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  The
  only part of my history which I regard as worthy of placing on
  record
  is confined to a few months. I was thirty-two years of age at the
  time, and had thus entered into the very summer of my life. At
  that
  age a man's position ought to be assured; at any rate his career
  should be marked out with tolerable plainness. Such, however, was
  not
  my fortune. Although I bear one of the best known and most
  honoured
  names in my native country, I, Roger Trevanion, was in sore
  straits
  at the time of which I write. And this not altogether because of
  my
  own faults. I did not come into the possession of my heritage
  until I
  was thirty, my father having retained absolute control of his
  estate
  until his death. Up to that time I knew nothing of his money
  matters.
  Neither, indeed, did I care. I had enough for my own use; I
  possessed
  good horses and was able to enjoy what festivities the county
  provided, to the full. Ever since my mother's death, which took
  place
  when I was fourteen, my father paid me but little attention. He
  saw
  to it that I was taught to ride, fence, shoot, with other
  accomplishments befitting my station, and then allowed me to
  follow
  my own inclinations. As a consequence I became a gay fellow,
  being
  guilty, I am afraid, of most of the misdemeanours common to young
  men. I remembered that I was a Trevanion, however, and while I
  did
  not belong to the most important branch of the family, I held to
  the
  code of honour to which for many generations we had been
  true.




  I
  knew that my father gambled freely, and had many relations with
  people which were beyond my comprehension. I did not trouble
  about
  this, however. Very few restraints were placed upon me, and I was
  content.




  When
  my father died, I discovered that I was a poor man. I had still
  the
  semblance of wealth. I lived in the old house, and was supposed
  to
  own the lands surrounding it. The old servants still called me
  master, and the farmers paid their rents to me as they had paid
  them
  to my fathers. In reality, however, everything was mortgaged for
  nearly all it was worth. True, the lawyer told me that if I would
  discharge a number of superfluous servants, get rid of a number
  of
  useless horses, and consent to the sale of a quantity of timber,
  I
  could by practicing the strictest economy for ten years, place
  everything on a satisfactory footing.




  "That
  will mean that I must give up hunting, racing, drinking, betting,
  besides closing the house and living like a hermit, I suppose?"
  I said to him. "That does not suit me. Is there no other
  way?"




  "Yes,
  there is one," he replied.




  "And
  that?"




  "A
  suitable marriage."




  I
  shrugged my shoulders.




  "Women
  are not in my way, Mr. Hendy," I said. The truth was, I had
  fancied myself in love when I was twenty, with the daughter of
  John
  Boscawen, a distant relation of the famous Boscawens. She had led
  me
  on until I was mad about her. I was her slave for several months,
  and
  she treated me as though I were a dog of the fetch-and-carry
  breed.
  Presently a young fellow from a place near Penzance, Prideaux by
  name, came to her father's place, and no sooner did he start
  a-courting her than she sent me about my business, drove me away
  in
  fact, as though I were a cur. Since that time I had hated women,
  and
  I grew angry at the thought of ever being expected to put
  confidence
  in one.




  "The
  state of your affairs is not generally known," persisted the
  lawyer, "and a wife with a handsome dowry would mean getting
  back the deeds."




  "No
  petticoats for me," I replied angrily.




  "But
  if the petticoats mean comfort and freedom from money cares,
  would
  you not be wise to put aside your prejudice against them?"




  "Anything
  but that," I cried, remembering Amelia Boscawen.




  "Retrenchment
  or a wife," persisted the lawyer.




  "Neither,"
  I cried, angry that directly I came into my heritage I should
  find
  myself in such a fix.




  The
  lawyer sighed.




  "From
  whom did my father borrow?" I asked presently.




  "Peter
  Trevisa," he replied.




  I
  knew the man slightly. A little, shrivelled-up, old creature who
  had
  married late in life, and who had one son whom we called "Young
  Peter," because he was so much like his father. Young Peter was
  not so old as I, and I had never been friendly with him. In fact
  I
  had despised him as a ferrety kind of fellow, with whom I had
  nothing
  in common.




  "He
  holds you like that," said the lawyer, putting out his hand and
  clasping it.




  A
  great deal more was said, but to no purpose, and I went on as I
  had
  gone before. True, I discharged one or two of the younger
  servants
  and sold a quantity of timber, but I did not retrench as the
  lawyer
  advised. Thus at the end of two years I was, if possible, in a
  worse
  position than when my father died.




  One
  day—and here my story really begins—I rode off to a fox hunt. I
  still held my head high, and rode the best horse in the field. I
  was
  careful, too, to be well dressed, and I prided myself that in
  spite
  of my poverty I was inferior to none. I was young, regarded as
  handsome, stood over six feet in my stockings, and was well set
  up.
  As usual I avoided women, although there were many at the meet.
  Although one of the heaviest men there, I kept well ahead through
  the
  day, and in spite of the weight of my debts I was in at the
  death.




  After
  the hunt I went to Geoffry Luxmore's ball, which was a part of
  the day's programme, but I did not join the dancers. I wanted to
  be
  free from women, and therefore accepted an invitation to take
  part in
  a game of cards.




  While
  sitting at dinner I saw old Peter Trevisa. He nodded to me in a
  friendly way. Afterward he came to me and caught me by the
  arm.




  "And
  how are matters going at Trevanion, eh, lad?" he asked.




  "Grandly,"
  I replied gaily, for I was heated with good wine and I felt no
  cares.




  "Thou
  shouldst be in the dancing-room, lad," he said. "There's
  many a fine maid there; many with a big dowry. Geoffry Luxmore's
  daughter should suit thee well, Roger."




  "No
  women for me," I cried.




  "No;
  dost a hate them so?"




  I
  shrugged my shoulders.




  "Then
  my Peter'll be getting Trevanion, Roger?" he said with a
  leer.




  In
  spite of my excitement I felt uneasy as I looked at his
  eyes.




  "I've
  been thinking about calling in my mortgage," he said.




  "Do,"
  I replied.




  "Ah,
  sits the wind in that quarter, eh? Well, Roger, thou hast always
  been
  a dare-devil fellow. But a landless Trevanion will be a sorry
  sight."




  "There
  never has been one yet."




  "And
  if thou art the first, 'twill be a sorry business."




  I
  felt more uncomfortable, so I swallowed a large bumper of wine to
  keep my spirits up.




  Presently
  we sat down to play. I won, I remember, freely at first, and was
  in
  high good humour.




  "Luck
  seems with thee to-night," said old Peter Trevisa. "After
  all, it seems thou'st done well to come here rather than go
  a-dancing
  with the maidens yonder."




  As
  he spoke the music ceased, and on looking up I saw Ned Prideaux,
  the
  fellow who had stolen Amelia Boscawen from me, come into the
  room.




  I
  don't know that I felt any enmity toward him; the only wrong
  feeling
  I had for him was on account of my pride. That he should have
  been
  preferred before me wounded my vanity.




  Old
  Peter Trevisa knew of the business, and laughed as he came
  up.




  "Thou
  didst beat him in courting, lad," he said to Prideaux, "let's
  see if thou canst beat him at playing."




  This
  he said like one who had been drinking a good deal. And although
  I
  had not seen him making free with wine, I fancied he must be
  fairly
  drunk; consequently I did not resent his words. Besides, I was in
  high good humour because of my winnings.




  "I'll
  take a hand with pleasure," answered Prideaux. He wiped his
  brow, for he had been dancing, and sat down opposite me.




  I
  broke a fresh bottle of wine, and we commenced playing. Fool that
  I
  was, I drank freely throughout the evening, and presently I
  became so
  excited that I hardly knew what I was doing. Several fellows
  gathered
  around to watch us, and the stakes were high. I had not been
  playing with Prideaux long before my luck turned. I began to lose
  all
  I had gained. Old Peter Trevisa chuckled as he saw that the cards
  were against me.




  "Give
  it up, Roger," he said in a sneering kind of way; "Trevanion
  can't stand bad luck, lad."




  This
  wounded my pride. "Trevanion can stand as much as I care to let
  it stand," I replied, and I laid my last guinea on the
  table.




  Presently
  Mr. Hendy, the old family lawyer, came to my side.




  "Be
  careful, Mr. Trevanion," he whispered, "this is no time for
  ducks and drakes."




  But
  I answered him with an oath, for I was in no humour to be
  corrected.
  Besides, wild and lawless as I had been for several years, I
  remembered that I was a Trevanion, and resented the family
  attorney
  daring to try to check me in public.




  "He
  won't listen to reason, Hendy," sneered old Peter Trevisa. "Ah,
  these young men! Hot blood, Hendy, hot blood; we can't stop a
  Trevanion."




  I
  had now lost all my money, but I would not stop. Old Trevisa
  standing
  at my elbow offering sage advice maddened me. I blurted out what
  at
  another time I would not have had mentioned on any
  consideration.




  "You
  have a stake in Trevanion, Trevisa," I cried angrily.




  "Nonsense,
  nonsense, Roger," whispered the old man, yet so loudly that all
  could hear.




  "You
  have," I cried, "you know you have. If I paid you all
  you lent my father, there would be little left. How much would
  the
  remnant be?"




  "We'll
  not speak of that," laughed the old man.




  "But
  we will," I said defiantly, for what with wine, and bad luck,
  and the irritation of the old man's presence I was beside myself.
  "What more would you lend on the estate?"




  He
  named a sum.




  "I'll
  play you for that sum, Prideaux," I cried.




  "No,"
  replied Prideaux; "no, Trevanion, you've lost enough."




  "But
  I will!" I replied angrily.




  "No,"
  said Prideaux, "I'm not a gamester of that order. I only play
  for such sums as have been laid on the table."




  "But
  you shall!" I cried with an oath; "you dare not as a
  gentleman refuse me. You've won five hundred guineas from me this
  very night. You must give me a chance of winning it back."




  "Luck
  is against you, Trevanion," replied Prideaux. "It shall
  never be said of me that I won a man's homestead from him. I
  refuse
  to play."




  "Prideaux
  has won a maid from you!" laughed old Trevisa with a drunken
  hiccup. "Be careful or he'll take Trevanion, too."




  "I'll
  never play for the land," cried Prideaux again.




  "But
  you shall," I protested. "If you refuse you are no
  gentleman, and you will act like a coward to boot."




  "Very
  well," replied Prideaux coolly, "it shall be as you say."




  We
  arranged our terms and commenced playing again.




  Half
  an hour later I had lost the sum which old Peter Trevisa said he
  could further advance on Trevanion. I do not think I revealed my
  sensations when I realized that I had lost my all, but a cold
  feeling
  came into my heart nevertheless.




  "Trevanion,"
  said Prideaux, "we'll not regard the last half-hour's play as
  anything. It was only fun."




  "That
  will not do," I replied. "We have played, and I have lost;
  that is all."




  "But
  I shall not take——"




  "You
  will," I cried. "You have played fairly, and it is yours. I
  will see to it at once that the amount shall be handed to
  you."




  "I
  will not take it," cried Prideaux. "I absolutely refuse."




  I
  know I was mad; my blood felt like streams of molten fire in my
  veins, but I was outwardly cool. The excitement I had previously
  shown was gone. Perhaps despair helped me to appear calm.




  "Look
  you, Peter Trevisa," I said; "you give Prideaux a draft for
  that money."




  "Roger,
  Roger," said the old man coaxingly, "take Prideaux's offer.
  He won your maid; don't let him win Trevanion too. You'll cut a
  sorry
  figure as a landless Trevanion."




  I
  seized a pen which lay near, and wrote some words on a piece of
  paper.




  "There,"
  I said to Prideaux as I threw it to him, "it shall not be said
  that a Trevanion ever owed a Prideaux anything, not even a
  gaming debt. Gentlemen, I wish you good-night."




  I
  left the room as I spoke and ordered my horse. I was able to walk
  straight, although I felt slightly giddy. I scarcely realized
  what I
  had done, although I had a vague impression that I was now
  homeless
  and friendless. A ten-mile journey lay before me, but I thought
  nothing of it. What time I arrived at Trevanion I know not. My
  horse
  was taken from me by an old servant, and without speaking a word
  to
  any one I went straight to bed.
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  The
  next morning I awoke with terrible pains in my head, while my
  heart
  lay like lead within me. For some time I could not realize what
  had
  happened; indeed, I hardly knew where I was. It was broad
  daylight,
  but I could not tell what the hour was. Presently a clock began
  to
  strike, and then I realized that I lay in my own bed at Trevanion
  and
  that the clock stood in the turret of my own stables. I counted
  the
  strokes. It stopped at eleven. No sooner had it ceased than all
  that
  had happened the previous night flashed through my mind. I jumped
  out
  of bed and looked out of the window. Never had the place seemed
  so
  fair to look upon, never had the trees looked so large and
  stately.
  And I was burdened with the dread remembrance that it was no
  longer mine. When I had dressed I tried to face the matter
  fairly. I tried to understand what I had done. The more I thought
  about it the more I cursed myself for being a fool. For I felt
  how
  insane I had been. I had drunk too much wine, I had allowed
  myself to
  become angry at old Peter Trevisa's words. I had blurted out
  truths
  which under other circumstances I would rather have bitten my
  tongue
  in two than have told. I had acted like a madman. Wild, foolish
  as I
  had been in the past, that night was the climax of my folly. Why
  had
  old Peter Trevisa's presence and words aroused me so?




  The
  more I thought the sadder I became, the darker did my prospects
  appear. I had given Prideaux a written guarantee for the money I
  had
  been unable to pay. That piece of paper meant my ruin, if he took
  advantage of it. Would he do this? Yes, I would see that he did.
  In
  extremities as I was, I would rather sacrifice the land than
  violate
  our old code of honour.




  I
  heard a knock at the door, and a servant entered.




  "From
  Mr. Trevisa of Treviscoe, sir," he said.




  I
  am afraid my hand trembled slightly as I took the letter.




  "Who
  brought it, Daniel?" I asked.




  "A
  servant, sir."




  "Let
  breakfast be ready in ten minutes, Daniel; I'll be down by that
  time."




  "Yes,
  sir."




  I
  broke the seal of the letter and read it. I soon discovered that
  it
  was written by young Peter Trevisa. For, first of all, it was
  written in a clear hand and correctly spelt, and I knew that old
  Peter's writing was crabbed and ill-shapen; besides which, the
  old
  man had not learnt the secret of stringing words together with
  anything like ease. The contents of the epistle, too, revealed
  the
  fact that the son, and not the father, acted as scribe. The
  following
  is an exact transcript thereof:



 








  
    "
  
  
    
      Treviscoe
    
  
  
     the
    25th day of March in the year 1745.
  




  
    To
    Roger Trevanion, Esq., of Trevanion.
  




  
    
      Dear
      Sir
    
  
  
    :—The
    events of last night having altered their complexion somewhat
    after
    you left the house of Geoffry Luxmore, Esq., and the writing
    which
    you gave to Mr. Edward Prideaux having changed hands, with that
    gentleman's consent, it has become necessary for you to visit
    Treviscoe without delay. My father has therefore instructed me
    to
    write (instead of employing our attorney, who has up to the
    present
    conducted all correspondence relating to my father's
    connections with
    Trevanion) urging your presence here. I am also asked to
    impress upon
    you the fact that it will be greatly to your advantage to
    journey
    here immediately, while your delay will be perilous to
    yourself. We
    shall therefore expect you here within two hours from the
    delivery of
    this letter.
  





  
    
      Peter
      Trevisa.
    
  
  
    "
  




 








  This
  communication certainly looked ominous, and I felt in no very
  pleasant frame of mind as I entered the room beneath, where my
  breakfast had been placed for me.




  "Where
  is the fellow who brought this, Daniel?" I asked of my old
  serving-man.




  "He
  is standin' outside, sur. He wudden cum in. He seemed in a terble
  'urry."




  I
  went to the door and saw a horse which had evidently been hard
  ridden. It was covered with mud and sweat. The man who stood by
  the
  animal's side touched his hat when he saw me.




  "Go
  into the kitchen, my man, and get something to eat and drink," I
  said.




  "I
  must not, sur," was the reply. "My master told me to ride
  hard, and to return immediately I got your answer."




  "Anything
  wrong at Treviscoe?"




  "Not
  as I know ov, sur."




  I
  had no hope of anything good from old Peter, and I felt like
  defying
  him. My two years' possession of Trevanion had brought but little
  joy. Every day I was pinched for money, and to have an old house
  to
  maintain without a sufficient income galled me. The man who is
  poor
  and proud is in no enviable position. Added to this, the desire
  to
  hide my poverty had made me reckless, extravagant, dissolute.
  Sometimes I had been driven to desperation, and, while I had
  never
  forgotten the Trevanion's code of honour, I had become feared and
  disliked by many people. Let me here say that the Trevanion code
  of
  honour might be summed up in the following way: "Never betray a
  woman. Never break a promise. Never leave an insult unavenged.
  Suffer
  any privation rather than owe money to any man. Support the
  church,
  and honour the king."




  Having
  obeyed these dictates, a Trevanion might feel himself free to do
  what
  else he liked. He could be a drunkard, a gamester, a
  swashbuckler,
  and many other things little to be desired. I speak now for my
  own
  branch of the family, for I had but little to do with others of
  my
  name. In the course of years the estates had been much divided,
  and
  my father's patrimony was never great. True, there were many
  hundreds
  of acres of land, but, even although all of it were free from
  embarrassment, it was not enough to make its owner wealthy. My
  father
  had also quarrelled with those who bore our name, partly, I
  expect,
  because they treated him with but little courtesy. Perhaps this
  was
  one reason why he had been recklessly extravagant, and why he had
  taken no pains to make me careful. Anyhow I am afraid that while
  I
  was feared by many I was beloved by few. I had had many quarrels,
  and
  the law of my county being something lax, I had done deeds which
  had
  by no means endeared me to my neighbours.




  My
  pride was great, my temper was of the shortest, my tastes and
  habits
  were expensive, and my income being small, I was weary of keeping
  up
  a position for which I had not the means.




  Consequently,
  as I read young Peter Trevisa's letter, I felt like refusing to
  obey
  his bidding. I had been true to the Trevanion code of honour. I
  had
  given Prideaux a written promise that the gaming debt should be
  paid.
  Let them do their worst. I was young, as strong as a horse,
  scarcely
  knew the meaning of fatigue, and I loved adventure. I was the
  last of my branch of the family, so there was no one that I
  feared
  grieving. Very well, then, I would seek my fortune elsewhere.
  There
  were treasures in India, there were quarrels nearer home, and
  strong
  men were needed. There were many careers open to me; I would
  leave
  Trevanion and go to lands beyond the seas.




  I
  was about to tell the man to inform his master that I refused to
  go
  to Treviscoe, when I was influenced to change my mind. I was
  curious
  to know what old Peter had to say. I was careless as to what he
  intended doing in relation to the moneys I owed him, but I
  wondered
  what schemes the old man had in his mind. Why did he want to see
  me?
  It would do no harm to ride to his house. I wanted occupation,
  excitement, and the ride would be enjoyable.




  "Very
  well," I said, "if I do not see your master before you do,
  tell him I will follow you directly."




  "Yes,
  sur," and without another word the man mounted the horse and
  rode away.




  I
  ate a hearty breakfast, and before long felt in a gay mood. True
  the
  old home was dear to me, but the thought of being free from
  anxious
  care as to how I might meet my creditors was pleasant. I made
  plans
  as to where I should go, and what steps I should first take in
  winning a fortune. The spirit of adventure was upon me, and I
  laughed
  aloud. In a few days Cornwall should know me no more. I would go
  to
  London; when there nothing should be impossible to a man of
  thirty-two.




  I
  spoke pleasantly to Daniel, the old serving-man, and my laughter
  became infectious. A few seconds later the kitchen maids had
  caught
  my humour. Then my mood changed, for I felt a twinge of pain at
  telling them they must leave the old place. Some of them had
  lived
  there long years, and they would ill-brook the thought of seeking
  new
  service. They had served the family faithfully too, and ought to
  be
  pensioned liberally instead of being sent penniless into the
  world.




  A
  little later I was riding furiously toward Treviscoe. The place
  was a
  good many miles from Trevanion, but I reached it in a little more
  than an hour. I found old Peter and his son eagerly awaiting
  me.




  "Glad
  to see you, Roger, glad to see you," said the old man.




  "Why
  did you send for me?" I asked.




  "I'll
  tell you directly. John, take some wine in the library."




  The
  servant departed to do his bidding, and I followed the two
  Trevisas
  into the library.




  "Sit
  down by the fire, Roger, lad; that's it. First of all we'll drink
  each other's health in the best wine I have in my cellar. This is
  a
  special occasion, Roger."




  "Doubtless,
  a special occasion," I replied; "but no wine for me at
  present. I want to keep my head cool in talking with such as you.
  What do you want of me?"




  "Let's
  not be hasty, Roger," said old Peter, eyeing me keenly, while
  young Peter drew his chair to a spot where his face was shaded,
  but from which he could see me plainly. "Let's be
  friendly."




  "I'm
  in no humour to be friendly," was my rejoinder. "Tell me
  why you have wished me to come to you?"




  "I
  would have come to you, but I had a twinge of gout this morning,
  and
  was not able to travel. I wanted to see you on an important
  matter,
  my dear lad."




  "Will
  you drop all such honeyed phrases, Peter Trevisa," I said
  angrily. "I know you lent money to my father on Trevanion. I
  know I have been a fool since I came into possession. Last night
  I
  lost my head. Well, Prideaux shall be paid, and you will take the
  rest. I quite expect this, and am prepared for it."




  "Prideaux
  has been paid," laughed the old man.




  "In
  cash?"




  "Aye,
  that he has."




  "Who
  paid him?"




  "I
  did."




  "Oh,
  I see. You wanted the bone all to yourself, did you," I cried
  angrily. "Well, some dogs are like that. But it makes no
  difference to me. Do your worst."




  "You
  remember this," he said, holding up the piece of paper I had
  given to Prideaux the night before.




  "I
  was mad when I wrote it," I replied, "but I remember it
  well. How did it come into your hands?"




  "Prideaux
  has very fine notions about honour," remarked old Peter. "He
  did not like taking advantage of it, and yet he knew that you as
  a Trevanion would insist on his doing so."




  "Well?"




  "Well,
  Roger lad, seeing I have the Trevanion deeds, I thought I might
  as
  well have this too. So I offered him money down, and he was
  pleased
  to arrange the matter that way. He has made the thing over to
  me."




  "Let's
  see it—his writing ought to be on it to that effect."




  "It
  is; aye, it is."




  "Then
  let me look at it."




  "No,
  Roger. This paper is very precious to me. I dare not let you have
  it.
  You might destroy it then."




  "Peter
  Trevisa," I cried, "did ever a Trevanion do a trick like
  that?"




  "No,
  but you are in a tight corner, and——"




  
    "Listen,
    you chattering old fool," I cried angrily. "If I wished, I
    could squeeze the life out of the bodies of both of you and
    take the
    paper from you before anyone could come to your aid. But that's
    not
    my way; give it me."
  




  "I'll
  trust you, Roger; here it is."




  I
  looked at the paper. I saw my own promise and signature;
  underneath
  it was stated that the money had been paid by Peter Trevisa, and
  signed "Edward Prideaux."




  I
  flung it at him. "There," I said, "you've forged the
  last link in your chain now. I am quite prepared for what I have
  no
  doubt you will do. Trevanion is yours. Well, have it; may it
  bring
  you as much joy as it has brought me."




  
    "You
    misjudge me," cried old Peter. "You misjudge both me and my
    son. True, Trevanion would be a fine place for my lad, but then
    I
    should not like to drive you away from your old home. All the
    Trevanions would turn in their graves if anyone else lived
    there. I
    want to be your friend. I desire to help you on to your feet
    again."
  




  "Wind!"
  I cried. "Trust you to help any man!"




  "Listen
  to what my father has to say," cried young Peter. "You will
  see that we both wish to be friendly."




  His
  face was partly hidden; nevertheless I saw the curious light
  shining
  from his eyes. He was undersized, this young Peter, just as his
  father was. A foxy expression was on his face, and his mouth
  betrayed
  his nature. He was cunning and sensual. His was not unlike a
  monkey's
  face. His forehead receded, his lips were thick, his ears
  large.




  "Roger
  Trevanion, my lad, there is no reason why you should have to
  leave
  your old home. Nay, there is no reason why you should not be
  better
  off than you have been. That is why I got this paper from Edward
  Prideaux."




  Old
  Peter spoke slowly, looking at me from the corner of his
  eyes.




  "You
  want me to do something," I said after a minute's silence.




  "Ah,
  Roger," laughed the old man, "how quickly you jump at
  conclusions."




  "It
  will not do, Peter Trevisa," I cried. "You have Trevanion.
  Well, make the most of it. I shall not be sorry to be away from
  the county. The thought that everything has really belonged to
  you
  has hung like a millstone around my neck. I am not going to fetch
  and
  carry for you."




  "But
  if you had the deeds back. If I burnt this paper. If the estate
  were
  unencumbered. What then?"




  "You
  know it will not be. Trust you to give up your pound of
  flesh."




  "You
  do me an injustice," replied old Peter, with a semblance of
  righteous indignation. "What right have you to say this? Have I
  been hard on you. Have I dunned you for your money."




  "No;
  but you have lost no opportunity of letting me know that the
  place
  belongs to you."




  "That
  was natural, very natural. I wanted to put a check on your
  extravagance."




  I
  laughed in his face, for I knew this to be a lie.




  "Roger
  Trevanion," cried young Peter, "my father is a merciful
  man. He has your welfare at heart. He is old too. Is it manly to
  mock
  old age."




  "Let
  there be an end of this," I cried. "I begin to see why you
  have brought me here. I knew you had some deep-laid plans or I
  would
  not have come. It is always interesting to know what such as you
  think. Well, let's know what it is."




  For
  the moment I seemed master of the situation. An outsider would
  have
  imagined them in my power instead of I being in theirs.
  Especially
  did young Peter look anxious.




  "I
  am sure we can trust Roger," said the old man. "When a
  Trevanion gives his word he has never been known to break
  it."




  "But
  they are learning to be careful how to give their word," I
  retorted.




  Peter
  looked uneasy. "But if I ask you to keep what I tell you a
  secret, you will promise, Roger?"




  "I
  ask for no confidences," I replied.




  "You
  said just now that we wanted you to do something," said young
  Peter. "You guessed rightly. If you do not feel inclined to do
  what we ask you, you will of course respect anything we may tell
  you?"




  "That
  is but fair," was my answer.




  "You
  promise, then?" cried old Peter.




  "If
  I honourably can," I replied.




  For
  a few seconds both men were silent; then old Peter began to speak
  again.




  "Roger
  Trevanion," he said, "you know that I hold the deeds of
  Trevanion; you know that you are entirely at my mercy."




  "Well
  enough."




  "You
  would like to remain at Trevanion? You, a Trevanion, would not
  like
  to be an outcast, a mere vagrant, a landless gipsy."




  "I
  don't care much," I replied. "I should be free; and I would
  rather be landless than be supposed to own the land, while
  everything
  practically belonged to you. I've told you this before. Why make
  me
  say it again?"




  "But
  you would like the deeds back. You would like to live at the old
  home
  with plenty of money?"




  "You
  know I would. Why mock me?"




  "You
  would do a great deal in order that this might come to
  pass."




  "What
  do you want?"




  We
  had come back to the same point again, and again old Peter
  hesitated.




  "You
  know Restormel?" he said at length.




  "Restormel
  Castle, up by Lostwithiel?" I asked.




  "No;
  Restormel in the parish of St. Miriam, a few miles north from
  here?"




  "Oh,
  yes, I know."




  "What
  do you know?"




  Both
  old Peter and young Peter spoke in the same breath; both spoke
  eagerly, too—anxiously in fact.




  "What
  is rumoured by certain gossips," I replied. "I expect there
  is no truth in it."




  "But
  what have you heard?"




  "It
  is said that the estate belongs to a chit of a maid," I replied;
  "that the maid's mother died at her birth, and that her father,
  Godfrey Molesworth, did not long survive her. That he was
  broken-hearted. That everything was left to a mere baby."




  "But
  what became of the baby?"




  "I
  know not. I have heard that she has never been seen on the place,
  although her father has been dead wellnigh twenty years. That the
  rents are paid to Colman Killigrew who lives at Endellion Castle,
  and
  who is a godless old savage. Rumour says that he claims to be the
  maid's guardian. But of this I am ignorant. He lives full fifty
  miles
  from here, and I know nothing of him."




  "That
  is all you have heard?"




  "That
  is all I can remember at present."




  "You
  have never seen the maid?"




  "No.
  Who has? Stay; I have heard she was placed in a convent school.
  Old
  Killigrew is a Catholic, I suppose."




  "I'll
  tell you more, Roger Trevanion. Colman Killigrew has been
  fattening
  on the Restormel lands for wellnigh twenty years. He hath kept
  the
  maid, Nancy Molesworth, a prisoner. In a few months she will be
  twenty-one. He intends marrying her to one of his sons. She hates
  the
  whole tribe of Killigrews, but he cares nothing for that. He is
  determined; you can guess why."




  "Yes,
  such things are common. But what is that to me? I know nothing of
  the
  maid, Nancy Molesworth; I do not care. Let the Killigrews marry
  her;
  let them possess Restormel."




  "My
  son Peter hath seen the maid, Roger."




  "Ah!
  How?"




  "He
  had to pay a visit in the neighbourhood of Endellion Castle, and
  he
  saw her by chance."




  "Spoke
  he to her?"




  "No,
  he did not; she did not see him. She is kept a close prisoner,
  but my
  Peter hath lost his heart."




  I
  turned and looked at young Peter, and his face looked more
  monkeyish
  than ever. A simpering smile played around his protruding mouth.
  His
  eyes shone like those of a weazel.




  "Well,"
  I said, "what is this to me?"




  "This,
  Roger Trevanion. I want that maid, Nancy Molesworth, brought here
  to
  Treviscoe. I want to save her from those Papist savages who
  would bring ruin upon the maid and upon the country."




  "That's
  nothing to me," I replied; "I avoid women. They are all
  alike—all cruel, all selfish, all false as hell. Why tell your
  plans to me?"




  "Because,"
  cried young Peter, "if you will bring the sweet maid, Nancy
  Molesworth, to Treviscoe, you shall have the Trevanion deeds
  back. I
  will destroy this paper you gave to Prideaux, and we will forgive
  a
  large part of the money you have had from us." And he named a
  fairly liberal sum.
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  I
  must confess to being startled by this proposal. I had not
  foreseen
  it. That I should have to do with any woman formed no part of my
  plans. As I have said, I hated women; I had not forgotten the
  lesson
  I had learnt as a lad. Hence the suddenness of his proposal took
  me
  somewhat aback.




  But
  I did not betray my feelings. Instead I walked quietly around the
  room, occasionally glancing at the two men who watched me
  closely.




  "If
  I refuse to do this," I said presently, "you will of course
  make good your claims on Trevanion?"




  Both
  nodded.




  "And
  if I consent, you will in payment for my services destroy the
  paper I
  gave to Prideaux, give me back the deeds, and forgive the amount
  you mentioned?"




  "I
  will have papers drawn up to that effect," replied old Peter in
  honeyed tones. "I will always be a friend to you, and render you
  any little services in my power. You are but thirty-two. Think
  what a
  gay life you could live!"




  I
  saw what was in his mind. He thought I should continue my
  spendthrift
  habits, and that as a natural consequence he would soon possess
  the
  deeds again. But I said nothing. There was no need that I should.
  Besides at that moment I felt a great desire to stay at
  Trevanion,
  and I formed a resolution that if ever I got the deeds, I would
  never
  let them go out of my possession again.




  The
  matter required thinking about; and heedless of the inquiries I
  still
  paced Treviscoe library, trying the while to read the two
  Trevisas'
  motives, and understand the whole bearings of the case. I was not
  long in forming conclusions.




  "The
  Restormel estates are valuable, I suppose?" I said at
  length.




  "There
  is some very good land on it," replied old Peter. "Molesworth
  harbour is in it."




  "Just
  so; and you mean that young Peter should marry this maid?" I
  continued.




  "And
  what then?" cried old Peter. "That's naught to you. You
  hate all women, you say. You care not what may become of her if
  you
  have your deeds back, and become a prosperous man?"




  "No!"
  I replied, shrugging my shoulders. "I care not"; and
  yet I felt uneasy, I knew not why.




  "Besides
  the maid hates the Killigrews, hates 'em!"




  "How
  do you know?"




  "I've
  found out."




  I
  must confess I did not like the work. The idea that I should take
  a
  maid barely twenty-one from the man claiming to be her guardian,
  and
  bring her to Treviscoe, the home of these two Trevisas, was
  repellent
  to me. I was not over-particular what I did as a rule, but this
  caused a nasty taste in my mouth. This Nancy Molesworth might
  marry
  young Peter, crawling ugly worm as he was, that was nothing to
  me;
  what matter it who women married? He might have the Restormel
  lands
  too, if he could get them. Still, although I had given myself
  pretty
  much over to the devil during the last few years, I did not like
  the
  thought that a Trevanion should do the dirty work of a
  Trevisa.




  Had
  they told me all? Why should they select me for this mission? And
  why
  should they be willing to pay such a big price? There were plenty
  of
  gangs of cut-throats in Cornwall who would do their bidding for a
  less sum.




  "You
  had better place this affair in other hands," I said at
  length.




  "Haven't
  we offered enough?" cried young Peter.




  "It's
  too dear at any price, I am afraid," I replied, and yet my heart
  went out toward Trevanion as I spoke.




  "You
  are prepared to give up your old home, discharge your old
  servants,
  and become nameless then?" old Peter said, his ferrety eyes
  fastened on me all the while.




  "Others
  would do it cheaper," I replied; "far cheaper. Tom
  Belowda's gang would attempt the work for a hundred
  guineas."




  Young
  Peter lost his head as I spoke. "Could I trust the sweet maid
  with a gang of roughs?" he cried; "besides, we should place
  ourselves in their power, they would know our secrets."




  "It
  would pay them not to tell."




  "Aye,
  but a secret held by such ceases to be a secret."




  I
  saw that my game was to hold back, and I continued to do so. The
  thought of retaining Trevanion grew dearer each minute, but I did
  not
  let them know.




  "It's
  a difficult task," I suggested, still continuing to pace the
  room.




  "Not
  so difficult for such as you," said old Peter coaxingly. "When
  you Trevanions make up your mind to do a thing you do it,
  although
  the furies stand in your way. You are as strong as a horse and if
  need be could fight like a fiend from the bottomless pit. Not
  that
  there would be any need," he added quickly.




  "If
  it is so easy," I retorted, "let young Peter do this
  himself. He says he loves this maid, and love," I laughed
  sneeringly, "overcomes all difficulties. This is just the work
  for a lover. It smacks of far-off days. Let Peter attack the
  castle
  like the knights of past ages, and bear off his bride in
  triumph. He would make a fine sight carrying a maid on his
  crupper."




  I
  saw a look of vindictive hatred shine from young Peter's eyes,
  but he
  said nothing.




  "Peter
  is not fit for such work," was the old man's reply. "He was
  delicate from a child. Riding wearies him, he has neither the
  strength nor the daring necessary."




  "You
  say that Killigrew has sons?" I said at length, a new thought
  flashing into my mind.




  "Yes."




  "Many?"




  "Five."




  "Be
  they weaklings like you, or strong fighting men?" I said,
  turning to young Peter.




  "Strong
  men, giants," he said quickly, and then he tried to qualify his
  words as though he were afraid that difficulties would hinder
  me.




  For
  the first time I found pleasure in the thought of accepting the
  mission. It fired my blood to think of doing battle with these
  sturdy
  Killigrews. They were Papists too, and I had been taught to hate
  them
  from my childhood. I longed for some reckless work to do. At
  first it
  had seemed tame and mean to carry away a chit of a maid from
  Endellion Castle, and take her to Treviscoe, that she might
  become
  the wife of Peter Trevisa. I surmised, too, that young Peter
  thought
  quite as much of Restormel as he did of the maid. But to go into
  a
  house where there were five young fellows who were giants, and
  take
  away a maid who was closely guarded, aroused all my love for
  adventure.




  "What
  is this Endellion Castle?" I asked. "Is it one of the old
  Cornish fortresses?"




  "Part
  of the castle still stands," replied young Peter. "The
  grandfather of the present Colman Killigrew built the present
  house
  adjoining it."




  "It
  is well guarded, I suppose?"




  "Yes,"
  replied young Peter reluctantly. "Colman Killigrew and all his
  sons are rebels at heart. In his father's days he and his family
  supported King James; they long for a Catholic to be on the
  throne,
  and there is a rumour that they are planning against our good
  King
  George."




  "Hath
  anything been proved against them?"




  "No,
  not proved, but matters look suspicious. Rumour saith, that
  should
  there be a rebellion he could command five hundred swords. There
  is a
  strong Papist feeling in the neighbourhood of Endellion."




  "And
  the maid, is she a Papist?"




  "Her
  father, Godfrey Molesworth, was a strong Protestant, but Heaven
  only
  knows what they have persuaded her to be."




  This
  information caused new thoughts to come into my mind, and I
  determined to remember what he had told me.




  "Are
  Colman Killigrew and his sons beloved by the neighbouring
  families?"
  I asked presently.




  "He
  is both beloved and hated. Some of the Catholics are his friends,
  but
  others mistrust him sorely."




  These
  matters came out slowly. Evidently young Peter did not care about
  discussing them. Perchance he was afraid lest I should shrink
  from
  trying to carry out his plans when I knew them.




  I
  was silent for some time. I pondered much over what I had
  heard.




  "All
  this should be nothing to thee, Roger, lad," said old Peter,
  becoming more and more familiar in his tones. "All the
  Trevanions for many generations have sought to help the
  oppressed.
  Thou hast the blood of thy fathers within thee. This is work
  worthy
  of the best. Besides, if thou wilt do this, both Peter and myself
  will befriend thee always. Peter's heart went out after the maid,
  and
  he longed to set her free. She is suffering, Roger, suffering
  greatly. Killigrew will rob her, and sell her to one of his
  brutal
  sons. Such a work as we asked will win the blessing of
  Heaven."




  "Have
  done with this Quaker talk!" I cried. "I care nothing about
  such things. Perchance the maid will be better off where she is
  than
  with you; perchance, too, one of these Killigrews will make a
  better
  husband for her than your puling lad."




  "Nay,
  think not so," cried the old man; "Peter is a good lad,
  weak in body, but quick in thinking, and hath a kind
  heart."




  "I
  like a fight," I blurted out; "I do not object to a rough
  bit of work, but——" I mused.




  "But
  what, Roger, lad?"




  "I
  hate aught that hath to do with women. This matter presents many
  difficulties. I must get to speak with the maid, if she be as you
  say. If not, I must carry her off by force. Anyway I shall have a
  wench on my hand for days. I dislike this. I am no woman's man,
  and I should repel her by my roughness."




  Peter's
  eyes glistened. "But you would be kind to her?" he asked
  eagerly.




  "Kind!"
  I replied. "I would always treat a helpless maid with respect.
  No man who is a man could be cruel to these poor things, who
  cannot
  fight for themselves. Still one cannot trust women. Mostly they
  would
  betray a man at a pinch even though he were fighting for their
  welfare."




  "That
  is why we are anxious to have such a man as you to help us,"
  cried old Peter. "If we gave this to some, my lad would be
  eating his heart away with jealousy. He would think they would be
  plotting to take her away from him. But you, Roger, you have been
  badly treated by women, therefore——"




  "I
  should pay them scant courtesy," I interrupted.




  "I
  know a Trevanion would always treat a well-born maid as she
  should be
  treated. Besides——"




  "Besides
  what?"




  "If
  you promise to bring the maid here, you will bring her."




  "Yes,"
  I replied grimly, "if I promise."




  "You
  are as clever as a lawyer, and strong as a horse," wheedled old
  Peter, "and a Trevanion always keeps his promise."




  To
  this I vouchsafed no reply, but I saw the old man's purpose in
  trying
  to flatter me.




  "Will
  you promise?" cried young Peter at length, after much more
  talk.




  I
  considered the matter again. I thought of the Trevanion deeds,
  and
  the forgiveness of half the debts my father had contracted. On
  the
  other hand, I pictured myself going into the world a landless
  wanderer, after having turned all the old servants adrift. It was
  not
  pleasant. Then I tried to realize the work these two Trevisas
  wanted
  me to do. Should I bring a maid, badly as she might be treated by
  the
  Killigrews (and I much doubted this portion of their narrative),
  a
  maid well born and beauteous, to be the wife of a crawling worm
  like
  young Peter Trevisa? But this did not trouble me much. What did I
  care who she married? Killigrew, a giant cut-throat, or Trevisa,
  a
  weak-chested, knocked-kneed, sensual little vermin?—it mattered
  not. Neither did I trouble much as to who possessed the Restormel
  lands. Still I was a Trevanion, and a Trevanion hates dirty
  work—at
  least of that kind.




  On
  the other hand, I loved adventure. The thought of spiting these
  Killigrews and taking the maid from them, even though I knew
  little
  of them, except that they were Papists, stirred my blood. True I
  did
  not understand all the motives of the Trevisas in selecting me to
  do
  this work, but that did not matter. I doubted much if the maid
  would
  consent to marry young Peter, although I brought her to
  Treviscoe.
  That, however, was not my business. Old Peter regarded his son as
  a
  handsome man, with brains enough for two; I knew him to be a
  flat-chested, ugly weakling with plenty of cunning.




  "Have
  you made up your mind?" asked old Peter at length.




  "Yes,"
  I cried.




  "You
  will undertake the work?"




  "On
  conditions."




  He
  got up from his seat and held out his hand to me. "Let's shake
  hands on it," he cried.




  "Not
  yet," I replied; "I must name my conditions first."




  "Well,
  what are they, Roger, lad? Don't be unreasonable."




  "First,"
  I replied, "this business will need money. It may take many
  weeks. I know not what will happen to me on the way. I must not
  go to
  Endellion a moneyless man."




  "We
  have thought of that," replied young Peter; "there are a
  hundred guineas in this bag."




  "That
  is well," I replied; "it is a stingy allowance, but it may
  suffice. The next condition I make is, that you draw up a writing
  stating what you have just promised me."




  "It
  shall be done."




  "Then
  send for Mr. Hendy, my attorney, without delay."




  "Why?"




  "That
  it may be placed in his hands."




  "I—I
  cannot consent to that," cried old Peter. "I want no other
  person to know our plans. I will keep the paper safely, lad,
  quite
  safely."




  I
  thought I saw his cunning now. If they kept the agreement, I
  should
  be quite powerless to claim my own, even if I did my work. I
  saw, too, why they were so willing to offer liberal terms.




  "If
  you refuse, I refuse," I replied. "I stake everything on
  this, Peter Trevisa. If I fail to bring that maid here to
  Treviscoe,
  it will mean that I am a dead man, for I swear that I will not
  give
  up while I am alive. If I promise, I promise." This I said
  firmly, for I knew the danger which attended my work.




  "But
  I will do right, you may trust me," wheedled the old man.




  "Maybe,"
  I replied; "do as I say, or I refuse. I simply demand that you
  write the matter down and sign it. On conditions that I bring the
  maid, Nancy Molesworth, to Treviscoe, within two months, you give
  me
  back the Trevanion deeds, the paper I gave Prideaux, and a
  declaration that you forgive me the money you mentioned. If I do
  not
  bring the maid here in that time, it shall be returned to you,
  and
  you can destroy it."




  He
  tried to wriggle out of this, and brought forward as many
  objections
  as if he were a lawyer. But I did not yield, and so at length,
  doubtless believing they would be able to get the better of me,
  even
  if I succeeded in my mission, he promised.




  "Let
  us send for Lawyer Hendy at once, and then the matter will be
  settled," he said, as though he were thinking of means whereby
  he could keep me in his power.




  "Not
  yet," I said; "there is yet another condition."




  "No,
  no!" he cried; "I have made no more conditions."




  "This
  will have to be complied with," I replied with a laugh, for to
  see these men yielding to my terms made me merry.




  "What
  more do you want?" asked old Peter after many words.




  "I
  demand that Lawyer Hendy shall manage Trevanion while I am away,"
  I said. "If I do not return in two months you may conclude that
  I am dead. In that case I demand that certain sums of money be
  given
  to the servants who have served our family for many years."
  These sums I named, also the servants to whom they were to be
  given.




  "I
  agree to the first part of the condition, not the second," cried
  old Peter.




  "Why?"
  I asked. "Do you expect me to fail? Do you think I shall be
  killed? Is the expedition so dangerous? A little while ago you
  said
  it was very easy, and that I should be sure to succeed."




  "But
  it is not fair," whined he. "In that case I should lose
  much money for nothing."




  "And
  I risk everything. You will have to do this only in case of my
  death.
  I may lose my life, and you refuse to lose a few paltry
  guineas."




  "I
  tell you I will not!" he cried.




  
    "Very
    well, then you may get someone else to do your work."
  




  "Then
  I will have Trevanion. Every stick, every field, every jot and
  tittle
  will be mine, and you will have to leave the county a vagrant,"
  shrieked the old man.




  "No,"
  I said firmly. "I will go to Endellion on my own account.
  Possibly the maid might bring me fortune."




  "But
  you promised you would not," pleaded young Peter.




  "I
  promised nothing of the sort. I said I would tell no man. Neither
  will I."




  "But
  you hate women," he continued; "you have refused your
  lawyer to marry a woman with money, even although it might save
  your
  estates!"




  I
  laughed aloud, for this speech was uttered in a whining, yet
  savage
  way, just like a dog who is afraid whines, showing its teeth all
  the
  time.




  "I
  did not know then what I know now," I said with glee, for it was
  a pleasant thing to see these scheming money-grubs having the
  worst
  of a game.




  They
  wriggled and twisted finely for some time, and then consented, as
  I
  knew they would, for I saw from the beginning that they had
  concocted
  a scheme which would mean much profit to them. Besides I believe
  that
  young Peter was really much in love with the maid Nancy
  Molesworth.
  So Lawyer Hendy was sent for, old Peter trying to ply me with
  wine
  the meanwhile. In this he did not succeed, however, for I felt I
  must
  not lose my head, and thus be led to do foolish things.




  We
  drew up the papers as I had stipulated; they were signed by both
  Peter and his son, and Lawyer Hendy was given full
  instructions.




  On
  leaving, I took the money old Peter had offered me and counted it
  carefully.




  "You
  will do your best, Roger; you will not break your promise?" he
  said tremulously.




  "I
  do not break promises," I replied.




  "When
  will you start?"




  "To-morrow
  morning!"




  "God
  bless you, Roger."




  "I
  am not sure He can while I do your work," I replied.



                
                

                
            

            
        

    


CHAPTER IV. MY JOURNEY TO ENDELLION.






The next morning I started to
ride to the home of the Killigrews. I could see that Daniel sorely
wanted to accompany me, but I decided not to take him. In nine
cases out of ten a man does work better when unencumbered. Mostly
people who pretend to help fail to understand what is in one's
mind, and as a consequence generally bungle things grievously. I
did not want this matter bungled. The more I thought about it the
more was I determined to see the thing through successfully. The
picture of living at Trevanion, practically unharassed by debts,
became more pleasant each hour. Besides as a race we were not given
to bungling, and although I was little in love with the thought of
having a maid for a companion, I gloried in the prospect of
measuring wits, and if needs be swords, with these sturdy
Killigrews. I therefore mounted my favourite horse which I called
"Chestnut," on account of his colour; a horse the like of which was
difficult to be matched. He was going five, stood over sixteen
hands high, and was of a build which united strength with speed to
such a degree that half the squires in the county wanted him. I had
been sorely tempted to sell him, but had never yielded to the
temptation. I had always prided myself on riding the best horse in
the county, and Chestnut was certainly second to none. In spite of
my unusual weight he carried me easily, he would run until he
dropped, and possessed tremendous staying power. Added to this, I
had seen him foaled, had fed him with my own hands, and when
Jenkins, the famous horse-breaker, declared to me his inability to
"break him in," I had undertaken the task myself, and had
succeeded. I did it by a new method, too, for I never struck him a
blow. I do not attribute this to any special power I possess over
horses generally, for Jenkins would in nine cases out of ten
succeed where I failed. The truth was, Chestnut, when he was a
colt, regarded me as a sort of playfellow and learnt to love me.
Being an intelligent animal, he soon understood me, indeed he had a
curious instinct by which he seemed to divine my thoughts and
feelings. I carefully armed myself, and placed in my saddle-bags as
much ammunition as I could conveniently carry. I did not know
whether I should stand in need of these things, but I thought it
well to be prepared. The county was infested by robbers, and as I
carried a large amount of money I thought it well to test my
sword-blade and pistols. Thus equipped I had no fear. I was a fair
shot, and generally held as a strong swordsman.


"When may I expect 'ee back then, sur, makin' so bold?"
asked Daniel as I mounted.

"I
don't know, Daniel; don't expect me until you see me. As you know,
I have given you full particulars, and Mr. Hendy will visit you
constantly."


"You be goin' into danger, Master Roger," said the
serving-man tremulously. "Laive me go weth 'ee,
sur."


Daniel was nearly fifty years of age, and had served
our family all his life, so he had been allowed to take
liberties.


"Ould Smiler es jist aitin his 'ead off, sur, and I
baint no good 'ere when you be gone. Taake me weth 'ee, sur. You
wa'ant be sorry."

As
I said, I did not think it best to take him, so I rode away leaving
him disconsolate. On my way to the home of the Killigrews I passed
through Truro, Tresillian, Ladock, and Mitchell, but nothing
happened worthy of note. I did not hurry, rather I rode slowly, for
I wanted to enjoy the quiet of the day. Everywhere new life was
appearing. Everywhere, too, the spirit of rest seemed to reign. In
those days I did not think much about the beauties of early spring,
but I could not help being impressed by the scene around
Tresillian. The little arm of the river enclosed by wooded hills
was indeed fair to look upon. I rested my horse at the gates of
Tregothnan, where the Boscawens lived and looked with somewhat
envious eyes on the long line of yew-trees which bordered the
drive, and remembered that I had once loved the maid who was
related to the people who dwelt in the great house in the
distance.

I
did not get beyond St. Columb that day, and, on arriving there,
tried to find out something about the Killigrews. I had not gone
far enough north, however. The main branch of the family, as all
the country knows, had lived at St. Erme, about five miles north of
Truro, also at Falmouth, but it had died out. Colman Killigrew was
the descendant of one Benet Killigrew, who, although he did not,
like some of his relations, become a courtier, was sufficiently
fortunate to marry a Mistress Scobell Rosecarrick, of Endellion, in
which Endellion Castle was situated. Through her this branch of the
Killigrews became possessed of a pleasant estate, and also became
allied to an ancient race. This I had learnt by reading Carew's
survey of Cornwall after I had returned from Peter Trevisa. Of
their present condition, however, I knew nothing, neither could I
discover anything about them at St. Columb.


Arriving at Wadebridge the next day, my attention was
attracted by an inn called "The Molesworth Arms." As the name of
the maid I had promised to take from Endellion to Treviscoe was
Molesworth, and as it was moreover the chief inn in the town, I
decided to rest there and partake of some refreshment. Although it
was scarcely noon, I found the common room of the inn filled with a
number of people. Mostly the occupants were farmers, although I
fancied one or two of them belonged to the gentlefolk of the
neighbourhood. I did not pay particular attention to them, however,
because my interest became centred in a hale-looking old man, who
was evidently a travelling story-teller and minstrel. He had
finished his singing, and was now telling a story before taking his
departure. There is no need that I should repeat the tale here; at
the same time I mention the incident because I was impressed by the
wondrous way he had of making us all look at him. One could have
heard a pin drop when he was speaking. I was fascinated by him too,
partly, I expect, because I did not understand him. As all the
county knows, a tale-teller, or a wandering singer, who is usually
called "a droll," is no unusual thing. Many of them had visited
Trevanion, and I had always given them food and a bed. Mostly they
came when the house was full of visitors, and regaled the company
with song and story. But they were mostly of the lower orders of
life, and spoke the Cornish dialect. Indeed their stories usually
had but little charm apart from the dialect, although occasionally
tales were told which were interesting because of their
subject-matter. These were generally of a supernatural order, and
described the dead arising or spirits [...]















