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Chapter I   “Old Tom’s Room” 
 

A rare apartment dating from a period when 

Art was followed for its own sake and not 

solely for gain! A room of which the knights 

of yore and their fair ladies would seem to be 

the only fitting occupants; but alas for the 

changes of time! The present tenants were 

two young men engaged in an occupation of 

which the good knights had never even heard. 

They were smoking!! 

Eleven o’clock p.m.. The Rev. Richard 

Kingston, Curate of Budbury, and his sworn 

friend and companion, Doctor Edward 

Overton of the same place, having partaken of 

a snug bachelor supper together, had for the 

past hour surrendered themselves to the 

soothing influence of grog and the weed. 

They looked very cosy and comfortable, 

leaning back in their easy chairs, both 

seeming of opinion that conversation was by 

no means necessary for the enjoyment of each 

others society, as for the space of at least 

fifteen minutes, neither had opened his lips 

save to vent curls of smoke. The Rev. Richard 

at last broke the silence, although apparently 

addressing his observations to the ceiling.  “If 

such a thing could be by any earthly 

possibility, how awfully jolly! Ah! that would 

be life indeed” and the curate’s usually pale 

face glowed with animation. 

“Why, what are you thinking about Dick” 

observed the Doctor. “What vision of 

cloudless bliss has dawned upon you.” 

“You will laugh at me old fellow” rejoined 

the other “I suppose for an instant I must have 

fallen asleep and dreamt it, but all at once this 

room seemed curiously changed, the oak 

carvings now almost as dark as ebony 

suddenly looked many shades lighter, in fact 

as if fresh from the hands of the carver. A 

portion of the walls, too, appeared to be hung 

with splendid tapestry. I can, I declare 

distinctly retrace the patter, but the oddest 

part of the momentary illusion is, that it has 

created in my mind a desire, which for its 

intensity surprises my very self. A longing 

that it might be possible to visit, to live in, as 

the civilized traveller visits savage lands, the 

ages long since passed away. 

“A singular idea” remarked the Doctor, 

“perhaps unconsciously to yourself, you were 

endeavouring to realize this room as it once 

was, and for the moment your fancies seemed 

realities. But to travel back into the past, I 

confess such a journey would not be exactly 

to my taste, the risk of being made a head 

shorter, racked or perhaps fried, for the least 

possible pretext, would be too great. In my 

opinion it would be infinitely more pleasant 

to take a leap of a few centuries into the far 

future. What grand discoveries and changes 

one would behold, but we are discussing the 

impossible, like a couple of romantic school 

misses: here light a fresh cigar man, and fill 

up your glass”. 

“It is quite time I said good night” replied the 

Curate, “my landlady is constantly 

complaining of being disturbed in, what she 

calls, her beautiful first sleep, by my late 

hours.” 

“Humbug!” thundered the Doctor, “I know 

Mrs. Bird’s constitution, she is a light sleeper 

until after one o’clock, and, as her medical 

attendant, I will not allow her to be disturbed 

earlier, and hark!  what weather.” 

The sound of rain dashing furiously against 

the windows helped in deciding Dick not to 

move from his present comfortable quarters at 

any rate for a while, although he was not 

without mis-givings concerning his landlady. 

Besides he felt that he had already taken as 

much of his friend’s whiskey as he could well 

manage. 

“Well, I suppose this old house has known 

even later guests than ourselves,” he 

remarked after lighting his cigar, “from its 

style it must be very ancient, but even you 

Ned, do not, I daresay, know the exact age.” 

“You are too fast old boy” retorted the 

Doctor, for I do happen to know, it is five 

hundred years old, or thereabouts, and I can 

give you the precise day and month of its 

completion, should you so wish” and Ned 

rose from his seat to reach from his well filled 
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book-shelves a small modern volume, which 

proved to be a guide to the town and 

neighbourhood of Budbury. “Here you are” 

he said, after a few moment’s search, “listen, 

Dinan House, this ancient and picturesque 

residence, now in the occupation of Edward 

Oberton Esquire, was built by Sir Thomas 

Fairfield, who himself laid the foundation 

stone. It was finally completed the eleventh 

day of May Thirteen hundred and Eighty-

six.” 

“By jove” interrupted Dick, “this is the 

eleventh of May Eighteen hundred and 

Eighty-six, so that your house is Five hundred 

years old this very day, you ought to be proud 

of so much antiquity, but read on if there is 

any thing more worth hearing.” 

“Only a lot of details concerning the 

descendants of the said Sir Thomas, which I 

expect you would hardly care to listen to” 

replied the Doctor “but stay, here is 

something strange, odd that I should have 

stumbled upon this tonight of all nights, for 

although I had heard the tale before, it is so 

many years since, I had well nigh forgotten it. 

Read it for yourself” he added thrusting the 

book into Dick’s hands “and judge it it is not 

a singular coincidence, I will enjoy one more 

smoke.” 

“Any visitor to Dinan House” read the 

Curate, “cannot fail to admire the grotesque 

though beautiful carvings which adorn the 

apartment known as Old Tom’s room. There 

is a curious legend connected with this 

apartment, it seems that on the day when the 

house shall be exactly Five Centuries old, any 

wish made there during a certain hour will be 

gratified. We should recommend any of our 

fair readers who may be single to avail 

themselves of the courtesy of the present 

resident, and we trust that all who venture on 

the experiment will obtain the good fortune 

they doubtless deserve. “By all the Saints” 

exclaimed Dick, pushing the book aside “my 

dear fellow, what a lark we have missed. On 

the strength of this legend you might have 

sent invitations to all the pretty girls in 

Budbury, and some of them would have 

stayed all the twenty four hours rather than 

miss the lucky one, but it is a curious 

tradition, and most strange that we have 

lighted on it this night. Hark! The chimes tell 

half past twelve, and I suddenly feel 

confoundedly sleepy. I must arouse myself or 

how can I reach my lodgings tonight! The 

effort must be made though, so here goes.” 

but the attempt to rise from his chair proved 

too much for Dick, he barely managed to 

attain a standing position, then sank back 

seemingly fast asleep. 

An exclamation of surprise was upon the 

Doctor’s lips, but ere he could utter it a 

profound drowsiness seized him, which he 

felt powerless to fight against, and he was 

soon, like his friend, in the land of dreams. 

 

Chapter II “Missing” 
 

Nine o’clock the following morning.  In 

Doctor Overton’s breakfast room a 

substantial repast had been waiting for a full 

hour, but he failed to make his appearance 

Although used to occasional irregularities 

such a flagrant disregard of all punctuality 

had never been known before, and it 

occasioned Mrs. Plumly, a small dark woman 

who condescended to officiate as 

housekeeper to the Doctor, both surprise and 

annoyance, more particularly as she was 

aware he had a larger round of visits to make 

that morning. Her impatience at length could 

be restrained no longer. She proceeded with 

hasty steps to the Doctor’s sleeping 

apartment, and, meeting with the response to 

the smart application of her knuckles, she 

tried the door and finding it unfastened 

ventured to peep into the room, to her intense 

amazement it was untenanted, and it was 

plainly evident that the bed had not been slept 

in. “Gracious” she exclaimed “to think of the 

master stopping out the whole night! It’s that 

precious good for nothing madcap of a curate 

chap has been inveigling of him into some 

mischief or other, pretty doings they have 

been up to, I’ll be bound. May be though” she 

added thoughtfully “they sat up so late, he 

didn’t trouble to go to bed, and is gone to get 
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a mouthful of fresh air before breakfast, don’t 

suppose he wanted much of that after near a 

bottle of whiskey between them last night.” 

Whilst Mrs. Plumly was essaying to fathom 

the reason of the Doctor’s unusual absence, 

his man of work Jem was still more 

perplexed. In obedience to orders received the 

day before the horse and gig had been ready 

since half past eight, for the purpose, as he 

well knew, of visiting one of the Doctor’s 

most profitable patients and Jem, whose long 

service with his master, had made him 

familiar with his ways, knew that no scheme 

of pleasure was allowed to interfere with any 

professional duties. 

“He have been called away sudden like. 

That’s what it be” he observed to the 

housekeeper “but it must be some thing very 

particular to keep him from going to the 

Squire who were main bad yesterday.” “You 

had better step round to Mr. Kingston’s 

lodgings and see if he is there” said Mrs. 

Plumly “He ain’t there unless summat is the 

matter” replied Jem, who was however about 

to depart on his errand, when a small urchin 

he recognised as Mrs. Bird’s son came 

towards the gate which separated the Doctor’s 

lawn from the street, and without deigning to 

open it, in shrill tones piped out “Mother 

wants to know if Mr. Kinston be here, some 

one’s awaiting to see him, and he have not 

been home since last night” “Tell your 

Mother he ain’t here, he and the master have 

gone off together, and the Lord only knows 

when they will be back” replied Jem, who 

sorely puzzled, hastened to inform Mrs. 

Plumly that the precious Curate was likewise 

absent and there could be no doubt they were 

on some harebrained excursion together. 

It may have been but a curious delusion but, 

notwithstanding Mrs. Plumly and the rest of 

the doctor’s household could not conceal 

from themselves that his ways and habits 

were, to say the least, irregular for a medical 

man of standing, they yet one and all believed 

thoroughly that a more naturally quiet sedate 

individual than their master, could scarcely be 

found if it were not for the Curate. But at 

Mrs. Bird’s the tempter and tempted 

exchanged places, and the Doctor was 

considered a Mephistopheles who was doing 

his best to make Dick as morally black as 

himself. Hour succeeded hour. Numerous and 

imperative were the messages from 

disappointed patients, some of whom 

expressed no slight indignation at the 

Doctor’s absence. A similar state of affairs 

prevailed at Mrs. Bird’s. It appeared as 

though Dick must have committed himself to 

an extraordinary number of appointments for 

that particular day. Knock followed knock 

and as some of the callers sharply 

interrogated the landlady as to where Mr. 

Kingston could possible be if he were not 

really at the house and others calmly 

expressed their intention of waiting until he 

should arrive. The poor woman, hot, tired and 

flurried, inwardly decreed that good lodger 

though he might be, if Mr. Kingston chose to 

make engagements then absent himself, 

leaving her to be worried with all manner of 

questions, why! the sooner he looked out for 

other rooms the better. 

 

The day following dawned and departed, but 

brought no tidings of the absentees; their 

disappearance which had been the topic of all 

grades in Budbury, began now to be regarded 

with uneasiness and the local authorities 

deemed it advisable to investigate the matter. 

Three days had elapsed, the strictest enquiry 

and most careful search failed to shed the 

smallest ray of light upon the subject. Where 

could they be? 

 

Various and ingenious were the surmises 

concerning them, in the general excitement 

people, who from real or fancied difference in 

the social status had never exchanged word 

before, now conversed affably upon the one 

absorbing topic. 

 

The fourth day passed and notwithstanding 

skilful metropolitan detectives were assisting 

the local police, not the lightest clue to the 

mystery could be discovered. Towards the 

end of the week, Mrs. Plumly, worn and 

nervous from the excitement she had 
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undergone, after sending the servants to their 

respective domicile, herself retired to rest at 

an unusually early hour. Regular and 

methodical even in her slumber, it was 

contrary to her usual habit once asleep, to 

awake before morning. But this night she 

awoke with a start, the familiar bright 

summer dawn was absent and the distant 

chimes proclaiming half past one explained 

the reason wherefore. It was not the darkness 

however that caused her to feel almost faint 

with terror, and with difficulty repress a 

shriek. Was it fancy or did she really hear 

voices? Maintaining her presence of mind by 

a strong effort, she opened the door and 

listened. Immediately her state of terror 

changed to one of profound, incredulous 

surprise; those voices which she now heard 

clearly and distinctly, she recognised beyond 

a possibility of mistake. They belonged to the 

missing Doctor and Curate. 

 

Chapter III “In a strange land” 
 

”Where am I? Am I awake or dreaming?” 

said Dick Kinston to himself.  

“Let me think. Yes, I certainly supped last 

night with Ned, and I remember nothing 

about going home, I must have fallen asleep 

in my chair. But this is no chair but a hard 

bench that I am seated upon now, and the 

whole room is changed just as it seemed to be 

last night.  There is the tapestry on that wall 

and the old carvings quite light and fresh. 

Nonsense, I am still dreaming, though it is 

singular to be conscious of it. I will walk 

about when I am thoroughly awake, things 

will take their proper shapes: Why what is 

this on the floor, rushes! the carpet has 

vanished, I wish I could thoroughly awake, 

and Dick pinched himself severely and 

stamped vigorously upon the floor. “It is that 

whiskey of Ned’s”, he presently observed, as 

the various objects refused to take their 

accustomed forms. “I feel feverish and out of 

sorts. What is the time? Seven o’clock. I will 

take a turn on the lawn.  Why the window I 

have opened a score of times is barred like a 

dungeon! I will try the door. Ah! that is 

better, now for the one that opens on the 

lawn. What horrendous bolts! I had no idea 

that Ned had things so secure, but perhaps 

after all ’tis all a dream. Bravo, open at last!” 

The fresh morning breeze that fanned his face 

was inexpressibly grateful to Dick in his 

present mood. “I shall be alight presently”, he 

muttered. But gracious heavens! There is 

water all round the house, the lawn seems to 

be covered; well, if awake I can swim, if 

asleep it won’t signify, after which 

philosophical reflection, the Curate, after 

making a bundle of his boots and upper 

garments and dexterously pitching them 

across the water, plunged into the stream. A 

few strokes brought him to the opposite bank. 

Although sorely puzzled he now felt sure that 

he was not dreaming, the cold plunge, the 

sensation of hideous discomfort occasioned 

by his saturated clothes could not be 

imaginary. Immediately in front of him 

toward a high wall which, he now being quite 

reckless, determined to scale; after one or two 

unsuccessful attempts and not without sundry 

bruises, he managed to reach the top, and 

heedless of consequences, let himself drop on 

the opposite side. The fall was considerable 

and for the moment, half stunned by the 

shock, Dick fancied he was in his own cosy 

sleeping apartment and had somehow fallen 

out of bed. Involuntarily he shut his eyes 

hoping such might prove to be the case, but it 

was impossible to indulge in any such 

comfortable delusion; there was the wall he 

had just scaled against which he was still 

leaning whilst the Summer sun was shining 

brightly on a street in front of him, the like of 

which he had never seen before, and which 

even in his present bewildered state of mind, 

filled him with wonder and delight. It was 

marvellously picturesque and beautiful, that 

street so strangely beheld for the first time, 

such houses! resplendent with quaint signs, 

superb carvings, undreamt of gables. What 

could be the name of the place they belonged 

to, and how had he journeyed hither? 

More and more puzzled, Dick in vain 

endeavoured to account for his extraordinary 

dilemma, at first a vague idea filled him that 
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he must have walked in his sleep and arrived 

at some town in the neighbourhood unknown 

to him. A moment’s reflection however 

convinced him such conclusion was 

untenable. Each town, within a circle of many 

more miles than asleep or awake he could 

compass in one night, was perfectly familiar 

to him, and the picturesque beauties before 

him he now beheld for the first time. A more 

probable solution of the mystery flashed 

across his mind, he was the victim of a 

tremendous practical joke, of which Ned was 

the author. It must be so. The doctor had 

without doubt on the previous evening, 

poured some powerful opiate into his glass, 

and then actually had him conveyed to a place 

entirely unknown to him, the fancied 

resemblance between the room he awoke in 

and the Doctor’s library was but the natural 

result of the transformation from one 

apartment to another whilst in an unconscious 

state. 

Relieved at having arrived at the undoubtedly 

true explanation of his strange predicament, 

Dick turned his attention to his wet garments 

and decided that instead of presenting himself 

in his present condition to Ned, who was 

doubtless in the house he had so 

unceremoniously quitted, to proceed to some 

Inn where he might to some extent renovate 

himself. He was not without some indignation 

at being thus hoaxed, but as he advanced 

towards the centre of the place his delight 

knew no bounds “such a gem of medieval 

times, in whatever corner of the kingdom 

could he be”. He felt he could even forgive 

Ned his practical joke, as through him he had 

come to such excellent quarters. 

Although yet early in the morning, the 

inhabitants were beginning to bestir 

themselves; from their peculiar costumes they 

seemed to belong to some guild or charity, 

and their outlandish dialect which, however 

strange, was English, stifled a vague surmise 

that Dick might possibly have been wafted 

across to the continent, and filled him with 

the utmost amazement. As he strolled along 

feasting his eyes on the fresh beauties of the 

town which met him at every step, Dick 

became aware that he in his turn, was 

attracting no slight degree of attention, the 

majority of the people gazed upon him with 

open-mouthed undisguised astonishment, 

whilst some of the more youthful portion 

gave vent to audible and by no means 

complimentary remarks. It was whilst Dick 

was vainly endeavouring to fathom the 

mystery of his whereabouts that he was 

almost knocked down by a tall stout man 

carrying an immense load, and seemingly in a 

great hurry “Your pardon good sir, I beseech 

you” said the offended humbly “but by St. 

John I did not look before me, and the load is 

a heavy one”. “Alright my man” rejoined the 

Curate “there is no harm done, perhaps 

however you will have the goodness to tell 

me the name of the town and that of the 

County it belongs to”. “By all the Saints good 

master; but you must indeed have wandered 

from distant parts not to know this is the good 

town of Budbury, famous throughout the 

realm for its saddlery and harness, but 

beshrew me for a chatterer you are of a surely 

one of the suite of His Highness of N--- who 

arrived yesterday from Spain, but marry time 

flies, and so must I”, and wishing Dick a 

respectful good day the burly porter 

proceeded on his journey. What was there in 

the few words he had just heard that caused 

Dick to turn ashy pale, and lean for support 

against a friendly railing? A horrible 

suspicion had dawned upon him, which each 

moment tended to confirm, but a few more 

steps and the dread fear that overwhelmed 

him became almost a certainty as he 

approached a building perfectly familiar to 

him. Did his eye-sight deceive him, or did he 

in reality behold that famous old hostelry 

known far and near as the Red Dragon, and 

reckoned the principal architectural lion of 

Budbury.” Yet how changed! It appeared as 

though it had been carefully rebuilt in exact 

conformity with the original edifice. Only one 

difference could the Curate detect. The 

curiously intricate iron work which supported 

the sign was the same he so well 

remembered, though now resplendent with 

gilding and colour, but the sign itself was 

strange; instead of the half obliterated 
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painting of a dragon he had so often gazed 

upon here was a monstrous wooden image, 

grotesque and ugly enough to repel rather 

than attract customers. “But, how? What had 

happened.” It was but the day before that he 

had entered that same house, and the landlord 

had bored him with a rosy account of sundry 

expenses lately incurred in making the iron 

work secure. 

 

But yesterday! Alas! He could no longer 

doubt, no longer hope, the thoughtless wish 

of the previous evening had been gratified 

and he, Richard Kingston, reared in all the 

luxury and civilization of the nineteenth 

century, was, by the virtue of some occult 

mysterious spell, carried back five centuries 

to the past, and, friendless and homeless, was 

treading the streets of his native town A.D. 

Thirteen hundred and Eighty-six.!! 

 

Chapter IV “For distance lent 

enchantment to the view” 
 

So singular and unparalleled was the fate that 

had befallen him, that Dick was, for a long 

time, in a state bordering upon desperation, 

restlessly he walked street after street, how 

hateful now the architectural beauties which 

had so recently fascinated him. Presently 

another of those dreamlike resemblances of 

something he had beheld before, met his eyes. 

It was a church, the same, yet not the same, 

wherein he was wont to officiate. Longing for 

quiet and rest he entered, there was no 

service, but a few individuals were scattered 

here and there either engaged in their private 

devotion or taking refuge from the heat. But 

how infinitely more splendid was the interior 

than when he last beheld it. What glorious 

stained windows causing a religious twilight 

to pervade the whole place, how gorgeous, 

yet harmonious and artistic was every detail. 

Though far from feeling in a devotional frame 

of mind, the quiet that reigned, combined 

with old associations and memories, caused 

Dick to take a fuller view of his situation. The 

strange spell that hung over him might not be 

irrevocable, but it was evidently necessary to 

make some plans for the immediate future, 

and his first impulse was to ascertain what 

possession he had about him that might be 

turned to account. An examination of his 

personal effects was not altogether 

unsatisfactory. There was a watch, a fine gold 

repeater, which, if he might venture to sell it 

in such an age, should realize a good sum; 

then a chain with sundry appendages; a purse 

containing twelve sovereigns and some silver; 

a pen knife; and last, but very far from least, a 

purchase of the previous day which he had 

put into his pocket to show his friend, and 

which he now regarded as worth the rest. It 

was a morocco leather case. On opening it 

might be seen a superbly finished silver flute, 

but touch a small spring and another division 

would appear containing a diminutive 

American revolver with the necessary 

cartridges and implements. Certainly the 

contents of this case seemed to Dick an 

almost priceless boon in his present situation, 

he was, for an amateur, a skilful performer on 

the flute, and he surmised that modern music 

would prove no slight novelty in the 

fourteenth century. As for the weapon he 

fervently hoped he should never need it, but 

determined to keep it in such condition that it 

might be ready for any emergency. Assured 

that, for some time at least, he would not 

want, Dick, feeling ravenously hungry, 

retraced his steps to the Red Dragon. It was 

now past noon and he had eaten nothing that 

day. Not without sundry forebodings as to 

whether the viands or cookery would be 

palatable, he entered the house. The interior 

was by no means as familiar as the exterior 

had been, that position he had been 

accustomed to see partitioned as the bar, 

smoking room etc, was now one large 

apartment plainly fitted up with benches and 

tables of oak. Two men engaged in drinking 

wine from curious horn beakers were the only 

occupants. These did not bestow more than a 

passing glance on Dick, who seeing no one 

connected with the establishment, was about 

to leave, when a jovial dame, whom he 

rightly guessed to be the hostess, made her 

appearance. Fearful of giving the repast a 

name, he asked for some cold beef and ale, 
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which, with a celerity that would not have 

disgraced the nineteenth century, were set 

before him. 

It was not an easy matter to eat without the 

aid of a fork, and the curate missed sundry 

condiments he was wont to use but, such as 

the fare was, he had never tasted better; even 

the ale, the muddy appearance of which was 

not inviting to the eye, was sweet and 

pleasant. The repast over, how he longed for a 

cigar, but alas! that luxury was unattainable in 

the age in which he now found himself, still 

as he lazily sipped from the cup of rich 

flavoured wine that was set before him Dick 

began to feel reconciled to his lot. There was 

a romance about his strange position that 

charmed him, and then the thought occurred 

what a social lion he would be, should he ever 

regain his normal period. 

Somewhat apprehensive as to how nineteenth 

century money would be welcomed, he 

thought it would be more prudent to defer 

paying his hostess until the other guests 

should have departed, but a sharp “Marry 

good sir, you have not yet paid” left him no 

choice.  “Can you exchange foreign money?” 

asked Dick in a low voice unwilling to attract 

the attention of the other guests. 

“Of a surety I can” replied the dame “if it is 

gold or silver. By St John! What an odd coin, 

but it is the right metal and well struck” she 

added, scrutinizing the half sovereign Dick 

had tendered, “what land are you from good 

sir?” 

“From Spain”, he replied desperately, trusting 

no other question would be asked “I came 

over with his Excellency of N---, I am a kind 

of irregular correspondent you understand” he 

added, conscious of having rendered but a 

lame and unsatisfactory account of himself. It 

was evident the hostess did not understand, 

her only response, “By Jesu is it so?”, was 

accompanied by a puzzled expression of 

countenance that amused Dick, although it 

somewhat disquieted him. It was perhaps 

fortunate that accidental encounter with the 

burly porter, since it enabled him to give a 

more plausible account of himself than 

otherwise he might have done, but he felt the 

merest accident might disclose the falsehood 

of his story, and possibly occasion 

troublesome results. 

Whilst the Curate was soliloquizing, the 

hostess, holding the half sovereign between 

her fingers and thumb, left the Inn, and, 

walking deliberately down the street, 

presently stopped at a house, the windows of 

which, defended with strong iron bars, and 

the inscription over the door, testified it to be 

the abode of the money changer. 

Abruptly entering and displaying the coin she 

unceremoniously accosted the occupant. “The 

value for this Master Samuel, and see you 

cheat not”. A black bearded, bronze featured 

man, unmistakably a Hebrew, took the piece 

of money and examined it with some surprise, 

then weighed it and put down eight silver 

shillings of the period, and the dame, 

although she indulged in eloquence both 

persuasive and abusive, was unable to extort 

more, so, finding such was the case, she 

retraced her steps to her own house and 

handed Dick five shillings and some pence.  

“And prithee sir, you may think yourself 

fortunate that you brought your strange coin 

to me.” she exclaimed “much ado had I to get 

Master Samuel change it at all”. “I am much 

obliged to you”, said Dick, who by no means 

expected the money to have gone so far, 

although had he known that one shilling was 

the usual charge for such fare as he had 

partaken of, he might have doubted the 

liberality of his hostess. “I trust after 

surveying the beauties of the town, to again 

partake of your hospitality. At what hour do 

you close tonight”. “At curfew,” said the 

dame, “but” she added, willing to again 

entertain a profitable customer “whatever 

time you may come young sir, rap thrice 

softly and you shall not tarry long ere the 

door be opened, but I pray you linger not long 

in the streets after the Curfew has rung, there 

be monstrous villains abroad”. “Many thanks 

for your kind caution” said Dick, and quitting 

the house, he wended his way along the 

street, followed by admiring but wondering 

glances from the landlady. 
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The narrow way was crowded, and a veritable 

babel of sounds filled the air, the shopkeepers 

seemed without exception to transact business 

in front of their shop, bringing forth their 

goods to the customers outside, loud 

boisterous conversations, rude jests and 

hearty laughter prevailed. It was impossible 

not to notice the exuberant vitality and 

vigorous physique which characterized the 

crowd, some of the faces were notable for a 

grand antique beauty, but not a few were 

almost terrible from the fierce passionate 

energy they indicated. Loud shouts of “Here 

they come” and the numerous rough jostlings 

he received from the passers-by caused the 

Curate to infer that there was something of 

more than ordinary interest about to occur, 

and eager as any in the throng he pushed and 

elbowed his way with the rest, well pleased to 

observe that in the general excitement he was 

unnoticed. A frightful discordant braying of 

trumpets was followed by the appearance of 

the musicians themselves, they were about 

twenty in number, and were blowing their 

utmost on various strange looking 

instruments, each performance apparently 

playing as he thought fit without any regard 

to his comrade. Dick thought of the 

nineteenth century bands and sighed, but a 

sight followed which banished all regrets. It 

was a detachment of the royal army on its 

way to Scotland. Five hundred knights, steel 

clad from head to foot and splendidly 

mounted rode slowly past; their appearance 

was imposing, almost awe inspiring, the 

armour seemed to invest the wearers with an 

air of irresistible strength, and all were 

thoroughly martial in their carriage. These 

knights were almost all veterans of the late 

French war, and the Curate wondered, not at 

the feats they had accomplished, but rather 

how such warriors could be kept at bay in an 

age almost guiltless of gunpowder. The three 

hundred archers who followed though 

possibly even more formidable, had, for Dick, 

less interest; he could not however but admire 

their evidently splendid display and the 

enormous size of the bows they carried. The 

part of the spectacle which attracted the most 

notice from the crowd however, was drawn 

by two powerful horses and Dick had no 

difficulty in recognizing it as one of the 

cannon of the period, it was an enormous cast 

iron tube smaller at the muzzle than the 

breech, and mounted on a carriage, 

substantial indeed but of the rudest 

description. It was the first weapon of its kind 

ever beheld in the town and the sensation it 

occasioned was immense, all flocked around 

it, at the risk of being pushed under the heavy 

wheels. As the procession slowly wended its 

course, the crowd still followed, and Dick 

was soon left almost alone. 

So absorbed had he been with the various 

events of the day, the time had flown by 

unnoticed. It was not until a heavy bell 

commenced tolling, that he pulled out his 

watch to ascertain the hour “Eight o’clock, 

that must be the Curfew” he murmured to 

himself. I had better return to the Red Dragon 

or see about other quarters for the night.  

Possibly the warning of the dame, as to the 

dangers of being out late, are not without 

foundation. I must though now that it is so 

quiet see if there are any portions of the town 

I remember. Heavens! What a strange 

situation, the only building I shall probably 

recognize are those I remember in many cases 

little better than ruins. How dreamlike the 

streets looked in the Summer twilight; the 

Curate wandered on with almost breathless 

interest, now and then he would pause to 

identify in some newly erected building, one 

which he had once admired as a specimen of 

antiquity. It was fortunate that the night was 

fine, for so great was the alteration in the 

general plan of the town, that Dick after a 

while became puzzled as to his whereabouts; 

that part of Budbury where he now was 

evidently belonged to a far earlier past than 

the period he was so strangely visiting. 

Narrow alleys lined with timber houses, black 

and rotten with age in every condition of 

crazy decay, startlingly utterly unlike any 

habitation he had ever seen or heard of; seen 

in the dim light those forlorn tenements - 

leaning against each other for support, and 

here and there propped and strengthened with 

gigantic beams, repaired thus at a date so 

distant, the wooden supports were themselves 
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decaying - impressed and fascinated Dick 

more than anything he had that day beheld. 

He wondered who built and once resided in 

these ghostly streets, and how it happened 

that neither history nor tradition had 

mentioned their existence. As he wandered on 

the sound of rushing water met his ear, he 

must then be nearing the river. Once at its 

familiar banks he would be able to ascertain 

his whereabouts. Picking his way cautiously 

amongst the fragments of rotten timber that 

stewed the ground Dick walked in the 

direction of the sound which grew more and 

more distinct, suddenly to his great surprise 

his farther progress was barred. A massive 

stone wall, which had once evidently entirely 

surrounded that part of the town was in front 

of him. From its height and ruinous state, to 

climb it would be no easy matter, but the 

alternative of retracing his steps was equally 

distasteful to Dick, and he uttered an 

exclamation of satisfaction when he 

distinguished a dark archway which he had 

not before noticed in the dim light, so black 

was the passage he peered into that it 

evidently was of considerable extent; its 

downward course and the increasing 

clearness of the sound seemed to indicate that 

its outlet was not far distant from if not close 

by the river banks. For an instant the Curate 

hesitated to descend, in the darkness, those 

dilapidated steps, but curiosity conquered 

prudence and he cautiously commenced his 

downward course, as he advanced, the dim 

light became more obscure, and soon the 

darkness was complete. Fearful whether this 

might not chance to be the way to some pit or 

chasm he groped his way slowly exercising 

the utmost caution, presently to his joy, the 

darkness grew less intense, and soon he could 

see the end of the passage and the moonlight 

reflected on the rushing water. A few more 

paces, and he would be again breathing the 

fresh night air! But suddenly and without 

warning, the step on which he trod gave way 

and Dick fell forward with great violence, in 

vain he tried to check his headlong course, his 

outstretched hands grasped nothing but the 

slimy walls of the passage.  Down the hard 

way he slipped and rolled, finally striking his 

head against a large stone at the outlet with 

such force as to render him senseless. 

 

Chapter V   A.D. 2386               

“A voyage to the moon” 
 

“Are you not in error Professor, in fixing on 

the North Pole as the most favourable point to 

land. Surely you are aware that at the time of 

your arrival it will be quite dark.” 

“I have by no means lost sight of that fact, my 

friend, but the Silby percussion light will last 

me until the sun comes round again, and I 

shall be at Alan’s cavity where there is ample 

air and water whereas if I arrived at the south 

pole and accidentally missed the scanty layers 

of air, I should share the fate of Bergamin and 

Pollin, although I grant you the southern pole 

has its superior advantages”. “Well my dear 

friend, you have anyway my best wishes, but 

it is a long and perilous journey. I trust 

however ere twelve months have flown by, 

you will again be with us and lionized to your 

heart’s content. By the way, of course 

Milhène, who I trust has recovered from the 

fatigues of your last expedition, will not 

accompany you on this occasion.” 

“Certainly not, my daughter - thank you for 

your kind enquiry, she is quite well and has, 

as you are aware, been with me on former 

occasions. I then held the old fashioned 

doctrine that the difference, physical and 

mental, between the sexes was simply a 

question of education and training, and strove 

to make Milhène one who would prove a 

sympathetic helper in my studies, but my dear 

Hague, the experiment has proved a failure. I 

discovered beyond all question during our last 

trip, that if the object of your journey be 

science pure and simple one feminine fellow 

traveller may render the most carefully 

organized expedition fruitless, or nearly so.” 

“Come, come Professor, you are too hard and 

your own daughter too!” “My daughter has 

the average faults of her sex” replied the 

Professor grimly “I am not sure but I think, 

not more than the average, but here she 

comes and good bye to all rational talk.” “I 
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repeat you are too severe my friend, I know 

of one lady who is really devoted to science, 

she takes a real and intelligent interest in my 

medical experiments, and as at some future 

date she has promised to be my wife, I shall 

champion the sex”. “Takes the most profound 

interest” said the Professor, “no doubt, no 

doubt, of course it is all genuine, my dear 

Hague, don’t be offended. I have the greatest 

esteem for Miss Alcost as you well know, but 

askance, ‘Scientific woman!’. But what does 

Milhène say?” 

“Say, why, that I think you grow more 

dreadful every day Papa, how dare you speak 

of us in such a horrid way? When you know 

you would all have been frozen to death at 

that dreadful South Pole, you had not 

discovered that I possessed, amongst my 

collection of scents the very acid you required 

for your magnetic galvanic calorie machine? I 

do wish you would call things by proper 

names, but there when you give such a name 

as Milhène to your own daughter, it would be 

too much to expect. And is it not a shame Mr. 

Hague? Papa says he will not take me with 

him to the moon next month, and such 

excuses he makes; first he declared the 

sudden changes of temperatures would injure 

my health, then he thought to silence me by 

saying they would spoil my complexion. Now 

fancy saying that after I had all the skin taken 

off my face at the south pole last summer, and 

then when we returned home and I was just 

beginning to be presentable, away we go to 

the Sahara Desert, where of course I was 

burnt the colour of copper; and now that 

between the two extremes my face is more 

like parchment than anything else, he talks of 

spoiling complexion. No, not another word 

Papa, I am going with you. I will go with you, 

and you know that when my mind is made up 

I really mean what I say. You brought me up 

to be scientific, instead of doing nice 

drawings, and reading nice books, and 

learning music, and all sorts of jolly things 

the same as other girls. You have made me a 

kind of experimental dummy for your nasty 

science. Once, Mr. Hague, we were blown up 

through the ceiling and my hair was so burnt 

it has hardly grown since, it looks more like 

wool now than anything else”. “Have you 

quite finished Milhène?” said the Professor, 

when the young lady made a slight pause, 

possibly from want of breath.  “Finished 

Papa, I have hardly opened my lips, but I 

know words are wasted on you. Papa is 

incorrigible Mr. Hague, I hope you will never 

be like him.” 

“You are interrupting us” said the Professor 

sharply “Mr. Hague and I have many things 

to discuss, so leave us if you have no further 

business than to waste our time in nonsensical 

chatter”. “Thank you Papa, let me think, what 

did I come here for? Why I was merely about 

to observe (if I had not been so rudely 

interrupted) that I have had no pocket money 

for three weeks, and you know it is no joke to 

be without so long. It is perfectly scandalous 

for the daughter of the principal magistrate of 

Budbury to wait three whole weeks for what 

is lawfully her due, but never mind Papa I am 

not angry. Let me reckon, three! no it must be 

four weeks since I had a mite, and extras? 

Yes I know there are extras, I gave Bob three 

pence, and then you yourself borrowed a 

shilling, really I am not sure it was not half a 

crown and that makes six, seven, eight, yes 

exactly eight pounds, twelve shillings due to 

me”. “What” exclaimed the Professor “you 

must be out of your senses Milhène, I see by 

an entry in my pocket book that it is only two 

weeks since I paid you, and your allowance is 

two pounds a week, in my opinion a great 

deal too much for a girl of eighteen.” “Let me 

see your stupid story-telling pocket book” 

exclaimed the young lady as she snatched it 

from the Professor’s hands. “May 3
rd

 paid 

Milhène six pounds; I can’t make this out 

Papa, I am sure it is three weeks, but never 

mind we will split the difference and call it 

two weeks and a half, that will be five 

pounds, and extras, two pounds ten, exactly 

seven pounds ten.” 

“Extras” gasped the Professor “what do you 

mean Milhène?” “I mean” she replied with an 

air of frigid dignity “that the establishment 

would soon be at a standstill, if I were not 

continuously putting my hand in my pocket. 

If I had not lent you the shilling to pay for the 
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magnetic lift when you had nothing of your 

own with you, who knows but they might 

have contrived an accident and smashed both 

of us, besides I paid five shillings for the 

carriage of a lot of boxes filled with your 

precious chemical apparatus”. “Which sum 

you obtained from me the same day” said the 

Professor.  “Did I? Ah yes! It is quite true, but 

then there is the interest simple and 

compound but I won’t hear another word, I 

have brought your cheque book and will fill it 

up. I suppose I must say seven pounds ten, 

though it ought to be more, but I will not take 

advantage. There Papa, your name, thank 

you, that will do” and the young lady, her 

object attained, pocketed the cheque and 

tripped away, leaving the two savants to 

pursue their discussion once more in peace. 

 

Chapter VI “Wonderland”   

            
To have a dim recollection of falling asleep in 

one’s own easy chair, to awake and find one’s 

self in a curious rustic bower almost buried in 

a tangled mass of creeping plants - which, 

however, allowed occasional glimpses of a 

magnificent garden, to be at the same time 

confident that neither bower nor garden have 

you ever beheld before: is a situation 

calculated to perplex ordinary minds: to hear 

in addition a conversation in which journeys 

to the moon, the south pole, seem to be 

common-place topics, does not tend to lessen 

the puzzle. Such however was the situation of 

the Doctor. Awakened either by the bright 

sunlight or the sound of voices, the intense 

amazement at his singular position which 

heightened as the conversation proceeded, at 

last changed to an appalling doubt of his own 

sanity; he felt both pulse and forehead 

carefully and was satisfied with the result; he 

tried to concentrate his thoughts on abstruse 

professional subjects, and found not the 

slightest difficulty. Experienced in all 

symptoms of insanity he could not but be 

assured as to the soundness of his own mental 

condition but what was he to conclude from 

the conversation he had just heard? He could 

arrive at but one conclusion, sane or 

otherwise, he was certainly now an inmate of 

some asylum. Had he been conveyed hither 

whilst suffering from a sudden stroke of 

temporary aberration? It must have been so. 

But why waste time in conjecture when the 

simplest enquiry would explain everything. 

Ned rose to his feet, and pushed aside the 

mass of foliage that barred the entrance, when 

he found himself in a superb garden, he 

looked about for the - as he conceived them 

to be - fellow patients, whose strange 

discourse had so bewildered him, but the 

Professor and his friend were not to be seen. 

Away now from the semi-darkness of the 

bower, the doctor noticed that his attire was 

precisely the same that he had worn on - what 

seemed to him - the previous evening; his 

personal effects, too, had not been, in any 

way, interfered with, he perceived moreover 

there was nothing to prevent him from 

quitting the grounds when he thought proper, 

for only a few paces distant was a gate which 

opened on the public way. He walked to the 

gate and gazed on a broad thoroughfare 

where a number of strangely clad people were 

passing to and fro. Again was he 

apprehensive as to his mental condition on 

seeing magnificent carriages moving along 

without any apparent motive power, some 

actually travelling in mid-air at various 

heights, then - although no performers could 

be discerned - he heard delicious music, the 

strains of which were so beautiful they 

seemed to emanate from some celestial 

orchestra. Utterly confounded Ned turned his 

back on the gay thoroughfare and once more 

threaded the garden. With what exquisite 

taste it was laid out! Amazed, bewildered as 

he was he could not but admire. A sudden 

turn in the path showed him a magnificent 

residence, so surfeited was the doctor with 

wonders that the fact of its being apparently 

constructed of marble and the general style 

altogether unique, occasioned him not the 

least surprise. But why should he not end his 

present state of perplexity by making 

enquiries?  Fully resolved he walked towards 

the building, but ere he had come to it, 

became aware for the first time that he was 

observed. Half concealed by one of the 
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portico pillars was an eccentrically attired 

young girl, whom the Doctor rightly guessed 

to be the Milhène he had before heard, though 

not seen. About the middle height, a 

complexion perfectly colourless, clad in a 

pale blue silk dress, sufficiently short to 

disclose stockings and shoes of the same hue, 

large blue eyes, light flaxen hair, worn short 

in a tangled mass of curls she formed a 

picture altogether odd, fantastical yet 

beautiful. 

As Ned approached the threshold, he raised 

his hat to which salute she responded with a 

slight but graceful bend and stood directly 

facing him, seemingly waiting until he should 

explain his errand.  “Did you wish to see my 

father?” at last she enquired in a clear sweet 

voice, after Ned had twice unsuccessfully 

attempted to speak.  “I do” he at last, bold 

through desperation, succeeded in ejaculating 

“he, or perhaps yourself, can inform me how I 

find myself here, and if I have indeed been 

insane or not”. “I do not understand you” she 

replied, her eyes flashing “how you come 

here is certainly best known to yourself, that 

you have been and are decidedly insane I 

have not the smallest doubt; be good enough 

to quit these grounds ere I summon my Father 

and the Servants”. “Madam” said the Doctor 

earnestly, “for Heaven’s sake listen to me if 

but for one moment, however barefaced the 

assertion may appear. I beg positively to 

assure you that no longer time than last night, 

I was at my own house where I have all my 

life resided, this morning I find myself in a 

spot not only totally unfamiliar, but I have 

beheld sights so mysterious and heard ere 

now a conversation fraught with such strange 

incidents that my brain is in a whirl, and yet, 

being myself a medical man, I cannot believe 

but that I am in my right senses”. Ned’s 

fervent appeal seemed to have the effect of 

puzzling the young girl in her turn, and the 

pair gazed upon each other some moments 

without speaking. At length something 

ludicrous in the situation seemed to strike her, 

the indignant flash of her blue eyes changed 

to a look of intense merriment combined with 

curiosity. Ned’s open and intelligent 

countenance seemed certainly to testify that 

whatever strange thing had happened, he was 

no madman. 

“But what an incomprehensible tale! It 

appears to me”, she presently observed, “that 

if you have really lost yourself, the only way 

is to make enquiry as to the best way of 

proceeding to the place where you really 

reside”. “I reside at Budbury, County of W--” 

replied the Doctor “but I feel all enquiries 

will be useless, I seem to be in another 

planet”. “But this is Budbury, county of W--” 

exclaimed Milhène. “I fear” she added, 

scrutinising him “that you have been 

overtaken by some sudden illness, and have 

lost your memory, but here come Papa and 

Mr. Hague. Mr. Hague will put you right, and 

solve the mystery if anyone can.  “Cheer up” 

she added noticing his dejected air “I daresay 

there is not much the matter”. 

To rush far away, anywhere so that he might 

avoid further humiliating statements, was the 

Doctor’s first impulse, but too dazed and 

bewildered to stir, he was still facing Milhène 

in the portico, when the professor and his 

friend arrived “Oh Papa, this gentleman 

wishes to know whether he is insane or not” 

she exclaimed. “He does say such queer 

things, and yet seems perfectly sensible”, she 

added in a lower tone. “I do not understand 

you Milhène” said her Father sharply “this 

house is not a hospital”. “What have you to 

say for yourself Sir”, he continued, turning to 

Ned. 

“Nothing” rejoined the Doctor stiffly “beyond 

what I already informed this young lady. I 

have met with a singular adventure the 

mystery of which I shall no doubt unravel. I 

am fully sensible that my presence here must 

seem a most unwarrantable intrusion and beg 

to atone for it by at once departing”. “Stay” 

said the Professor in a kinder tone, “if there is 

any reasonable service I can render you 

speak. You say you have suffered a strange 

misfortune, what is it? 

With fuller details than he had given Milhène, 

Ned arrayed his experiences, and concluded 

by expressing a desire that his sanity might be 

tested in any way they might think fit. 
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The two savants listened patiently and 

without remark to his almost incredible story, 

their countenances expressing neither surprise 

nor disbelief. 

“My dear Sir” observed Mr. Hague to Ned 

when he had finished “Your own medical 

experience must surely have made you aware 

that your present predicament is by no means 

unparalleled, that you are perfectly sane in all 

respects at the present moment. I have not the 

least hesitation in declaring, at the same time, 

I am firmly convinced that your fancied 

recollections of the past are but the fragments 

of delirious dreams. I have met with cases of 

dual consciousness, which, although 

different, were, in their way as remarkable as 

yours.” Ned did not reply. Every effort made 

to solve the problem seemed to but the more 

to confuse him. Was it indeed so? Had mental 

derangement, to him more terrible than death 

itself, overtaken him? The idea was agony, 

and caused a feeling of deadly faintness to 

steal over him. He started, a hand was laid 

upon his shoulder. It was the professor.  “My 

friend,” he said “be not so overwhelmed.  Mr. 

Hague is a physician of great repute and he 

believes with me that you are suffering 

temporary loss, only, of your memory, and all 

will soon be well; in the meantime make this 

house your home, and, believe me, you are a 

welcome guest.” “Your kindness to a perfect 

stranger, who meets you under such singular 

and unfavourable circumstances is so great I 

am unable to thank you adequately” said Ned 

feelingly “I will most thankfully remain with 

you until - which I trust will be soon - the 

cause of my present distraction shall have 

departed.” 

“Banish all regrets for any mental perplexity 

you may feel” said the professor, cheerily 

“and regard the past you cannot recall, as 

never existed.” 

Ned felt the advice was good, and he resolved 

to rest his harrowed brain and allow the 

solution of the mystery to make itself 

manifest.  An hour later after a careful toilet, 

in which he was assisted by a pale languid 

manservant; and a substantial repast the 

viands of which, though strange, were 

palatable and restorative; he felt able to take a 

more cheerful view of his condition. He was 

even surprised at the strange tranquillity that 

stole over him. Regrets for the past, and 

anxieties for the future were alike banished. 

He had been left alone, the casement stood 

invitingly open, and he stepped out on the 

mossy turf. He was in a portion of the garden 

he had not before seen: brilliant flowers here 

contrasted with rare and beautiful tropical 

trees and shrubs, many of the species he had 

never beheld save in some of the 

conservatories of the great, yet here they were 

flourishing in the open air. 

A magnificent palm tree towering above the 

neighbours evoked special admiration. The 

doctor endeavoured to procure a nearer view, 

but it was surrounded with a dense growth of 

underwood, to force through which was 

impossible; even when he discovered a path 

his patience was exercised. It did not tend 

directly to the tree but by devious ways, and 

was evidently designed as a landscape puzzle. 

More by chance than anything else Ned took 

the correct turning. What a grand sight was 

that tall straight trunk and huge leaves in an 

English landscape, for some yards round the 

underwood had been cleared and in its place 

was smooth velvety turf, rustic seats were 

here and there scattered about, the spot was 

evidently a favourite resort, and in addition to 

its own beauty commanded an extensive view 

of the neighbourhood. Seating himself, 

enjoying the prospect, Ned from old 

unconscious habit felt in his pocket for his 

meerschaum. He produced it, lighted, and 

puffed away contentedly for some minutes. 

Suddenly this connecting link with his former 

life suggested a thought that caused him to 

start. He, the victim of sudden loss of 

memory! Impossible! The very tobacco he 

was smoking was a purchase of the previous 

day, the sealskin pouch that held it, a present 

from a grateful patient, how well he 

remembered the circumstances. 

Where were his patients? Where was he? 
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Chapter VII “The Angel’s Well”  

                   
“What are you thinking about to compel me 

to come here after you, and send Papa one 

way, Mr. Hague another, and the servants 

somewhere else in search of you.” Papa said I 

was to show you the town. Mr. Hague is 

going with us as far as his house, yet you put 

the whole house in confusion and keep me a 

clear quarter of an hour waiting.” “I am truly 

sorry to be the occasion of so much trouble” 

replied Ned, as he beheld the graceful form of 

Milhène - her approach unheard in his deep 

reverie “but the grounds appeared so very 

beautiful I could not resist the temptation to 

explore them, perhaps my best excuse is that I 

am still so perplexed that I feel I am scarcely 

responsible for my actions.” 

“Well, in consideration of your tangled 

mental condition, I will pardon you this once. 

This is the way, we must walk quickly; here 

we are, out at last, and there are Papa and Mr. 

Hague”. “You have found your way back to 

us Doctor” said the Professor smiling “we 

almost feared you had flown away as 

mysteriously as you appeared.” “There, that 

will do Papa, we must not waste any more 

time” exclaimed Milhène impatiently “come 

away Mr. Hague and leave Papa to his 

books”. Scarcely allowing time for a friendly 

adieu to the Professor the impetuous girl 

hurried them to the gate. They were soon 

treading the same thoroughfare Ned had 

beheld that morning, every moment objects 

wondrous and inexplicable greeted his gaze. 

Aerial chariots of various dimensions floated 

about well laden with passengers; that they 

were wonderfully under control was manifest 

by the ease with which they would halt in 

their course, descend gently to the ground to 

receive or discharge passengers, and then 

resume the journey at various heights and 

rates of speed. Of terrestrial vehicles there 

was no lack and the majority of these had no 

discernible method of locomotion. The street 

was a broad one, lined each side with 

magnificent houses and shops; glass 

transparent or opaque, glass of every brilliant 

hue seemed to be the prevailing building 

material, here and there were erections of 

marble which appeared of an earlier date; of 

substantial stone and brick structures Dick 

could not discern one. As they proceeded the 

Doctor was surprised to observe the extreme 

pallor of almost all the inhabitants they 

encountered, it was evidently however no 

sign of ill-health; he noticed also the 

prevalence of spare thin figures not a 

moderately stout individual could he see, he 

was wondering whether it might or might not 

be occasioned by a peculiarity of the local 

climate when Mr. Hague touched his arm 

“Now Doctor what is your candid opinion of 

that” he said indicating a large building on the 

other side of the way, “It is you see scarcely 

completed, the workmen are even now 

putting the finishing touches.” What style of 

architecture the magnificent erection he gazed 

upon was, Ned felt it was impossible to say: 

Grecian sculpture, Moorish decorations, 

Gothic arches, were all blended with 

exquisite harmony, the dozens of lofty pillars 

that formed the base were of glass, cut into 

thousands of facets; the huge dome 

surmounting the whole was of the same 

material, and in the rays of the setting sun 

seemed one immense ball of fire. Tales loved 

in childhood, of enchanted castles where 

resided mighty genie, of crystal caves 

containing beauteous imprisoned damsels. 

Tales forgotten long years since were again 

remembered clearly and distinctly as if the 

time, when to him fairy land was an actual 

reality, had been but yesterday. 

“You appear to admire our exchange” 

observed Mr. Hague.  “I do indeed,” replied 

the Doctor “I have never seen any building at 

all to compare with it in point of beauty”. 

“Strange” murmured Milhène to herself “one 

should almost think he had dropped from 

some planet.” Aloud she said “we are all 

proud of it in Budbury, but I cannot let you 

stare at it any longer, as we are going round 

by the royal promenade, first though we will 

show you the Babel column and the Park, but 

how every one gazes at you, quite as though 

you were a veritable curiosity.” It was indeed 

true that Ned attracted a large amount of 

notice, his powerful well proportioned frame, 
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florid complexion and glowing animated 

countenance presented a strong contrast to the 

majority of those who now eyed him so 

curiously. It had been arranged that Mr. 

Hague whose time was precious should leave 

them at the Park and rejoin them at the 

Professor’s house later in the evening, and 

Ned was - not a little to his surprise - now left 

to Milhène’s sole guidance. Sight followed 

sight of objects strikingly beautiful, but his 

capricious guide scarcely allowed him time to 

regard one, ere she hurried him to another. 

Presently a fresh experience greeted him. 

Raising her stick, the young lady signalled to 

an aerial chariot at no great distance, which, 

alighting, the pair entered. It was superb 

travelling, over house-tops, gardens and high-

ways they swiftly floated keeping at an 

average height of about a hundred feet, in a 

few minutes they had reached their 

destination. It was a lofty hill from which a 

magnificent view of the town could be 

obtained; the sun was setting and the 

reflection of his rays from those glass built 

streets was wonderfully beautiful. And now 

rich strains of music burst forth, the Doctor 

looked for the performers but there were none 

to be seen.  “How is it” he said, wondering, “I 

hear delicious music, yet see no band.” 

“It is the promenade orchestra” replied 

Milhène, “we are near one of the 

telomicrophone centres. How odd it does 

seem to be obliged to explain everything just 

as if you had dropped from one of the fixed 

stars, yet you talk sensibly enough too.” “I 

trust I am sensible enough to appreciate your 

great kindness to myself” said Ned feelingly 

“I believe, however, that this evening I shall 

be able to prove incontestably that there 

neither is nor has been any mental delusion in 

my case, even though I have not yet the key 

to the mystery.” 

“Yes, I believe there is a mystery” observed 

his conductress “you are so delightfully 

strange, like no one I have ever seen, that is 

why I condescend to escort you”. “Then I 

rejoice in my singularity,” rejoined Ned 

gallantly “how superb the music sounds, I 

could stay here for hours.” “But you must not 

stay another instant” exclaimed Milhène “we 

have to walk back all the way, and you can 

give me your arm, I think it very rude not to 

have offered it before.” 

It was a charming walk and evidently a 

favourite with the inhabitants.  Villas with 

beautiful gardens, bordered each side of the 

way. Was it the constant throng of passers; 

the rich strains of music; the numberless 

objects, beautiful and novel; which every 

moment met his gaze, all combined, that 

caused a species of intoxication to come over 

the Doctor? For a time the past was forgotten 

and the widest day-dreams filled his brain. 

He knew not why, but life seemed incapable 

of higher bliss than to be walking by the side 

of that pale eccentric girl, listening to her 

musical voice and gazing on the ever varying 

wonders around them.  “How fearfully silent 

you are” observed his companion  “it is really 

highly complimentary to me, tell me at once 

what you think of our town and townspeople; 

of course though both are immensely inferior 

to that mysterious visionary Budbury where 

you once condescended to dwell.” “No,” 

replied Ned as he thought of the quiet prosaic 

town where he had for so many years resided 

“there is no comparison, this place is 

infinitely more beautiful than any spot I have 

ever beheld. But, good heavens! Do I see 

rightly, the Angel’s well? 

“It is the Angel’s well” said Milhène “but 

how did you know that it was ever called so? 

Everyone now names it the silver well 

because a quantity of ore was discovered in it 

about two hundred years ago, but I like the 

old name best.” 

The well in question was a stream of water 

that gushed with great bulk and force from an 

artificial recess in a rocky bank, the combined 

production of nature and art. It formed a very 

pleasing object, but the Doctor gazed upon it 

as if he were spell bound.  “When you have 

quite finished your inspection of the well”, 

said his companion, “we will proceed. I 

candidly do not consider it worthy of such 

intense admiration.” “I have seen this well 

before”, he replied, “or one so much like it 
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that the resemblance is most wonderful, but 

no, it must be, it is the same.” 

As he spoke Milhène looked at him keenly, a 

grave expression stole over her face; she 

vouchsafed no reply, but quickened her pace, 

her eyes bent on the ground. Whence this 

sudden change in her manner, like a cloud 

shadowing a sunny landscape? And was it a 

mysterious sympathy or the real or fancied 

recognition of a familiar object that dispersed 

the day dreams the Doctor had been indulging 

in and compelled his attention to his present 

condition? Whatever it may have been, the 

buoyant spirits and serene contentment that 

had but a short time since possessed him, had 

fled, and morbid thoughts and fears usurped 

their places. Something told him that to seek 

near or far away for his former abode would 

be in the vain. Then he could not but 

remember that in that mysteriously vanished 

past he had been well off needing assistance 

from no one, whereas now he was all but 

penniless, three sovereigns and some silver 

were all he possessed and how long would 

that last? He resolved to hold a consultation 

with the Professor, that very evening, as to his 

future, fully determined to accept any post, 

however subordinate, that would render him 

free from obligation. “Doctor Overton” said 

his companion presently, the grave expression 

still on her face “tell me truly, have you seen 

nothing this day to remind you of the past? 

Why were all the streets and building so 

unfamiliar, and yet you recognize a well 

which you might easily have passed by 

unnoticed.” 

“The Angel’s well was the only thing this day 

I have ever beheld before,” replied Ned, “and 

the sight of it has bewildered me more than 

ever. It is true the distant landscape seemed 

familiar, but that may have been only fancy” 

“But that well,” she rejoined hastily “when? 

where? did you see it?” And then the Doctor 

told her how he had been wont to pass it 

almost every day, his own house being but a 

few minutes walk distant, he described his 

patients, his friends, the streets of the town 

where he had resided, lined with houses of 

stone, so different from the splendour now 

around them, but for all that not without a 

certain beauty, and then warming with the 

recollection, he discoursed of his school boy 

days, one memory besetting another, until at 

length ashamed at his long speech, he 

abruptly concluded saying, “can you now 

persuade me this is but a dream?” 

“No,” she observed thoughtfully “I am glad 

you have told me everything, it can be no 

dream, why I cannot tell, but I feel now 

almost afraid of you. Have you had an 

enchanted sleep for a century or two, and 

only now woke up?” 

 

Chapter VIII                           

“Five hundred years at fault” 
 

For many weeks past the Professor had 

laboured to construct some heating apparatus, 

more powerful and portable than the galvanic 

travelling stoves in use, that he might obtain 

the necessary heat during his contemplated 

Lunar expedition. It was with the confident 

smile of one who has obtained his object that 

he, that evening submitted his invention to 

general inspection. 

“Congratulate me, friend, the difficulty you 

deemed insurmountable I have vanquished.” 

he said, addressing Mr. Hague. 

“I am truly glad to hear it” rejoined the 

amiable Physician “I confess I thought you 

were attempting an impossibility; how far 

have you succeeded?.” 

“Judge for yourself” was the answer, and he 

turned a small valve, projecting from the 

stove in question, an iron box about twelve 

inches square, the heat which emanated from 

such a diminutive article was surprising, and 

the apartment on that bright Summer night 

soon became almost unendurable. 

“Well done, indeed” exclaimed Mr. Hague 

“and how long will it burn without 

attention?” 

“At least one month” replied the Professor, as 

he shut off the heat “Think you it will answer 

my needs during the journey?” “Admirably 



 

17 

 

my friend, I believe you have made a great 

and beneficial discovery.” 

“I really believe that for once you have Papa” 

observed Milhène “how nice it would have 

been at the South Pole.” 

“Yes we both suffered terribly from the cold, 

did we not?” said her father. 

“I do not wish to think of it” she said 

shudderingly “I am thankful we shall be 

warm on our journey to the Moon.” “I, too, 

have made a discovery to-day,” interrupted 

Mr. Hague, willing to, if possible, prevent the 

invariable dispute that ensued between father 

and daughter when the question of Milhène 

taking part in the projected journey was 

mentioned “although I cannot take any credit 

myself for having made it. My servant whilst 

dusting a small writing case let it fall, and a 

drawer - the existence of which I was quite 

ignorant - was shaken out. It contained some 

old fashioned articles of jewellery and this, 

which I thought worthy of your inspection.” 

“Oh what a lovely old coin” exclaimed 

Milhène snatching the piece of gold from his 

hand “and so nicely marked. You intend it for 

me, do you not dear Mr. Hague?”. 

“Milhène your incessant flow of nonsense is 

not to be endured” said the Professor hastily, 

as he observed she was about to pocket it 

“come, hand it to me at once.” 

With an air of petulance, real or assumed, the 

young lady did as she was desired, and the 

Professor examined the piece of money with 

great interest. 

“It is indeed a rare and beautiful coin” he 

presently observed “I see it dates about a 

century prior to the great social revolution. 

Are you a judge of such things Doctor?” he 

added handing Ned the coin.  “I did once 

collect in a small way,” replied the other” but 

I have no claim to be considered to be an 

authority. This is no rarity, it is but a guinea, 

and I have seen many in a better state of 

preservation.” “Is it possible?” exclaimed the 

Professor “but few would have so quickly 

named a coin, struck six centuries since.” 

“Six centuries” cried Ned, “why I see by the 

date it is barely one.” “What!” retorted Mr. 

Hague “alas Doctor! I fear that your mind has 

not yet freed itself from the phantasies that 

possessed it, it is, believe me, for your own 

benefit to recognise your condition.” “Pardon 

me for interrupting” observed the Professor 

“but I think it possible we may now find the 

key to our friend’s remarkable delusion, that 

his loss of memory is only partial is proved 

by his correctly naming the coin in question, 

(which I think you will admit scarcely half a 

dozen in our town could have done).” 

“That is true” was Mr. Hague’s answer 

musingly. 

“Stay Papa, Mr. Hague” cried Milhène. She 

had risen from her chair and rested her right 

hand on the Professor’s arm as if to compel 

attention “I will not allow you to speak 

another word. Dr. Overton recognised the 

Silver Well, whilst with me to-day, he knew 

the old name and he told me all about the 

curious old streets where all the houses were 

of stone that surrounded it. He told me of his 

past life and many things, I know he is not 

under any delusion, you see” she continued, 

strangely agitated “he is not of us, every one 

stared at him to-day as though he had come 

from some other world.” 

“Perhaps Doctor” said Mr. Hague, with good 

natured sarcasm “you have had a nap of a few 

centuries, you were exactly five hundred 

years out in the age you assigned to the 

guinea.” 

Five hundred years! Five hundred years! 

those simple words smote on Ned’s ears like 

the sudden clanging of a bell. Instantaneously 

as the lightning flash they wrest aside the 

mystery that so long had baffled him. His 

face was pale, but his voice firm and steady 

as he exclaimed “I see it all, and how in the 

space of what I deemed a single night, five 

centuries have come and gone.” 
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Chapter IX  The Past -       

“Master Samuel” 
 

“So then it was but a dream, a marvellous 

incomprehensible dream” said the Curate to 

himself “Where I am I cannot say but thank 

Heaven, it is certainly the nineteenth century 

once more.” Dick’s eyes rested on a 

magnificent mirror which hung nearly 

opposite the couch on which he was lying, 

and then he gazed admiringly on a richly 

carved sideboard loaded with costly plate. He 

raised himself to take a closer survey, but 

almost cried out at the intense pain the slight 

effort caused him; he felt his hands, bandages 

encircled his temples. So then he had been ill, 

or the victim of some accident; he was not 

however destined to remain long in 

ignorance, footsteps were approaching, some 

one entered the apartment, and the visitor 

stood at his couch’s side. It was no common 

place nineteenth century doctor or nurse who 

gazed on him, but a man of tall commanding 

presence; his dark piercing eyes, bronzed 

cheeks, and characteristic features proclaimed 

the Jew, and the noblest specimen of that race 

the Curate had ever beheld.  “Praise to the 

Ruler of all things, thou hast recovered 

consciousness at last,” he exclaimed, “at 

times methought the spirit had departed, so 

little of life was in there.” 

“Have I been ill? What has been the matter?” 

enquired Dick.  “Perchance thou mayest 

recollect” said the Jew “when I tell thee, it 

was whilst returning from midnight worship I 

beheld thy senseless form by the water side, 

and aided by our own people, conveyed thee 

hither.” “Was it near Doctor Overton you 

found me,” asked the Curate.  “I know him 

not” replied the Jew, “thou wast lying near to 

a gate-way of the old Danish town, and I 

marvel that alone thou didst venture into such 

dangerous parts.” 

The Curate sighed, he remembered the dark 

passage and the dread sensation of falling 

down, down those treacherous steps; the 

momentary hope that his journey to the past 

but a dream abandoned him, but where was 

he now? Who was his generous preserver, 

and whence the luxuries that had so surprised 

him! 

“And to whom am I indebted?”, he asked, 

“Heaven grant I may some day be able to 

prove my gratitude, at present I swear the 

poorest beggar in all the realm is a richer man 

than I.” 

“Men call me Master Samuel,” replied the 

Jew, and my occupation is that of a money 

changer and dealer in jewels, but of a surety 

thou comest from afar, it is not wont for the 

people of this land to bestow thanks to any 

succour afforded them by one of our 

persecuted race, rather would they smite the 

hand that raised them up.” “I have indeed 

come from afar”, said Dick gravely, “so 

strange is my story, that were I to relate it you 

would deem it but the raving of a disordered 

intellect.” 

“Nay, thou knowest not that,” replied the Jew, 

“in the course of many year’s wandering to 

and fro, I myself have encountered many 

marvels hard of belief to those who travel not. 

But I may not tempt thee to further converse, 

thou art weak and requirest rest and 

refreshment.” Dick felt he was indeed weak 

and disinclined for conversation, he was also 

painfully hungry from which he concluded 

his exhausted condition was possibly due, to a 

large extent, to the long fast he had 

undergone. Anxious to ascertain the real 

nature of his injuries, he requested his host to 

remove the bandage which, with much 

gentleness and skill was done. 

“It is well,” said the Jew, “that the injury is 

not so great as I feared, I will leave thee 

awhile and Judith shall bring the 

refreshment.” 

Wondering who Judith was, whether wife 

daughter, or servant, the Curate, left alone, 

rose from his couch and with less difficulty 

than anticipated walked to the handsome 

mirror he had before noticed and which he 

now perceived was of burnished metal. What 

a shabby woe-begone image was there 

reflected. He stood horrified and ere he could 

regain his equanimity the door again opened. 

Was it some Eastern princess who entered 
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bearing in her hands a silver tray, laden with 

wines and various dainties? Surely never 

before had Dick’s eyes rested on such rich 

loveliness. He forgot his own unpresentable 

condition in his admiration for the beautiful 

form before him. Tall, with a luxuriously 

moulded figure; commanding, perfectly 

chiselled features; a complexion fairer than 

many of her race, still tropical enough to 

harmonize with the jet black locks and 

brilliant dark eyes; such was Judith. Although 

apparently performing a servant’s duties, she 

was magnificently dressed, and jewels rare 

and costly sparkled on her person. 

“My father bade me bring thee light 

refreshment,” she said in a soft, musical 

voice, “he deemed it would be imprudent to 

send thee aught substantial as yet.” 

“Accept my heartfelt thanks for his and your 

kindness to one so forlorn and friendless as 

myself,” said Dick, “and who can never hope 

to repay it.” 

“Nay speak not thus,” said Judith, “are we not 

commanded to succour the unfortunate?” 

“Right my daughter,” said a deep voice and 

Master Samuel re-entered the apartment, “but 

leave our guest for the present, Master Hazah 

is below with rich stuffs from afar, as he 

tarries here but shortly, inspect his wares and 

see what will best become thee.” Her eyes 

sparkling at the news, the Jewess left the 

room to inspect the dearly loved fabrics, 

Master Samuel meanwhile waiting on Dick 

with the utmost tenderness and solicitude. 

The instantaneous invigoration resulting from 

the slight repast convinced the Curate that his 

prostrate condition was indeed more due to 

the fatigue and exposure he had undergone 

than to the accident he had met with. With the 

return of strength the exigencies and anxieties 

of his present position again confronted him, 

and he resolved, let the consequences be 

hazardous or otherwise, to make the Jew his 

confidant. One of a persecuted race, he would 

be the more likely to advise and assist him, 

besides he felt that it would be no slight relief 

could he share his strange secret with another. 

“I see again the gleam of health upon thy 

countenance,” observed the Jew, “yet another 

day and thou wilt be able to resume thy 

wonted calling, tell me, I pray thee, what it is, 

and if thou requirest aid.  Master Samuel the 

despised money changer is not without 

influence”, added he proudly. 

“First know to whom you offer it,” said Dick, 

“you may when I have told my tale regard me 

as an unnatural being, one to be avoided if not 

persecuted. If, knowing all, you will still help 

me I dare not refuse.” 

It seemed strange to the Curate that whilst he 

was relating the weird and extraordinary 

calamity that had befallen him, that his 

listener did not betray the lightest indication 

of incredulity or surprise and that he should 

be suffered to end his narrative without 

interruption.  “Can you, dare you believe 

me?”, he enquired when he had concluded, 

“or do you regard me as a madman?”. 

“My son,” replied the Jew, his expressive 

countenance beaming with benevolence “rest 

assured I do indeed believe thy tale from the 

first instant I beheld thy senseless form. I felt 

that a mystery other than human surrounded 

thee, for know that even stranger marvels 

have I both seen and heard whilst in my youth 

wandering in far lands. Knowest thou not 

there are still a few of our race, who by 

strange secrets handed down from of old, 

possess wondrous powers which they rarely 

make use of save when they feel enjoined by 

the Most High? It was my lot in youth to be 

cast much in the company of one of these 

sages and mysterious and awful were the 

powers he wielded.” “Were you a witness of 

any of the wonders he professed to 

perform?”, enquired Dick. “Many times,” 

said the Jew solemnly, “one marvel I beheld, 

the memory of which will never grow faint. It 

was a summer evening, we were seated by 

some ruins not far from the holy city. 

“Rabbi,” said I, “is it indeed true as men say, 

that beneath many of the tombs in this land, 

vast treasures lie hidden?” 

“It is even so my son,” he replied. 
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“Are there under here also?” I exclaimed, 

fired at the possibility of wealth. 

“None that pertaineth to these ruins,” replied 

the sage “but hundreds of feet below, treasure 

that would purchase an empire (that belonged 

to races that walked the earth ages since) lies 

buried.” “How canst thou prove that,” I 

exclaimed. 

“Dost thou doubt me child,” said he, “then 

behold for thyself,” and as he spoke, a 

wonderful power was given, my sense of 

sight became superhuman. I could look down, 

down through rock and earth and at a vast 

depth - it may have been miles below the 

surface - I beheld an immense hollow space 

in which were relics of a time so ancient the 

Pyramids would be as of yesterday in 

comparison; and gems and precious metals 

there lay heaped in inexhaustible abundance 

amidst colossal fragments of masonry. But 

awe seized me when I beheld - preserved by 

some strange chemistry of nature - the 

remains of some of those giants who walked 

the earth ages ere Adam was called into 

existence. What a majestic race! Yet for their 

disobedience were they cut off! I also beheld 

other marvels,” continued the Jew “dread and 

horrible, huge turbid seas in which sported 

monsters so uncouth and dread no description 

could portray them; vast districts of fire and 

molten metal, but a great fear came upon me, 

I placed my hand over my eyes and when I 

removed it my wondrous vision had departed 

and I beheld but the sage and the familiar 

landscape. But the hour-glass hath almost run 

out, what doth Judith so long away? Hark! 

The Priory clock tells the third hour past 

noon.” 

As the heavy notes of a bell rolled through 

the air, Dick fancied he could hear the faint 

confused roar of a distant multitude. Master 

Samuel evidently heard it too, and an 

expression of anxiety stole over his features. 

“Who, what is it we hear?” asked Dick.“I 

know not,” replied the Jew, “but there 

seemeth some public commotion and that 

always endangers our unhappy race; here 

cometh Judith, peradventure she can inform 

us. But what aileth thee daughter?  Thou art 

strangely agitated, art thou the bearer of ill 

news? Still fear not.” 

“Father, one of our people hath informed me 

the plague hath appeared in the village at the 

bend of the river, and the inhabitants are 

crowding into our town to escape the 

infection.” said the young Jewess, deadly pale 

“moreover he bade me warn thee to barricade 

the house securely, as it is rumoured amongst 

the ignorant multitude that our people have 

poisoned the wells and caused pestilence.” 

“No time then should be lost,” said Master 

Samuel calmly, “but ere we make fast the 

house what doth our friend say? Will he seek 

safety elsewhere or be a sharer of our peril?” 

“If the danger were tenfold what it seems to 

be, and I obtained perfect security by leaving 

you, I would still stay,” said Dick 

enthusiastically “I should be a craven indeed 

to forsake those who preserved my life, and I 

also truly think I take the safest course for 

self.” 

“Amen,” said the Jew, “and now we will 

endeavour to keep our foes at bay, more than 

once have we been thus besieged but, by the 

help of the Lord, escaped harm.” 

The tinkle of a small bell summoned two 

other members of the household, a short 

brawny young man who assisted Master 

Samuel in the business, and a strikingly 

handsome female domestic. These, though 

not of their race, were evidently regarded by 

the Jew and his daughter more as friends or 

relations than servants. A hurried consultation 

was held and the heavy bolts and chains 

which guarded the doors, and the massive 

windows shutters, were all securely fastened, 

but even then the Jew was not satisfied. 

Planks and heavy furniture were piled up 

against doors and shutters until Dick began to 

fancy that his host was alarmed beyond all 

reason, and he almost hoped that an attack 

would be made, so impregnable did he 

consider their position. The work of 

preparation was not ended yet; costly 

specimens of the jeweller’s and silversmith’s 

art were interred in huge chests, which the 
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sturdy Abor lifted upon his back and carried 

down to a deep cellar. Dick assisted as far as 

lay in his power, but he felt humbled at the 

ease with which his herculean fellow labourer 

carried loads which he himself could scarcely 

move. The noise of an approaching multitude 

grew more and more distinct, as far as could 

be judged from the babel of voices, no actual 

violence was as yet being committed. 

Presently a slight lull took place in the 

ominous sound which seemed now to be 

stationary. 

“Hark,” said Master Samuel, clutching Dick’s 

arm,” they must now be at the end of the 

street, and close to the dwelling of one of our 

people; should he not be molested, we also 

may escape harm.” Hardly had the Jew 

spoken, than the roar of the mob increased 

tenfold, shouts of “Down with the poisoners,” 

“Away with the crucifiers of our Lord,” 

mingled with howls and shrieks from some 

too inflamed with passion to speak; then the 

battering of heavy missiles on doors and 

windows, all indicated the attack had 

commenced. 

“Is he prepared?”, asked the Curate, 

momentarily dreading that some shout of 

trumpets would announce the mob had 

secured their victim.  “I fear not for himself,” 

answered the Jew, “it was one of his 

household that warned Judith, he too hath a 

boat on the river to which a passage runs 

from the dwelling. I trust he is far distant by 

this time.” 

A loud crash was now heard above the 

tumult, some door or window had evidently 

been battered in, then were heard load cries of 

disappointment mingled with threats of future 

vengeance.  “They have escaped Father,” 

exclaimed Judith. 

“Praise be to the Lord!” rejoined Master 

Samuel “should it be His will, He can and 

will deliver us from the hands of the spoiler.” 

And now Dick felt his heart beat quickly. Full 

of baffled rage, and thirsting for blood, the 

mob was arriving in detachment opposite the 

Jew’s house. The expected onslaught did not 

however at once commence; voices of 

remonstrance were heard denouncing the 

reckless proceedings of the crowd and 

warning them of the consequences of their 

excesses; others pleaded the well known 

probity and good conduct of Master Samuel, 

and argued that if the wells were really 

poisoned he and his household were not 

guilty. These efforts of the better disposed 

were however of no avail; a word had passed 

the round of the savage crew which stifled all 

compunctions. It was ‘Gold’; Master Samuel 

was known to be rich and the prospect of 

plunder goaded the crowd to perfect frenzy. 

Whilst the greater number endeavoured to 

enter at the front, others burst open the outer 

gate at the back, and hurled huge stones at the 

windows and brought massive rails to bear on 

the door. 

“Can we no nothing to drive the demons 

away?”, cried Dick. A crash that shook the 

whole house interrupted him; the mob had 

evidently obtained some implement of 

enormous power. All were now occupied in 

placing additional barricades; but, strong as 

he had deemed their position, even Dick felt 

that they could not long withstand such 

tremendous blows. An idea like lightning 

crossed his mind, his revolver! Might not an 

unexpected acquaintance with it cause the 

mob to forego its purpose. To carefully load 

the weapon and explain as well as he could its 

formidable properties was but the work of a 

few moments; and Abor, readily 

comprehending the service a diversion in 

their favour would be, conducted him to an 

upper apartment which was extensively loop-

holed. Now for the first time could they view 

their assailants. Their number was not so 

great as the furious clamour had led them to 

suppose, but they were in a state bordering 

upon insanity, and seemingly capable of any 

atrocity. The battering ram which had so 

alarmed them was a scaffolding pole wielded 

by four of the strongest of the mob. It was 

clearly making their dreaded entry only a 

question of time. One of the most active and 

turbulent of the crowd was a gigantic 

individual, apparently the leader; he it was 

who had stimulated the backward ones with 

accounts of the Jew’s wealth and now was 
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foremost in directing the pole against the 

most vulnerable portions of the house. Him 

the Curate determined to disable. Already 

those carrying the rude weapon of assault had 

backed preparing for another rush, when 

Dick, after a steady careful aim fired; and the 

ruffian, uttering a loud cry, fell back bleeding 

to the ground. The startled cries of surprise 

and alarm, which burst from the crowd at the 

report and its strange terrible consequences, 

were succeeded by the most profound silence. 

A panic began to seize the excitable 

multitude. Vague whispers went round that 

Master Samuel was in league with the Evil 

One, and these were believed by all who 

gazed upon the prostrate body before them. A 

rumour that the watch were coming 

confirmed the disposition to disperse ere 

harm should befall them also, and in a few 

short moments not one of the turbulent mob 

remained save the wounded man who to 

Dick’s great joy now showed faint signs of 

life. 

“Heaven sent thee my son,” said the Jew who 

had beheld what had occurred “now may we 

under cover of the darkness flee from the 

persecutors”. 

“Is there still danger?”, enquired Dick. 

“There is most certain peril in remaining,” 

answered the Jew, “I fear no further 

molestation this night, but, without doubt, I 

shall tomorrow be summoned to answer for 

the wounding, it may be the slaying, of a 

Christian. And there is no mercy in this land 

of bloodshed.” 

 

Chapter X   “The Flight” 
 

It was not until after hours of anxious waiting 

that the inmates of the Jew’s house prepared 

to depart; stealthily and noiselessly the 

obstacles that had barricaded the back 

entrance were removed, a few minutes more 

and they had gained the narrow way leading 

to the river, no sound of voice or footfall 

disturbed the stillness of the summer night. 

Ever keeping in the obscured shadows, and 

walking rapidly, it was not long ere the sound 

of rushing water announced their approach to 

the banks of the stream. 

The Jew’s scheme of flight - matured during 

the hours of waiting - was to embark in a boat 

- if a suitable craft could be found - and by 

travelling with the swift swollen current, he 

deemed that ere daybreak they would be far 

from all danger; and, once at the 

neighbouring city of Marshlock, Master 

Samuel had both kinsmen and friends who 

would aid them to their utmost. There was a 

boat which belonged to the Abbey, the only 

one on the river, not too unwieldy for their 

small party, but it was usually chained, and 

time was precious. The monastery in question 

was situated a few hundred yards down the 

stream, which was there spanned by a 

substantial bridge, at the foot of which the 

small craft so longed for was usually moored. 

“Hist!”, whispered Dick as they neared the 

spot, “I hear the sound of oars.” 

“Is it not the water rushing ’neath the 

arches?” said Abor.  “No,” replied the Curate, 

who had heard the sound in his boating days 

too frequently to be mistaken, “it is a boat and 

coming this way”. “Then they will land at the 

Abbey bridge and doubtless ‘tis the craft we 

seek,” said Abor. 

The splashing of oars was now distinctly 

heard, and the boat presently came into view, 

on its nearing them they could perceive that 

she was heavily ladened. There were five 

occupants; four of whom were labouring hard 

against the strong current, the fifth was 

steering by means of a short oar in the stern, 

and was also engaged in steadying the cargo 

as it shifted about. 

“’Tis the Abbey boat,” whispered Arbor, “by 

all the Saints the tales told concerning the 

monks are not all false.” 

“What is it they have with them?”, enquired 

Dick. 

“Good fat venison,” answered the other, “I 

trow the fathers will be feasting for some time 

to come, and the owners of the broad lands 

whose deer have been stolen will scarce 

suspect the pious monks of St Augustine.” 
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It was with much interest that Dick gazed on 

the jolly recluses; who, not without sundry 

delays occasioned by the rapid current, 

reached the landing place in safety; possibly 

their night excursion was a breach of 

discipline, their movements being 

exceedingly circumspect. After removing the 

cargo - two fat bucks - from the boat, which 

to the delight of the anxious fugitives they 

only secured with a rope, one of the crew 

gave a low whistle which presently caused 

two other inmates of the monastery to make 

their appearance. These assisted the tired 

oarsmen in carrying their burden, and in a 

few minutes the whole party were out of sight 

and hearing. Cautiously emerging from their 

concealment, the Jew’s party lost no time in 

embarking, and, after drifted to what they 

deemed a safe distance, Dick and Abor plied 

the oars lustily, and rowing with the stream 

had soon travelled such a distance as to feel 

for the first time comparatively safe.  Ere 

long to the joy of all the increasing light 

announced the approach of dawn. 

Dick now began to recognize his 

whereabouts, here and there seemingly like a 

dream, he beheld portions of the landscape 

apparently the same as when he last beheld it, 

and he marvelled how nature should repeat 

herself through so many generations. As if to 

mock him another bend in the river would 

disclose a view utterly strange, here instead of 

the grassy hills and cliffs he so well 

remembered was nothing but forest land, 

from the river side to the summit of the lofty 

hills grew trees, some of which appeared 

gigantic for British specimens.  They rested 

on their oars now, only using them to keep 

the central channel of the river, but were, 

notwithstanding, travelling at a rapid rate. 

Presently an object appeared that engrossed 

the Curate’s attention completely. This was a 

ruin on a distant hill, even in its dilapidated 

condition marvellously beautiful. Well did he 

know the lofty eminence on which it stood, 

but had never deemed it had ever formed a 

site for the builder, and yet there were the 

remains of one of the most beautiful 

specimens of Roman architecture he had ever 

beheld, the very tradition of which had 

vanished. 

The river now widened considerably and the 

speed of the current slackened; they were 

now many miles distant from Budbury. 

Strange memories haunted the Curate as they 

neared what he knew must be the city of 

Marshlock, the distant Cathedral spire was 

the same he remembered and still the first 

object to attract the traveller’s eye; all else 

was changed, more than he could ever have 

deemed possible.  They now began to 

encounter various other crafts, laden with a 

variety of merchandise. The ponderous 

strangely shaped sails some of them carried, 

and the antique nautical contrivances, greatly 

interested the Curate; he wondered how a 

modern steam yacht would impress these 

sturdy Englishmen, probably rulers, priests 

and people would denounce it as an invention 

of the evil one and leave no means untried for 

its destruction. To avoid the possibility of the 

boat being recognized, Master Samuel 

thought it advisable to land some distance 

from the city and on the more unfrequented 

bank of the river; large boughs were then 

plucked and flung into the boat, until nothing 

but a careful search could have discovered 

her. 

Walking quickly they soon gained the city 

wall; even the ancient gateway was 

unguarded. Evidently no restriction existed as 

to the ingress or egress of the townspeople. 

Many times larger than Budbury, the streets 

of Marshlock, though they could not vie in 

unique medieval beauty with those of the 

former place were far more lively; dancing 

girls; jugglers; travelling musicians some 

with performing bears and monkeys; austere 

personages, shabby, dirty and sunburned - 

whom the Curate afterwards learned were 

pilgrims returned from the Holy Land. All 

was variety and life; sorely was he tempted to 

linger to inspect some rare building or gaze at 

some curious street performance, but his 

fellow-travellers did not slacken their pace, 

and evidently were of opinion that peril might 

even yet beset them. 
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It was before a noble mansion of the period 

that Master Samuel at last stopped his 

kinsmen. One Solomon, reputed one of the 

wealthiest merchants of the place, welcomed 

the fugitives with the heartiest hospitality, for 

the story of the rioting had preceded them. It 

had been carried hither by the household of 

the Jew who was first attacked and grave 

fears had been entertained for their safety. 

Great was the indignation expressed at the 

excesses that had been committed, and lavish 

the praises bestowed upon Dick to whom the 

Jew ascribed their safety, without however 

going into details. 

Hearty merriment, substantial viands, and 

generous wines seemed the rule at Solomon’s 

house; and when the tired wanderers - after 

receiving every attention kind hospitality 

could suggest - some hours later set down to 

the five o’clock repast, the hardships and 

dangers they had undergone were almost 

forgotten. Dick, in particular - who had been 

under the hands of the barber, and was 

arrayed in a rich well-fitting costume which 

had been forced upon him by the generous 

host - felt his spirits rise to a degree he should 

hardly have deemed possible a short time 

back. He had been introduced by Master 

Samuel as a foreign merchant - evidently a 

recommendation to the money loving race - 

and now, clad in the dress of the period with a 

recognised calling that would itself largely 

account for any social blunders, or ignorance 

of the topics of the day, the vague fear - 

which had continually haunted him more or 

less ever since he took his strange journey - 

of being arraigned as a wizard, all but 

disappeared.  The various peculiarities of the 

company were to him a source of immense 

amusement, the dexterity with which they 

conveyed the viands to their mouths without 

the aid of a fork; the enormous quantity of 

meat and drink each consumed; the loud jests 

and laughter in which the fairer portion of the 

community heartily joined, filled him with 

wonder. 

It was evident that although all were on a 

perfectly familiar footing, there was a 

difference in their station. 

Horns of ale and cider with some took the 

place of wine, and these also - the repast 

being concluded - busied themselves in 

removing the various courses. Although 

dependants, there was nothing servile in their 

bearing, and they joined in the general talk as 

heartily as the host himself. Only one there 

was who seemed not to partake of the general 

jollity, this was Master Samuel. His noble 

countenance wore a grave and anxious 

expression, and when the conversation 

seemed to allow of it, he seemed to be 

listening. 

Presently there was a call for the harp, and to 

Dick’s surprise, the two daughters of the host 

and Judith rose and left the room. The hostess 

however kept her seat, so also did a few 

others of her sex, but Dick guessed, and 

rightly, that music was a prelude to more 

boisterous merriment, of which the more 

refined refused to partake.  The instrument 

was first handed to the host, who, after tuning 

it with a dexterity that showed him to be a 

proficient, commenced to sing. He possessed 

a fine mellow voice, and accompanied 

himself with precision, but the air was a 

peculiar one, and reminded the Curate more 

of a Gregorian chant than of aught else. The 

subject was the victory of Poitiers, and 

altogether the performance was more 

elocutionary than musical, although the 

applause which followed showed it was 

highly appreciated. 

The harp was then passed to others of the 

company, who each performed with more or 

less skill, and it was presently handed to 

Dick.  Completely ignorant of the instrument, 

he, by good fortune, thought of the flute, 

which he had fortunately not omitted to 

transfer when he changed his costume. The 

surprise of the company was great when he 

laid the harp on the table and produced his 

own beautifully finished silver instrument, 

and, after carefully placing the various joints 

together, commenced playing. At one time in 

Dick’s life, music had been almost a craze 

with him, and his was, for an amateur, a 

surprisingly skilful performance. He 

commenced his solo with a brilliant selection 
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from Rossini; then, without pausing, gave 

some of the most popular airs from the many 

operas he was acquainted with, and finished 

with a Scotch air full of melody with 

variations; absorbed in his performance he 

noticed not the effect upon his audience. The 

clear sweet notes seemed to place all under a 

spell, and the dames who had quitted the 

room returned one by one and silently 

resumed their places. 

When the performance was ended, there was 

at first no expression of opinion, but after a 

few second’s pause came a simultaneous 

shout of applause which seemed as if it would 

never end. 

“Prince of musicians”, said the host, as he 

rose from his seat and heartily embraced 

Dick, “such strains as thine never feasted my 

ears before. Where didst thou learn thy divine 

art?” 

“Far, very far away from here,” replied Dick, 

“but question me not good friend, I may not 

now inform thee.” 

“I have heard such music in my dreams,” 

murmured Judith softly.  “Let the wine cup be 

filled, and drink to the health of the brave 

musician,” said the host, “What! Ho!, who is 

it that enters thus rudely! Master John you are 

welcome, but why break in upon us thus, 

travel stained and unannounced?” 

“It is because my news may not keep,” said 

the newcomer, a stalwart individual clad in 

half military, half civilian costume, “whilst 

journeying, hearing a message from our 

gracious Lord the King to his Grace of 

Wentworth, my way being through the town 

of Budbury, I overtook a strong party of the 

watch who informed me there had been 

rioting in that town; that one Master Samuel 

was suspected of harbouring a wizard; that he 

had fled; that the boat belonging to the holy 

fathers of Cambray was missing; and that 

doubtless they had escaped to this place, 

having been known to do business with divers 

merchants here. Your house, good Master 

Solomon was named as one of those where 

they were likely to take refuge. Hearing this, I 

hastened forward to give thee warning if such  

be needed.” 

“Those whom you mention are indeed here,” 

said Master Solomon, “would I knew how it 

were best to protect them.” 

“Heed not for us,” said Master Samuel who 

had heard the news without betraying the 

slightest emotion, “I had foreseen this, and 

ere the feast began despatched a messenger to 

procure and hold in waiting at the North Gate 

three horses, doubtless he is even now with 

them, as I gave promise of liberal payment.” 

“But we are five,” observed the Curate. 

“No danger menaces Abor and Anna,” replied 

the Jew, “they are not of our unhappy race, 

and possess not gold, it is that which tempts 

the persecutor.” 

It seemed hard to Dick that a few moments 

since, he, the object of lavish praise, and 

rejoicing that the trials and perils which had 

so constantly beset him were well nigh 

ending - should have again to flee for his very 

life. He wondered at the calm composure of 

Master Samuel and the quiet fearless 

resignation of Judith. The farewells and 

blessings were soon said, every moment 

being precious, and the three wanderers were 

once more traversing the streets. Would the 

messenger prove faithful? Were they wise in 

trusting what might prove a matter of life or 

death to a total stranger? The same thought 

possessed each one, but neither disclosed it. 

As they neared the gate, every eye was 

strained to ascertain the groundlessness or 

otherwise of this fear.  Thank Heavens! There 

were the steeds in readiness;  a few minutes 

later and they were galloping along a narrow 

road shaded on either side by immensely tall 

hedges; the horses - as though they knew and 

realized the danger of delay - almost flying in 

their rapidity.  “We may not tarry until we 

reach Rocklin Castle,” said Master Samuel, 

“once there we should be safe.” “Will they 

not seek us there?” asked Dick. “It is scarcely 

probable,” replied the Jew, “Lord Rocklin is a 

favourite of the King and has great power; I 

chanced long since to render him a service, 

and he hath repeatedly assured me, that 
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should I ever require protection he would 

shield me even at the hazard of his life.” 

 

Chapter XI   “The Druid’s Grove” 
 

The day was closing, but it being thought 

advisable to reach their destination ere night, 

they pushed on as fast as their now tired 

steeds could carry them, and right glad were 

all when a turn in the road revealed Rockling 

Castle but a few hundred yards distant.  It was 

a huge pile, and in the waning light looked 

stupendous. A broad moat surrounded it, the 

water in the shadow of the lofty towers 

seeming as black as ink. So forbidding was 

the whole aspect of their destined haven that 

Dick could hardly believe that if they once 

gained admittance they would be treated other 

than prisoners.  The drawbridge was down, 

but a challenge from a burly man at arms 

showed the inmates of the Castle were on the 

alert. With a composure and dignity, that had 

its weight with the warder, the Jew 

announced himself as a friend of the noble 

owner, and desired to be admitted to his 

presence, adding force to his bequest by 

depositing a piece of silver in the retainer’s 

hand. 

“What ho! Andrew and Melistor,” cried the 

man, “conduct these three to my Lord’s 

apartment.” 

The two soldiers who appeared did not calm 

the apprehensions as to their safety, still 

entertained by Dick, by their mode of 

escorting them. One man at arms let the way, 

whilst his companion, his hand resting on 

what appeared very like a handle of a dagger, 

brought up the rear. Even Master Samuel 

remembered how little of gratitude for past 

favours sometimes remains in the bosoms of 

the great; but to draw back now was 

impossible, even to show fear might be 

dangerous, and they accompanied their guide 

through long dark corridors and spacious 

apartments of which but little could be seen 

now in the dusk, to the presence of the arbiter 

of their fate. 

“I shall know the moment I behold him,” said 

Judith to herself, “whether he be friend or 

foe,” and when they were ushered into the 

presence of Lord Rockling, ere a word was 

exchanged, her instinct unhesitatingly 

pronounced him a friend, and a true one.  

Judith was right, but little of the rugged 

sternness of the age appeared in Lord 

Rockling’s refined and open countenance, 

although he was famed for his martial 

prowess. A keen rapid glance as they entered 

instantly changed to a look of genuine 

pleasure as he recognised Master Samuel; 

whatever were the benefits he had received 

from the Jew, they were evidently neither 

forgotten nor underrated. The warmest 

welcome with the assurances of perfect safety 

awaited those who but a few moments since 

almost regarded themselves as captives. Lady 

Rockling, a stately dame who appeared many 

years older than her lord, vied with him in 

hospitable intentions, treating them more as 

honoured guests than homeless fugitives. 

What a strange combination of barbarism and 

elegance presented itself at every turn to 

Dick’s gaze! He was drinking wine from a 

goblet of solid gold of matchless 

workmanship, handed to him by a man 

hideously branded on the forehead; which 

punishment, he afterwards learned, had been 

inflicted for but a very trivial offence. 

It was fortunate for the weary travellers, that 

at Rockling Castle, as elsewhere at that 

period, early hours were the rule; scarce an 

hour after the distant curfew had rung, every 

inmate of the castle had retired to rest. Sound 

and refreshing were the slumbers of Dick and 

his Jewish friends, the early breakfast had 

long been over, and it wanted but a little 

while ere the dinner bell would sound when 

they made their appearance. It was new to the 

Curate to sit down to steaming joints and 

strong ale, at the first meal of the day, and 

sundry misgivings crossed his mind as to how 

such a regime would suit his digestion, but he 

philosophically dismissed them as having no 

choice in the matter; and the sparkling eyes, 

and clear healthy complexions of all whom he 

beheld seemed to testify that their diet was 
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possibly at least as wholesome as that 

indulged in by their descendants. 

A wolf hunt was to take place that morning. It 

was an inspiring sight to behold those 

retainers who were to accompany the baron in 

their picturesque dress, armed with bows, 

lances, and long knives, mustering in the 

castle yard. Sorely were they envied by those 

who for the safety of the fortress were left 

behind. In admirable order the troop filed out 

of the court yard, and once across the 

drawbridge broke into a swift gallop towards 

the distant woodlands. 

Deeming it probable that he would not appear 

to advantage among those athletic warrior 

huntsmen, owing to his utter ignorance of the 

weapons of the chase of the period, Dick 

pleaded fatigue and declined the pressing 

invitation of the baron to accompany them.  It 

was with a keen sense of enjoyment that, 

unhindered and alone, he strolled round the 

feudal pile; presently it dawned upon him that 

this must be the original of some ruins he had 

once visited, but how hard it was to realize in 

the tall stately fortification, the romantic ivy 

grown walls he had contemplated with so 

much admiration mingled with sadness. The 

Norman chapel in the centre of the yard alone 

presented the old familiar aspect. 

After admiring the ponderous machinery of 

the drawbridge, Dick passed over it to the 

park-like country beyond; the almost total 

absence of enclosure added to the beauty of 

the landscape. A small village in the distance 

he resolved to explore. This proved to be a 

miserable spot, a veritable assemblage of mud 

habitations, and the Curate marvelled how 

those of the inhabitants he chanced to behold, 

preserved their robust health and independent 

carriage in the midst of such squalor, very 

favourably indeed did they contrast with the 

worn dispirited rustics he had formerly 

regarded with pity. 

A little distance from the hamlet was a large 

open space where a boy of about twelve years 

of age was vainly trying to bend a bow taller 

than himself - in the presence of an old man. 

“Canst thou not manage it yet boy?”. After 

one or two unsuccessful attempts the youth 

succeeded in stringing his bow. 

“Now show this stranger how thou canst 

shoot” said the old man, who had given a 

friendly good morrow in response to Dick’s 

salute. “Where is the mark?” enquired the 

Curate. “Dost thou not see the stuffed wolf a 

hundred paces hence.” “But he surely will 

never strike it at this distance,” replied Dick, 

who thought it would be no bad feat for a 

rifle. 

“Now steady Peter,” resumed his instructor, 

“aim a little to the right, there is a breeze 

springing up.” In an instant the arrow was let 

fly almost with the velocity of a bullet, it 

passed the mark by but a few inches only; 

annoyed at missing in the presence of a 

stranger the lad instantly shot again, and this 

time to Dick’s amazement the arrow pierced 

the stuffed animal through to the very feather. 

How would modern toxopholites appear 

under the same conditions, thought Dick, as 

he strolled on at random, discovering new 

beauties in the landscape at every step. A 

small eminence crowned with a grove of trees 

now came into view. Well did he know that 

hill; it was on the summit that tourists, after 

visiting the ruins, usually took their 

refreshment, the springy mossy turf and 

commanding prospect making it a favourite 

spot. Now to his surprise, stately oaks grew 

where he remembered not even a bush was 

seen, and what giants of the forest they were, 

or rather, had been! for when Dick 

approached them he found the fresh foliage 

grew from trunks hollow and decayed. Some 

of the largest trees had been levelled by the 

blast, and were now rotting away. A light 

burst upon his mind! From time immemorial 

the elevation had been known as the Druid’s 

hill, although as far as he knew, no tradition 

was associated with it, and now before his 

eyes was, beyond all doubt, a veritable 

Druid’s grove, the original name having 

survived centuries after the stately trees had 

mouldered to dust.  But Dick’s musings 

suddenly ceased when he beheld emerge from 

the grove, laden with wild flowers, and 
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stately and beautiful as Diana herself, the 

Jewish maiden. 

There was no attempt made by Judith to 

conceal her joy at the unexpected meeting, 

and the youthful pair, side by side, pursued 

their way talking of the perils so happily 

escaped, and forming schemes of happiness 

for the future. Time does not lag under such 

conditions; the first intimation of his plight 

was the distant sound of horns betokening the 

return of the hunting party. 

It was greatly to Dick’s surprise - when once 

more within the Castle walls - that Master 

Samuel, who seemed greatly relieved by their 

return, chid both Judith and himself for 

venturing so far. He could scarce help 

thinking but that age and the perils he had 

lately undergone had made the Jew 

unreasonably timid, fearing dangers which 

had no existence, save in his excited 

imagination. It was not until Lord Rocklin, 

when he heard of the excursion, warned them 

that he could not answer for their safety any 

distance from the castle, that the wanderers 

realized the risk they had incurred. 

Ere the day had passed away, it was clear to 

Dick, though wherefore he could not divine, 

that he stood very high in the good graces of 

the baron. Without lacking in the smallest 

courtesy to his other guests, Lord Rockling 

yet conversed almost entirely with him; never 

seeming to weary of his company. Even when 

at a later hour in the day, with rare 

condescension he showed his guests round 

the fortress, explaining every detail and 

discoursing upon the various modes of attack 

and defence it was to Dick his remarks were 

addressed, the beautiful Jewess being almost 

forgotten. 

It was whilst enlarging to his guests upon the 

strong points of the fortress, that the 

conversation turned upon the newly invented 

cannon.  Of these Lord Rockling spoke with 

the greatest contempt, save perhaps for the 

panic they might occasion unaccustomed 

foes; he described engines used by the 

ancients which, he asserted, were tenfold 

more powerful than the new ordnance. Of 

these the Curate had never heard, but the 

baron had seen drawings of them in his youth, 

and read accounts of their wonderful power. 

“Yet,” observed Dick, “those rude guns you 

despise will one day be so improved that a 

castle such as this could in the space of one 

short half hour be battered to a mere stone 

heap.” 

“Who are you Sir, to affirm such idle 

falsehoods?” said the baron with indignation, 

the vision of Rockling Castle in ruins by no 

means a pleasant one “dost think that one of 

those clumsy engines could in the face of the 

face of five hundred archers which I 

command, be brought along the rugged ways 

that lead hither? Marry, sir traveller! thy 

tongue runneth away with thee.” 

Dick was about to explain that he was not 

speaking of the ordnance of that day, but a 

timely glance from Master Samuel warned 

him that he was venturing on dangerous 

ground; he adroitly changed the subject, and 

the nobleman’s momentary warmth soon 

subsided.  It appeared however that the 

Curate was destined that day to commit 

himself. Presently the baron chanced to 

mention the existence of a mine of tin ore on 

a portion of his domain, and bewailed the 

impossibility of obtaining it in consequence 

of the large influx of water. 

“Would it not pay you to invest in steam 

pumping machinery?” observed Dick. 

“I understand thee not,” replied Lord 

Rockling, “I have had ten men at work, but 

their efforts to reduce the water are fruitless.” 

“Ten men!,” exclaimed the Curate “one steam 

pump would do the work of a hundred.” 

But the baron’s look of amazement recalled 

Dick to himself. Some explanation was 

necessary to allay the other’s curiosity and 

the Curate lightly touched on the power of 

steam as a something he had become 

acquainted with in the distant regions of the 

far east. He felt however considerably 

relieved when the baron was summoned to 

superintend some military detail, and he 

resolved to be more circumspect in future. 
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There was one inmate of the castle, who 

although outwardly polite, even cordial, Dick 

instinctively felt from the first hour they met 

was an enemy. This was a tall gaunt 

individual arrayed in a monastic garb, with 

shaven crown, addressed as Father Ambrose, 

of what rank or order the Curate never knew. 

More than once however, whilst conversing 

at the table with Lord Rockling, had he 

become aware that the eyes of the monk were 

intently fixed upon him with an expression so 

far from amiable, that all his soft speeches 

and proffers of friendship could not efface the 

conviction, that, either from jealousy or some 

other reasons, he was the object of the other’s 

secret enmity. There was still another fact 

which surprised the Curate, from the 

humblest servitor to the baron himself, all 

appeared to regard the monk with ill 

concealed dislike, yet none dared affront him, 

and his orders, which did not interfere with 

their military duties, were promptly, if 

sullenly obeyed by the domestics. 

The presence of the holy father in the castle 

was a source of apprehension and fear to 

Master Samuel, which was heightened when 

the keen eyes of the Jew detected the 

extraordinary surprise Dick occasioned the 

monk, who never seemed to weary of 

stealthily gazing upon him. 

Had Master Samuel been aware that, making 

use of every possible cover like a practised 

skirmisher - as he was - and keeping close to 

them all the time, the wily churchman had 

heard the whole of Dick’s unguarded 

conversation with Baron Rockling, he would 

have been still more disquieted. 

 

Chapter XII  The Future          

“An unwilling third” 
 

Struggling as well as he might to suppress the 

emotion occasioned by the discovery of the 

singular calamity that had befallen him, the 

Doctor described his experience of what he 

had deemed to be the previous evening. His 

friend - the supper - the conversation relative 

to the old weird spell (which had proved so 

terribly potent), was each in its turn dwelt 

upon. Though regarded at first as a still 

further proof of a disordered intellect, ere he 

had concluded his strange tale its truth was 

doubted by no one. Marvellous and incredible 

as the narrative seemed, it was told with so 

much coherency and earnestness, to 

disbelieve was impossible, and the further 

confirmation Ned gave by displaying the few 

current coins he had in his possession was 

unneeded. 

The transformation from an object of pity into 

a veritable lion, is a vastly pleasant sensation. 

The Professor and Mr. Hague vied with each 

other in kind words, hand shakings, and 

questions. 

“And now you really do believe me?” 

exclaimed Ned, when at last he was able to 

put in a word. 

“Implicitly,” replied the Professor, “and,” he 

added benevolently, “I trust that you will be 

sufficiently happy in this our time to regret 

not the past; in the meantime consider this 

your home for as long as you list. 

“My old friend,” said Mr. Hague “ be not 

offended, if I wish to rob you of our guest, 

but Doctor Overton and I follow the same 

calling, and should he reside with me, I will, 

by disclosing the principal discoveries in 

medicine, soon enable him to be independent 

of all aid.” 

“Mr. Hague I am surprised at you, are you not 

too Papa?” (It was Milhène who spoke) 

“because we have a friend who is a great 

curiosity, you try to wheedle him away just as 

you have some of Papa’s best coins. Doctor 

Overton belongs to us, you may indeed come 

and see him and talk to him, but I shall 

certainly not allow anything further.” “Hush 

child,” said the Professor sharply, “Doctor 

Overton is not our property, and Mr. Hague’s 

offer is most generous; but my friend,” he 

added, turning to Ned, “leave us not for at 

least a few days.” “What can I say?” replied 

the Doctor feelingly “after so much kindness, 

I place myself in your hands, do with me as 

you will.” “Then, our sovereign behest is, that 

you remain here,” said Milhène quickly. 
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And so it was settled. 

It was at an early hour the following morning 

the Professor conducted Ned to his study - 

where they were presently joined by Mr. 

Hague. The Professor had promised to render 

his guest a brief outline of the principal 

historic events and scientific discoveries that 

had taken place during the previous five 

centuries. With what absorbing interest did 

Ned hear of the progress made through the 

Twentieth and Twenty-first centuries; many 

of which he knew had been foreshadowed by 

men of science to an extent that seemed 

almost prophetic, from his present standpoint. 

The account of the brilliant victories and 

conquests achieved by his countrymen filled 

him with enthusiasm; presently however the 

narrative took a more sombre hue. In eloquent 

language the Professor described how 

commercial intercourse; growing wealth; and 

vast increase of knowledge; did not, as had 

been confidently predicted by lovers of peace, 

conduce to the mutual harmony and good will 

of the nations, but occasioned ill suppressed 

jealousy. As each power grew richer, so were 

the armaments increased; for the space of 

near a century did they vie one with another, 

ever inventing newer and more deadly means 

of destruction; knowing a terrible conflict was 

impending, which might possibly involve the 

whole civilized world. 

At last a trifling difference occurred betwixt 

two of the smaller states about some breach 

of international etiquette in a remote colony, 

this tiny spark proved sufficient to cause the 

most fearful warlike explosion that perhaps 

had ever taken place in the history of the 

world. One after another were the great 

powers involved. There was wealth; long 

suppressed warlike ardour; and an intense 

desire to test the stupendous ships, guns, and 

wonderful scientific engines of destruction 

now possessed by all. 

“It would weary you,” said the Professor “to 

describe the international conflict, how the 

smaller states were, in time, absorbed by the 

larger, these still continuing to fight, until at 

last the war fever burnt itself out and the 

nations, sadder and wiser, set themselves to 

remedy as far as they might, the evil it had 

caused, but the arts and industries received a 

shock from which they hardly recovered, in 

the course of a whole century.” 

At this portion of the Professor’s narrative 

Milhène entered the room. 

“Are you ready Papa?” she exclaimed, “you 

ought not to expect me always to remind you. 

Now you and Doctor Overton must make 

haste, or the car will have gone.” 

“I really do not understand you” said the 

Professor, “and you are interrupting us at a 

most critical moment.” 

“The car for Berslem starts at noon,” rejoined 

the young lady with unchanged countenance, 

“and we are going in it, please make haste.” 

A look of irritation and annoyance for an 

instant appeared on the Professor’s face but, 

ere it was expressed in words, changed to a 

smile.  “Well Doctor,” he exclaimed when 

Milhène, having expressed her commands, 

had left the apartment “there seems no help 

for it, and truly the weather is too good to 

waste indoors, although in strict duty I ought 

to chide the child, she gets more 

unmanageable every day, and if I am not 

more careful she will be spoiled.” 

“How are these wonderful machines 

supported said the Doctor (they had taken 

their seats in the car, and now elevated a full 

quarter of a mile from terra firma, were 

travelling swiftly over the town) “of all the 

wonders I have encountered, I consider them 

the greatest.” “They are the result of the latest 

discovery of importance that has been made”, 

said the Professor, “and have only been 

brought to complete perfection quite recently. 

It is some fifteen years since that a celebrated 

French chemist, quite by accident, discovered 

that some of the metals could, by being 

submitted to a certain process, actually have 

the principle of gravitation reduced to such an 

extent that they possessed, comparatively 

speaking no weight whatever.  Although so 

remarkable a discovery caused at the time 

great interest, it was not until the last few 

years that the idea occurred of allying it to 
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actual navigation; a succession of 

experiments and not a few failures resulted in 

the production of a carriage more buoyant 

than the lightest balloon, and by means of 

revolving screws driven by electricity at an 

enormous speed, perfectly under control.” On 

they swiftly floated, over hill, valley and 

river. They were now approaching a town 

evidently of great size and importance. The 

aerial conveyances were so numerous that 

great care was required to avoid a collision. 

As they drew nearer, Ned could hardly 

restrain his admiration at the prospect before 

him. Grand streets lined with lofty houses, 

were in many cases crossed over by gigantic 

arches which also were built upon, the 

grandeur of the effect being literally 

bewildering. One thing enhanced the beauty 

of the spectacle, look where he might no 

smoke obscured the view; the Doctor thought 

of the black clouds which he had always 

considered inseparable from any considerable 

town, and marvelled how they had been done 

away with. As they journeyed along, the 

Professor told how that many years since, a 

rich nobleman noted for his scientific 

proclivities; had, from curiosity, caused an 

enormous shaft to be sunk on his estate, to, if 

possible, finally set at rest the theory of the 

earth’s central heat; that, as the depth of the 

shaft increased, so did the temperature; until, 

at last, at the distance of no less than three 

miles from the surface the work had to be 

discontinued. Then it was, some master mind 

conceived the idea of utilising the tremendous 

energy which so much heat must necessarily 

contain; a wondrously designed boiler of 

enormous strength and dimensions was, after 

many failures, and sacrifices of life, placed at 

the bottom of the shaft; a never failing supply 

of water was close at hand from the many 

springs which had been encountered during 

the boring process, and iron pipes from the 

boiler extended to the surface, when the water 

was allowed to enter the huge structure, the 

scheme was proved to be a wonderful 

success. An immense, almost unlimited, 

supply of steam was the result. Factories 

sprang up like magic, the steam distributed by 

branch pipes was sufficient for all, and two 

hundred thousand inhabitants now live, where 

formerly resided scarce a score. Now, each 

place of importance has its own fire centre; 

some large towns, such as this, possess 

several, and by them not only is the necessary 

power obtained for the various manufacturing 

industries, but every house also is heated, 

rendering the burning of any fuel 

unnecessary. 

The car at length stopped in front of a 

magnificent hotel, the long journey and 

exposure to a low temperature had given the 

sauce of hunger to each, the Doctor doing 

special justice to the good fare before him. 

The repast ended, Milhène, as the Doctor 

afterwards found was her invariable custom, 

produced her cigarette case. 

“How very odd it seems for Papa and you not 

to smoke,” she observed, as she leant back in 

her easy chair, and inhaled the delicate aroma 

with evident enjoyment. 

“But I do smoke, and will if you will allow 

me to,” said Ned. “Certainly,” replied the 

young girl, “try one of these, they are 

delicious.” “I would rather smoke this, if I 

have your permission” and the Doctor drew 

from his pocket his meerschaum and tobacco 

pouch. “Oh what a curious pipe! do you know 

you remind me of a very old picture I once 

saw of a queer looking old man smoking just 

such a pipe as yours.” 

“I wonder if I also resemble him,” rejoined 

the Doctor good humouredly. 

“Well no, I do not say that,” she observed 

reflectively “the old man in the picture was, I 

should say, of the two, the better looking.”  

“But Papa what are we going to do? The 

whole day must not be wasted here.” 

          .          .          .           

 

Innumerable, strange, and wonderful were the 

sights Ned beheld that day. The superb 

gardens embellished with colossal fountains 

which hurled jets of water to the height of 

hundreds of feet; the stately public buildings, 

so stupendous, so gorgeous they seemed more 

dream like than real; on the right or left, gaze 
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where he would some beautiful structure, or 

marvellous mechanical wonder met his eye.  

At last, notwithstanding the numerous 

methods of locomotion that made their 

exploration easy, mind and body alike 

became wearied, and Ned experienced a 

feeling of relief when they were again seated 

in their airy chariot, swiftly speeding 

homewards. 

Nearly the whole of the day following, the 

Professor was engaged with a celebrated 

engineer discussing certain additional 

improvements to the wonderful machine that 

was to convey him on his adventurous lunar 

voyage. It was the third day of the Doctor’s 

equally strange journey; some fancy impelled 

him to enter the Summer house where he first 

experienced his new state of existence. Again 

he seemed to hear the conversation which had 

so bewildered him, and how vividly his past 

life came before him! Yet he felt no wish to 

return thither, he could not explain why, but 

existence seemed fuller, sweeter than ever he 

had known it before. Then he thought of his 

friend, the Curate, he gave a start as it 

occurred to him that he also might be the 

victim of the spell, but carried backwards to 

the past. If indeed it were so, what a stir their 

disappearance must have occasioned in the 

little town of Budbury. 

Hark! What delicious music! After all, it was 

a privilege to live in such an age as this. 

Ned’s eyes closed, had he been asleep? He 

hardly knew, but presently he became aware 

that immediately in front of him stood 

Milhène. 

“Did I wake you,” she exclaimed, “I am so 

sorry, but then you know it is necessary to 

wake up sometimes, you must not be always 

asleep; besides I wish to know more about the 

old time when you used to live.  Now you can 

sit down.” for the Doctor had risen to his feet 

“but stay - not here, follow me.” 

The wilful girl led the way to the palm-tree 

and taking a seat, motioned Ned to place 

himself by her side. 

“How nice not to be interrupted,” she cried 

“you can’t think how busy Papa is just now; 

but of course there are lots of preparations 

when one intends going to the moon.” 

“Yes, particularly when three people are 

going instead of one. I have been giving Papa 

and the engineer some hints about the 

carriage; and the apparatus for supplying 

fresh air and warming the inside. I find that I 

cannot endure the cold as well as I used to.” 

“Good Heavens!,” ejaculated the Doctor, you 

do not seriously mean to say that you are 

going too?” 

“Indeed I am. Are you able to bear intense 

cold? I suggested to Papa that it would be 

wise for you to go up in the air boats every 

day increasing the height each time, then you 

would soon be used to any temperature.” 

“But,” observed the Doctor, puzzled, “as I am 

not taking a journey to the moon, such a 

course of discipline is, I think, hardly 

necessary.” “You are going,” Milhène 

answered, “I have just arranged everything. I 

assure I had to be very firm with Papa, but at 

last he consented, and even said, if I were 

determined to go with him, a third passenger 

who would help to keep things in order would 

be necessary, and if you would dare the risk, 

there was no one whose company he would 

prefer.” “What!,” exclaimed Ned, springing 

to his feet in consternation, “I have not the 

remotest intention of joining in any such 

expedition and shall .......” 

“Stop,” cried Milhène. There was that in her 

voice which caused the Doctor to refrain from 

speaking further, “I will not listen to a word, 

you go with us, it is finally settled. And now 

tell me all about your Budbury and make 

yourself pleasant and agreeable.” And how it 

was, the Doctor could not tell, but he felt the 

question was finally settled. Where were the 

strong will, and sturdy common sense upon 

which he used to pride himself? Had the 

capricious girl by his side in some mysterious 

way, magnetized him, that he should allow 

himself to be drawn into an expedition so full 

of peril and privation?  Alas for Ned! he was 

bewitched though he knew it not, no 

mysterious occult agency had subdued him; 

with all the fierce fervour of a first love - the 
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fiercer that it came late in life - he loved; and 

was, ere long, destined to realize it but too 

fully. 

“And were you happy in your former life, 

and, if you had the power, would you return 

to it?” enquired Milhène of the Doctor. She 

had been questioning him for nearly an hour, 

and had learnt nearly every incident that had 

ever befallen him. Not even in a law court 

could he have been subjected to a keener 

examination, yet, oddly enough, on the 

present occasion, Ned found it by no means 

irksome. Freely, unreservedly, however as he 

had replied to her other questions, this 

demanded consideration. 

“I hardly know,” he observed, after a pause, I 

feel happier than I ever remember to have 

been before, but on the other hand I once 

possessed comparative wealth; a profession; 

and craved assistance from no one.” 

“But if these things you speak of did not 

make you happier, why regret them?,” 

interrupted the questioner “what so useless as 

to grieve over the past? It can but teach us to 

employ the present, and so make or mar the 

future.” 

Ned gazed at her in surprise, the frivolous 

whimsical girl seemed transformed, and in 

her eyes was a far away look; it was not 

difficult to fancy their vision reached beyond 

mortal ken. All in a moment, her mood 

changed, footsteps were heard approaching 

and the familiar form of Mr. Hague came in 

view. 

Suddenly the eccentric girl rushed forward to 

greet her visitor, seizing both his hands. 

“Now Mr. Hague, you have something to tell 

me, don’t pretend you have not, I can see it in 

your face, now mind it is good news, because 

I do not feel in the best of tempers this 

morning. Now what is it, and why do you not 

tell me at once? “Will we go with you to the 

cavern?” “Yes certainly, it will not be of the 

slightest use to ask Papa, for just now he has 

not one moment to spare.” 

But you have not given Dr. Overton time to 

say if the expedition is to his taste,” said Mr. 

Hague, smiling.    

“I shall be most happy to accompany you,” 

said Ned.  “And you will not regret your 

decision,” rejoined Mr. Hague, “for many 

reasons, the cavern is well worthy of a visit, it 

was the result of an earthquake which took 

place about two centuries since. An immense 

fissure in the ground opened, and swallowed 

up an entire village, it then closed but upon 

the surface only; this fact however was 

discovered quite recently owing to the 

removal of an immense growth of underwood 

which had concealed the only entrance. Far in 

the interior of the cave were found numerous 

relics of the buildings which had been 

engulfed, but now these have been nearly all 

taken away by visitors; still, a careful search 

is generally repaid by the discovery of some 

object of interest.” 

The Cavern was one of Mr. Hague’s favourite 

themes, and he would have discoursed long 

and eloquently, if he had not been suddenly 

interrupted by Milhène. 

“That will do Mr. Hague, what interest do 

you think Doctor Overton, or I, can feel in 

inspecting the cave, if we are tired out 

beforehand by hearing so much about it, you 

really should know better, besides I wish to 

ask you a question.” 

“A dozen if you like my dear child, and I will 

answer them to the best of my ability.” “Well 

then, do you think in our own, the present 

time, we are as happy as if we were living in 

the age to which he belongs?” enquired 

Milhène, pointing her finger at Ned. 

“I think that question should have been 

addressed to Doctor Overton himself,” replied 

Mr. Hague, thoughtfully, “but since you have 

asked me, in my opinion we should be the 

happier; in addition to the marvellous 

discoveries in science and the general 

increase of all kinds of knowledge by which 

our powers and comforts are greatly 

extended, mankind has grown older and 

wiser. War, that source of so much evil and 

suffering, is a thing of the past. Almost all of 

those terrible diseases which formerly 

scourged humanity have been either 
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extirpated, or rendered comparatively 

harmless.” 

“Yet I have heard you say that we do not live 

longer, and are not so strong as our 

ancestors,” continued Milhène. 

“That is but too true,” he answered, “with 

each successive generation, the vital powers 

appear to grow weaker; that there are many 

exceptions I do not deny, but the fact as a 

whole is universally admitted.” “A similar 

theory was brought forward in my time,” 

observed Ned, “I believe some of the greatest 

Physicians favoured it, but popular opinion 

was decidedly adverse.” 

“Recollect,” replied Mr. Hague, “that many 

things dimly surmised in your day are now 

fully proved, and, what is more, the cause 

discovered.” 

“Then you have found, or will soon find a 

remedy,” said Ned.  “There is no remedy for 

old age, this earth we inhabit is growing old 

each year, the central heat diminishes, and 

those gigantic boilers which derive their heat 

from the central fire have to be placed at 

greater depths, this decrease of temperature, 

which has doubtless been going on for many 

centuries, seems in some mysterious way to 

affect all organic life; the hot fierce passions 

and ever recurring war fever have vanished, 

but alas! so also has the rich vitality which 

occasioned them. Notwithstanding I believe 

mankind are happier, far happier than of 

yore.” 

“And I am inclined to think likewise,” said 

Ned, after a pause, “a dream like 

contentment, such as I have never 

experienced before, pervades my whole 

being. Is it indeed that the change in our 

planet’s condition has already affected me?” 

“Hardly as yet, I should imagine,” replied Mr. 

Hague, and he regarded the Doctor with a 

keen but far from unkind glance. As he spoke 

a clear musical note was heard. 

“Oh that is tiresome,” exclaimed Milhène 

“there is Papa wanting me, of course if he is 

in a fix he sends for me, just too, as the 

conversation was becoming interesting. Stay 

both of you where you are, remember I shall 

not be long.” 

“An indulgent father, but sometimes I fear a 

very unwise one,” observed Mr. Hague, when 

the pale blue dress could no longer be 

discerned. 

“Is he not almost a slave to his daughter?”, 

asked Ned.  “To a scarcely conceivable 

extent. From her earliest years, Milhène has 

virtually been her own mistress. Would that a 

mother had lived to watch over her; a less 

noble nature would have been utterly ruined. I 

have a tender regard for her, and have not 

scrupled, upon occasions, to remonstrate with 

the Professor for his infatuated indulgence. 

To make matters worse, Milhène is, 

notwithstanding her protestations to the 

contrary, devoted to scientific experiments. 

Many a time, after the midnight hour had 

struck have I left them, knowing that 

probably neither of them would retire to rest 

until the following noon. Poor child! She 

needs a strong, yet tender hand, to guide her 

through, what will, I fear, be but a short 

existence.” 

“Good Heavens!” exclaimed Ned, “say 

anything but that, no, you surely cannot mean 

it.” The Doctor was strangely agitated, and 

could say no more. 

“Her constitution, originally a strong one, has 

been fearfully tried,” said Mr. Hague, “she 

has accompanied her father on far away 

excursions, that would have tried the 

strongest men.” 

Ned remembered the observation of Milhène 

that she could not stand the cold so well as 

formerly, and a vague dread - he hardly knew 

of what, but such as he had never before 

experienced - stole over him.  “But,” 

continued Mr. Hague, observing with surprise 

the Doctor’s altered aspect,” she is young, 

and thoughtful, watchful care may yet avert 

all danger.” 

“Yet that duty be mine,” cried the Doctor 

with enthusiasm, “to shield her from all 

danger, anticipate her slightest wish, ever at 

hand to console or advise, such shall be my 
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future task. Task did I say? No, it will give 

me greater happiness to do her such knightly 

service than ought beside on earth.” 

“My dear friend,” said Mr. Hague softly, his 

countenance beaming with intense 

satisfaction, “what you have said gives me 

great joy. Can it be love which dictates your 

words?” 

 

Chapter XIII  The Future     

“Aerial love making”  
 

 

It was not long before Milhène rejoined them. 

She was equipped for some out door 

excursion, for, to Ned’s surprise, not only was 

she warmly clad, but on her arm she carried 

heavy wraps, and close behind a servant 

followed bearing a similar bundle. 

“Now Mr. Hague, some of these things are 

for you,” she said, “and some for Doctor 

Overton. Please make haste, Papa requires the 

exact temperature of the air at ten thousand 

feet from sea level as quickly as possible; he 

is too busy to take it himself, so I said we 

would for him.” 

“I am sorry my dear child, but I cannot 

possibly accompany you,” answered Mr. 

Hague “and I wish you were not so 

impulsive, but more careful of yourself.” 

“Never mind Mr. Hague, be thankful Clarissa 

is not a morsel like me, but I am sorry you 

cannot go with us, perhaps; though,” she 

added, turning to Ned, “Doctor Overton is 

likewise engaged, and I must take my trip 

alone.” 

“Not unless I am forbidden to accompany 

you,” said Ned meekly.  “No, you have my 

permission, I think possibly you may be 

useful; to begin with take these wraps for we 

have not time to lose.” The special air boat, 

which the Professor always made a point of 

hiring when great heights were necessary, 

was stationed only a few minutes walk from 

the house, and they were soon comfortably 

seated and soaring upwards at a great pace. It  

was odd to Ned to see the sometime flighty 

girl, gravely testing the different properties of 

the air at the various heights. Ere the limit of 

their journey was reached, it became 

necessary to don some of the extra clothing 

with which they were liberally supplied, 

notwithstanding that the sun shone brilliantly. 

At last the required altitude was attained, and 

Milhène carefully entered the result of her 

observation. 

“How quiet you are,” she said to the Doctor 

who had been watching her proceedings with 

great interest. 

“I feared to disturb you,” he replied. 

“But my task is over now and you can talk if 

you like, we need not hurry, for I don’t intend 

returning just yet.” 

“But do you think it prudent to still ascend?” 

enquired the Doctor, the car was travelling 

upwards at an enormous speed, and the cold 

became intense. 

“Why not?” she answered with a mischievous 

smile, “will it hurt me you say? No, you 

would hardly ask that if you knew the heights 

that I have been, the very thought of those 

journeys makes me shudder, I shall never take 

such again.” 

“Yet you talk of going to the Moon,” 

observed Ned.  “But that is a different thing. 

It is not of course a covered car, but it is 

hermetically sealed. I expect it to be quite like 

a floating drawing room. Well I declare it is 

getting cold, will you help me on with 

another wrap.” 

“Certainly I will,” said Ned but as he reached 

out his hand for the article in question, he was 

unable to draw it back, a deadly faintness at 

the same time came over him; he tried to 

speak but could not utter a word although 

consciousness did not desert him; unable to 

move a muscle he could yet think and see 

clearly. 

The cry which came from Milhène and her 

look of blank dismay, was somehow 

inexpressibly comforting. Another instant and 

the car driver was at her side, and poured 

some liquid down the Doctor’s throat from a 
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pocket flask he carried. The combined effect 

of the remedy, evidently some very powerful 

stimulant - and the warmer denser atmosphere 

into which they were now rapidly descending, 

soon caused the strange paralysis which had 

overtaken the Doctor to pass off.  “Are you 

better now,” enquired Milhène, “I suppose we 

ought not to have gone so high, but making 

all possible allowance for you, I do not think 

you should have been overcome so quickly at 

the height we were.  It was only about five 

miles. Papa and I, alone, have often ascended 

eight or ten miles; once, against our will, we 

went nearly fifteen, ah! that was a terrible 

time. There was something wrong with the 

machinery and we could not stop the car from 

going up, up, first my little dog Fido died, I 

think we were then about eleven miles high, 

soon after I must have fainted for I remember 

nothing more until I saw Papa bending over 

me; he told me afterwards that he was nearly 

powerless when some obstruction which had 

interfered with the steering - what it was he 

never discovered - gave way, and at last we 

were able to descend, but another five 

minutes would have been too late for both of 

us.” 

Ned pictured to himself the chariot hurrying 

through space with its two dead passengers, 

and he felt indignant that the fair girl at his 

side should ever have been needlessly 

exposed to such fearful dangers.  Then it 

occurred to him, that, beyond a doubt, all 

these perils were of her own seeking and the 

fond indulgence of an only parent was to be 

pitied as much as blamed. How true were the 

words spoken to him that morning “she needs 

a guide through life.” 

How, were he that guide, would he interpose 

betwixt her and harm? But would she listen to 

him, that wayward girl who, notwithstanding 

her kindness, had always treated him as a 

plaything, a novelty, rather than as anything 

else? The Doctor grew pale at the idea that 

his tale of love might only be received with 

good natured ridicule.  “Why has not your 

colour returned? I fear you are ill, it was very 

wrong of me to be so reckless, but do not get 

ill if you can help it for my sake. It is not 

everyone I like to go about with like you.” 

Thoughtless, frivolous as her words sounded, 

the anxious manner in which Milhène gazed 

upon him, and the slight tremor in her voice, 

seemed to indicate the existence of real 

feeling. The Doctor’s honest grey eyes met 

hers; what he saw, or fancied he saw in them, 

sent a thrill of supreme joy through his frame. 

“I am not, believe me, any the worse for the 

trip,” he said, “for what really ails me, you 

alone possess the remedy.” 

A momentary gleam of triumph shot from 

Milhène’s blue eyes, as she replied: “You are 

welcome to all the physic in our house; if we 

have none that will cure you I know Mr. 

Hague has plenty. But I declare here we are at 

the gate; there, help me out with the things 

and will you signal the servants to take them? 

Why, your colour has returned, I am so glad.” 

The Doctor was no longer sad; something, he 

knew not what, far beyond the words that had 

passed between them, told him that he was 

not indifferent to Milhène. 

Ere the sun set that night the Doctor told his 

love story. With rugged, passionate eloquence 

he described how in the former life, 

notwithstanding active duties and numerous 

friends, at times an indescribable yearning for 

a something beyond words filled him with a 

melancholy discontent, that almost from his 

first meeting with her, a sense of restfulness, 

a supreme satisfaction, with the present such 

as he had never before known, pervaded his 

whole frame; that though conscious of the 

fact he had been too carelessly happy to seek 

the reason, and only that day had the truth 

with startling suddenness burst upon him. 

And Milhène listened so coldly, so calmly at 

first that a fearful misgiving seized the Doctor 

that he had lost something, which would 

never, never come to him again, to one utterly 

heartless; but as he proceeded, there was a 

look of triumphant happiness upon her 

countenance which she made no attempt to 

conceal.  “You can then, you do love me,” 

exclaimed Ned, taking her to his arms with 

passionate joy. 
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“I am afraid you are a silly old boy,” she 

presently observed, “but if it pleases you, I 

suppose I had better say, that although I 

cannot make it out, and am sure you do not 

deserve it one bit; I do love you, just a little 

that is, and have since I first beheld you. It 

seemed to me then, and does so still, that we 

have met before, long, long ago.” The Doctor 

uttered an exclamation of surprise for the 

same weird fancy of their not meeting now 

for the first time had likewise haunted him. 

How quickly the time flew! As the twilight 

grew dimmer Ned, with a quiet air of 

authority, said “The night dews are injurious, 

we will go indoors now.” With intense 

surprise, but secret delight at his early 

assumption of authority, Milhène made no 

objection, and, leaning on his arm, they 

entered the house. 

Ere another hour had passed the Professor’s 

consent was asked and obtained. “But you 

must not take her away,” he had said at the 

conclusion of the Doctor’s petition, “poor 

child! I fear sometimes that I have neglected 

her; but I feel I can trust you, nor could I wish 

my darling in better hands.” 

Thus was it settled. Ned felt utterly unable to 

realize the intense happiness that possessed 

him. He slept but little that night, the image 

of Milhène seemed ever before him, her 

musical voice ever in his ears; he was quite 

content to lie awake; it was such happiness to 

think, and when, ere the night wore away, 

sleep overpowered him, his dreams, like his 

waking thoughts were all of his love. 

 

Chapter XIV  The Past       

“Father Ambrose” 
 

 

In his youth Lord Rockling had resided many 

years on the Continent.  Frequent intercourse 

with some of the great scholars of the age had 

created in him a taste for learning of all kinds 

- singular at that period in one who sought not 

to belong to the church. He was still a 

prodigious reader, and such time as he could 

spare from his military duties, was generally 

passed in a small apartment containing, 

besides a number of books, a furnace, retort, 

and the various astrological and other 

instruments considered necessary by the 

student of the day. Here it was the Baron and 

Dick were seated - every other inmate of the 

Castle, save the sentinels on duty, had retired 

to rest hours since, for the time verged on 

midnight - the conversation however had not 

flagged. 

Lord Rockling never seemed to weary of 

listening to one who had been in such far, 

strange countries as he deemed Dick to have 

visited, he felt also, there was a something he 

could not define which made the Curate a 

different person from any one he had ever 

met. There is always a certain amount of 

fascination in listening to the absolutely new, 

and the two talked of chemistry, witchcraft, 

and foreign lands, far into the night. Dick was 

astonished to find how much free thought 

prevailed in those days, for Lord Rockling 

scrupled not to declare that ecclesiastical 

interference with civil matters formed the 

greatest bar to the rational development. 

Many of his observations indeed appeared, 

from Dick’s superior standpoint, scarcely less 

than prophetic. The whole priesthood, from 

the pontiff to the humblest friar, seemed to 

have incurred his especial resentment 

although he did not countenance any of the 

new sects which were being so fiercely 

persecuted in different parts of the kingdom. 

“And yet I meet at your table one in priest’s 

garb, and doubtless a worthy man whom you 

address as Father Ambrose,” observed Dick.  

“Name him not,” cried the Baron, “nought 

has ever prospered since that devil’s whelp 

entered here, thinkest thou he resides here for 

mine own pleasure or edification? He came 

with a warrant from our gracious lord the 

king, who, Heaven forgive me, is I fear in his 

old age influenced more than is good for this 

realm by crafty churchmen, but the document 

he brought was genuine, and it enjoined me to 

give shelter and sustenance to the bearer 

thereof who was in jeopardy from secret foes.  

I fear me, how be it, I harbour one little better 

than a spy; and who, unless vigilantly 
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watched, will work me mischief and, friend, 

take heed for thyself, methinks he bears thee 

also no goodwill.” 

     .          .          .          .          .          . 

 

Three days had elapsed since Dick first 

partook of Lord Rockling’s hospitality, days 

of almost unalloyed happiness equally free 

from regrets for the past or fear for the future. 

What delicious rambles did he take with 

Master Samuel and Judith! What happiness to 

rest on the mossy turf, and hear the Jew relate 

old weird anecdotes of his former life, and 

some of the quaint customs of the period! and 

how odd it was to find all the historians had 

given such false impressions as to the age. 

And then with what breathless attention Dick 

would be listened to in his turn when he 

narrated some of the wonders of modern 

civilization, and how the dark eyes of the 

Jewess would sparkle when the Curate 

declared that all those inventions and 

undreamt of luxuries had not made mankind 

happier, and that he himself had never been 

so happy as at the present moment. 

It was not strange that, constantly in each 

other’s society, the friendship which existed 

between the Curate and Judith, should ripen 

into a warmer feeling; no words of love had 

passed between them, but perhaps Dick was 

scarcely aware how much the tranquil 

contentment he experienced was due to the 

beautiful Jewess. He did not pause to reflect 

how it was they were so constantly together 

that it now seemed a matter of course, or why 

- if by chance she was absent - his first 

impulse was to seek her; he was content to 

accept his happiness without making any 

effort to ascertain the cause. With Judith it 

was very different. With all the warm fervour 

of her Eastern blood she loved, and she knew 

that she had given her heart to the mysterious 

visitant from a future age, and never, while 

life lasted, could take it back. She gloried in 

her love and if sometimes the thought that her 

happiness was too great to be allowed would 

trouble her, she would quickly chide herself 

for her groundless fears, and solace herself by 

revelling in blissful anticipation of the future. 

The short time he had been an inmate of the 

Castle, was still long enough to make Dick a 

general favourite, his never failing courtesy; 

ready wit; and, above all, his flute playing; 

caused him to be regarded by the rough men 

at arms as a prodigy indeed. Rude, though not 

ill-natured, jests were freely made as to his 

relations with the young Jewess, but these 

were carefully kept from the ear of one so 

high in favour with the Baron. 

It was a hearty, wholesome life the Curate 

now led, and, when he looked in the mirror, 

he noticed that he appeared stouter and 

ruddier than he ever remembered. One 

portion of each day was spent in practising 

archery, and though at first Dick thought his 

weapon cumbersome and unwieldy, he 

rapidly improved. His instructor was young 

Carl, Lady Rockling’s page, and who, 

although a youth barely fourteen years of age, 

rarely missed his mark, even though it might 

be a bird on the wing. 

“You have not seen the ruins yet,” said Lord 

Rockling to Dick one morning, “hasten to do 

so ere they disappear for ever.” “I have not 

before heard of any,” replied the Curate, “to 

what ruins do you refer?” 

“The remains of the Roman village of 

Coobie,” said the Baron, “twenty years since 

it was almost as perfect as in the days of the 

great people who built it, but a watercourse 

has converted the site into one huge morass, 

into which the buildings are rapidly sinking.” 

“I should greatly like to see the place,” said 

Dick, “and am your lordship’s debtor for the 

news of it.” 

“Then we will proceed thither at noon,” said 

the Baron, “with a couple of stout bowmen by 

way of escort, for although scarce four miles 

from hence, it lieth on ground claimed by the 

Church.” 

“And would they molest one of your rank?” 

questioned Dick, “I doubt if they would 

hardly be so bold, but my practice is to trust 

nothing to the courtesy and tender mercies of 

a churchman, and the monks of Charzeals are 

veritable devils, I even deem it would not be 

prudent for Master Samuel and his fair 
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daughter to accompany us.” How was it that 

during that morning’s stroll with Judith, Dick 

never mentioned the intended excursion? He 

felt guilty, and knew not why. By some 

mysterious sympathy, he knew the fair 

Jewess would seek to dissuade him from the 

proposed excursion, but, besides being 

impossible to excuse himself to the Baron, 

Dick was too enthusiastic a lover of 

antiquities, to willingly forego the trip, and he 

decided that Judith should remain ignorant of 

his departure until it was an accomplished 

fact. 

Profoundly disappointed was the Curate when 

at noon the page Carl brought a message from 

Lord Rockling to the effect that he was 

deeply engaged with a courier just arrived, 

and could not accompany him that afternoon. 

“It will not be many days there will be 

anything left to see,” added the lad, “I rode 

past yestermorn, and the earth seemed softer 

than ever, naught but black mud, and not one 

house left standing whole.” “Was there not 

danger for one so young to venture alone,” 

said Dick.  “I ventured not near the dangerous 

spots,” replied the lad. “But from the monks 

who claim the spot,” continued the Curate, 

“the Baron named two men at arms for our 

escort.” 

“Sir, if you will to proceed hither, I will be 

your guide,” exclaimed Carl, “mounted on 

two good steeds, we are as safe as within 

these walls, other guard we need not.” 

Dick hesitated, the temptation to go was 

strong; perhaps, ere the Baron could afford 

the necessary leisure to accompany him, all 

that might be seen would be seen would be 

sank beneath the treacherous soil, never more 

to be beheld by mortal eyes. Then he thought 

of Judith, who, already, must be wondering at 

his absence; and had decided not to visit 

Coombie that day, when by chance his eyes 

met those of Carl.  There was an almost 

contemptuous expression of surprise in the 

page’s bright face. Evidently the boy thought 

he was afraid to proceed without stronger 

escort; the Curate felt his own face redden at 

his courage being called into question. He felt 

that he was acting unwisely, but, urged by a 

sudden impulse exclaimed - and his voice 

sounded like that of some one else - “Nothing 

is gained by waiting Carl, we will start as 

soon as you can saddle two horses.” Five 

minutes afterwards they were swiftly 

galloping away from the friendly Tower of 

Rockling. 

 

Chapter XV  The Past                

“A prisoner”  
 

 

Quickly they rode along, for Carl had chosen 

two of the fleetest steeds in the Baron’s 

stable, but beautiful as was the woodland 

scenery and smooth and springy the mossy 

turf, Dick had already regretted his rashness 

in thus proceeding without acquainting any of 

his friends of his intention. What mad 

impulse had led him to depart without even a 

farewell to those who had so generously 

tended and succoured him? Once he paused, 

almost decided to return, but already the 

greater portion of their journey had been 

traversed, and would not the Baron himself 

deem fear to have occasioned his speedy 

return, for he had doubtless heard of his 

departure. Even Judith herself, though 

perchance she would welcome him with open 

arms, would not think the more highly of him. 

No, he would proceed to his destination and 

to-night would amply apologize to all for his 

abrupt departure.  They were now traversing a 

small ravine. Through the dense growth of 

underwood was a bridle path, so narrow that 

the two could not ride abreast; the rocky 

sides, usually concealed with foliage, but 

some times jagged and bare, towered upwards 

to an immense height, and could he have 

shaken off the strange forebodings that 

possessed him, Dick would have revelled in 

the romantic scenery. 

Soon the way widened, and presently they 

emerged from the narrow defile into an open 

expanse. How joyed was Dick when the page 

pointed to their destination but a few hundred 

yards distant. There were the remains of the 
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once flourishing town, and they appeared 

even more extensive than he had been led to 

suppose; as they drew nearer, the Curate was 

able to comprehend the catastrophe that had 

overtaken them.  Checked in its course by a 

huge bank of earth, the stream that flowed 

through the plain, finding no outlet, had 

soaken into and undermined the porous soil. 

There was no slight peril for strangers to 

venture on that treacherous ground, but Carl 

was an able guide. They dismounted for 

greater safety, and, to the Curate’s delight, 

were able without difficulty to search the 

ruins. 

What a sight was that he now gazed upon! 

Archways, obelisks, statues, many of them 

superb works of art; houses, some of which, 

save for the strange deviations from the 

perpendicular, seeming as perfect as when 

first built, others, not so fortunate, all but 

engulphed. Oh! for some nineteenth century 

engineer to rescue those priceless fragments! 

Even now, could not something be done? He 

would endeavour to persuade the Baron at all 

events to cart away some of the smaller relics. 

There was a prostrate obelisk before him, it 

had fallen on to the comparatively firm 

ground and would not, the Curate judged, 

share the general fate. It was covered with 

deeply cut characters, some of them in the 

familiar Latin. What joy could it be safely 

transferred to Rockling Castle! to endeavour 

in future hours of leisure to decipher those 

mysterious letters; there was a statue also, 

which (unless perhaps in the event of a 

sudden storm) appeared as if it would be safe 

for some time to come. Dick wondered who 

that commanding figure represented, whether 

goddess or woman. It was not like any of the 

recognized designs of the heathen deities he 

had ever seen, and appeared to Dick to 

resemble a being of more than mortal beauty 

suddenly changed to stone, rather than to the 

work of men’s hands. What strange scenes 

they would have witnessed, could the power 

of vision have been given to those sightless 

eyes! 

A sharp cry of surprise and terror uttered by 

his companion rudely dispelled the Curate’s 

reverie, “Foes, foes, to horse,” cried the boy, 

pointing in the direction of their steeds. 

Alas! The warning came too late. Their 

approach was unheard on that moist ground 

until close at hand, and some half dozen 

armed men came shouting towards them. One 

voice did Dick but too well recognize; with a 

smile on his evil countenance, urging on and 

directing his strange followers, was Father 

Ambrose. Running, as only men who know 

life depends on their speed can run, the two 

sought to gain the spot where they had 

tethered their horses; with reckless daring, the 

boy led the way right through the moist, 

dangerous portion of the ground, urging Dick 

as he valued his life to head in his footsteps, 

as any deviation from the track would be 

certain destruction. Already they had 

distanced their pursuers who lacked courage 

to follow their desperate course. Soon they 

had gained the firm ground, a few steps more 

and, on the back of their steeds they could 

laugh at the ruffianly crew; but to their 

dismay two of them who had been posted as 

sentinels, emerged from their place of 

concealment and rushed at them.  How 

bitterly did Dick regret his gross carelessness 

in leaving his revolver behind, how soon 

otherwise would he have caused both villains 

to bite the dust! A desperate hurried scuffle 

ensued, twice had Dick felled his antagonist, 

but when a cruel blow laid his blithesome 

plucky guide senseless on the ground; the 

Curate was speedily overpowered, and, 

securely bound, at the mercy of his brutal 

foes to do with as they listed, waited the 

coming of the remainder of the party. 

          .          .          .           

 

On all occasions a listener and a spy, Father 

Ambrose had heard the Baron’s account of 

the Roman village on the previous day and 

the suggested excursion. Possibly the 

conversation overheard would have had no 

special importance attached to it, had not the 

same day a mission arrived at the castle for 

the monk containing an account of the rioting 

at Budbury, with an extravagant description 

of the sudden disablement of one of the mob 

by what seemed a flash of fire. That more 



 

41 

 

than one of the crowd had seen a strange face 

amongst the Jewish household, doubtless that 

of some powerful wizard, who by fell magic 

had saved the Jew from the fate he merited. 

A malignant smile appeared on the face of the 

monk as he read the epistle; that the reputed 

wizard and the Baron’s guest were one and 

the same individual was evident. At once he 

resolved on a scheme. At remote Hemel, with 

but the escort mentioned, the capture should 

be an easy one, the fact that the hated guest 

had been declared a wizard making his 

seizure not only legal, but highly 

commendable. It was fortunate for the 

success of the priest’s stratagem that the 

Baron and the escort he mentioned were 

absent. A trained soldier, Lord Rockling 

would never have allowed himself to be taken 

unawares as the unfortunate pair had been; he 

and his two stout bowmen would have defied 

thrice their number of such rude villains as 

were there assembled. 

So thought the Curate when he considered 

how nearly they had escaped as it was. At all 

events they were secure enough now, he in 

bonds a Samson could scarce have broken, 

and Carl - yes, there was the lad close by him 

and still senseless as when the hulking villain 

struck him down. A dread fear possessed the 

Curate. 

Others of the gang now came upon the scene. 

One of them less repulsive in his looks than 

his fellows, stooped over the boy gazing upon 

him with something like pity on his face. 

“It were a shame to kill such a youngster,” he 

exclaimed after a close inspection. 

“My God! Is the boy dead?,” cried Dick. 

“He will never wake more in this world” 

rejoined the other, “yet would I rather have 

his lot than thine; I would I had taken no part 

in this day’s work.” he added, lowering his 

voice, as Father Ambrose approached.  

“So thou vaunted wizard, we have thee at 

last,” exclaimed the monk exultingly. 

“Perchance thy magic will hardly enable thee 

to escape this time.” 

“Devil!” shouted Dick, in whom all fears for 

himself were swallowed up in grief for his 

companion, “what had yon poor child done 

that he should be thus slaughtered?” 

“So perish all who serve that enemy of the 

church, Lord Rockling,” replied the monk. 

“Yet I would he might have lived enough to 

behold the haughty Baron’s favoured guest 

stretched on the rack, ere he be purged by fire 

at the stake.” 

The intense malignity betrayed by these 

words absolutely confounded Dick; he 

shuddered at being in the power of such a 

wretch. Despairing and sick at heart as he had 

never been before, he was placed in front of 

one of the gang, the others closing around, to 

guard against the possibility of escape; they 

travelled thus for some miles, whither the 

Curate heeded not. Presently from the 

impracticable nature of the ground the 

horsemen were compelled to keep at a greater 

distance from each other, then it was Dick 

fancied he heard a faint whisper addressed to 

himself. Oblivious of aught save his own 

misery he heeded it not, but it was repeated; 

he heard the words though he could hardly 

believe them, the individual to whom he was 

entrusted was the same who had announced 

and pitied the fate of the page. 

“Will it cheer thee to hear that the lad thou 

grievest for is not dead?”, his rough custodian 

had said. 

“It would indeed”, replied Dick, “but the 

news would be too welcome to prove true.” 

“Then take comfort” whispered the other, 

“chancing to look back ere we lost sight of 

the valley, I beheld him we had deemed dead 

on his feet, and doubtless ere this he is on his 

way to Rockling Castle.” Greatly was Dick 

cheered at this intelligence. There seemed 

now a chance of his own ultimate safety, well 

he knew the Baron would demand his 

surrender when he heard Carl’s narration, and 

he would by no means respect even the sacred 

precincts of an Abbey if refused, and besides 

even in this lawless age, he surely must be 

brought for judgment before the civil 

authorities, ere any sentence could be 
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executed upon him. He enquired of the guard 

if such were not the case.  “It is so by the law 

of the land.” said the other hesitating.  “You 

have some good in you”, said the Curate, 

alarmed at his significant words, and fearing 

he knew not what, “befriend one who is no 

wizard, nor even a Jew; mine is a strange tale, 

too long to tell thee now, but save me and 

Lord Rockling will not niggardly reward 

thee.” 

“Flight is impossible,” whispered the man, 

“see we are at the Abbey walls, but listen, 

they will not bind thee. They confide, and not 

without cause in the security of their 

dungeon, and take heed - resist even to death 

against being placed on one of their infernal 

engines (which would leave thee as it hath 

many others in a state in which even the stake 

itself is longed for). I will provide a weapon, 

and at sundown will hasten and report the 

matter to the authorities at Marshbrook who 

will at once demand possession of thy person; 

defend thyself stoutly during the night hours, 

shouldest thou see sunrise unhurt, all may yet 

be well.” 

Through long corridors - gazed upon by stony 

faced monks from whose countenance every 

vestige of humanity seemed to have departed 

- was the Curate conducted. Could he ever 

hope to escape from that labyrinth of dark 

passages? If even succour should arrive his 

discovery was unlikely against the will of the 

treacherous inmates of the building.  

Presently a door was unlocked, and Dick was 

forced down a narrow flight of steps, at the 

foot of which another door appeared; by the 

light of the solitary lanthorn Dick saw that it 

was almost covered with rank mildew caused 

by the foul damp atmosphere. An enormous 

key was produced, and with a dismal creek, 

as if it protested against being disturbed, the 

lock was forced back; for an instant Dick 

paused, half resolved to make one wild rush 

for liberty there and then, the thought of 

incarceration in such a living cell, scarce high 

enough to stand upright in, walls, floor and 

roof alike reeking with damp, no visible 

outlet save the opened door - was appalling, 

how could he hope, even if unmolested to live 

in such a place. 

“Your wizard’s skill will hardly help you 

escape hence,” observed the man who carried 

the light, as he bestowed a careless look 

round the cell. It was he who had charge of 

Dick during the journey, but since entering 

the monastic gates, far from any assumption 

of friendly feeling towards the prisoner, he 

had seemed more brutal than his companions, 

yet as he spoke the Curate felt a gentle touch 

on his arm.  “In with you,” he continued, 

pushing him forward, but at the same time he 

held his lanthorn in such a manner that its 

light was useless and Dick felt something 

being pressed into his hand, then the massive 

door was banged together and the key turned 

again in the creaking lock.  Left alone in that 

horrible den, what sombre thoughts were the 

Curate’s. Ah! How happy would he have 

been, were it not for that ill starred excursion. 

Then he thought of his former life, and for the 

first time wondered what the good folks of 

Budbury had said concerning his departure. 

How long ago that seemed! He commenced 

to reckon; was it possible it was only one 

week that very night that Ned and he had 

supped together? Surely could he live, there 

must be a means of controlling that fearful 

spell. But alas! What hope was there of 

rescue? He determined at all events to sell his 

life dearly. The pitying warder had thrust into 

his hands an iron bar, no despicable weapon 

in a struggle. 

Dick wielded it at imaginary foes, then would 

pause and listen for footsteps. No wonder 

when the clock of the monastery boomed 

midnight that he was in a state of nervous 

excitement bordering upon desperation. 

Presently his ears, strained to the utmost, 

caught a sound which sent a thrill of joy 

through his frame. The sound was repeated. It 

was the clear note of a bugle. Could it be that 

Lord Rockling had made a night march, 

knowing the perils to which his guest was 

exposed and resolved to rescue him in time? 

But now the Curate heard footsteps 

approaching his cell. Had his deliverers 

already arrived? Alas! The open door 
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disclosed four men in the hated uniform of 

the Abbey.  It seemed to the Curate that the 

decisive moment had now arrived.  Already 

he had grasped the iron bar to fell the 

foremost, but the thought struck him that he 

might be summoned for some legitimate 

purpose, or even if otherwise a more 

favourable opportunity might present itself. 

As before no attempt was made to bind him. 

They emerged from the gloomy passage and 

traversed a large open corridor.  Hark, there 

were sounds now plainly heard. The distant 

roar of a multitude which every moment grew 

nearer, and they were friends; else, why did 

his guards wear that troubled expression, and 

gaze around apprehensively as if already 

inclined to fly? Suddenly a door was opened; 

a flood of light streamed on the corridor, 

overpowering the feeble rays of the lanthorn, 

and Dick was ushered into a large apartment. 

The occupants were three individuals clad in 

monastic robes. One of the three was Father 

Ambrose. No one was seated, they were 

talking rapidly together, and seemingly in a 

state of great excitement.  Some form of trial, 

possibly, had been intended for their prisoner; 

some artful questions put, the answers to 

which should justify themselves in the eyes of 

the civil powers for any injuries inflicted 

upon him. But there was a foe at their doors, 

whose presence sorely interfered with their 

deliberations. Already the crashing of heavy 

implements against the massive outer gates 

was heard; and the enemy was the godless 

Lord Rockling who would not scruple to 

desecrate the very altar itself. 

And now Dick could even distinguish the 

intrepid Baron’s voice, alternately directing 

his followers, and vowing vengeance against 

the Monks of Charleville. 

“He hath a small army with him,” observed 

Father Ambrose, “we muster scarce three 

score, so we cannot but surrender the captive; 

but first,” and he added a few words in so low 

a tone they did not reach the Curate’s ears. 

“Let it be so,” cried one who seemed to be the 

chief, “Holy Church shall not be defied with 

impunity, but his life must not be endangered, 

“seize him”, he added to the four guards who 

stood by Dick’s side, “and hence with the 

villain, let him be taught what it is to 

transgress the laws of the church by leaguing 

with the evil one.” Full well did Dick 

understand the veiled meaning of the order, 

he knew the time had now arrived when he 

must resist even to death itself, or suffer 

unheard of torture. One of his guards had 

stepped outside the apartment to ascertain the 

state of the siege; he dashed to the massive 

door, not to open it but to fasten its huge bolt, 

thereby limiting the number of his assailants. 

Flourishing his hitherto concealed weapon, 

his back planted firmly against the door. 

Dick, in a state of desperation, awaited the 

expected rush. He could hear the Baron’s 

retainers in the courtyard of the monastery, 

for the outer gate had fallen, and more than 

once he distinguished his own name cried. 

Could he but maintain his position a few short 

minutes longer, how utterly the tables would 

be turned; alas! he could scarcely hope to do 

so. It was evident however that the possession 

of a weapon, and the bold manoeuvre of 

closing the door had greatly disconcerted his 

opponents; the ruffian guard, though capable 

of any atrocity, had a wholesome regard for 

their own safety, and were fortunately 

unarmed. 

Suddenly, so quickly that the Curate was 

taken by surprise, one of them grappled with 

him whilst another, seizing his right arm, 

endeavoured to wrest his weapon from him. 

To transfer it to the other hand was with Dick 

the work of an instant, and, left handed 

though he was, he brought it down on the 

head of his assailant with terrific force, felling 

him to the ground. Willing to avoid the same 

fate, the other having evidently no relish for 

the fray loosed him.  “Coward!,” shouted 

Father Ambrose himself making a rush at the 

Curate “shall the rack be cheated of its due?”. 

Adroitly avoiding the Monk’s desperate 

attempt to grapple with him, Dick with a back 

handed blow of his weapon laid open his face 

from the eye to the chin; it was a ghastly 

wound, and uttering a fearful groan Father 

Ambrose fell to the ground. 
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Hark! The Abbey door has been burst open 

with a crash, there is a rush of footsteps 

mingled with the cries of terrified Monks. 

They are all friends now outside and the 

Curate endeavours, still facing his foes to 

withdraw the bolt. He cannot move it, and to 

turn to see wherefore would be destruction. 

Almost bursting with rage and mortification 

at being held at bay so long, his assailants 

make a simultaneous charge upon him. The 

two priests are among them, and one of them 

holds a tiny blade of shining steel. Wildly 

Dick raises his weapon, striking hither and 

thither, but his blows seem but to fall on the 

unresisting air, and his foes are gazing at each 

other with terror stricken faces. A strange 

haze fills the room. Where are the candles, 

burning so brilliantly a few moments since?, 

and somehow, but how he cannot understand, 

the trusty piece of iron which had rendered 

such brave service was no longer in his hand. 

Alas! How could he now defend himself? But 

where were his foes? Where was he? 

He was no longer leaning against a door, but 

comfortably seated. And, amazement! Some 

one was seated near him, and the face of the 

individual who was attentively regarding him, 

seemed strangely familiar; and the moon was 

shining brightly through the window, its 

beams falling on costly furniture, and 

Merciful powers! When? Where had he 

beheld those wondrous carvings before? 

Could it indeed be? Yes! Heaven he praised, 

it was so. He was seated in his friend 

Overton’s room and a denizen of the 

nineteenth century once more! 

 

 

Chapter XVI The Future         

“Not in this life” 
 

 

“Mr. Hague cannot come to-day, and I must 

help Papa, he is so busy. So, dear old boy, 

you must do without me as well as you can,” 

said his betrothed to Ned the following 

morning.                                                               

“Will you grant me a favour?”, he enquired 

after a moment’s thought.                             

“If it is a big one, no; if a little one, perhaps. 

Let me hear it.”                                              

“I am not used to be idle dearest,” said Ned   

“let me help you as far as I can, at least I shall 

make a beginning, and possibly soon be of 

real use.” 

“I am afraid you will not be much good,” she 

replied doubtfully “but if you will promise 

not to speak to me when you see I am busy, 

and am very careful of yourself, I think you 

may stay with us if Papa does not mind.” 

Strange and wonderful, and fraught with great 

danger to the uninitiated, were the 

experiments in which the Professor was now 

engaged. The previous lunar expeditions had 

all been partial or total failures, and he 

accordingly determined on the present 

occasion to provide for every possible 

contingency. 

One of the first electricians of the age, he had 

already designed many great improvements 

on the heating and motive powers of the 

hermetically sealed cars to be used, unknown 

to former explorers.  Still however he was not 

satisfied, and day after day was devoted to the 

attainment of - if possible - greater 

excellence. 

Honestly proud was Ned when he found 

before one hour had elapsed that he was 

really useful. Never would the Professor 

tolerate a servant in his laboratory and when 

Mr. Hague or some other scientific fellow 

labourer was not present, much of the labour 

of bringing and removing the various 

apparatus had fallen upon Milhène. Now the 

Doctor’s strong arm performed the task, and 

moreover it was not long ere his keen intellect 

enabled him to be something more than a 

merely mechanical helper. 

Few words were exchanged; there was danger 

in allowing the attention to wander and 

carelessly handle the delicate instruments. 

Occasionally the Professor would test the 

force of the currents, and to Ned’s surprise 

metal bars would be shivered to splinters, as 

if they had been but soft wood. There was a 
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wonderful fascination about their task. They 

each forgot it was a glorious summer morning 

whilst collecting, imprisoning and 

concentrating that force so wonderfully under 

control, so terribly destructive in its 

undisciplined fury.  Presently the Professor, 

after making an entry in his book said “It is 

well my children, we have accomplished a 

good morning’s work; it will occupy me the 

rest of the day to compute the results of our 

experiments. Hence now to enjoy the summer 

sunshine of which I have long deprived you.” 

How the remainder of the day passed the 

twain hardly knew. They strolled hither and 

thither scarce knowing where and almost too 

happy to speak. 

Evening found them by Milhène’s favourite 

palm tree. The Professor was still at work and 

undisturbed they conversed sometimes of the 

past, but chiefly of the future which held out 

such golden promise. There was one speck on 

his horizon though, at least it so seemed in 

Ned’s eyes, and that was the intended Lunar 

expedition. He felt he could not share the 

enthusiasm with which both father and 

daughter regarded it. He had heard how few 

had returned from that distant region; with all 

their elaborate preparations they might not be 

more fortunate. How would Milhène stand 

the hardships which must be inevitably 

encountered? What madness it seemed when 

they were all so happy! 

“Why do you look so serious?” observed his 

companion “poor boy, is he beginning to 

repent?.” 

The sound of some one approaching through 

the labyrinth occasioned the sentence to 

remain unfinished. A servant appeared 

carrying a note “It’s from Mr. Hague,” cried 

Milhène, as she tore it open, “to remind me 

he says that the Concert at the Exchange is to-

night, and that we really ought to attend as it 

will be something very special indeed.  Really 

I don’t know, should you like to go?” 

“Shall we not hear it here Milhène darling?” 

said Ned “the telemicrophone centre is very 

near, I could hear the band yesterday quite 

famously.” 

“Oh but there are special artists who will not 

perform unless all the centres are 

disconnected, they do not wish to be heard for 

nothing.  Yes Ned, I have decided, we will 

go, it will improve your mind”.  It was not a 

little to Ned’s surprise that when he consulted 

the pale-faced young man servant supposed to 

officiate as valet to the Professor (but who, in 

consequence of his master caring but little 

how he was attired, had but nominal duties) 

as to whether his present attire would be 

admissible at the Concert, that individual 

gazed on him in amazement; and the Doctor 

learned, what he might have guessed from the 

variety of costume in the streets, that the days 

of fashion had long been over, and every one 

attired him or herself as they thought fit. 

Some studying appearance, others comfort, 

and although his present attire might be 

somewhat eccentric it was perfectly 

admissible. And save that she had substituted 

a coquettish close fitting turban of blue silk in 

place of the hat she had worn in the day, 

Milhène’s attire was likewise unaltered. 

There was ample time, and they strolled 

leisurely down to the Concert hall. Early as it 

was, it was filling rapidly. What a chaste fairy 

like interior? And what a strange effect was 

occasioned by the motley attire of the 

audience. The Doctor knew not why, but 

gazing around upon that throng of colourless 

faces, occasioned in him a feeling of sadness; 

it was not that it was a careworn assemblage, 

on no countenance could the pinched look, so 

suggestive of ill health or poverty, be seen, 

but a strange air of placid hopeless 

resignation seemed to pervade all. Ned felt he 

would even have liked some of the boisterous 

youths - who in his former life had been the 

terror alike of artistes and audience - to be 

present, so that the faded faces should express 

some emotion, even anger would be 

preferable to that uniform deadly calm. 

But the Orchestra were commencing. What a 

number of odd looking instruments! And 

what a jarring discordant crash when the 

conductor waved his wand! As the piece 

progressed, Ned felt himself powerfully 

affected, weird chords that seemed some-how 
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to bring before him a wild waste of waters 

impelled by furious winds against a rocky 

shore; then divine harmonies such as he had 

never listened to before which were followed 

by such an eerie unearthly rumbling that the 

Doctor quivered from head to foot. Even the 

pale spiritless audience manifested signs of 

approval, at the conclusion of the piece a faint 

tinge of colour being perceptible on many 

faces. 

The vocal portion of the performance was, in 

his opinion, greatly inferior to the 

instrumental; sweet and exquisitely trained as 

were the voices, and faultless the manner in 

which the beautiful music was rendered, the 

absence of the power and full rich tone he had 

always associated with great singers, led him 

to surmise that the general lack of vitality had 

without doubt robbed the voice of its musical 

power. 

So intent had the Doctor been on the 

performance, he was quite unaware of the 

notice he himself attracted. Not so his 

betrothed, she both noticed and enjoyed the 

curious glances cast by almost every one at 

the burly rubicund figure at her side and, 

when the performance concluded, some of 

her more intimate friends pressed forward for 

an introduction. She was inexpressibly 

amused at the wonder and surprise expressed 

on their countenances. 

It was a glorious summer night; the 

Professor’s gates seemed reached all too 

quickly, he himself was there waiting for 

them.  “I have good news,” he exclaimed 

eagerly on their approach, “Eric has 

consented.” 

“Oh, I am so glad,” he is all we require to 

make our trip perfect, and yet he declared 

solemnly nothing on earth would induce him 

to make the journey again.” 

“And who is Eric?,” enquired Ned. “What, 

you ignorant boy, have you never heard of 

him? He has been to the moon where we are 

going. He was there six months, such a 

strange looking man! his hair is as white as 

snow, and yet he is under thirty.” 

Later that night, the Doctor heard that Eric 

had been the Engineer of the last Lunar 

expedition. Of the six adventurous spirits who 

accompanied him, three had left their bones 

in that distant region, and the two others, 

prematurely aged, did not long survive their 

return. Eric himself cared not for a long while 

even to converse of their terrible adventures, 

and strove his utmost to forget them.  “But”, 

said the Professor, “the news of our projected 

journey has aroused his enthusiasm, and this 

evening, he offered his rare experience and 

skill at my disposal, saying he wished once 

more to behold those terrible Lunar 

landscapes with their ghostly contrasts of 

light and darkness.” 

However gay and joyous he had been before 

when the subject of discussion had been the 

proposed journey, the Doctor’s spirits now 

sank. He, that night, felt more than usually 

depressed, and he vainly endeavoured to 

account for the vague foreboding of evil 

which haunted him, and when at a somewhat 

later hour than usual he wished his betrothed 

good night, he felt as though he hardly dared 

release her from his embrace, as if, once 

freed, she would for ever vanish from his 

sight. 

“My own darling, what is amiss?” asked Ned 

the following morning.  The lovers had met 

full two hours previously, but, contrary to his 

usual custom, the Professor had been almost 

the whole time seated with his children (as he 

called them) one on either side of him on one 

of the garden benches. His labours to ensure 

the success of the expedition were ended; 

every detail completed; every emergency, 

human foresight could suggest provided for; 

now he found leisure to indulge his naturally 

amiable disposition. He had just left them to 

receive some visitor, and for the first time 

Ned noticed the unusual gravity depicted on 

Mihène’s countenance, and he remembered 

the small part she had taken in the morning’s 

chatter. 

“Yes I am quite well,” she had replied to his 

anxious question, “I have been thinking, that 

is all, and it made me rather anxious - there 

dearest, don’t be alarmed, it is but a dream I 
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had last night. It was very silly of me to mind, 

but I could not help it.” 

A sigh of relief escaped from the Doctor 

“And that is all, only a dream,” he exclaimed, 

“can it be possible that you attach so much 

importance to such things? Relate it my 

darling, and let me be your interpreter. If I 

cannot tell the meaning, at least I may be able 

to assign the cause of it.” 

The young girl did not at once reply but kept 

her eyes fixed on the ground, “Did I not once 

tell you it seemed to me as if we had known 

each other long long ago!”, she presently 

said. “Yes” replied Ned forcing a smile to 

cover the vague anxiety which had begun to 

possess him, “ but my dear child, what has 

that to do with your dreams?” 

“Should you be very sorry if anything should 

part us dear Ned?” “I could not bear it, no if 

death comes between us I would rather be the 

one taken than the survivor.” 

“Ah, don’t look so grave Ned, I will tell you 

my dream,” she answered, “it may be I am 

only nervous and fanciful after all.” 

 

Chapter XVII “Milhène’s Dream” 

  
“I seemed to be in a large city,” Milhène 

began, “such a city as I had never before 

beheld; it may be in the days when the 

Pyramids were first formed, such places have 

been with their miles of gigantic buildings 

and colossal sculptures. I was standing on the 

balcony of a princely residence, for around 

were wonderful structures which caused the 

race who erected them to appear like pigmies. 

In the distance was a wide flowing river and 

on it floated many strange vessels; I was 

aware, but how I cannot say, that a large army 

was about to embark, and that one I loved led 

them and would that day bid me farewell. I 

remember, as I leant against the stone pillars, 

thinking how hard it seemed to part, and how 

distasteful the river looked on which he was 

to be borne away. Could not one, at least, 

remain behind of those thousands of strangely 

clad warriors on their way to embark? 

Presently he himself joined me, to embrace 

for the last time ere we parted. Of martial 

carriage and splendid appearance was my 

love; though so widely different in our 

position and surroundings, we were the 

youthful pair.  I remember at last how you 

tore yourself away; then the fleet set sail and I 

was alone; then suddenly the scene changed. I 

was wandering through some vast battle-field, 

on by countless thousands of dead and dying I 

took my way. I seemed to be supernaturally 

guided for at last I found you sword in hand 

surrounded by slain foes, dead. Then a dark 

cloud seemed to cover in and I beheld no 

more. Again the scene changed, I was seated 

in a very small room at work, by the side of 

me was a number of coloured shreds of cloth 

and silk and in front a basket containing the 

finished flowers I had been making. I 

frequently paused in my work, looking down 

a quaint narrow street for some one; presently 

he appeared carrying in one hand a basket of 

tools. We conversed with joy together, for he 

was my lover, and again you were that lover, 

presently we were walking together and it 

seemed to be a fête day; bands of music 

playing and gorgeous processions, but in the 

midst of indescribable happiness armed men 

in a sombre garb rushed towards us and 

carried you from me, I heard the words 

“Inquisition”, and “Heretick”, then all faded 

away. At last I seemed to be alone in some 

landscape of great beauty, I was conscious of 

a sense of transcendent vitality hitherto 

unknown to me; life seemed one long thrill of 

pleasure. I wondered if, in the age you came 

from, such a blissful state of being was 

common. Then in the distance you appeared, 

and I ran eagerly towards you, rapidly and 

without fatigue I sped along and you were 

hastening to me; but the time flew, and long 

hours passed yet we were no nearer to each 

other, at last night succeeded day and you 

were no longer visible, in vain I pressed 

forward in the darkness, a strange voice 

murmuring “Not in this life” seemed to ring 

in my ears and at last overwhelmed with 

anguish I awoke.” “You silly child is that 

all?” exclaimed Ned, “my dearest, the 

smallest things frequently influence our 
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visions of the night. Last evening’s Concert 

may have, unconsciously to yourself, directed 

your thoughts into certain channels. Let us 

take vision or dream number one, amongst 

other things you see strange buildings and 

wonderful sculptures. Have you ever awake 

beheld such or their ruins? Or what is more 

probable, have you lately read or conversed 

of them?” “I have seen them,” cried Milhène 

and her face lighted up at the prospect of 

explaining away the forebodings, “I 

remember two years since, when we were in 

Egypt, I saw just such buildings, or rather 

their remains, and the river, too, was there. 

Yes, no doubt something last night caused me 

to think of them.” “And the other details may 

be safely assigned to the imagination,” 

rejoined the Doctor, “now as regards scene 

number two, have we not been of late 

conversing a great deal of the past? Do you 

remember my observing that the strange spell 

which brought me hither had, I feared, 

affected my friend also and taken him as far 

back to the past, as it had carried me to the 

future? And did I not endeavour to describe 

the old quaint streets he would doubtless 

behold!.” 

”My own dear Ned, you are nothing less than 

a magician, you cannot think how glad you 

have made me, forgive me for being so 

foolish, but even now you have not explained 

it all.” 

“The last part of your dream,” said the 

Doctor, thoughtfully, “was probably the result 

of your loving a certain unworthy personage 

better than he deserves, and being too anxious 

concerning him.” 

 

Chapter XVIII                         

“The Sapphire Ring” 

        
That evening the Professor and Ned were in 

close converse together.  With a patience and 

forebearance unusual to her, Milhène had left 

them undisturbed for nearly one hour. It was 

pleasant for Ned to hear that his strange visit, 

and still more, the speedy prospect of his 

being one of themselves had occasioned 

unalloyed happiness to his generous friend. 

But when the Professor stated that he was to 

be no mere pensioner, but that a sum, in itself 

a fortune, would be settled upon him 

absolutely, and an equal amount upon 

Milhène, the Doctor almost wished in the 

fullness of his heart that the future was not 

arrayed in such dazzling colours; feeling 

unworthy of such happiness.  Never, he 

resolved, should his benefactor have cause to 

regret his munificence; he would be to him as 

a son, and to Milhène, whom they both loved 

so tenderly, care should not be but an empty 

name. “You ought both to be very much 

obliged to me for trusting you alone,” 

exclaimed Mihène, when (but not before the 

Doctor had wondered at her long absence) 

she rejoined them “I had business in town and 

I wanted Ned with me, but you both seemed 

so contented with one another, that I went 

alone.” “For which forbearance we are truly 

grateful my dear child,” said the Professor 

smiling. 

“But what have you been saying to Ned, he 

does not seem capable of uttering a word; and 

you are staring at me as if I were a something 

you had never seen before,” she added to the 

Doctor, bestowing a mischievous glance upon 

him. 

“I cannot help it,” he replied, intense 

admiration plainly depicted on his 

countenance. 

Surely never before had she looked so 

beautiful; the vague undefined dread that had 

haunted her that morning had vanished, in its 

place was a more than usual exaltation of 

spirits. As she stood there, leaning against 

one of the lawn chairs; her sylph-like figure 

set off by the eccentric costume; the light of 

love and happiness on her face; it was small 

wonder that Ned gazed so ardently, or the 

Professor should ponder how it was he had 

never before known his own daughter was 

beautiful. 

“I have news for you both,” she presently 

observed, after seating herself between them, 

“I met Eric in the town, he is coming to see 
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you to-night, for he declares there is some 

error in your calculations Papa, that will make 

it necessary for us to start on our journey at 

least a week earlier than the time fixed upon.” 

“Impossible!,” exclaimed the Professor, “I 

was far too careful. My dear child, will you 

fetch me the book in which the figures were 

entered? if there is any error, it should be 

rectified at once.” “I quite expect you will 

find Eric is right Papa,” said the young lady, 

as she rose from her seat and proceeded 

towards the house, “he seemed to have no 

doubt on the subject.” 

“If he really is right there is indeed little time 

to lose,” murmured the Professor more to 

himself than to Ned “of course Eric means 

that comet will be in the way. Here comes the 

child.” Almost snatching the book from his 

daughter’s hands he was soon deep in his 

calculations; presently he started to his feet 

evidently much disturbed “Eric is perfectly 

correct,” he ejaculated, “and I have been most 

seriously in error. If everything had not been 

already prepared, our trip must have been 

postponed for a whole year.” 

“Oh that would have been dreadful, would it 

not Ned?” cried Milhène “I confess I should 

not mind it very much,” answered the Doctor. 

“Ah no, you would not now, but wait until 

you have wandered and studied like Papa and 

I have, then you will experience the joy of 

finding out what no one ever knew before, 

and seeing what no one has ever beheld, oh! 

there is nothing like it, you may be starving; 

all but frozen, and yet perfectly happy.” 

Would he ever experience that feverish 

longing for the unknown, the absolutely new, 

which caused the spirit to be so superior to 

bodily sensations? In his own heart the 

Doctor knew he never would. That difference 

must always remain betwixt his betrothed and 

himself. Alas! Already she looked more than 

half spirit. And now that terrible journey! 

How could the delicate girl at his side 

possibly undergo such an ordeal unscathed? It 

was fortunate for Ned there was small leisure 

to indulge in useless regret, for advanced as 

the Professor had declared their preparations 

to be, sundry details still remained to be 

attended to, and they were to start on their 

journey very very soon.  Rendered diffident 

by his former mistake, the Professor would 

not say the precise hour until he had 

conferred with Eric - whom he now 

momentarily expected - after which, the result 

of their joint calculations should be 

announced. 

A face that seemed to belong to some dream; 

deep dark blue eyes that one knew 

instinctively had gazed upon strange terrible 

sights; snow white hair, his whole appearance 

singularly weird, and unearthly; when the 

Doctor gazed for the first time upon the 

celebrated engineer, he could hardly refrain 

from the belief that he was not wholesome 

flesh and blood. He actually shuddered when 

he clasped his hand, but he could not for long 

resist the strange fascination Eric exercised 

on all who approached him; he felt himself 

completely mesmerized when this far 

wanderer spoke of his adventures during the 

previous expeditions; of the fiery scorching 

heat and the deathly cold; the towering 

mountains and the bottomless chasms; and 

the mysterious wonders he believed still 

remained to be discovered. For a brief space 

even Milhène was forgotten and the journey 

looked forward to with so much dread; he 

was now anxious to begin. 

        .          .          .          .         . 

 

Before noon of the following day every 

inhabitant of Budbury knew that the much 

talked of Lunar journey was to commence 

that night.  There were reasons why the 

present expedition should be regarded with 

even greater interest than former ones. The 

Professor’s daughter, young and beautiful, 

was of the party, and the stalwart man of 

commanding aspect, coming from no one 

knew where, who had so often be seen in her 

company was to be another. 

As the time drew nearer the popular 

enthusiasm reached such a height, that it was 

determined to give the bold travellers a 

banquet and publicly escort them to their 

aerial ship. There were not wanting a few 
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townspeople, however, who would far rather 

have kept their old friends with them; they 

felt that, hardy and experienced travellers as 

they might be, the privations and dangers of 

the present trip were too many and great to 

render the safe return of all of them probable, 

and the picture of one or more perchance all 

succumbing to the perils of the exploration in 

that distant region seemed too terrible to 

dwell upon. 

Amongst those who would have rejoiced if 

the excursion could have been put off 

altogether was Mr. Hague. Until now he had 

not been himself aware of the strength of his 

attachment to his old friend and his daughter. 

It was for the latter he feared; the experienced 

eye of the Physician had discerned more 

traces of physical weakness in Milhène than 

he deemed it wise to mention. To attempt to 

induce them to alter their decision would he 

knew be utterly useless. Stay, there was one 

gleam of hope, the Doctor! His persistent 

watchful care might avert much evil, but to 

aid him it would be better that ..... Whatever 

were the Physician’s thoughts he seemed the 

brighter for them. A smile even appeared on 

his hitherto grave face, a few minutes later 

and he and the Professor were alone, engaged 

in deep consultation. 

       .          .          .           

        

Was it possible? Was yet another to be added 

to the wonders he had lately experienced? 

Could it indeed be a fact that the Professor 

had that afternoon gravely proposed he 

should wed Milhène ere they started on their 

voyage? That all his, - the Doctor’s - fears 

and doubts as to that young lady approving of 

such haste, should be set at rest by her quietly 

observing she thought it best so? And lastly, 

that the marriage ceremony in that age could 

be consummated at any hour, and consisted 

merely in placing the ring on the finger in the 

presence of proper witnesses, and the 

conclusion of that evening’s banquet seemed 

an eminently suitable occasion! And he was 

now on the way to buy the ring! He knew the 

size his own signet tried on Milhène’s white 

finger had fitted exactly. Furthermore he had 

learned that the plain ring of bygone days was 

never used; a brilliant gem being better 

esteemed, he chose a ring with a flashing 

sapphire of rarely beautiful hue. The price 

seemed exorbitant, but the Professor had 

supplied him with ample funds and he could 

afford to indulge his fancies. 

And when the beautiful jewel was submitted 

to its future wearer, she gave it unstinted 

praise. On no account would she try it on she 

declared, when Ned wished to behold how it 

graced her finger.  But it now wanted but two 

short hours ere he was to place it there for 

life, and he could wait that space of time 

without much trial to his patience! Surely if 

any thing could sweeten the bitter pill of the 

journey, it was the thought that it was also to 

be the bridal trip, and it occurred to him that 

possibly his anxiety for one so dear to him 

had caused him to magnify their perils, and at 

no great distance of time they might be again 

at home, never more to wander so wildly and 

rashly. 

        .          .          .           

        

The large hall of the Exchange was that 

evening thickly thronged with guests anxious 

to do honour to the travellers; through the 

glass roof the goal of their journey could be 

seen shining brilliantly. How far away it 

looked, that silvery orb! 

Many that night speculated on the probable 

fortunes of its would-be visitors, following 

their voyage, in thought, through the regions 

of space. As the time of their departure drew 

nearer, the excitement of the assembled 

throng increased, for it was known to all but 

those in whose honour the feast was given 

that a presentation was to be made to the 

Professor to testify to the esteem in which he 

was held by his townsfolk, and the regret they 

experienced at his departure.  Presently the 

expected signal for silence was given, and the 

chairman of the banquet - an aged local 

dignitary - rose to his feet. There was no 

attempt at oratorical display, but in a few well 

chosen words he briefly recounted the 

services his old friend, - as he described the 

Professor - had rendered to science; and how 

that now when he had reached an age at 
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which most men would deem they were 

entitled to rest, he proposed taking a journey 

the perils of which were but too well known. 

They were all aware, said the speaker in 

conclusion, of their esteemed townsman’s 

indifference to all manner of adornment, but 

he would perhaps so far depart from his usual 

practice as to wear this slight testimonial of 

their regard, and the speaker threw over the 

neck of the Professor who sat at his right 

hand - a massive old chain with a medal 

attached with an inscription commemorative 

of the latter’s services to science. 

An enthusiastic burst of applause followed. 

Never before had Ned, during his strange 

sojourn, beheld so near an approach to actual 

excitement. That scene long lived in the 

Doctor’s memory; the vast fairy like hall; the 

brilliant lights contrasting so oddly with the 

pale moon-beams; the animated crowd. He 

thought how soon he must leave them all to 

voyage in boundless space, and he scarcely 

heeded the Professor’s able, feeling speech, 

returning thanks for the generous gift he had 

received, until he heard his own name 

mentioned, coupled with a few words which 

caused a tingling blush to pervade the 

Doctor’s whole frame. Yes, to his mingled 

dismay and delight, the Professor had at the 

conclusion of his speech gravely proposed 

that the slight ceremony which constituted 

marriage should be there and then performed 

in the presence of them all. 

And now that the time so longed for had 

arrived, Ned felt in a dream.  He was dimly 

conscious that Milhène and he were standing 

side by side, and that it was beholden upon 

him to place the ring on her finger. By a 

strong effort of will, for his arms seemed 

powerless, he produced the jewel from his 

pocket. There was a breathless silence in the 

room, when taking hold of Milhène’s white 

hand, why could he not draw it on that taper 

finger? Again and again he vainly 

endeavoured to! What would his bride think 

of such clumsiness? 

He felt the perspiration roll in beads from his 

forehead; surely all assembled were laughing 

at him! Suddenly the ring, yielding to his 

pressure slipped over the joint to its final 

resting place!  Oh horror! In an instant the 

brilliant light had given way to intense 

darkness! Not one of the brilliant assemblage 

can be discerned. An irresistible stupor steals 

over him, he fears his senses are leaving him, 

and, like a drowning man clinging to a straw, 

holds fast the hand of his bride. 

He fancies he can still see the sapphire 

glistening like a tiny moonbeam; he is not 

sure of it, for his consciousness is fast 

yielding to a death-like lethargy, far off 

voices seem to chant in a distant chorus “Not 

in this life”. Then he knew no more. 

 

Chapter XIX Conclusion      

“After darkness comes light” 
 

 

 A year had passed away since the two friends 

took their strange, never-to-be-forgotten 

journeys. Restored to their normal state; it 

yet, for long, seemed doubtful if they would 

ever regain their former places in popular 

esteem, for now that all cause for anxiety on 

their behalf was removed, there was not a 

little popular indignation at their inexplicable 

absence (which neither Doctor nor Curate 

made the slightest attempt to explain). 

But as time rolled on and the memory of it 

grew fainter, Ned and Dick were once more 

received into public favour; their 

disappearance was now seldom alluded to by 

the gossips, excepting as a date from which 

they did not scruple to declare the Doctor’s 

health had visibly declined. Certainly he had 

aged greatly, the poor folks who lived in 

distant, out of the way districts, and whom he 

attended for but scanty reward, spoke 

regretfully to one another of how gaunt and 

grey he had become. More than once did Mrs. 

Plumly chide him for his unceasing restless 

activity, for it was but rarely he indulged in 

but necessary rest. 

There was no estrangement between the two 

friends but they seldom met now; only once 
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had they rendered to each other an outline of 

their mutual experiences; but whereas Ned 

lingered fondly and regretfully over his 

dream-like remembrances; Dick thought of 

his with horror, mingled with thanksgiving 

for his final deliverance, for long was he 

haunted with frightful dreams of peril, and 

bloodshed, and far wanderings, but these 

became more and more indistinct as time 

elapsed, and no effort was made to recall the 

incidents that occasioned them.  The many 

rare specimens of the architecture of a past 

age still to seen at Budbury had now no 

charm for the Curate. Once only did he enter 

the Red Dragon to astonish the host by the 

wondering glances he cast around, and by 

enquiring how it was the original 

representation of a dragon was not over the 

door instead of the old battered picture “As if 

he or any living man had heard of anything 

different,” the landlord had remarked after 

Dick’s departure, “when it have swung there 

upwards of two hundred years,” and he shook 

his head with a look of puzzled amazement. 

      .          .          .          .          . 

 

“Shall I close the shutter, Sir?” enquired Mrs. 

Plumly. “Not yet,” said the Doctor, “this 

twilight is too pleasant to lose.” “And I quite 

forgot to mention,” resumed the housekeeper, 

“that Mr. Kingston called a short time since, 

to remind you he said that you had promised 

to look round for a while this evening, as it 

was the anniversary of ..., and then he stopped 

all at once, and said you would know what he 

meant.” 

“Yes,” replied Ned with a grave smile, “and I 

had not forgotten the engagement, I must go 

and see him presently.” 

Yet he would far rather not stir out this 

evening he thought, when the housekeeper 

had left the room; he was tired, a harder 

round of work than usual had fallen to his lot 

that day, but it would not do to disoblige his 

friend without better excuse. However he 

would first smoke one cigar by the open 

window before the twilight should give way 

to darkness. How pleasant it was sitting there 

after riding all day in the hot sun! As he 

smoked on, a dreamy contentment, to which 

he had long been a stranger, stole over him; 

the feverish restlessness which for the past 

twelve-months had possessed him - and 

which could only be allayed by action, 

seemed - at least for a while - to have left 

him.  How was it Ned had not - like his friend 

- succeeded in regarding that eventful journey 

as indifferently as though it had been but a 

long dream? Would the memories of those 

days ever grow faint? How clearly each 

incident came before him this evening! It was 

easy to fancy he was again reclining on that 

favoured seat by the Palm tree with Milhène 

by his side! And when the stars at length 

shone out, memories seemed more like 

present realities than before, for they were the 

same stars they had gazed upon together 

when they would talk of the wonder of that 

space, a portion of which they were shortly to 

traverse. 

Suddenly the Doctor thought of his friend, he 

looked at his watch then rose from his seat. 

How unnaturally tired he felt, never before 

had he seemed so utterly worn out, he must 

have taxed his strength too severely that day. 

The night air seemed chilly all at once, and he 

closed the casement. Certainly he was far 

from well. No, he would not go out that night, 

the very thought of moving was irksome, and 

he despatched a message of excuse to his 

friend. Possibly the glass of steaming grog he 

usually took before retiring to rest would 

drive away his unwanted langour. Hark, was 

it a dream? Yes! He must have fallen asleep, 

for had he not heard softly, yet clearly, a 

voice which caused a thrill through his whole 

frame. But the wild thoughts the fancy 

occasioned were interrupted by the entrance 

of Mrs. Plumly with hot water, enquiring, as 

was her custom, if any further service that 

night was needed. After regarding the Doctor 

with an anxious expression, she left the room. 

Were they memories or visions that haunted 

Ned that night? It was but to close his eyes, 

and loved, well remembered, scenes pictured 

themselves before him. The gorgeous tropical 

plants of the Professor’s garden were imaged 

so clearly, it seemed as if it were but to reach 
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out the hand to pluck them. The Doctor took 

up a magazine and vainly endeavoured to fix 

his thoughts upon its contents; the lines swam 

before him, and the work was soon laid aside. 

The strange fancies that haunted him grew 

more and more distinct, surely never before 

had waking dreams so resembled realities. All 

recollection, all identity were banished by the 

absorbing bliss which surrounded him, for he 

seemed to be treading flowery mazes far 

more beautiful than he had beheld before. 

Presently there, towering in front of him in 

grand relief against the red evening sky, was 

the well remembered Palm tree, and 

advancing from its shadow, with outstretched 

arms coming to greet him, and with a 

wondrous radiant beauty on her face, was 

Milhène. “At last,” he cried taking her to his 

arms. 

        .          .          .            

          

He awoke. The lamp burned dimly, casting 

flickering shadows on the old oak carvings. 

He experienced no regret that the glad vision 

had vanished, it was as though something told 

him that soon it would be a reality. He 

wondered why he did not retire to rest, and 

how much longer the lamp would burn, and 

then once more he closed his eyes. 

        .          .          .           

          

He was still leaning back in his easy chair 

when found next morning, and on his face 

dwelt a look of such tranquil childlike 

restfulness, it was hard to believe he had 

taken another and final journey to that land 

where the Past and the Future join in one 

eternal present. 

 

 

The end. 

 

 

 

 

End Note 

 

As the reader will have seen, the Past is AD 

1386, the Future is AD 2386; the present is 

1886, when Elizabeth Swire was 23 years old. 

We show below a photograph of Elizabeth 

Harrison (she married Edward Harrison in 

New Jersey in 1888) taken on 2nd April 1902. 

 

 
 

At this time she was 39 years of age; her 

husband suffered an early death. 

 

A brief biographical account of Elizabeth is 

given on the following page. 
 

 

 

 * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This typescript version of Elizabeth's 

manuscript was prepared in October 2018.  

The initial typescript was produced by Trevor 

Beamond.  His typescript has been edited by 

his brother Roger, with the addition of 

biographical information to form the present 

copy, for promulgation in 'digital' and printed 

formats.  This is the first publication of her 

novel of 1886.
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Elizabeth Harrison née Swire 
 

Born: 11 April 1863 at Norbury, to Ann Swire née Jameson and William Swire. 

 

Siblings: Second of five daughters born to Ann Swire née Jameson. The eldest daughter Agnes 

Mary, born 31 January 1861, was born before Ann Jameson married William Swire on 23 

September 1862. Her younger sisters were Ellen (b. 7 August 1866), Dinah (b. 24 August 1869) 

and Blanche Hannah (b. 22 October 1872). 

 

Father's Death: William Swire, a clogger, died on 16 October 1876 at 3 Lawton Street, 

Congleton, of Typhoid Fever, aged 41 years, when Elizabeth was 13 years of age. William, born 

at Shaw in Lancashire, was buried at St. Peter's Church, Congleton. On his death, Ann had five 

daughters to consider, and four to care for. The eldest, Agnes Mary, lived with her Jameson 

grandparents as an infant, and later with her aunt Ada(h) Ellis née Jameson, but Aunt Ada (of 

Wentnor Green) died in 1875 at the age of 30 years, when Agnes was 14 years old. Agnes 

emigrated to America four years later, in 1879, sailing from Liverpool in the ship "Italy" 

(Immigration document dated 15 September of that year refers). 

 

Mother's Occupation: Ann Swire was a dress-maker, by which means she supported herself and 

her (four) children. She established a draper's shop at Denton and, after trading at Bishop's Castle 

market on Fridays, buying goods in Manchester, she established a draper's shop in Bishop's Castle 

at Harley House in the High Street. Her businesses were very successful. She made sure that her 

daughters were well-educated and well-trained. 

 

Elizabeth's Marriage: Elizabeth sailed from Liverpool in the ship "Eturia" to America. There is 

no record of her husband-to-be travelling on the same vessel. She married Edward Harrison at 

Belleville, New Jersey on 26th August 1888. Elizabeth was aged 25, her occupation being 

recorded on the Marriage Return as 'dressmaker'; whilst Edward (also from England) was aged 

26, his occupation was 'painter'. The entry "married in the presence of " includes *** K. Harrison 

whom, we may suppose, was of the same family as the bridegroom. Agnes, who had settled in the 

USA nine years earlier, named her son, born 22 December 1888, Harrison H. Cook. 

        Edward Harrison's parents are declared on the New Jersey Marriage 

Return as Thomas Harrison and Portia I. Wadham (the hand-written "Wadham" surname is 

difficult to read). 

 

Return to Lancashire: The 1891 UK Census Return shows Elizabeth and Edward living at 

Ashton under Lyne, Denton, only three years after their marriage in New Jersey. From 

Elizabeth's Death Certificate, more of which below, Edward Harrison's trade/occupation, 

formerly 'Painter', became 'Felt Hatter, Journeyman' (a notorious occupation because of illnesses 

and deaths in the trade from mercury poisoning, mercury compounds being used in the felting 

process). 

 

Shops: As time went on, the running of the Denton shop was put in the hands of Ellen Redfern 

née Swire and her husband Benjamin, whilst Ann Swire née Jameson ran the shop at Bishop's 

Castle.  Edward Harrison predeceased Elizabeth: the Bishop's Castle shop was branded "Swire & 

Harrison" and Harley House became the permanent home of Ann and Elizabeth, mother and 

daughter. 

 

Ann's Death: Ann Swire died aged 79 on 30 September 1916 at Bishop's Castle, and was buried 

at Norbury. Her epitaph reads "she gave understanding and love". Probate was granted 10 

November 1916 to Elizabeth Harrison, widow, with Benjamin Redfern and Loescher Beamond, 

farmer (sons-in-law). 

 

Elizabeth's death: Elizabeth Harrison of Harley House, Bishop's Castle, Shropshire, widow, died 

at Welton Place Farm, Daventry, Northamptonshire, in the care of her younger sister Blanche 

Hannah Beamond and brother-in-law John Loescher Beamond, on 12 September 1918 aged 55 

years. Probate was granted at Shrewsbury 29 November to John Loescher Beamond farmer, 

Blanche Hannah Beamond (wife of the said John Loescher Beamond) and Benjamin Redfern 

draper. Effects £3891 16s 1d. Blanche Hannah took responsibility for running the shop at 

Bishop's Castle until her son William Swire Loescher Beamond (then 15 years old and known as 

Swire) was fully trained and able to take over. 

 

*** Jas. is seen very faintly before the K.           RHB 23 October 2013     
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