking was 
a social activity reserved for the upper class; the required tea wares 
reflected the fashion and the position one held in society.
6. highflyers: often used to denote ambitious social climbers. In her 
writings “Polly Plum” often depicted “Mrs Highflyer” as the arche-
typal woman of so-called high breeding who deigned to mix with 
those she considered lower classes (see, for example, ‘A Governess’, 
Daily Southern Cross, 21 September 1869, p. 5).
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7. pair of Dorkings: an old heritage breed of chicken originating from 
Italy and introduced to Britain at the time of the Roman conquest.
8. poop‑deck: class distinctions were embedded in the design of 
emigrant sailing ships. Passengers of higher social standing trav-
elled in cabin class. The cabins were located above the deck, re-
ceived more air and light, and were relatively spacious and private. 
Cabin passengers had sole use of the poop-deck, the aftermost and 
highest deck of a ship which typically formed the roof of a cabin at 
the rear of the ship. In contrast, lower classes travelling on cheaper 
fares and assisted migrants were located in the steerage section be-
low deck.
9. lorgnettes: a pair of glasses held with a long handle at one side 
commonly used in the nineteenth century; the precursor to mod-
ern opera glasses.
10. viands: archaic term for food.

Chapter VIII
1. Elegantly‑embossed cards: visiting cards were part of the elabo-
rate etiquette of introductions, invitations and visits amongst the 
genteel and upper classes throughout the nineteenth century. The 
protocols around the use of visiting cards were to ensure appropri-
ate social interactions were maintained.
2. sanctum sanctorum of Paterfamilias: literally, sanctum sancto-
rum refers to the Holy of holies of the Jewish temple and tabernacle 
and Paterfamilias refers to the male head of the household; used 
here to refer to Mr Scott senior’s private room.
3. brethren of the shoulder knot: the livery servants who wore a 
shoulder knot, usually of ribbon denoting family colours or of lace, 
in imitation of the more elaborate shoulder knots adorned with 
jewels worn by men of fashion.
4.“sale de reception”: reception room.
5. Vauxhall slices:  thin slices of meat considered to be the height 
of fashion. The Vauxhall slice was named after Vauxhall Gardens, 
the largest and most famous of London’s pleasure gardens which 
boasted an orchestra room in the form of a Greek temple. The 
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gardens were patronised by the Prince of Wales and were popular 
for musical recitals. Arbours within the gardens contained ‘boxes’ 
where patrons could dine on very expensive food. One restaurant 
in Vauxhall Gardens was celebrated for its ‘plate of ham’; as the ham 
had to cover the entire plate it was cut very thinly to maximise prof-
its. A Vauxhall slice was said to be so thin a newspaper could be 
read through it.
6. entertaine: presumed to be incorrect French.
7. entrie: presumed to be either a misspelling or incorrect use of the 
French entrée meaning entry.
8. portmanteaus: large travelling bags typically made of stiff leather.
9. boudoir: a woman’s private sitting room or salon but may also 
refer to a woman’s private bedroom.
10. shoppy: used in a snobbish manner to refer to something as-
sociated with the retail trade and therefore signifying a lack of 
refinement.

Chapter IX
1. conjerance: conference.

Chapter X
1. rouey (rou’e): a debauched or dissolute man, especially one who 
is wealthy or aristocratic.
2. wittlow: correct spelling is whitlow meaning an abscess in the 
soft tissue around the fingernail or toenail.
2. costermonger: a person who sells fruit, vegetables, fish etc. in the 
street from a barrow or handcart.

Chapter XII
1. exquisite: obsolete term for a person accomplished in either 
good or bad things.
2. Dundreary whiskers: long bushy carefully combed side whisk-
ers worn without a beard, sometimes referred to as mutton chop 
whiskers or Piccadilly Weepers. They were named after Lord Dun-
dreary, a character in Tom Taylor’s 1858 British play titled “Our 
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American Cousin”, a farce about a boorish warm-hearted Ameri-
can who was introduced to his aristocratic English relatives. The 
appellation “Lord Dundreary” came to signify a good-natured but 
brainless aristocrat.
3. Crimean shirt: a long loose shirt made of durable fabric. In the 
nineteenth century Australian and New Zealand context it is asso-
ciated with a coloured flannel shirt worn outside the trousers par-
ticularly by workers in the bush.
4. trowsers: variant spelling of trousers.
5. Magna Carta: Dating from 1215 the Magna Carta known as the 
“Great Charter” established the principle that everyone, including 
royalty, is subject to the law. It is considered to be one of the most 
important documents in history which guarantees the rights of in-
dividuals, the right to justice and the right to a fair trial. The usage 
here is ironic.
6. bell‑topper: a top-hat with a bell-shaped crown.

Chapter XIII
1. tickets‑of‑leave: a convict could apply for a ticket-of-leave prior 
to completion of their full sentence on evidence of good behaviour. 
If granted, the convict could work for themselves and acquire prop-
erty provided they resided in a specified area, reported to muster 
at required intervals, and attend church weekly. In certain circum-
stances they could arrange to bring their families to the colonies 
from England but they were not free to leave the colony until they 
had completed their full sentence and/or been granted a pardon.
2. houri: a voluptuously beautiful woman.
3. teetotum: usually refers to a teetotal or temperance restaurant 
but here is used to refer to someone who abstains from alcohol.

Chapter XV
1. Government House: Auckland’s third Government House, 
completed in 1856, was part of an ultimately unsuccessful cam-
paign to retain Auckland as the seat of government. It was used 
sporadically after the seat of government moved to Wellington in 
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1866 and the building was eventually taken over by the University 
of Auckland in 1969.
2. cerulean: a deep sky-blue colour.
3. simple black silk: Annie is wearing black to denote she is in 
mourning.
4. quadrille: a square dance performed typically by four couples 
and containing five figures, each of which is a complete dance in 
itself.

Chapter XVIII
1. the reign of Bonny Queen Bess: Queen Elizabeth I reigned from 
1558 to 1603.
2. raupo hut: the water-repellent and insulating properties of raupo, 
a native reed that grows in wetlands and around the shallow edges 
of lakes, saw it used extensively as a building material by Māori and 
early Europeans.
3. wainscoting: wooden panel-work used to line walls.
4. carte de visite: a calling card with a photographic portrait mount-
ed on it. The technique was patented in 1854 and they became very 
popular in the mid-nineteenth century.

Chapter XIX
1. “to minister to a mind diseased”: a quotation from Macbeth, 
Act 5, Scene 3: 

Cure her of that.
Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased,
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow,
Raze out the written troubles of the brain
And with some sweet oblivious antidote
Cleanse the stuffed bosom of that perilous stuff
Which weighs upon the heart?

Chapter XX
1. oriel window: a large upper-story bay window.
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Chapter XXII
1. on the “tapis”: from the French sur le tapis meaning under dis-
cussion or consideration.
2. berthe richly laden with bugles: a misspelling of bertha – a col-
lar or trimming that is worn about the shoulders and across the 
breast of a low cut bodice for decoration and modesty; bugles were 
tube-shaped glass beads used to ornament clothing.
3. man‑of‑war: a sea vessel equipped for warfare.
4. middy: colloquial term for a midshipman – a non-commissioned 
naval officer ranking immediately below the most junior commis-
sioned officer.
5. “at home”: a reception of visitors; the host/hostess announced 
that they would be “At home” during certain hours, in the course of 
which the visitors could call and leave as they pleased.
6. salt: colloquial term for a sailor, especially one with much ex-
perience.
7. hen‑pecked: colloquial term to refer to a man who is domi-
neered by, or subject to the rule of, his wife. Under her journalistic 
nom de plume, Mary Ann Colclough wrote: “It seems that, in spite 
of the laws instituted by men, and bolstered up with every prop 
that an extreme reading of the Scripture can give, the laws of nature 
will still assert themselves; the mentally or physically stronger party 
in a marriage contract will ‘rule the roost.’ Materfamilias, tied to a 
stupid, obtuse, incapable simpleton (who only knows how to waste 
and squander, has no idea of managing either funds or business), 
ousts the semblance of manhood from his masculine pedestal, and 
whilst he is sprawling in the dust, stunned and blinded, trium-
phantly seizes the reins and drives on.’ (Polly Plum, “Hen-Pecked 
Husbands,” Daily Southern Cross, 12 April 1871, p. 3.)
8. Jack‑a‑shore: Jack or Jack Tar was a common nickname for 
a sailor; the phrase alludes to sailors going on a spree, usually a 
drinking spree, while on shore leave.
9. spooney: colloquial term for foolishly amorous.
10. fly: fly-coachman – the driver of a one-horse carriage hired for 
the day.
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Chapter XXIII
1. escutcheon: literally refers to heraldry or coat of arms but used 
here to denote the family reputation.
2. “the peerage”: The Peerage of England – a book containing a list 
of the peers and peeresses with their genealogy, history, connec-
tions, titles etc.
3. mushroom nobility: used figuratively to refer to the new nobil-
ity that had sprung up and was growing rapidly, often having risen 
to their positions by acquired wealth or having bought favours, in 
contrast to the established nobility and landed gentry.
4. whilom: archaic word meaning at some past time.
5. legatee: a person to whom a legacy is bequeathed.

Chapter XXIV
1. pilot coats: also known as pea coat – a heavy wool overcoat tra-
ditionally worn as a navy uniform.
2. Quixotic: motivated by exaggerated notions of chivalry and ro-
manticism; naïvely idealistic, after the fictional Spanish character 
Don Quixote in a comic satiric novel by Miguel de Cervantes 
published in the early seventeenth century.
3. tartar (presumed to mean tyrantos): the meaning is unclear: 
tartar refers to a person of irritable or violent temper; tyrantos may 
be intended as a variant of tyrant which can be traced to the Greek 
tyrannos meaning lord, master or absolute rule.
4. howsomever: a variant of however meaning in whatever manner.

Chapter XXV
1. glover: one who makes or sells gloves.
2. marquise: the wife or widow of a marquess (a British nobleman 
between the rank of earl and duke) or a woman holding the rank of 
marquess in her own right.
3. marchioness: a marquise.
4. curé: a parish priest in a French-speaking country.
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5. true woman: “Every true woman has a tenderness for manly fail-
ings (not vices, be it understood). She generally admires him all the 
more for the little faults and foibles that are thoroughly masculine. 
It is her nature to do so; the more manly, the more opposite to her-
self, the more she thinks of him. His hardness, his carelessness, his 
dauntless headstrong daring, are almost virtues in a woman’s eyes.” 
[Polly Plum, “True Women,” Daily Southern Cross, 23 November 
1869, p. 3.]
6. transported: transportation to the colonies to serve prison sen-
tences was an alternative punishment to hanging.
7. cupidity: greed for money or possessions.
8. sold out his regiment: from the late seventeenth century a trade 
in commissions was established whereby commissions in the cav-
alry and infantry regiments could be purchased and later sold on 
retirement.
9. covenanters: members of a Scottish Presbyterian movement of 
those who signed the National Covenant in 1638 to confirm their 
opposition to the interference by the Stuart kings in the affairs of 
the Presbyterian Church of Scotland.

Chapter XXVI
1. doating: a variant of doting.
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Orphaned and alone, the young governess Annie Barrington sails to New 
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man who offers her happiness, but whose past hides a dark crime. Also 
trying to escape the past are Annie’s employer, Mrs. Willoughby Watkins, 
and her stylish friend Mrs De Costremonge, who discover that conquer-
ing colonial high society is not as easy as they hoped. Back in England, 
Annie’s friend Laura Scott waits in vain for news of her absconded hus-
band. When Laura receives a fatal letter from the other side of the world, 
it threatens to destroy all that Annie holds dear.

First printed in 1865 as a newspaper serial, Alone in the World was one 
of the earliest sensation novels published in New Zealand by one of the 
country’s most outspoken feminist authors and journalists.

Jenny Coleman is a Senior Lecturer and Director of Academic Pro-
grammes for the College of Humanities and Social Sciences at Massey 
University, New Zealand. She is the author of Polly Plum, A Firm and 
Earnest Woman’s Advocate: Mary Ann Colclough, 1836–1885 (Dunedin: 
Otago University Press, 2017).
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