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The people in this story are all purely imaginary, with 
the exception of one of the members of the Committee of 
Authors, who is intended to be a caricature of myself.

William Caine.
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THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE”

CHAPTER I

I

“Every man and woman,” said the 
Bishop of Pontefract, “has one novel in 
them.”

There are not many clubs where you 
can hear things as good as that, things so 
original, so profound, so well expressed. 
In fact there is but one—the Athenaeum. 
I need not fear to say this, for I am not a 
member.

They were chatting over their after- 
luncheon coffee, the Bishop, the Master of 



ІО THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE

the Buckhounds, the King’s Remembrancer 
and old Mr. Lucas-Gore. Not far away sat 
Archdeacon Roach, listening to what they 
were saying while he pretended to read the 
Church Times.

“I wonder,” he thought, “if I have a 
novel in mei' and smiled.

2

The idea was indeed sufficiently fan
tastic. Anyone less likely than the Arch
deacon to give birth to so lewd a thing 
as a work of fiction can not readily be 
imagined.

Notorious throughout England alike for 
his learning (he had edited the Commentaries 
of Lactantius on the Epistles of Dolens) and 
for his piety kruide that immensely successful 
little book of his, “Thoughts About Heaven”), 
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he demonstrated his respectability by living 
with a wife and seven daughters in a great 
big Queen Anne house in the heart of Old 
Kensington, of which parish he was the 
Vicar. An admirable man. A splendid 
fellow. Rich, too, very, through his wife, 
who had been a Whitley of Bradford. Yes, 
a very fine type of clergyman. And he 
looked it. He was big and burly—almost, 
indeed, beefy—copiously chinned, gener
ously curved in front, with large, shapely 
legs which filled out his gaiters as gaiters 
ought to be filled out. He had heaps of 
beautiful wavy hair, partly white and partly 
red, in streaks. His eyebrows were huge 
—almost they suggested tooth-brushes—and 
quite red. His round and wide-set eyes 
were pale blue, a very unusual tint. His 
nose was a promontory. His whiskers were 
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burning bushes. His vast mouth—but I 
waste our time in thus cataloguing the fea
tures of a face whose true glory was its 
saintly yet genial expression. Here was no 
rigid ascetic; here no fanatical persecutor. 
When you looked on Archdeacon Roach 
you were apt to be reminded neither of 
Simeon on his pillar nor of Torquemada 
tightening his thumbscrews. Did you think 
of St. Francis of Assisi? But this is un
profitable. I only want to make it clear 
to you that Archdeacon Roach was both 
a very good and a very broad man; he 
could, I mean, temper if not with tolerance, 
at least with sympathy that uncompromis
ing attitude towards the vices and follies 
of other men which, as a clergyman, he 
was bound to maintain. But this is not to 
say that he was the sort of clergyman 
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whom you would expect to find writing a 
novel. Emphatically, he wasn’t. Emphatic
ally, too, he never expected to find himself 
doing such a thing. That is why he smiled 
a moment ago behind the Church Times, 
just as anyone else would have smiled at 
the idea of Archdeacon Roach coming out 
as a fictioneer.

3
“I wonder,” he thought, “if I have a 

novel in me" and smiled and slowly broke 
off the ash of his Corona against the edge 
of the ash-tray and slowly sipped from his 
glass of very old cognac. “I wonder,” he 
thought, and smiled again. But this time 
the smile was a trifle fatuous. The idea 
now pleased rather than amused him. He 
dismissed it (for old Mr. Lucas-Gore had 
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started out upon an anecdote concerning 
Henry James, the point of which escaped 
him just as he got there), and it sank quietly 
into his subconscious mind. About an hour 
later, while he strolled back to Kensington 
(he was, to be precise, passing the Albert 
Memorial), it rose again as quietly, and this 
time the smile which it provoked was defi
nitely a friendly one. Familiarity with this 
idea had bred in the Archdeacon not con
tempt but affection. He was beginning, 
you perceive, to toy with it. This time he 
didn’t dismiss it. He thought, “And why 
not?”

He was lost.
From that moment he had no peace. I 

don’t propose to detail his struggles. They 
would not repay our examination. Every
body has gone through something of the 
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kind. I don’t mean that everybody has 
written a novel. That, of course, would not 
be quite true. But everybody has at least 
thought of doing it, and nearly everybody 
has tried. Of those who have tried, only 
about ten per cent, have failed, while of 
the ninety per cent, who have carried the 
adventure through I suppose a generous 
three-quarters must have been published. 
So it would be foolish of me to dwell at 
any length upon the gestation and genesis 
of the Archdeacon’s book, since practically 
everybody who reads this one of mine has 
first-hand experience of these uncomfortable 
processes.

It is enough if I say that, five months 
later, the good man’s tale was written and 
that no living soul but himself knew it. Yes, 
clandestine had been his dallying with the 
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Muse, clandestine and therefore exquisite. 
Not a moment but had been delicious that 
he had filched, for this doubtful purpose, 
from hours properly attributable to the per
formance of his archidiaconal functions. And 
how many of such moments there were his 
recording angel—not the Archdeacon—had 
noted. Yes, this great Churchman, this 
pattern father and husband, had listened to 
the voice of the inward tempter and was 
now, poor wretch, no better than a secret 
novelist.

Worse.
Since he could not conceal from his wife 

and daughters the fact that he was spending 
several hours each day behind the locked 
door of his study, and since he realised that 
they must be curious as to what the business 
might be which so steadily occupied him, 
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he gave out to them that he was engaged 
upon a careful revision of his Lactantius, 
preliminary to producing a second edition of 
that work. In other words, he lied to them 
in the most barefaced and detestable fashion.

4
This is a miserable beginning to what 

you hoped was to be a pleasant story; but 
I can’t help it. And there is far worse to 
come: far, far worse. I am very sorry, but 
what am I to do? Abandon my project and 
take another theme? Impossible! This tale 
is in me and has got to come out if it will. 
One does not abandon one’s themes, though 
it is a fact that now and then they abandon 
one—and what a relief that is! No, even if 
I drive you into the arms of a rival my tale 
must forth.

Trixie
ГНѴШТТІШ

2
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The Archdeacon, then, having done this 
dreadful thing, found that two courses were 
open to tim : ( i ) to suppress by fire the bright 
creature of his fancy, or (2) to give it to the 
world. The first alternative, for reasons which 
I shall tell you in a moment, was unthink
able. The second, however, seemed to be im
possible; for not without exciting a horrible 
scandal, not without furnishing to the enemy 
cause most joyously to blaspheme, might 
the reputable Vicar of Old Kensington pro
claim himself a romancer, if ever, at any 
rate, he meant to be a bishop. And he 
meant most resolutely to be a bishop ; if not 
an archbishop. His wife wished it. But 
that was nothing. He wished it himself.

He was sufficiently well read to be aware 
that at least two of England’s greatest novel
ists have been clergymen of her Church ; but 
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what, he felt, was all very well for cock- 
fighting, three-bottle, eighteenth-century 
clerics (a Dean though one of them might 
be) was not at all well for a modern metro
politan archdeacon, who had edited Lactan
tius and published his thoughts about Heaven 
and meant to be a bishop.

No.
Even had his novel been of a religious 

character the thing was impossible. And 
the character of his novel was not in the 
least religious. Its morals, he trusted, were 
sound; vice didn’t triumph over virtue or 
anything like that ; but he could not pretend 
that his story was in the least calculated to 
turn anybody’s feet from the broad into the 
narrow path. While preparing it, he had 
allowed the Artist (whom he had so happily 
discovered within him) to have his way en

2
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tirely. The Pastor of Souls had strictly not 
been allowed to collaborate.

No, it was out of the question for the 
name of Archdeacon Roach to appear upon 
the cover of “Trixie.” Quite absolutely not 
to be thought of.

Yet it was equally out of the question 
that the story should not appear. There was 
that Artist fellow to be reckoned with. Was 
he the man to allow the fruit of his five 
months’ labour to be abolished or hidden 
away in a drawer? He was not. Out the 
book must come, to court the verdict of the 
public—the verdict which that Attist rather 
flattered himself was going to be not wholly 
unfavourable. Not wholly. No.

He suggested to the Pastor of Souls the 
adoption of an alias. The Pastor shook his 
head. He gravely misdoubted the security 
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of an alias. To adopt an alias is to set every 
busybody to the work of discovering whom 
it conceals; and sooner or later the truth is 
ferreted out. And this particular truth must, 
simply, not be ferreted out.

Anonymity, then? How about anonym
ity?

No, thought the Pastor, anonymity 
wouldn’t do either. Anoymity was just as 
dangerous as pseudonymity. Equally cal
culated to set the busybodies going. Sooner 
or later, sooner or later, the cloak of 
anonymity was sure to be torn away. Sure. 
Absolutely.

“Why, then,” said the Artist, “I’ll tell 
you what.”

“What?” inquired the Pastor of Souls.
“Do,” said the Artist, “as Bacon did. 

Get a Shakespeare. Publish ‘Trixie’ under 
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the name of some other man, someone who 
can actually be pointed out as the author, 
someone whose photograph can be pub
lished in the magazines, someone who can 
be interviewed and run after. If you do 
that there will be nothing to excite the 
curiosity of the busybodies. Your secret 
will be as safe as houses.”

“Now,” said the Pastor of Souls, “that’s 
a very clever idea of yours. Very clever 
indeed. It certainly seems to deserve con
sideration. Yes. I should say that it is 
decidedly worth thinking about. Decidedly.”

The Archdeacon proceeded to think 
about it.
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CHAPTER II

I

He had not thought about it very long 
before he had come to the conclusion that 
young Bisham Dunkle was his man.

This Dunkle was one of the numerous 
young gentlemen who came to the rich 
Archdeacon’s house in order to converse 
with his daughters. He came offener than 
anybody else, for he was a prime favourite 
with the ladies of the household. It seemed, 
indeed, to the Archdeacon that Dunkle must 
take all his meals at the Vicarage.

He was a youth of astonishing, though 
not very masculine, comeliness. He had 
quite black hair, which he wore plastered 
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evenly rearwards from his forehead, to re
mind the observer, with its fine polish 
and its longitudinal corrugations, of the 
back of a slug, and to develop at last into 
a thick mane which just cleared the collar 
of his coat. His eyes were large and 
lustrous, and in the socket of the left one 
he carried habitually a monocle rimmed 
with black bone. His nose was straight 
and slender, his lips were thin but beauti
fully fashioned, his teeth were splendid, 
and his chin was magnificent. He was 
tall and slight—the manly Archdeacon 
could have broken him with one hand— 
and he had a fluting voice and a bleat
ing laugh, and long, delicate, exquisitely 
manicured fingers; and he was always 
dressed very carefully and very becomingly. 
As a ball-room dancer he was without his
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peer. He had a private annual income of 
some three hundred pounds, and he wrote 
little poems which he sold to the magazines 
for anything between five shillings and a 
guinea a time. He had financed the publi
cation of two collections of these things, 
one called Bouchées and the other called 
Chrysoliths. His age was twenty-four.

The Archdeacon loathed him. He 
thought him—and rightly—decadent, poor, 
ill-mannered and vapid.

Yet he was forced to admit that no one 
whom he knew seemed so well fitted as 
was Dunkle to play Shakespeare to an 
archidiaconal Bacon.

A poet with two published volumes to 
his credit—what more natural or proper 
than that his name should appear on the 
back of a novel?
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Since he had as yet published nothing 
but poetry, the critics were quite un
familiar with his prose style. Dunkle would 
be accepted without question as the author 
of what the hand of Roach had written.

The youth, moreover, was poor. That is to 
say, pliable. That is to say, purchasable.

The Archdeacon supposed that he would 
be able to come to terms with him for a 
matter of fifty pounds, or a hundred at the 
outside.

“I’ll put it to the fellow,” he decided, 
“to-day, after luncheon, or if, by any 
chance, he’s not in to luncheon, to-night, 
after dinner.”

2

Dunkle dropped in to luncheon, and he 
was the only young man to do so. Thus 
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the opportunity which the Archdeacon 
desired was given him with the least pos
sible delay. He took it with the least pos
sible hesitation.

No sooner were the girls and their 
mother safely on the other side of the 
closed dining-room door than the Arch
deacon, as he pushed the port across the 
table, said: “Did you ever think, Dunkle, 
of writing a novel?”

Dunkle filled himself out a glass in 
silence, for the liquor he was about to 
quaff was worthy of all reverence. He 
sipped, rolled his tongue, swallowed, rolled 
his eyes, and said: “No, Archdeacon, not 
particularly. Why do you ask?”

“In order,” said the Archdeacon, “to 
bring the subject of novels and novel
writing upon the tapis'.'
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“I see,” said Dunkle. “But you must 
have some good reason for introducing so 
very dull a topic. May I ask what, pre
cisely, it is?”

“I’ll tell you,” said the Archdeacon, 
“if you’ll give me your word of honour as 
a gentleman that what I say shall go no 
further.”

“Yes,” said Dunkle, “I’ll do that. Pro
ceed, my dear sir. Proceed.”

“Well,” said the Archdeacon, “/ have 
written one.”

“You?” cried the young man, opening 
his eyes very wide. “You, Archdeacon? 
You have written a novel? Well, I’m 
bio wed! What on earth possessed you to do 
such a frightfully commonplace thing?”

The Archdeacon, beginning with the 
observation of the Bishop of Pontefract 
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in the Athenæum Club, told him all about 
it. Dunkle sipped port and listened with
out saying a word.

But—“Why,” he kept asking himself, 
“is the old cock telling me this? Why 
met" He was soon to learn.

“Of course,” the Archdeacon concluded, 
“a clergyman of my position and repute 
cannot come out as the author of a fiction.
The thing’s not to be done. You appre
ciate its hopeless impropriety? Yes? I 
thought you must. To publish anonym
ously or under a pseudonym won’t do, 
either. The secret would not fail to leak 
out. What, then, is to be done, my dear 
Dunkle?”

“Why,” said Dunkle, “the simplest and 
best thing is to put the manuscript on the 
fire. It is, you tell me, a hundred and
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fifty thousand words long. I should say 
that such a manuscript might be destroyed 
in half an hour or a little less. I have 
nothing to do this afternoon. Let me give 
you a hand. I will tear up the sheets and 
feed the flames with them, and you shall 
stir them with the poker. Or we can do 
it up in a parcel with some good big 
stones and sink it over Chelsea Bridge. Or 
we can-----”

“No, Dunkle,” the Archdeacon inter
rupted, “you’re on the wrong tack, my 
boy, entirely. I have written this story, 
and I have got to see it in print. I have 
simply got to. You, too, are an author. 
You understand how it is with me. Sup
posing anyone were to suggest to you that 
you should burn or drown one of your 
lyrics."
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“Forgive me, Archdeacon,” said Dunkle 
stiffly, “but my lyrics are not in question 
here. It is only your novel that we are 
considering. Of course, if you are resolved 
to have the thing published, there’s no 
more to be said. But if you can't publish 
it either anonymously or under a pen-name 
or under your own, how, exactly, do you 
propose to go to work?”

“I propose,” said thè Archdeacon, “to 
publish it under yours.”

Dunkle paled. “My dear sir,” he ob
served, “there is surely a limit to what one 
is required to accept from one’s host, even 
in the way of mistaken humour. Shall we 
not both forget what you have just said? 
Shall we not join the ladies?” He made as 
if to rise.

“Keep your seat, Dunkle,” said the
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Archdeacon. “Believe me, I never was less 
inclined to be humorous. This is a busi
ness proposal that I’m making to you, my 
dear boy. I am asking you to do some
thing for me. In return I am prepared to 
make it worth your while. I fancy that fifty 
pounds----- ”

Dunkle rose. “My poor gentleman,” he 
said, “have you taken leave of your senses? 
Do you really imagine that for fifty pounds, 
or anything like it, I am going to blast 
my literary reputation by pretending to be 
the author of your or any novel? Yet----- ”
he hesitated—“on second thoughts, I’m not 
sure that it is altogether beyond the bounds 
of----- ”

“Come,” said the Archdeacon, “say 
seventy-five.”

“I will say nothing at present,” Dunkle 
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replied, “except that I may,*  after all, 
perhaps be not unwilling to fall in with 
this immoral plan of yours. But it will 
be at a price, and that price will be my 
own. To enable me to estimate the value 
of my services to you, or perhaps I should 
say the extent of the damage to myself, 
I must, before I go any further into this 
tenebrous affair, have a look at your 
manuscript. I shall be dining here to
night, for I am escorting one of your 
daughters to a dance. Let me take your 
novel away now. I will read as much of 
it as I can bear, and to-night, after dinner, 
I will state my terms or definitely reject 
your proposal.”

“I will fetch the manuscript,” said the 
Archdeacon.

Trixie 3
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CHAPTER III

I

It was six hours later.
Again the ladies rose and left the Arch

deacon and Dunkle together. Again the 
Archdeacon passed the port to his visitor. 
“Well?” he inquired.

Again Dunkle filled his glass. He sipped 
and sighed his satisfaction.

“I have read quite enough of your 
novel,” he said, “to form an opinion of its 
merits.”

“Ah!” said the Archdeacon. “Ah, hah! 
Yes?” He smiled hopefully.

“Your grammar,” said Dunkle, “is 
generally correct, and with your spelling 
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I have no fault to find. Your punctuation 
is, I believe, faultless. But-these things do 
not, my dear Archdeacon, make a great 
novel. As for your tale, it is soupy, prolix 
and ordinary, while it lacks verisimilitude 
and abounds in the grossest faults of con
struction. It is, moreover, in a number of 
places, timidly erotic. The effect is quite 
nauseating. Were you to publish this book 
under your own name, your reputation 
would sustain a blow from which it would 
never recover. It seems to me that you 
would pretty certainly be compelled to re
sign not only your Archdeaconry, but your 
Vicarship, and that, of course, would never 

. do.”
He paused to sip at his glass and re

adjust his monocle.
The Archdeacon, with his napkin, wiped 

3*  
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away the foam which had gathered at the 
corners of his mouth. He was ready to 
break the port decanter upon Dunkle’s skull. 
But he would not have been an Archdeacon 
had he not learnt to control his feelings. 
So he swallowed down his rage, made his 
voice as soft as silk, and said: “I have told 
you, Dunkle, that there is no question of 
publishing my story under my own name. 
I fear, from what you have said, that there 
is not much chance of my publishing it under 
yours. Or am I wrong?”

“As to that,” said Dunkle, “all depends 
on what price you are prepared to pay for 
the accommodation. I suppose you are 
determined to produce this book.”

“Absolutely,” said the Archdeacon. “I 
may add that your adverse and, I believe, 
jealous criticism doesn’t weigh a hair with 
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me. I am not to be convinced that ‘Trixie’ 
is valueless by the verdict of one reader. 
The public, I am determined, shall have its 
opportunity of judging how I write fiction.” 

“Oh!” said Dunkle gloomily, “the public 
will probably like your book very much. 
It’s a novel that any publisher will see his 
money in. But this is not to say that it is a 
work which I am precisely bursting to have 
attributed to me.”

“Nevertheless----- ”
“As you say, Archdeacon—nevertheless. 

If you will pay my price, I will incur this 
shameful responsibility. But only for the 
sake of your family. I would not have Mrs. 
Roach and your daughters (who have been 
immensely kind to me) made the laughing
stock of London society by reason of your 
conduct.”
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The Archdeacon again controlled himself.
“And your price is----- ” he inquired icily.
“Chloë,” said Dunkle.
The Archdeacon gasped. “My daughter?” 

he cried.
“Even so,” Dunkle assured him. “Your 

fifth daughter, to whom I have been engaged 
for the last three weeks. If you will consent 
to our marriage----- ”

The Archdeacon snorted. “My dear 
fellow,” he said, “please talk sense. How do 
you propose to keep a wife? What is your 
income?”

“Three hundred a year,” said Dunkle, 
“as near as makes no matter. By my poetry, 
though, I earn, most years, an extra seven 
or eight pounds.”

The Archdeacon threw himself back in 
his chair. “And do you suppose,” he inquired,
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“that Chloe is the girl to set up house with 
you on three hundred and seven or eight 
pounds a year?”

“No,” said Dunkle. “We shall require 
at least a thousand. But that will be all 
right. You shall settle an annual seven 
hundred on her.”

“Believe me, my dear boy,” said the 
Archdeacon impressively, “I shall do no such 
thing.”

“Then, believe me, my dear Archdeacon,” 
said Dunkle quite pleasantly, “I shall not 
lend you my name for your novel.”

Silence fell upon the dining-room.

2

Here—since she is my heroine—it may 
not come amiss if I provide you with a trifle 
of information concerning this girl Chloe.
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Fifth of the Archdeacon’s bouquet of 
daughters, she was just turned seventeen 
years old. In an elfin way, with her pointed 
chin, long nose and big, green eyes, she was 
pretty. She had her father’s red hair and 
she wore it bobbed in a great crinkling fuzz, 
out of which, as out of a fiery mist, her little 
face palely peered. Her teeth were small, 
even and very white. Her figure was as lithe 
as a serpent’s and almost as slender. She 
was just fifty-nine inches long. Her hands 
and feet were very little ones. Her voice 
was very soft. She wore her clothes very 
perfectly and they were always just six months 
ahead.

Her father found her a terrifying little 
creature. When she was near he could never 
be quite happy. She always made him feel 
that she was licking her lips over him. It 
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was his pleasure and habit to hold forth at 
table (when, at any rate, guests were present) 
upon current topics, Art, Letters, Music and 
other things. Sometimes, in the very middle 
of a period, he would become conscious that 
Chloe was watching him, and he would not’ 
be encouraged to proceed. She had never 
yet actually dried him up, but now and then 
it had been rather a near thing. Somehow 
the gaze of those huge green eyes was very 
disconcerting to the Archdeacon. They gave 
him an awkward sensation of being trans
parent.

None of her sisters had ever affected 
him in this way; not Lesbia, not Lalage, 
not Julia, not Virginia, her elders; still less 
her juniors, Atalanta and Oenone. He 
almost wished the girl would marry. Yes, 
he felt that he could spare Chloe more 
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easily than any of the others. Nevertheless, 
she must marry the right kind of man. He 
didn’t want to see lier throw herself away, 
poor child. He could not spare her so 
easily as all that. But only let her get 
engaged to some really good, sterling, 
manly fellow with a heart of gold and about 
ten thousand a year, and he, the Arch
deacon, was not going to raise any diffi
culties whether on the score of the young 
man’s social position or his lack of in
telligence or anything else. And if he lived 
in America, why, so much the better.

The news, therefore, that the girl had 
engaged herself—actually engaged herself 
to this cheap poet, this decadent, unsub
stantial organ-grinder of a Dunkle, im
pressed the Archdeacon very disagreeably. 
That. Chloé should be engaged was good, 
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since it was a step in the direction of her 
departure from her girlhood’s home; but 
that she should be engaged to a man with 
only three hundred and sixpence a year was 
bad, very. As for the proposal that he, 
her father, should endow her with an in
come of seven hundred pounds, it was satis
factorily susceptible of characterisation in 
no single form of words which the Arch
deacon had anywhere at his lawful com
mand.

He did not, as we have seen, attempt to 
characterise it. He simply declined to 
entertain it. Of course, if Chloë intended 
to marry this Dunkle, marry Dunkle she 
would; he didn’t flatter himself that he 
could do anything whatever to stop her, 
the time for that sort of thing having long 
gone by for fathers. He was, therefore, 
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ready to give his consent to this marriage, 
crazy though he felt it to be, if Dunkle 
would in return agree to figure before the 
eyes of the world as the author of “Trixie.” 
But this seven hundred a year he did not 
propose to disgorge. That was a bit too 
much altogether. Rather than that, he felt 
he would be willing to consign his novel to 
oblivion. Yes. But he trusted that it 
wouldn’t come to that. Dunkle was not 
the only hard-up scribbler in London.

He decided to say this, or something 
like it, to Dunkle and crush him.

3
“My dear fellow,” he said, thus putting 

an end to that silence which began a page 
or so back, “I shall, of course, be very 
sorry if you decide not to help me, but I
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may remind you that, besides yourself, 
there are other literary young geniuses 
about. In point of fact, such people are, in 
London, ten a penny. I shall suit myself 
very easily. Let us agree to forget this 
abortive negotiation. Unless, that is to say, 
you will take Chloe with a couple of hundred 
pounds down and----- ” he smiled, “my
blessing.”

“No, Archdeacon,” said Dunkle. “It’s 
seven hundred a year or nothing; and un
less you disgorge it there won’t be any 
wedding. In fact, it’ll be a bit more than 
seven hundred a year, because we shall 
require you to set us up with furniture, say 
five hundred pounds’ worth of it. You 
can’t expect us to start housekeeping with
out any sticks, can you? Yes—seven 
hundred a year, and five hundred in furni- 
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ture’s my minimum. Chloe and I can rub 
along all right enough on a thousand be
tween us, but not a penny less. I want to 
marry Chloe, and she wants to marry me; 
but we’re not such a pair of mutts as to 
expect to be happy together if we have to 
be poor. Our generation looks facts in the 
face, my dear sir. We don’t blink ’em and 
trust to luck, as lovers did in good Queen 
Victoria’s day. We like to see just what 
we’re in for, and unless Chloe and I can 
see that we’re in for a thousand a year, 
there’s nothing doing absolutely. So throw 
up your hands and take your medicine, 
Archdeacon, for you’ve gone too far to turn 
back.”

“What do you mean by that?” the Arch
deacon inquired.

“Why,” said Dunkle, “I mean that if 
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you don’t accept my terms, I’ll give you 
away to the journalists, that’s all. Be 
pleased to remember that I’ve read quite 
two-thirds of your novel and that the manu
script, all in your handwriting, is still in my 
possession.”

The Archdeacon could not turn pale; so 
he turned purple.

“But,” he shouted indignantly, “you 
can’t do that, you know. You gave me 
your word of honour as a gentleman.”

“So I did,” Dunkle agreed, “but that 
was before I knew that you wanted to do 
business with me. The moment you turned 
what I imagined to be an after-luncheon 
chat into what you wanted to be a business 
deal, we ceased to be gentlemen and be
came mere bargainers, for whom such 
things as words of honour do not exist.



48 THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE”

No, you have given yourself into my hands, 
Archdeacon, and I propose to use my ad
vantage quite ruthlessly. So settle seven 
hundred a year on Chloe and, as soon as 
we are married, I will accept responsibility 
for your awful novel. My position among 
writers will, of course, be seriously compro
mised; but I would suffer worse than that 
to obtain Chloe, and I am young enough, 
thank Heaven, to live the disgrace down. 
At least, I hope and believe so.”

The Archdeacon turned black. “You 
unscrupulous young scoundrel,” he cried. 
“Would you extort money from me by 
threats?”

“Certainly,” said Dunkle, “I would com
mit any crime to get Chloe, short of marry
ing her on an insufficient income. Aren’t I 
ready to conspire with you to launch that 
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piffling product of yours on the book market? 
What’s a little honest extortion by the side 
of that? Besides, if I were some Jew with 
fifty thousand a year, you’d be only too 
glad to do the right thing by Chloe, because 
you’d know you wouldn’t get me for her if 
you didn’t. It isn’t, moreover, as if you 
couldn’t easily afford it. So come, my dear 
Archdeacon, realise that I have you cold 
and that the wisest thing you can do is to 
pay up and look pleasant; for as sure as you 
wear gaiters down your legs, if you don’t 
accept my terms, I’ll put the Press wise to 
what you’ve been up to and that no later 
than to-night.”

4
Let us not prolong this agony. No sen

sitively minded person can take pleasure
TVixie 4 
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in the spectacle of a just man (however red 
his whiskers are) struggling in the toils. 
When those toils are largely of his own 
manufacture, the scene becomes only the 
more intolerable. To the pain of looking 
on while he is robbed by a rascal we add 
our sorrow that he should have given that 
rascal the opportunity of robbing him; were 
he, too, a rascal, it would be our duty to 
rejoice at the false step which has now 
landed him in trouble. But our tears alone 
may attend the false steps of the good; our 
tears alone their consequences greet.

Suffice it, then, that the Archdeacon gave 
presently in, as was, of course, what had to 
happen. The manuscript being in Dunkle’s 
possession, it was not open to its author to 
put it in the fire and defy a villain to do his 
worst. But apart from this, even though 
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the Pastor of Souls might more easily con
template taking such a step than providing 
his daughter with seven hundred a year, the 
Pastor of Souls, I may remind you, was not 
the only person to be considered. You are 
forgetting the Artist Fellow.

What did that vain and improvident 
wastrel care for the pocket of the Arch
deacon, if only his desire to be printed might 
be satisfied? What was it to him though 
the good gentleman with whom he resided 
should, with his whole family, be brought to 
a crust, so long as a certain unborn novel 
should first have seen the light? Put on the 
fire what he had toiled five months to make ! 
Not so! Not so, by Heaven! “Trixie” must 
out at any cost. “And after all," he argued 
in the Archdeacon’s ear, “Dunkle’s right. 
You can afford it perfectly well. Those 

4*
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Belgian Distillery shares are worth double 
to-day what you gave for them. Don’t wait 
for them to go any higher. If you sell out 
to-morrow you’ll clear twenty thousand. 
And you can realise on that £ 10,000 of 
Ostend Casinos. You know you’ve been a 
bit doubtful of them lately. If you hold on 
you’ll get stung as like as not. But what I 
say is, I’m going to see those press notices 
if it blinds me.”

To be brief, he had his way. The Arch
deacon capitulated.

“But,” he said—and this was his last 
kick—“the book must appear before you 
and Chloe marry. On that I positively in
sist. You have gravely shaken my con
fidence in you, Dunkle, and I cannot 
risk having you draw back, when you 
have got all out of me that you want, 
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and decline to complete your part of our 
bargain.”

“I’m afraid,” said Dunkle, “that you’ll 
have to. For do you not see, my very dear sir, 
that if that book comes out with my name 
on it before the wedding, Chloe will refuse 
to marry me. And quite right too. What’s 
more, nothing would induce me to marry 
a girl who would be willing to marry the 
author of your beastly tale. So if she didn’t 
break our engagement, I should have to. 
But in either case, my bargain with you 
would go phut. So you see that you’ll have 
to trust me, and that’s all there is to it. But 
you needn’t be afraid. I am not the man to 
break a bargain. In business I am the soul 
of probity. It is understood that if you do 
your part I will do mine, at whatever cost 
to myself. The odium of having written 
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your novel shall rest upon me, not only 
when it is published, but for ever after. 
No living soul save us two shall ever know 
the truth. And now it only remains for me 
to point out to you that the sooner Chloe 
and I are wedded, the sooner ‘Trixie’ will 
make her bow to the public.”

The Archdeacon sighed heavily. “So 
be it,” he said.

“There’s just one other thing,” Dunkle 
observed. “Any money that the book may 
earn is to be mine. I sincerely hope it 
won’t be much, but, whatever there is, I 
may as well have it. Do you agree?”

The Archdeacon had no more fight in 
him. “I agree,” he said brokenly. “The 
wine is with you, Dunkle.”
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The door of the dining-room was opened 
with violence and Chloë came in, caparis
oned for the taxi in a large cloak of ermine 
fur.

“Buck up, Bisham,” she said crossly, 
“what the dickens do you think you’re 
doing, boozing port in here with the 
governor? We ought to have been off 
ten minutes ago.”

Dunkle got up. “Tuck in your shirt, ./ 
old plum,” he responded amiably. “I’ve 
been fixing things with your father—about 
us, you know. He’s going to stand you 
seven hundred a year, settled, and we’re 
to be married just as soon as you say.”

He paused for congratulations.
“Oh, are we?” she said. “Well, see
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here: unless you’re out of this and into 
the cab inside of three seconds, you can 
wash me out of any arrangements you may 
be making for the future. I don’t have 
too much use for young men that I have 
to dig up to take me dancing, no matter 
how they’ve been fixing things with my 
father.” She turned on her heel, and, 
still talking, followed her betrothed out of 
the room. The Archdeacon, seated at the 
table, heard her voice die away down the 
hall. A door slammed.

He smiled, a trifle wanly, and helped 
himself to port.
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CHAPTER IV

I

It now became the wretched Dunkle’s 
business to make two typed copies of the 
Archdeacon’s manuscript, one for submission 
to some publisher, the other for his own re
ference, and this he proceeded to do. As 
we have seen, the story bulked a hundred 
and fifty thousand words. Dunkle was no 
virtuoso upon the keys of his Remington. 
The stuff, moreover, that he was required 
to copy was, in his opinion, so revolting 
that it was as much as he could do to hold 
himself two hours daily at his task. But, 
averaging 1,500 words a day, he got the 
thing done in a little over three months.
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During this period he was again and again 
on the point of throwing up the whole enter
prise, but the completed manuscript proved, 
at last, the staunchness of his love for 
Chloe.

The Archdeacon, who hadn’t a scrap of 
confidence in Dunkle, had insisted that his 
manuscript should be brought back to him, 
so soon as the work of copying it should 
have been completed. “For,” he told Dunkle, 
“unless I am allowed with my own hands 
to put that bundle of papers on the fire, I 
shall never know when you won’t be turn
ing up to blackmail me. Only if I have 
seen, witli my own eyes, the flames con
sume my manuscript, only then shall I be 
able to bid you defiance.”

Dunkle had conceded the point. He
had no wish to betray this man who was 
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going to become his father-in-law. He 
believed that the book might possibly 
enjoy a certain vogue, but he trusted that 
it would quickly be forgotten. To stir up 
talk about the thing, by accusing the Arch
deacon of having written it, was what he 
never expected to be anxious to do. Let 
it come out and then let oblivion snatch 
it—that was his desire.

No sooner, therefore, was his typescript 
finished than he carried the manuscript 
round to the Vicarage and delivered it up 
to its author, who lost no time in reducing 
it, with Dunkle’s enthusiastic aid, to a heap 
of ashes. From this burning Dunkle derived 
great pleasure. “If only,” he thought, “we 
could have done this three months ago! 
But then,” he reflected, “I should not be 
going to marry Chloe next Wednesday.”
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Yes, the wedding was as near as that; 
for all this time the preparations had 
been going on busily. A studio apart
ment had been found in Chelsea; the five 
hundred pounds’ worth of furniture had 
been bought and charged to the Archdeacon 
and installed; the bride’s clothes had all 
come home; the banns had been put up; 
the presents had been received; the in
vitations had been issued; the Press and 
the police had been notified—in short, there 
was nothing more for Chloe and Dunkle to 
do but to get married. So married they 
got.

The only cloud on the brightness of the 
occasion was the appalling lumbago which 
kept the bride’s father in bed and from 
which he was miraculously delivered that 
same evening.
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There was no honeymoon. None of that 
kind of soupy nonsense for Chloe and 
Dunkle. They were married, went back 
to the Vicarage, drank a glass of cham
pagne or two and then cabbed it home to 
the studio, where Chloe had a model waiting 
for her. Did I tell you that Chloe painted? 
I don’t believe I did. Hitherto she had 
only done it fitfully, but now that she 
was married she intended to make it her 
job in life. It is essential for a married 
woman to have an occupation; otherwise 
she tends. to become the slave of her home. 
Chloe had no intention of turning into an 
unsalaried cook-palour-maid.

So as soon as they were under their 
own roof the bride set to work upon her 
model, a youngish but excessively ugly 
and angular Scotch woman called Mrs.
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Mackay, who was at the moment enjoying 
a considerable vogue. Chloe posed her on 
all fours. We needn’t linger in the studio. 
Let us accompany Dunkle to Henrietta 
Street, Covent Garden.

2

Only that morning the poet had received 
from Messrs. Capper and Ironsides the 
following letter:

102, Henrietta Street, 
Covent Garden.

Dear Sir,
ICe beg to inform you that vue have 

novo carefully considered the MS. which 
you have submitted to us, and are pleased 
to be able to inform you that we shall be 
pleased to publish it at an early date.
We shall esteem it a favour if уогі will
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favour us with a call at an early date, 
чмііеп чме shall be pleased to discuss terms, 
etcetera.

Yours faithfully,
Capper and Ironsides.

Bisham Dunkle, Esq.

Dunkle had accordingly made an ap
pointment by telephone for the same after
noon.

It was in no very happy frame of mind, 
I can assure you, that he travelled east
wards. Always throughout the execrable 
labours of the past three months he had 
been to some extent sustained by the 
faint hope that the Archdeacon’s story 
might, after all, not find a market. This 
hope had never quite died within him until 
to-day. Now it was dead. If the very first 
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firm of publishers who had seen “Trixie” 
had bitten, it was quite evident that the 
book was sellable. When he had told the 
Archdeacon that it was likely to please 
the publishers he had been dismally right. 
And here he was, within ten days of com
pleting the typescript, on his way to 
negotiate terms with Capper’s.

“Perhaps,” he said between his teeth, 
“if I ask the earth it’ll put them off; but 
whether it does or not, the earth is what 
I’m going to ask. If I’m to destroy my 
reputation, I’ll see that I don’t do it for 
nothing.”

So he demanded from Messrs. Capper 
and Ironsides a five hundred pounds ad
vance and a royalty of twenty per cent., 
rising to thirty.

To his horror Mr. Indermaur, the junior 
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partner who interviewed him, agreed with the 
utmost alacrity to these monstrous figures.

“I won’t conceal from you, Mr. Dunkle,” 
he said, as with eager pen he filled up the 
blanks in a printed form of agreement, 
“that we entertain the very highest hopes 
of your novel. ‘Trixie’ is, in our estimation, 
a Winner. A Winner, Mr. Dunkle.”

Dunkle paled. “Don’t say that,” he 
groaned. “For Heaven’s sake don’t say 
that. Not a Winner.”

“Yes, Mr. Dunkle, a Winner; if not,” 
Mr. Indermaur paused impressively, “a Best 
Seller, though that, of course, I cannot 
promise.”

“Don’t!” said Dunkle. “Please don’t!”
“I see,” said Mr. Indermaur, “that you’re 

superstitious, Mr. Dunkle. It makes you 
uneasy to hear me prophesying success for 

Trixie 5
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‘Trixie.’ Well, 1Ì1 say no more now; but 
two months hence we shall see. Yes, Mr. 
Dunkle, we shall see. Here is the contract. 
If you’ll look it through now and sign it, 
time will be saved. The sooner you give 
us the right to begin, the better we shall 
be pleased.”

Dunkle signed the contract. He was 
too heavily dispirited even to read it. Soon 
afterwards he shambled out of Mr. Inder- 
maur’s presence, with the air of a man who 
leaves the dock after being sentenced to 
five years’ penal servitude, and made his 
way to the Bards’ Club, where he spent the 
rest of the afternoon drinking Absalom 
cocktails. So profound was his depression 
that not until he had swallowed fifteen of 
these potions could he summon up sufficient 
energy to go home.
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3
These had been the last words of Mr. 

Indermaur to Dunkle: “I shall send out our 
first paragraph this afternoon.”

Dunkle, therefore, knew that in all 
probability the announcement that he had 
written a novel, which Messrs. Capper and 
Ironsides were to produce, would be in 
several of the next morning’s journals.

He had not consumed too many cock
tails to understand that Chloe must on no 
account be left to make her own discovery 
of this matter. To allow the shock to 
catch her unprepared would be sheerly 
barbarous; and who could say how she 
might react to it, what wild thing she 
might do in her despair at being given to 
understand that she was the wife of a 

5*
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novelist? He resolved to break it to her 
gently.

He found her washing her brushes at 
the hand-basin in the bath-room, for she 
was still a sufficiently young painter-in-oils 
to tackle this tiresome duty the moment 
she had finished work for the day.

“Hallo, old jug,” he began. “Here you 
are then! I say, I’ve got some rather 
glorious news for you, you know. The 
fact is I’ve just extorted five hundred for 
a book from a publisher. How does that 
go down? Eh, how?”

“I don’t believe it,” said his wife simply.
“You don’t, eh? Well then, there’s the con

tract. Smell it.” He thrust it against her nose.
She snatched it from him and, holding it 

between her soap-and-painty fingers, ran her 
eye over the first clause.
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‘“The work at present entitled “Trixie”’” 
she read aloud. “What work is that, Bisham? 
You don’t mean to say you’ve been writing 
a narrative poem called ‘Trixie’; because, if 
so, I can’t bear it, and I shall scream and 
bite great pieces out of the furniture.”

“Oh, no,” he said, “make your mind easy. 
It’s not a narrative poem. The fact is—” he 
spoke as casually as he could—“it’s a novel, 
Chloe; a prose fiction, you know. Capper 
and Ironsides are going to do it at once. 
They’ve given me five hundred on account 
and a twenty per cent, royalty, rising to 
thirty. They’re tremendously bucked with 
the book. They say it’s bound to go. Sup
pose it makes our fortune, eh? What about 
that? Eh, what about it?” He tailed off. 
He knew that he was talking unworthiness.

“Why, precisely, did you do this, Bisham?” 
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she asked. She seemed to be quite calm, 
but she had stopped washing her brushes 
and her eyes were slowly waxing.

“I did it for your sake entirely,” he said. 
“I want you to have a setting that is worthy 
of you, not this rotten studio. A thousand 
a year can’t begin to provide you with your 
proper setting. A girl like you requires a 
setting that nothing under seven thousand 
a year can provide. You ought to have a 
limousine and a tiara and lots of stunning 
clothes and a big house to entertain in, with 
a conservatory and palms. 1 can never hope 
to do anything like that for you out of poetry. 
The money’s in fiction nowadays. Why 
shouldn’t we get hold of some of it?” He 
hung his head. It was awful to hear his own 
lips saying such things.

“Before I pack up and return to father’s,” 
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she said, still quite calmly (and how he loved 
her for those words!), “let me implore you, 
Bisham, for your own sake—not mine—to 
change the name of this book. You call it 
‘Trixie.’ Well, if I were to write a mordant 
burlesque of the hogwashiest kind of sloppy 

Jeuilleton, I should have to call it ‘Trixie.’
You cannot----- ”

He was inspired. He saw salvation.
“But, my dear old cork,” he cried, “don’t 

you understand that that’s exactly what I 
have done?”

“What is?”
“Why, made a burlesque. I tell you the 

book’s a scream. You’ll love it. But the 
really shrieking part of the whole jolly busi
ness is that Cappers think it’s a serious effort. 
They take it to be a great sentimental story. 
That’s why they want it so badly. Do you 
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imagine they’d give sixpence for it if they 
thought it was a burlesque.”

She looked at him through narrowed 
eyes. “Are you lying, Bish?” she asked.

“Lying? Lord, no! Do you think I’d lie 
to you on our wedding-day? I tell you the 
book’s the wildest kind of a burlesque. If 
you don’t believe me, let me read you some 
of it. I have a copy here; it’s in my trunk. 
I’ll get it.” He darted out of the studio.

The last thing Chloë wanted to do was 
to go back to the Vicarage. She had, indeed, 
no faintest intention of doing so. Her mention 
of her father’s home had been purely rhe
torical. She took the sofa and lit a cigarette.

Dunkle returned with the typescript of 
“Trixie.” He sat down and began to read 
from it. This man was fighting for his life’s 
happiness, you understand, and he was on
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his mettle. He adopted an exaggerated 
style of delivery which made what the good 
Archdeacon had written sound inimitably 
droll. Chloë, who wished for nothing so 
much as to be convinced, quickly began to 
laugh, and soon was helpless. Dunkle, his 
apprehensions allayed, now proceeded to find 
himself amusing. He, too, began to laugh. 
Presently it became impossible for him to 
continue. He abandoned his relieved soul to 
an ecstasy of merriment. The two young 
people rolled about, gasping and holding 
their sides. If the Archdeacon could have 
seen them he would certainly have perished 
of mortification.

Chloë was the first to regain self-control. 
“Oh, Bish,” she cried, “but it’s colossal. It’s 
elephantine. It’s cosmic. I believe you’re a 
genius, after all. Wow, wow, how I ache!
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And to think that Cappers take it seriously. 
Do you suppose the reviewers will? Won’t 
it be rather too pricelessly peerless if they 
do, Bish? But I’m afraid that’s rather too 
absolutely much to hope for altogether.”

She was wholly reassured. Dunkle could 
hardly believe his ears, but he had to. There 
was no doubt about it. He had pulled it off. 
What had threatened to be his Waterloo had 
been converted, as by a miracle, into his 
Omdurman.

“Now,” he thought, “if I can only kid 
Л1 ''the rest of the illuminati that the book’s a 

I _ jape, I’m saved. But can I? Well, well;
sufficient unto the day. The thought to 
freeze on to just now is that Chloë’s lapped 
it up.”

“How about din-din?” he inquired. 
“It’s getting on for seven. Suppose we 
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dress and feed at the Café Royal. Those 
five hundred quid were made to be spent, 
you know.”

So they got rid of five of them on a 
buck dinner and then danced till morning 
at Johnny’s Club.
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CHAPTER V

I

Two months later “Trixie” was pub
lished at seven shillings net. Messrs. Capper 
hadn’t, as you notice, let any grass grow 
up between their toes. Believing that they 
had a good thing in “Trixie,” they had put 
their hearts into their work and rushed the 
book out like lightning.

They gave it a sweet jacket, showing a 
really pretty girl’s face. They heralded it 
with innumerable paragraphs. They ad
vertised it largely. They did everything 
they knew.

In spite of this, the book was an instan
taneous success. The first edition of three 
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thousand was sold out in a week. The 
second edition of eight thousand went off 
like magic. The third, fourth, fifth, sixth, 
seventh, eighth, ninth, tenth, eleventh, 
twelfth, thirteenth, fourteenth, fifteenth, 
sixteenth and seventeenth followed. Then 
came the eighteenth, nineteenth, twentieth, 
twenty-first and twenty-second. After the 
twenty-second the twenty-third appeared, 
and then the twenty-fourth, -fifth, -sixth, 
-seventh and -eighth.

By this time America had got it and was 
pouring it out by the ten thousand. They 
sold a quarter of a million in no time 
at all.

Dunkle’s mail increased a thousand-fold. 
Everybody wanted to meet him, either in 
order to secure his attendance at their 
parties or to touch him for money. All 



THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE”

the magazines and newspapers wanted to 
publish his portrait. The press-agents were 
all after him. So were the Birthday Honours 
brokers.

Of these advances Dunkle took not 
the smallest notice. Money was pouring 
in upon him, and he was much too busy 
getting rid of it to think of answering 
letters. How much, first and last, he drew 
in royalties on “Trixie” who shall say? 
Not I. I have been told that hę made fifty 
thousand pounds out of the book. I have 
been told that he made one hundred and 
seventy thousand out of it. I have been 
told that he made three hundred and six 
thousand out of it. I have been told that 
he made a cool million out of it. Actually 
a cool one. We are not required to believe 
these fairy tales. The prizes of the fiction 
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market are substantial, but at their biggest 
they look very small potatoes beside those 
which are to be gained elsewhere. If you 
want to acquire money in impressive quan
tities, don’t waste your time making some
thing that people can read; make some
thing that they can eat or smoke or chew 
or wear or dance to or wash with or apply ex
ternally or take three times a day after meals.

I don’t believe Dunkle made more than 
sixty or seventy thousand pounds out of 
“Trixie.” Still, that is quite a nice little sum 
of money to get out of one novel. None 
of mine has made more for me. Dunkle, 
at any rate, and Chloe were well content 
with the way the royalties came in. They 
wrere human and young and ardent and 
it would have been perfectly monstrous 
and unnatural had they objected to being 
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furnished with the means of satisfying their 
desire to have a superlative time. They 
were out of their Chelsea studio and into a 
house in Grosvenor Street almost before 
the ink was dry on Dunkle’s endorsement 
of his first post-publication cheque from 
Cappers. It amounted, I may tell you, to 
nineteen thousand pounds, four shillings 
and twopence.

At the same time Chloë set herself 
stoutly to realise that high ambition which 
dwells in every girl’s heart, namely to be 
the best-dressed woman in the world. A 
most horrible orgy of spending took place. 
Henceforward her days were passed wholly 
in Hanover Square and its purlieus. She 
lived surrounded by smiling modistes, smirk
ing cutters, beaming skirt-hands, and ogling 
mannequins.
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In her huge scarlet Bournville limousine 
she drove from dressmaker to milliner, from 
milliner to bootmaker, from bootmaker to 
corsetière, from corsetière to lingerie maker, 
from lingerie maker to glover, from glover 
to stocking merchant, from stocking mer
chant to furrier, from furrier to another 
furrier, and from him to a third. Furs? 
Good gracious, I should say so. Ermine, 
sable, musquash, mink, skunk, chipmunk, 
squirrel, opossum, armadillo, Kolinsky, beaver, 
buffalo, pony, Russian lamb, iguana, Zam- 
buk, catafalque, chush-chush, blastoderm— 
she had them all. And all the rest. She went 
perpetually furred to the eyes and every day 
in a new fur. The heat was appalling that 
season, but she managed to survive by wear
ing nothing under her hairy coats except 
stockings, stays and a lawn combination.

Trixie 6
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The rest of her wardrobe was to match. 
I shall not describe it, for it is all out of 
fashion now and can be of interest to no 
one. I will only say that of costumes, hats, 
boots, shoes and all other things which a 
woman can hang, pin, fasten or pull on to 
herself she had, in no time at all, as many 
as would have furnished a half-dozen of 
big shops.

I have mentioned her limousine. She 
had other cars—a landaulette, a runabout, 
a touring car. To look after and drive 
these vehicles, she maintained two shuvvers 
and a mechanic. They robbed her merci
lessly, as did every one else who came near 
her—her butler, for instance, and her French 
maid and her chef and all the rest of her 
domestic staff.

She entertained. Her house in Grosvenor 
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Street became a sort of free hotel for her 
friends and their friends and the friends of 
those friends’ friends. The Dunkles were 
out a good deal, but it didn’t seem to 
matter whether they were at home or not, 
the feasting and dancing went on in the 
Grosvenor Street house just the same. It 
began as a rule about half-past twelve, 
when a few of Chloe’s intimates would drop 
in for cocktails and a fox-trot or two in 
the drawing-room before lunch, and it 
ended at any time after three in the mor
ning. They danced to the gramophone 
from half-past twelve till two; after lunch 
they had an orchestra till six; then they 
had the gramophone again till nine, when 
another orchestra came in for the night. 
They used Dunkle’s study for roulette and 
baccarat.

6*



84 THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘TRIXIE*’

By the end of the season Dunkle was 
fourteen thousand pounds in debt.

2

Anyone would have said at this time that 
Chloë and her husband were exuberantly 
happy. They weren’t. Their ointment, be
lieve me, lacked not its fly. Riotous behaviour 
(says the copy-book) frequently conceals a 
sorrowful preoccupation. This was a case of 
it. Chloë and Dunkle, for all their apparent 
jollity, were at heart quite wretched.

Don’t mistake me. Their debts didn’t 
worry them. Their trouble went deeper 
than any debts can go. This was it 
—nobody would accept their account of 
“Trixie.”

The reviewers either damned the book 
for a preposterous lump of false and senti- 
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mental twaddle or praised it for a notable 
masterpiece of pathetic and elevatingsincerity. 
Not one of them discovered it to be a buffoonery, 
a ludicrosity, a burlesquerie of quite astonish
ing farcicality. The people who came by 
the score to interview Dunkle all treated him 
reverently. When he assured them that 
“Trixie” was nothing but a parody on the 
Sob-Stuff Novel, they supposed that he was 
joking and went away to write columns 
about the endearing modesty of this Great 
Human Story-teller. Chloë backed him up 
valiantly, quite without effect. The inter
viewers praised her gowns and her scheme 
of house decoration and wrote in their papers 
that her hair was Titian red, which it wasn’t. 
They said how impossible it would have been 
for Dunkle to write his book had his wife 
not been by his side to cheer him and 
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strengthen him with her wonderful and 
beautiful belief in his work.

You might think that the friends of 
Dunkle and Chloe would be less incredulous. 
Not a bit of it. They simply told Dunkle 
and Chloe that it might be a clever enough 
try-on at a get-out, but that it wouldn’t wash 
with them. “Trixie” was muck, they said, 
and Dunkle ought to be ashamed of himself. 
If he had to lower himself to write a novel, 
he might at least have written something 
decent by which they meant indecent; some
thing calculated to raise a howl; something 
that the libraries would be obliged to ban; 
something that would, at any rate, not bring 
discredit upon him and his coterie. But 
“Trixie,” О Lord! Of all the potageries, this 
was surely the most soupy. A filthy slop of 
stuff. Obscenely wholesome. Jkbsolutely 
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pornographical, it was so sweet and tender. 
And now poor old Dunk, having in all good 
faith perpetrated this calamity, had come to 
himself, perceived what he had done, and, 
in a panic, had hatched up with Chloe this 
story about the book being a burlesque. No, 
no, it wouldn’t do. Not with them. They 
knew better.

Don’t imagine that they cut Dunkle’s 
acquaintance. So long as he kept open house 
in Grosvenor Street his acquaintance was a 
thing to be cultivated. “Trixie,” having 
made a fortune for its author, was to be for
given him. But though they continued to 
know him and be entertained by him, 
they made no secret of their scorn for 
his book. They were always chaffing him 
about it.

As for the people that swarmed round
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Dunkle and Chloë wherever they went out
side their own house, it was, of course, 
hopeless to expect to convince them that 
“Trixie” was a joke. These people had 
wept happy tears over the book; they doted 
on it; they thought it the most lovely tale 
that had been written since “The Rosary.” 
All they wanted to do was to shake Dunkle 
by the hand and tell him what a joy his 
beautiful tale had been to them, what good 
it had done them, how it had made this 
dingy and wicked old world a brighter and 
better place for them, how Life would never 
be the same for them now that they had 
drunk at the fountain of his inspired optim
ism. And so on. It was at times all 
Dunkle could do to keep his hands off 
these bletherers. His own jeering friends 
were infinitely less trying to his temper,
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No, decidedly Dunkle and Chloë were 
not happy.

If it hadn’t been for all the money they 
were handling and the glorious spree they 
were having with it, they must have been 
downright miserable. It is a terrible thing 
for a brilliant young poet like Dunkle to 
know that he is universally credited with 
having written a sentimental Best Seller; 
it is a terrible thing for his wife (if she hap
pens to be a girl like Chloë) to realise that 
her husband is famous throughout two hemi
spheres as the author of a dish of tripe. If 
they could have persuaded only a few of 
their intimates to perceive a comical inten
tion in “Trixie”! But it wasn’t to be done. 
A joke which no one will share with you 
quickly loses its flavour. Chloë found it 
every day harder to remain unconvinced,
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Dunkle to pretend, that “Trixie” was a 
satirical masterpiece. The miserable young 
man saw the day fast approaching when 
the scales would fall from his wife’s eyes 
and she would know the book for what it 
was, the day when nothing he might find 
to say would any longer avail to keep her 
hoodwinked. And then what?

No wonder they were dissipated.
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CHAPTER VI

I

The success of his novel was naturally, 
to the Archdeacon, intensely gratifying. 
He never doubted—poor gentleman—that 
its colossal sale was proof of its artistic ex
cellence. As it had been written, ostensibly, 
by his son-in-law, it was entirely in order 
for the Archdeacon to subscribe to three 
press-cutting agencies for notices of the 
book. He did this quite openly; kept the 
little green, pink and white slips on the 
desk in his study; read them (not all) aloud 
to his visitors; spoke of “that astonishing 
young son-in-law of mine, Bisham Dunkle
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—he wrote this ‘Trixie,’ you know, that 
everybody’s reading.”

The reviews he did not read aloud were 
those which vilified the book. “This novel," 
began one of these reviews, “ought to be 
burnt publicly by the common hangman." 
He did not read that review to his visitors. 
Nor yet the one which said: “This is prob
ably the worst novel that has ever been 
written.” There were not many notices of 
this kind, for most of the reviewers who 
disliked “Trixie” ignored it. These adverse 
reviews the Archdeacon, like a wise man, 
destroyed and forgot; those that were com
plimentary, however, he pasted into an 
album and read over and over again. They 
gave him intense pleasure, the intensest in
deed that he had ever known; far, far 
beyond that which he had felt on being 
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made an Archdeacon. And that had been 
sufficiently enormous.

“Yes,” he would murmur, as he pored 
over the close-printed clippings, snuffing up 
their praise. “Yes, there was a novel in me. 
There was.”

Of course no one, in the Athenæum 
Club and elsewhere, whom he engaged in 
conversation about “Trixie” gave him any
thing but comfortable words. It was known 
to all his world that Dunkle was his son-in- 
law. Well, you don’t tell a man—not, at 
any rate, if he is an Archdeacon—that you 
think his son-in-law’s book is hen’s-meat. 
You simply don’t do it. You say, “Charm
ing, charming!” or “I haven’t yet managed 
to get hold of it, but I hear on all sides 
that it is a wonderfully fine story”; or 
“You must be uncommonly proud of that 
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boy’s success.” I assume, of course, that 
you are a gentleman—that is to say, the 
sole sort of person with whom the Arch
deacon was in the least likely to converse.

Only once did he meet with verbal critic
ism that was anything but kindly. It 
happened in a railway carriage in which he 
was going to Birmingham to preside at a 
meeting of the Anti-Gambling League. 
Opposite him sat a middle-aged, bearded 
person. Presently this person opened a 
handbag and produced a copy of “Trixie” 
which he began to read through a pair of 
steel-rimmed spectacles. Not shell-rimmed. 
Steel-rimmed. He was not, I mean, quite 
a very gentlemanly person.

The Archdeacon fought against tempta
tion for the best part of three and a half 
minutes. Then he leaned forward, coughed
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and said: “Forgive me, sir, but I see that 
you are reading ‘Trixie,’ and are half-way 
through it. May I ask you your opinion 
of it?”

The bearded person lowered the book 
and gazed angrily at the Archdeacon through 
his steel- (not shell-) rimmed spectacles. “I 
perceive, sir,” he said, “that you are a bishop 
or something of the sort; a priest, at any 
rate, of the Church of England. That being 
so, I must decline to tell you my opinion of 
this book. But I may tell you that I am 
only reading it because it was given to me 
as a birthday present by my young and 
only daughter, whom I passionately love. 
Last year she gave me a necktie, orange in 
colour and decorated with dogs’ heads. I 
wore it, sir, for six months; because I love 
her. Now she has given me this book. This 
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means that she wishes me to read it. So, 
sir, I read it and shall read it to the end, 
every last word of it, because I love her. 
And now, I pray you, permit me to proceed, 
because I would fain be done with this 
sickening business.”

The Archdeacon let it go at that. Sub
sequently he asked for their opinion of 
“Trixie” those alone who supposed that he 
was the author’s father-in-law.

2

For the first month or two after the 
publication of “Trixie” the Archdeacon was 
much too happy in the success of his 
novel to grudge to Dunkle either a scrap 
of the fame or a penny of the money that 
was pouring in upon him. The Archdeacon 
was exceedingly rich, but he couldn’t spend 
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more than about half his income, for decency 
prescribes limits to what an English clergy
man shall disburse on luxuries. He had, 
therefore, far more money than he required, 
or at any rate, than his position permitted 
him to use, and it irked him in no way to 
see his daughter and Dunkle wallowing in 
wealth to which he strictly was entitled. On 
the contrary, indeed. For the more money 
Dunkle got out of „Trixie,” the less likely 
was he to betray the Archdeacon’s secret.

As for the fame, the loss of that was a 
thing to which the Archdeacon had, of course, 
resigned himself from the first. He might not, 
as the author of a quite worldly novel, aspire 
to become a Spiritual Lord, and a Spiritual 
Lord he was determined one day to be. It 
was wholly out of the question that any 
fame in connection with “Trixie” should be 

Trixie 7 
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allowed to attach itself to him, and to this 
he had made up his mind. And at first he 
was perfectly content to see the impostor 
Dunkle going about enveloped in glory to 
which he had no title. This state of affairs 
lasted so long as the reviews kept appear
ing; but when this source of excitement 
began a little to dry up, that Artist Fellow 
(of whom we wot), his appetite for praise 
quite unsated, began to make trouble and 
to demand that Dunkle be unmasked and 
honour be given where honour was due. 
The Archdeacon had the devil’s own time 
with this person, who was just as conceited 
and avid of fame as is the next novelist you 
are going to meet. He wanted it to be 
known all over the world that it was he, 
not Dunkle, who had written that stupen
dous popular success, “Trixie.” He didn’t
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give a curse to be a bishop. The Pastor of 
Souls might talk himself cross-eyed; nothing 
he said had the smallest effect upon his 
associate, who simply repeated and repeated : 
“Well, all I know is, I wrote the book and 
I ought to have the credit of it, and the 
credit of it I propose to have.”

It was now that the Archdeacon reaped 
the consequences of having excluded the 
Pastor of Souls from all collaboration when 
“Trixie” was being written. If the good Pastor 
had been allowed to have his say during that 
period he would have been to some extent 
responsible for the book ; and now he would 
be in a position to demand his rights against 
those of the Artist, his rights namely, to re
main hidden and to become a bishop if he 
could. He would at least have had a locus 
standi in the debate. As it was, he had 

7*
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none. Not, of course, that that made any 
difference to him. He argued and protested 
and pleaded just the same. But since he 
had had nothing to do with the writing of 
“Trixie” the Artist flatly refused to listen 
to him. No, the Pastor of Souls was no 
manner of use to the Archdeacon, who was 
left to contend with the Artist single-handed.

The struggle was protacted and ended, 
I regret to say, in the victory of the Artist. 
Yes, the Archdeacon and the Pastor of 
Souls were downed. The Artist took pen 
in hand and wrote what follows:

The Vicarage
Old Kensington.

My dear Bisham,
I should very much like to have a 

little chat with you at your early con
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venience. Say to-morroio for tea, at 
four.

Affectionately, 
Samson Roach.

P.S.—My very dear love to darling Chloe.
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CHAPTER VII

I

Dunkle, finding himself swamped in 
debts and bankruptcy staring him in the 
face, had naturally turned his thought to 
the production of another book. Having a 
name now with which (as he believed) to 
conjure, he carried a few dozen of his poems 
to Messrs. Capper and Ironsides in the con
fident expectation that they would jump at 
them. No volume of poems could, of 
course, hope to make money as “Trixie” 
had made it; but Dunkle felt that, properly 
engineered, such a volume with his name 
on it should be worth a good many thousands 
of pounds to him. He longed, too, to 



THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE” IO3

show his true quality to the world. Could 
he but hear himself acclaimed a great or 
even a true poet, he would think the 
experience cheaply bought by all the an
noyances which “Trixie” had occasioned 
him.

So one morning he called at the offices 
of Messrs. Capper with his poems in his 
pocket and put it to Mr. Indermaur.

Dunkle was much too important an 
author to be hacked into the street. Mr. 
Indermaur succeeded in restraining him
self. He said: “Poems, Mr. Dunkle? 
Delightful. Most interesting. Indeed, I 
had no idea that you wrote verse. We shall 
of course, be proud to be privileged to 
peruse them. But I ought to tell you, Mr. 
Dunkle, that we are- not the right people 
for poems. We have never yet published 
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any, and, frankly, we have not the machinery 
for disposing of such wares. You will do 
better, I believe, to submit this interest
ing and delightful volume to some house 
which specialises in poetry. But, of 
course, we shall be charmed to consider 
them.”

Dunkle understood that his name wasn’t 
going to conjure Messrs. Capper into pro
ducing any volume of his poems. He 
looked sulky and said nothing.

“What we were hoping for from you,” 
said Mr. Indermaur, “was—need I say it? 
—another novel. Another ‘Trixie,’ if that 
is possible. Offer us another novel, Mr. 
Dunkle, with a good throbbing Heart 
Interest in it, and we shall not be slow to 
accept it. But poems? Well, as I was 
saying, poems we do not exactly hunger 
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for. Not even yours, Mr. Dunkle. Not— 
even—yours.”

Dunkle looked sulkier than ever. He put 
his poems back in his pocket and got up. 
A violent temptation assailed him to tell 
Inderm aur that “Trixie” was the work 
of Archdeacon Roach. Just to see what 
Indermaur would say and do. But he was 
accustomed to repressing this particular 
temptation (which assailed him fifty times 
a day) and he repressed it now.

“I shall not pay you to produce my 
poems, Indermaur,” he said, “if that’s what 
you mean.”

“Oh," said Mr. Indermaur persuasively, 
“don’t let us talk about poems, Mr. Dunkle. 
Let us talk about the new great novel 
you’re going to write for us. Shan’t us?”
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2

Dunkle left the offices of Messrs. Capper 
and Ironsides in a very depressed state of 
mind. He had surely thought that Capper’s 
would not only do a book of poetry for 
him but also market it successfully. He 
knew better now.

“Yes,” he said to himself as he shambled 
disconsolately along Henrietta Street, “I 
am now tarred all over and inches deep 
and permanently with the reputation of a 
successful novelist, and a novelist I am 
to be henceforward and for ever. There’s 
not a publisher of the lot who will risk a 
dud threepence on my exquisite poems, 
though I have only to show myself with a 
new fiction to sell and they’ll tear the 
beards off one another to handle it. If I’m 
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ever to get these things of mine produced 
now, I shall have to do it under another 
name than my own. It’s a pity,” here he 
gave a rather dreadful little laugh, “that 
poetry—at least my kind of poetry—is no 
more permissible for Archdeacons than is 
fiction. Otherwise I might invite His Whis
kers to help me.”

“Well,” he went on, “money has got 
to be raised somehow, and soon, and since 
my poetry is evidently going to say nothing 
to the Beni Barabbas, I’d better gird up 
my loins and bloody*  well write a suc
cessor to ‘Trixie’ for myself. I can draw 
ten thousand advance royalties from Cappers 

* Every novelist, who at all pretends to be taken 
seriously, is expected, nowadays, occasionally to use 
this word in this sense. Hitherto it has been absent 
(in this sense) from my works, but that reproach can 
no longer be levelled at me.—W. C,
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on the MS. at sight, and if Chloë won’t 
swallow it as another burlesque, she just 
needn’t. Not that I believe she’ll care now. 
What she wants, now, is money and lots 
of it. The same with me, for that matter. 
Yes, I’m afraid our ideals have rather faded 
out since we married. Thoroughly corrupt, 
that’s what we are. Oh! cursed gold! And 
now to get some more of it.”

He went back to Grosvenor Street, sat 
down and began to try to invent a plot for 
this novel that he proposed to write. Do 
you think he could discover anything of 
the kind? He couldn’t. For fourteen days 
and nights he devoted his every solitary 
moment to the task of devising a story 
with a really strong Heart Interest. No
thing came; nothing whatever; no plot of 
any sort at all. He toiled valiantly ; he even 
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moiled; whatever he did, the result was the 
same—blank paper. The truth is that 
Dunkle’s genius was purely lyrical. For 
narrative he had no turn. He could do you 
three neat enough little four-line stanzas 
on “Twilight” or to “A Green Fly caught 
in a Spider’s Web,” or about “The Sewage 
Farm,” but when it came to plotting a story, 
he simply wasn’t there. At his »fortnight’s 
end he had achieved absolutely nothing but 
his hero’s name, and this was only Leonard 
Bywater. What to do with this person he 
had not the faintest idea. He didn’t even 
know where he lived—I mean whether the 
story was to be about London or Sussex or 
South Africa or where. Much less did he 
know when this Leonard Bywater lived—I 
mean whether he was a man of to-day or 
of yesterday or of to-morrow, though he 
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felt pretty certain that he wasn’t an Ancient 
Roman. As for his appearance, he might 
have had any kind of nose or eyes or hair, 
and Dunkle would have been none the 
wiser. It is almost impossible to be more 
vague than was Dunkle about this hero of 
his. He wasn’t even interested in him. He 
disliked him, indeed, most heartily and 
wished for nothing less than the improve
ment of their acquaintance. He didn’t 
care a hang what happened to the blighter.

“Well,” he decided at last, “it’s no use 
going on any longer in this way, that’s 
certain. I am evidently incapable of writing 
a novel, and, however gratifying that dis
covery may, from one point of view, be, 
from another it is immensely tiresome. 
Money, and lots of it, I must have, or Chloe 
and I are bust. Yet how am I to get any 
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unless I have a manuscript to show or at 
least a few chapters of one? How? How? 
How?”

At this moment a note was brought to 
him by his second footman. It was the 
Archdeacon’s invitation to tea. He read it 
and smiled for the first time in a fortnight. 
“By gum!” he said, smiting his knee. 
“Here’s how. He shall do it. He shall. 
I’ll threaten to tell on him if he won’t. 
Г11 undertake to queer his bishopric for him 
unless he writes me a new novel.”

He smiled again. This was the second 
time he had done it in a fortnight.
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CHAPTER VIII

I

“I asked you to come round, my dear 
Bisham,” said the Archdeacon; “I asked you 
to come round, because I want your advice 
on a matter of conscience.”

“It’s hardly for me, sir----- ” Dunkle began
diffidently.

“ Yes, it is,” said the Archdeacon. “Indeed 
it is for you or nobody. You alone can do 
what is required to set my mind at rest. 
And so, not to waste words, let me tell you 
that it is my wish to take the world into our 
secret, to confess, in short, that I am the 
author of ‘Trixie.’” %

“Now,” thought Dunkle, “what the deuce 
is all this? This won’t do at all.”
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“My dear Archdeacon,” he said, “your 
öfter is most generous; but, believe me, I 
have no wish to go back upon our bargain. 
I have lived through the worst of it by now. 
My reputation as a serious writer- is gone 
beyond recall. I cannot permit you to make 
yourself uneasy about me.”

The Archdeacon coughed behind his hand. 
“You mistake me, Bisham,” he said. “It’s 
about myself that I am uneasy. The time 
has come, my dear boy, for me to remember 
that I am an Archdeacon of the Church of 
England. It’s a lie that we’re acting, Bisham, 
and, come what may, I am resolved to proclaim 
the truth. My conscience will let me do no 
other.”

Dunkle decided to abandon his scheme 
of threatening to expose his father-in-law 
unless he wrote him another novel. Other-

Trixie 8
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wise than thus must he achieve his purpose.
“That’s all very well for you, Archdeacon,” 

he said, “but how about me? Why am I to be 
branded a liar in order that your conscience 
may be relieved of a burden? I tell you I’m 
reconciled by now to being thought the 
author of ‘Trixie.’ I’ve got Chloe by this 
deal of ours, and a whole hill of money as 
well, and I’m quite satisfied. I strongly object 
to this idea of yours. It’s bad enough to be 
known as the author of ‘Trixie,’ but to be 
known as the poet who agreed to be known 
as the author of ‘Trixie,’ no matter for what 
consideration, will be intolerable. I’d much 
rather appear in the eyes of the world as an 
honest, if rotten, novelist than as an artist 
who has sold his fair reputation for lucre. I 
say, be hanged to your conscience!”

“All right,” said the Archdeacon, “be 
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hanged to it by all means. Here’s the truth, 
Bisham : I can no longer go lacking the fame 

which is my due. I wrote ‘Trixie,’ and ‘Trixie’ 
is by far the best Best Seller that’s ever been 
seen. I want to be known as its author. I 
mitst be known as its author, Bisham. And 
what’s more, Bisham, I ivïll be known as its 
author.”

“But,” said Dunkle, “what’s happened to 
you, Archdeacon ? What’s caused you to turn 
round like this? I can’t understand----- ?”

“I can’t understand it myself, Bisham. I 
only know that it is so. Six months ago my 
one wish was to keep my authorship hidden. 
To-day I can neither eat nor sleep for the 
longing which possesses me to declare it. 
To-day when I read a complimentary account 
of my book and find )'ou being loaded with 
praises, I can hardly contain myself. When 

8*
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I see a picture of you labelled ‘The world- 
famous author of “Trixie/” I am ready to 
beat my head against the wall. Oh! I was a 
fool and worse than a fool ever to yield to 
the temptation to write a novel. An archi- 
diaconal Jekyll, I called from the depths of 
my being (where he had slumbered since my 
birth and where he might well have continued 
to slumber till my death) that Hyde whose 
popular and facile pen a mysterious fate has 
appointed to be the instrument of my de
struction.”

“Yes,” said Dunkle eagerly, “if you make 
this thing public, it’s all up with your ad
vancement in the Church. Absolutely all 
U.P. it is.”

“I don’t care,” said the Archdeacon, as 
he jumped up and began to stride about the 
room. “I can’t go on like this. I can no 
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longer endure hearing people tell me what a 
clever fellow you are. I dare say I’m mad, 
but there it is. I must and will have the 
fame that is my due. Yes, though the sky 
fall and crush me!”

“I won’t do it,” said Dunkle. “Think of 
the scandal. Think of your family. Think 
of Chloe. It’ll just about kill her with shame. 
Her father the author of ‘Trixie’! She’ll 
simply wilt and fade away.”

“Well, but,” said the Archdeacon, acutely, 
while he right-about-faced at the door, “it 
hasn’t killed her to have her husband the 
author of it.”

“No,” Dunkle explained, “because I told 
her I wrote it as a joke, a burlesque, a parody 
on the Novel of Soupiness. But she’ll never 
believe that уогі wrote it with any humorous 
intention. She’s told me a hundred times 



118 THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE”

that you’ve no sense of humour whatever. 
I don’t say you have or you haven’t. I only 
say that you’ll never be able to persuade 
Chloe that you meant to be funny with that 
book and that she will die of shame at being 
shown up as the child of its author. Now I 
don’t want to have Chloë dying, or even 
crying. So I refuse to have anything to do 
with this nonsense of telling the truth. Of 
course I can’t prevent you from doing it, if 
you insist; but I give you fair warning, Arch
deacon, that I shall flatly deny your allega
tion that you are the author of ‘Trixie.’ And 
how you propose to get over that I don’t 
quite see, for since your original manuscript 
is burnt, you haven’t a scrap of proof that 
you wrote the book. It’ll just be your un
supported word against mine, only I shall be 
able to point to the rather telling fact that 
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you’ve said nothing hitherto and have let me 
take all the royalties and all the notoriety. 
Why, Archdeacon, they’ll simply think that 
you’ve suddenly gone off your castors—that’s 
all they’ll think. There’s not a living soul 
that’ll accept your story.”

The Archdeacon halted by the window 
to stare distastefully at his son-in-law. 
“Bisham,” he said at last, “you have your 
price. Name it.” And off he went again 
at five miles an hour.

“Another novel,” said Dunkle. “A 
manuscript on which I can raise ten thou
sand pounds advance royalties from Cap
pers. A book which will bring me in 
another fifty or sixty thousand to clear 
Chloe and me of debt and set us on our 
feet for the rest of our lives. Once we’re 
out of debt we shall draw in our horns con
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siderably. We’ve had our fling, and we’ll 
be content to live much more simply from 
now on. So write me a successor to 
‘Trixie/ Archdeacon, and I promise that, 
six months after its publication, I’ll back 
you up in any story you care to tell about 
the true authorship of it and of‘Trixie.’ But 
it’s understood, of course, that I get all royal
ties on both books for ever.”

“A new novel, eh?” said the Archdeacon 
reflectively. Again he halted—this time by 
the chimney-piece. “A new novel, eh?”

“That’s the idea,” said Dunkle. “Think,” 
he went on, encouragingly, “how fine it’ll 
be for you to have a lot more favourable 
reviews to read. You’ll like that, sir.”

The Archdeacon licked his lips. “Yes, 
Bisham,” he said, “you’re right. I shall 
like that excellently. Nor, having regard 
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to the disclosure that will be about to be 
made, shall I, I believe, grudge you any 
of the praise that may at first come your 
way. As for the money, you’ll be extremely 
welcome to it. You swear to confess, 
though?”

“I swear,” said Dunkle, and he thought; 
“And I shouldn’t wonder if I do it, too, 
for what an advertisement it’ll be! It’ll 
boom that successor to ‘Trixie’ into the 
second half-million in no time.”

“Good,” said the Archdeacon. “1’11 
begin it at once. It’ll take me something 
like six months, I expect. Allow it another 
three to be published, and another three of 
sale. Then well confess. Is that right?”

“That’s right,” said Dunkle. “I said six, 
but three’ll do. And who knows? By that time 
you may have been given your bishopric.”
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2

It took the Archdeacon but three 
months to write the successor to “Trixie,” so 
eagerly did he pant to begin hearing 
people tell him what a splendid novelist 
he was.

To account during this period to his 
household for his renewed absorption in 
literary toil, he gave out, unblushingly, 
that he was once more busy upon his “Lac
tantius.”

The moment he had written the last 
word of “Edgar and Lilian” (as the new 
book was called), he telephoned to Dunkle 
that the manuscript was ready for him.

Dunkle was at the Vicarage twenty 
minutes after replacing his receiver upon its 
hook.
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CHAPTER IX

I

Since his marriage Dunkle, beyond cor
recting the proof-sheets of “Trixie,” had not 
done a stroke of work. Not one. The 
poems which we have seen him offering to 
Messrs. Capper and Ironsides were things 
which he had written as a bachelor; failures, 
which had been rejected by all the maga
zines. Of course I don’t mean all the 
magazines. Only those magazines which 
Dunkle considered worthy of his verse, The 
Metropolitan Hermes, for instance, The An
nual Review, The Hebdomadari Monthly, 
Style, The Quill Pen, The Jiikes Journal, 
The Aesthetic Quarterly, The Counterblast,
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Mixed Pickles and The Immondaine. The 
rebuffs he had suffered had not, you com
prehend, been delivered by Haiokins’s Weekly, 
let us say, or Snappets, or The Pigeon Fan
cier or Home Thoughts or The Flapper or 
The Hangman and Warder or The British 
Beanfeaster or Bulger’s Magasine or Joy 
Bells.

No, Dunkle’s output as a married man 
had been nil. On the other hand he had 
nothing with which to reproach himself 
where revelling is concerned. He had put 
the glowing hours behind him with astonish
ing rapidity and success; he had lived furi
ously every day from morning till night, 
and then from night till morning. Not 
once had his young wife known him to be 
engaged in literary composition; not once 
had she so much as caught him filling his 
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fountain pen. Much Chloe cared. She had 
not married him for his poetry, which she 
didn’t understand, but for his dancing and 
in order to get away from home.

Conceive then the surprise, not to say the 
chagrin it occasioned her to find that Dunkle 
was working again. She came down one 
afternoon, arrayed for Ranlingham (where 
the finals of the Naval and Military Pogo 
Races were to be jumped), and to her ex
treme annoyance did not find her husband 
ready in the hall. She screamed his name, 
but still he failed to appear. In twenty strides 
she was at the door of the room which was 
known (humorously) as The Study. She 
wrenched at its handle. The door was locked. 
“Bisham,” she shrieked, “I’m waiting for 
you.”

I'he door opened about two inches and
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Dunkle’s nose became visible. “Go away.” 
he said, “I’m working.”

“Working!” she echoed. “What the 
devil do you mean, working?”

“ I mean working,” he said and shut the door. 
She heard the key turn. She raised her two 
hands to beat upon the door. It occurred to 
her that if she did this she would probably 
split her gloves. She lowered her two hands.

“All right,” she yelled, “stay and work and 
be damned. But I tell you what, Bisham!”

“What?” he called.
“I shall flirt like billy-oh with Captain 

Yarborough.”
The door opened and Dunkle’s nose 

appeared again. “You wouldn’t do that, 
Chloë,” he said hoarsely.

“I would,” she assured him, “and what’s 
more I will. Noi» are you coming?”
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“Old geyser,” he said brokenly, “I can’t. 
Honest-to-blazes I can’t. I’ve got to work. 
It’s only for you I’m doing it, Chloe. You 
know how broke we are. If I don’t make 
some money soon we may have to go and 
live in a flat near Battersea Park. You don’t 
want to have to go and do that, do you?”

“It isn’t a question,” she said, “of what 
I want to have to go and do; it’s a question 
of what I want you to come and do and 
that’s take me to Ranlingham. But, of 
course, if you prefer your old work----- !”

“I don’t prefer it, Chloe. You know that. 
You know there’s nothing I like so much as 
to go around with you. But when it comes 
to keeping the wolf from the door, a man’s 
pleasure has to give way to his duty. And 
remember, it’s for you I’m doing it. You’ll 
have the spending of this money I’m going 
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to make. It’s not as if I was doing it for 
anyone else, now, is it?”

“I see,” she said coldly, “that your 
mind’s made up. Well, I’m a bit too wise 
to waste my time trying to get a man to do 
what he doesn’t want to do. Stay and work, 
by all means; I leave you to your Muse. 
But, lord! how I shall flirt with the captain!”

With his hand he stifled a groan. “All 
I say is, it’s dashed unkind of you, Chloe,” 
he said. “That’s all I say—it’s dashed un
kind of you. I don’t say another word but 
that. What I mean, it’s dashed unkind of 
you.”

She had turned to leave him, but now 
she had a sudden thought and came back.

“And what,” she inquired, “what might 
this precious work be?”

“Why, old knob,” he said, “it might be 
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addressing envelopes and it might be solving 
acrostics, but it isn’t. As a matter of fact, 
I’m doing another burlesque novel on the 
lines of ‘Trixie.’ There’s something in the 
neighbourhood of seventy thousand quid 
waiting for me to pick up, and what I say 
is, why not? Why ever not?”

“ Ah ! ” she said icily. “ A nother burlesque. 
Another buries que, eh?”

“What do you mean, another burlesque, 
eh?” he retorted hotly. “Do you mean you 
don’t believe ‘Trixie’ was one?”

“I don’t think I want to tell you what 
I believe about ‘Trixie,’” she said. “I only 
say that no one I know believes it to be a 
burlesque. I only say that. Nothing more. 
But I’ll tell you this, Bisham. I was ready 
to allow you to publish one novel, seeing 
that it was, as you swore, a joke; but when 
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it comes to your writing another, why, I 
find that a bit too thick. A reputable writer 
may be allowed one novel, if it’s a pure jen 
ď esprit; but a second one and in the same 
genre—no. That makes him a novelist, and 
not only a novelist but a self-plagiarist, than 
which there is no more despicable creature. 
I warn you, Bisham, that if you publish 
another of these so-called burlesque novels 
of yours, I shall be forced to look upon you 
as a sort of Thomas Hardy, rooted eternally 
in Wessex, or a kind of Henry James, for 
ever occupied with the psychology of the 
Continental-American. I don’t say that I 
will leave you, Bisham, for I should have 
nowhere to go except my father’s house; 
but I’ll be shot if I shall love you any longer, 
and I shall flirt like the devil with other men, 
and particularly with Captain Yarborough.”
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She turned her back on him again and began 
to sweep down the hall.

He threw the door wide. “Come in,” 
he said. “Rather than that. Ill give the 
Archdeacon away.”

She halted as if she had been shot, only 
she didn’t fall down! She turned and, “What 
do you mean, give the Archdeacon away?” 
she asked.

He stared at her stupidly. “By hock!” 
he thought, “what do I mean by it? I mean 
absolutely nothing by it. That’s what I 
mean. There’s not the faintest reason why 
I shouldn’t tell her. With ‘Trixie’ it was 
different. Then he didn’t want it to be known. 
But now he does want it to be known. It’s 
I that don’t want it to be known, not for the 
present, at any rate. But, by hock! if I tell 
her, she’ll blab it all over Ranlingham this 

9*  
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afternoon, as sure as eggs. I mustn’t.” He 
slammed the door in his wife’s face.

“Oh!” she hissed through the keyhole. 
uHoiv I shall flirt with Captain Yarborough!”

He flung the door open again, caught her 
by the wrist and dragged her in to the study. 
“I’ve said too much,” he cried. “You’ve got 
to know all. You’ve got to. Look here!” 
He haled her across the room to his desk 
and pointed to a thick pile of manuscript 
which lay on it. “Look at that. Whose 
writing is it?”

She peered through her lorgnette. “It’s 
father’s,” she said.

“Well,” he shouted, “that’s my new novel. 
He’s just finished writing it.”

“What do you mean, he’s just finished 
writing it?” she cried.

“I mean what I say. He’s just finished 
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writing it. He wrote ‘Trixie,’ do you hear? 
Being an Archdeacon, it wouldn’t have done 
for him to publish it under his own name. 
So I lent him mine. Like Bacon did for 
Shakespeare, do you see? And now he’s 
written this other one, and I’m copying it 
out to send to the publishers! Do you under
stand me?”

“Yes,”she said, “I understand you, Bisham. 
But what I don’t and can’t understand is 
why you consented to this infamy!”

“I did it for you!” he howled. “My price 
was your father’s consent to our marrying. 
What do you suppose I cared for my posi
tion in the world of letters, where your hap
piness was at stake? If I hadn’t done this 
thing—this infamy, as you call it—you and 
I would still be only engaged; whereas----- ”

He broke off, for Chloe had fallen on his 
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neck and a good deal of the heavy fur collar 
of her heavy fur coat had made its way into 
his open mouth.

“Oh, Bish!” she sobbed. “You did this 
forme! Forme! You did! Oh, Bish! And 
to think that I believed you capable of writ
ing a novel, even a burlesque one ! Oh, Bish, 
can you forgive me?”

“Yes,” he said, “that’s quite all right, old 
chip, of course. You were bound to believe 
your husband, on your wedding-day, anyhow. 
It was inconceivable that I should lie to you 
on your wedding-day.”

“Well, but----- ” she said, “you did, you
know, Bish.”

“Yes, I did, but only because I had to. 
I’d promised your father to let not a soul 
into his secret. I had to keep faith with 
your father, Chloe. Had he not just given 
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you to me at the altar—at least, wouldn’t 
he have done so if he hadn’t had lumbago? 
But I owed you to him. I simply had to 
keep faith with him. On our wedding-day, 
at any rate. So you must just forgive me 
for deceiving you. And really, if anyone is 
to blame, it’s the Archdeacon, because he 
tempted me in the first instance with the 
offer of your hand. And, of course, that was 
irresistible.”

She smiled and patted his cheek. “A 
compliment,” she said. “How prettily you 
can pay them when you like, Bish. But tell 
me, why are you breaking faith with the 
Archdeacon, now?”

He told her, then, of her father’s resolu
tion to avow his authorship of “Trixie.” He 
told her how (finding himself incapable of 
producing any sort of fiction) he had got 
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another novel out of the Archdeacon in ex
change for his promise to avow his non
authorship of “Trixie.” In fact, he told her 
all about it.

“But, as you can see for yourself, old 
pill,” he concluded, “it’s of the utmost im
portance that nothing should transpire until 
this new book, this ‘Edgar and Lilian,’ shall 
have been on the market for a few months. 
Launched as my work, it will sell of itself 
and run straight off into quarter-million 
figures. Then, d’ye see? when it’s well on 
its way to the half-million, we announce the 
Archdeacon as the author of both books 
and I confirm his claim. Sensation unparal
lelled since the invention of writing! The 
sales of ‘Edgar and Lilian’ bound up beyond 
the half-million in a week and on to the 
three-quarters in a month, and ‘Trixie’ takes 
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an entirely new lease of life, and you and I 
are absolutely swamped in royalties.

“But if it leaks out now, when * Trixie’ 
is beginning to be forgotten and before 
‘Edgar and Lilian’ is published, the sensa
tion it’ll produce will be a comparatively 
mild one, and the sales of‘Edgar and Lilian’ 
will actually suffer. People are mad to read 
a book about which a sensation is going on; 
but if the sensation is over and done with, 
there’s no particular reason for them to read 
the book. In fact, they’d rather not read it.

“So I want you to promise me to keep 
your thumb on all this until I say the word. 
Will you?”

“Yes,” she said, “I promise, of course. 
You don’t suppose I’m exactly eager to let 
people know that my father wrote ‘Trixie,’ 
now that I know it ivasn’t a burlesque. It 
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was quite bad enough to have it attributed 
to my husband when I believed it to be a 
waggery. However, I suppose the disgrace 
has got to be met. From what you tell me, 
it’s clear that the Archdeak means to con
fess?”

“Yes,” said Dunkle, “he means that all 
right.”

“Well,” she said, “I wish we could stop 
it. It’ll be a horrid scandal. It’ll blow his 
chances of a bishopric sky high, and that’ll 
just about break mamma’s heart. She does 
so want to be a bishopess. I believe that, 
for her sake, we ought to prevent the old 
gentleman from doing it. Look here, if you 
burn this manuscript after you’ve copied it« 
he’ll have no evidence, will he?”

“Not a scrap!”
“Very well, then. And look here, Bish, 
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if you can’t write novels like ‘ Trixie,’ I’ll bet 
I can. Why not bum this ‘Edgar and Lilian’ 
thing and defy the Archdeak to prove he 
wrote it, and then let me write any more 
novels that may be wanted? You say the 
Archdeak is willing to let you have all the 
royalties on these two books as long as he 
has the fame of having written them. But 
will he go on like that? How can we be 
sure he won’t turn greedy? Once he’s known 
as the author of these books, he’ll have no 
use for you any longer. Why should he 
let you have the royalties on the other 
books he’ll write? Obviously he won’t. But 
if we burn this manuscript, we cut him right 
out of the game. You’ll retain your reputa
tion as the author of ‘Trixie,’ and I can, as I 
say, write your future books for you easily. 
I don’t at all like the notion of the Archdeak 
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grabbing all those royalties when we might 
be getting them. Of course, I see what a 
sensation we can make by owning up, and 
I see that it’ll sell ‘Edgar and Lilian’ pretty 
heftily; but what I say is, let us take the 
long view. We’ve got a considerable time 
to live, I imagine, and every year we shall 
want more money. Well, as the author of 
‘Trixie,’ I can make it as easy as shelling 
peas. But not if you’ve let the Archdeak 
acquire that valuable trade name.”

“Chloe, old stub,” said Dunkle, “it strikes 
me that you’ve degenerated a good deal in 
the last few minutes.”

“Not at all,” she said. “I’m only being 
frank about it now. Posing as a despiser 
of fiction is all very well so long as it costs 
one nothing. But I’m not going to let the 
Archdeak lay his claws on any fifty thou
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sand a year in royalties that I know I can 
persuade to come my way, particularly when 
by doing so he’ll make my darling Mumsie 
unhappy. So take it from me, Bish, that 
when you’ve copied out this ‘Edgar and 
Lilian’ stuff the next thing you’ll do is to 
put it on the fire; and I’m the lady who’s 
going to stand by and see it done. And 
now,” she concluded, “I must leave you to 
your task, you poor old lobster; but you can 
perform it with an easy mind. I shan’t do any 
flirting with Captain Yarborough this after
noon. He may leer his damnedest and not so 
much as an œillade shall reward him for his 
trouble. My thought will be all for my Bishie.” 

“I suppose,” he said, “you wouldn’t like 
to stay here and read your father out loud 
to me while I write him down? It would 
be the deuce of a help, Chloë.”
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“Not necessary, dear old tuft,” she said. 
“There’s no such blinking hurry as all that. 
If you stick to it, you’ll get that pile all 
copied out in a fortnight or three weeks. 
But I’ll help you when it comes to suppress
ing the evidence of the Archdeak’s author
ship. Yes, you can count on me there ab
solutely.”

She kissed him on his parting and flitted 
down the hall. A moment, and the waiting 
Bournville was speeding with her in a 
westerly direction.

2

A fortnight later the Archdeacon re
ceived a bundle of fifty-three press cuttings, 
all couched in exactly the same language. 
They said: “Messrs. Capper and Ironsides 
have just received from Mr. Bisham Dunkle 



THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE 43

the manuscript of his new novel, ‘Edgar 
and Lilian.’ All they need say about it is 
that it is better, if possible, than ‘Trixie/ 
The first edition of a hundred and forty-five 
thousand will be published at the earliest 
possible moment.”

Dunkle and Chloe dined that evening at 
the Vicarage. After dinner the Archdeacon, 
passing the port, said:

“Well, Bisham, I see that the new novel 
is in the hands of the publishers. So I’ll 
be glad if you’ll let me have my original 
manuscript back to-morrow. I must con
fess that I have a sort of sentimental attach
ment to that manuscript. I want to feel 
that after my death it may be treasured by 
my descendants, unless, of course, I decide 
to bequeath it to the Library of the British 
Museum.”



144 THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE

“ My goodness, Archdeacon ! ” said Dunkle, 
“I wish you’d told me you wanted that 
manuscript back. For, do you know, I’ve 
burnt it. I’m awfully sorry, but we burnt 
the other, you’ll remember, and I suppose I 
acted from force of habit I was rather 
brain-weary after a fortnight’s almost un
interrupted copying, and I suppose I didn’t 
quite realise what I was doing. Why ever 
didn’t you tell me you wanted the thing 
back? I shall never forgive myself for this.”

The Archdeacon smiled indulgently. 
“Well, well,” he said, “no matter. If it’s 
burnt, it’s burnt, and there’s an end of it. 
But it’s of no consequence, and you mustn’t 
distress yourself, my dear boy. The thing 
would have come in rather handily, of 
course, in the event of your declining to 
keep your promise to admit my authorship
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of ‘Trixie’ and this new book, for I could 
have produced it in support of my claim, 
eh? But of course----- ”

Dunkle’s face darkened. “You needn’t 
be afraid,” he said stiffly. “I shan’t let you 
down.”

“My dear fellow,” cried the Archdeacon, 
“you don’t imagine I spoke seriously, I hope? 
If so, pray disabuse your mind of any such 
monstrous notion. I haven’t the slightest 
doubt that you will keep faith with me. For 
let me tell you, Bisham, that before giving 
you that manuscript to copy out, I made a 
copy of it in my own handwriting, and placed 
it in the Sloane Street Safe Deposit, sealed 
and dated and entered in the books of that 
institution. I have, therefore, irrefragable 
proof of my authorship of, at any rate, ‘Edgar 
and Lilian,’ and, since I can explode your

Trixie 1O 
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claim to have written my second book, I do 
not believe that you will think it worth your 
while to dispute my assertion, when I make 
it, that I wrote the first. In other words, I 
know that you will keep faith with me, be
cause for you to do anything else will be 
futile.” He leaned back in his chair, put his 
thumbs into the armholes of his waistcoat, 
spread his fingers wide and beamed bene
volently upon his son-in-law.

There was a short silence. Dunkle was 
a gentleman, and it was a prime' article of 
his social code never to swear in the presence 
of a clergyman. He held fast the barrier of 
his,teeth against a whole regiment of curses, 
and presently was in command of himself.

“Why, Archdeacon,” he said, “this is de
lightful news, and I can’t tell you how it has 
relieved my mind. Another copy, you say?
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Splendid! Truly a most wise precaution. 
Here is proof of your authorship which must 
convince the most sceptical.”

“Yes,” said the Archdeacon, “isn’t it?”

3
“Chloë,” said Dunkle, as they drove away 

from the Vicarage in the Bournville limou
sine, “Chloe, my dear old root, I regret to 
inform you that your venerable father has 
this night shown himself to be the slimiest 
kind of a snake in the grass. A foxy old 
clerical if ever there was one—that’s him. 
You wouldn’t believe how far-sighted and 
execrable he’s been. Now, listen,” and he 
told her plainly what the Archdeacon had 
told him he had done.

Chloe screamed with rage. “What a vile 
mind he must have!” she exclaimed. “No 

10*  
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one but a very evil old fellow would have 
thought of safeguarding himself in such a 
way. Show me a man who fears treachery 
and I will show you a traitor; and father 
must be as treacherous as Judas Iscariot to 
have imagined that you could mean to do 
him down, Bish. Why, as you and I know 
perfectly well, nothing was farther from your 
thoughts than to deny his authorship. It was 
only because I don’t want my mother to be 
worried and humiliated and disappointed that 
we burnt that manuscript of the Archdeak’s 
and put it out of his power, as we thought, 
to dish his chances of wearing lawn sleeves. 
And all the time the old iniquity had got 
another script laid down in cold storage to 
back up his claim to be the author of ‘Trixie.’ 
Well, what I say is, it’s not decent for a 
clergyman to be so sharp.”
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“ That’s all perfectly correct,” said Dunkle, 
“but it doesn’t get us any forrarder, old tick. 
What, for example, do you suggest we should 
do? It’s quite obvious that your father 
means to come out as the author of ‘Trixie’ 
unless we can stop him. The point is, can 
we? It’s impossible for us to get that manu
script out of the Safe Deposit. Burgling’s 
not a bit in my line, and we don’t number a 
single cracksman among our acquaintances. 
From the only other alternative—murdering 
your father—I confess I shrink.”

“No,” she said, “there’s another, a better 
way than that.”

“What is it?”
“To find out some dark secret of 

his past life, and threaten to put the 
police on him unless he chucks this idea 
of his.”
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“But,” said Dunkle, “suppose he hasn’t 
got any dark secret?”

“You needn’t tell me,” said Chloe, “that 
a man of his age, with whiskers like his 
whiskers, hasn’t got something in his past 
that he can’t afford to have dug up and 
brought into the light of day. Depend upon 
it, the Archdeak’s tendon Achilles is no 
more invulnerable than anyone else’s. I pro
pose we put Hanky Pankhurst on his track 
to-morrow.”

“Who’s he?”
“He’s the smartest private inquiry man 

in London,” she explained. “ He’s the Quest
ing Beast brought right down to date. There’s 
not his equal for nosing out the buried in
discretions of the blameless. It’s his speciality, 
in fact, though of course he does an immense 
business in connection with ordinary miser
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able sinners. We’ve only got to put Pank
hurst on the Archdeak’s trail, and it won’t 
be much more than a couple of weeks be
fore he roots up something that’ll enable us 
to bring the old gentleman to his senses.”

“I say, old scream,” said Dunkle, “do you 
really believe that it’ll be quite the thing for 
you to start stirring up your own father’s 
horrid past. What about decency and all 
that sort of rot?”

“Well,” she said, “what abo4it it? If it 
comes to that, I regard it as pretty indecent 
of a man in my father’s position to want to 
announce himself as the author of a mushy 
Best Seller. A dignitary of the Church of 
England isn’t free to act just as he pleases. 
He’s got to remember that there are millions 
of people about who are only too ready to 
seize on anything that will discredit the
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Church of England—Atheists and Noncon
formists and Bolshevists, and people like that. 
But what I’m principally thinking of is dear 
mother’s disappointment if father goes and 
cuts himself out of the running for a bishopric. 
I say it’ll be a worthy and righteous action, 
Bish, to prevent him from making an addled 
egg of himself like this, and how we do it 
doesn’t matter a monkey’s damn.”

“All right,” said Dunkle with a sigh, “I 
expect youVe right, and after all, he’s your 
father. But here’s our dancing hell.”

Five minutes later they were taking the 
floor in Sismondi’s Club.
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CHAPTER X

Next morning they were early at the 
office of Mr. Pankhurst, which they found 
occupying the two lower floors of a fine old 
Georgian house in a square not far removed 
northwards from New Oxford Street; the 
two upper floors of this house formed the 
residence of the investigator. As they had 
made their appointment by telephone, they 
had not long to kick their heels among the 
dozen or more heavily-veiled women who 
affected to read the illustrated magazines in 
the clients’ waiting-room. They had barely 
sat down and looked about them when their 
names were spoken by the factotum, and a 
moment later they were ushered into the 
presence of his employer.
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Mr. Pankhurst’s age appeared to be some
thing over sixty. He was bald, possibly from 
mental concentration, and obese probably from 
over-eating and lack of exercise. His voice 
was fruity, his manner obsequious, his smile 
that of a fat devil. He wore a light grey 
morning coat, a white piqué waistcoat, black 
and white check trousers, white spats, patent
leather shoes, purple socks, a purple tie with 
a big pink pearl in it, a neat little up-and- 
down collar, white with a thin black stripe, 
and a soft-fronted shirt to match, an under
vest of pale blue silk and wool, pants ditto 
ditto, purple sock suspenders, a Jaeger cein
ture, a bloodstone signet ring, and a porous 
plaster.

Chloe did the talking. “Mr. Pankhurst,’’ 
she said, “I am the daughter of Archdeacon 
Roach, and my husband here and I are in 
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need of some kind of weapon against him. 
Do you think you can help us?”

“The Archdeacon of Cricklewood, isn’t 
it?” inquired Mr. Pankhurst. “The other 
Archdeacon Roach, of Runcorn, has no 
daughter, I believe, madam, who is as young 
as you by several years."

Chloe shot a glance at Dunkle which said : 
“Didn’t I tell you this fellow was some in
vestigator? Do you mark, for example, how 
he knows not only that there are two Arch
deacons Roach, but how old their respective 
daughters are? Did you know that there 
was an Archdeacon Roach of Runcorn? I’ll 
be shot if I did."

“Yes,” she replied, “my father is the 
Archdeacon of Cricklewood. How long do 
you think it’ll take you, Mr. Pankhurst, to 
find out something about him that’s really 
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disreputable? If possible, we’d like it to be 
something he can go to quod for. Of course 
we don’t want to send him there, you under
stand? It’s only a persuasion that we’re 
looking for.”

“I understand perfectly,” said Mr. Pank
hurst. “Yes, I perfectly understand. Now 
let me think. Hum! Hah! No, for the mo
ment I can’t recall what it is that we have 
against your excellent father, though I know 
we’ve a good deal. Suppose we turn him 
up.” He blew into a tube and then spoke 
into it, saying: “Mr. Leprovitch, will you 
kindly bring me the dossier of Archdeacon 
Roach, of Cricklewood.”

Then, turning to the Dunkles, he con
tinued: “There is not a public man of any 
ordinary importance into whose history we 
have not made our inquiries. Since I started 
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this little business of mine, thirty years ago, 
I have accumulated data, of one sort or 
another, relative to not less than sixty-five 
thousand ladies and gentlemen of position 
and means. Not only does this save time 
when, as now, information is sought concern
ing one of them, but it gives my young 
men—my beagles, I call them, ha! ha!— 
something to do when they are not 
actually engaged upon any definite investiga
tion. Moreover, while we are looking into 
the past history of A, it frequently happens 
that we light upon something to the dis
credit of B. This we instantly file for future 
reference. And so—but here comes Mr. 
Leprovitch with your father’s record, madam. 
I make no doubt that in a moment I shall 
be in a position to give you some very 
material assistance."
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The ghoulish little old clerk who had 
made his appearance laid on Mr. Pank
hurst’s table a slim, green cardboard cover, 
upon which where neatly written the words, 
“Roach, Samson, Archdeacon of Crickle- 
wood.” This done, he bowed, sniffed and 
withdrew.

Mr. Pankhurst picked up the dossier and 
loosed its tapes. “Now then,” he said, and 
allowed it to fall open in his palm.

Chloë rose quickly and peered over his 
shoulder. To her annoyance the papers she 
saw were all covered with, to her, wholly 
unintelligible scratches. So she sat down 
again. Mr. Pankhurst paid no attention to 
her movements. He was busy scanning the 
cipher record. There was a short silence, 
which Chloë employed in powdering her 
nose, Dunkle in scratching his.
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At last Mr. Pankhurst cleared his throat 
once or twice, and: “I expect,” he said, “we’d 
best begin at the beginning. Perhaps Mrs. 
Dunkle will stop me when I come to any
thing that seems likely to be of service to 
her. Yes? Thank you. The first entry, 
then, runs as follows:

“Aged twenty-one, went to spend part of the Ox
ford Christmas Vacation at the home of a college 
friend, Bertram Saunderson, second son of Sir Asshe- 
ton Saunderson, of 42, Onslow Gardens, South Ken
sington. While dancing was in progress, kissed Sir 
Assheton’s third daughter, Lucy, who, after boxing 
his ears, immediately reported the matter to her 
brothers. Kicked by elder and thrown into the street, 
with his trunk and belongings, by the younger.”

Chloe broke out into a shriek of laughter 
so piercing that even Dunkle, who was well 
used to the painful sounds she made, winced 
and put his hands up to his ears. As for 
Mr. Pankhurst, his teeth w ere set so horribly 
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on edge that both plates sprang from their 
moorings and were only saved from dash
ing themselves to pieces on the table by the 
spasmodic and fortunate catch which their 
wearer brought off.

“Oh,” she cried, “but what a picture it 
makes! The Archdeak at twenty-one—his 
whiskers just sprouting—clad in his first 
swallow-tails and quite the conquering young 
Lothario—propelled (with trunk) through 
the front door of No. 42, Onslow Gardens, 
and pelted with his possessions, as he sits on 
the pavement, from an upper storey window, 
by the brothers Saunderson, the outraged 
Lucy encouraging them from the drawing
room balcony, and all the dance-guests 
cheering madly at the descent of each article. 
Ah, vieux satyr, je te connais enfin. I 
always knew the Archdeak had been a bad 
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lad in his day. But I’m afraid, Mr. Pank
hurst,” she went on, wiping her eyes, “that 
this won’t quite do. We want something a 
bit tougher. Something that we can really 
frighten him with.”

“Well,” said Mr. Pankhurst, “suppose I 
just read on.

“Aged twenty-three, discovered attempting to 
smuggle six boxes of Dutch cigars into England at 
Harwich. Cigars confiscated and fine of two pounds 
ten shillings imposed.

“Aged twenty-seven, surprised with a penny on a 
wire, doing his best to empty of its chocolate an auto
matic machine on the deserted platform of Dentry 
Magna station. As his efforts had proved fruitless, 
was warned and let go ; but it cost him a sovereign to 
the Stationmaster and ten shillings to the porter.

“Aged thirty-two, tried to bilk a hansom cabman 
at the St. James’s restaurant. Cabman, having his 
suspicions, drove rapidly round Piccadilly through 
Air Street, and was just in time to be the witness of 
his fare’s appearance on the pavement of Regent 
Street. Five pounds accepted in composition of this 
misdemeanour.

“Aged thirty-nine, while staying at the Hotel Beau 
Trixie I I



IÔ2 THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE”

Rivage et Belle Vue, Clarens, Switzerland, was required 
by the management to open his trunk, wherein 503 sheets 
and 479 envelopes of the hotel letter-paper were dis
covered. No action taken by the Management, but Mr. 
Roach required to shift his quarters without delay.

“Aged forty-one, found travelling first-class with 
a third-class ticket on the Great Western Railway be
tween Pangbourne and Paddington. Gave false name 
and address, and so escaped the consequences of his 
offence.”

“’Nuff said,” cried Chloë. “’Nuff said, 
Mr. Pankhurst. We needn’t go any further. 
That puts him on toast for us, all right. 
What we required was something for which 
he’s wanted, and here we have it. I suppose 
you can produce proof of this shocking 
business if necessary?”

“Of course,” said Mr. Pankhurst. “No
thing goes on our registers unless it can be 
proved up to the hilt. I see that the employee 
of my agency who happened to be travel
ling in the Archdeacon’s carriage and tracked 
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him home is dead, but we have his statutory 
declaration relative to the affair, made in the 
ordinary course of his duties after handing in his 
report to us. So you think this will suit you?” 

“Absolutely. We have him right bang 
on his blessed old archidiaconal hip. Why 
if you’d told me that he was a bigamist, I 
couldn’t be better pleased. This is just the 
kind of mean little pettifogging offence that 
kills a man stone dead, socially, if it comes 
out. He’ll never let it come out. Never in 
this world, he won’t. He’d rather have to 
own to embezzlement of the diocesan funds 
than to this.”

“Yes,” said Dunkle, “or to melting down 
his church candlesticks.”

They paid their fee and departed, with 
hearts a good deal lighter than those they 
had brought with them.

ii
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CHAPTER XI

I

The printing and binding of “Edgar and 
Lilian” took two months to get itself done. 
The book was subscribed to the tune of one 
hundred and twenty-seven thousand in Great 
Britain alone. In America the figures baffled 
all computation. The sales on publication— 
but enough of these dry business details. 
Suffice it that “Edgar and Lilian” was quite 
a success.

As in the case of “Trixie,” the reviews 
were mostly favourable, and there was an 
immense number of them. The Archdeacon 
had his work cut out to read them all and 
paste those which pleased him into their 
albums. Dunkle was hunted off his legs.



THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE” 165

Invitations poured in upon him—to lunch, 
dine, and sup with perfect strangers; to ad
dress the Literary Societies of Polytechnic 
Institutions; to be the guest of the Fülle 
Jugges, of the Adullamites, of the Tupper 
Club and other festive societies; to give away 
the prizes at academies for the sons of gentle
men; to kick off in charity football matches; 
to lay foundation-stones; to open bazaars 
and swimming-baths; to pay their rent for 
unsuccessful writers, painters, sculptors, musi
cians, tailors; to take shares in cinematograph 
palaces; to borrow anything from £i to 
£100,000 on his sole note of hand; to be 
photographed gratis; to become the husband 
of unknown women; to stand for Parliament; 
to lecture in America ; to appear on the pro
grammes of music-halls; to buy out-of-date 
Encyclopaedias Britannicas; to subscribe to 
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mumps hospitals, testimonials to retiring pu
gilists, monuments to philanthropists, missions 
to ploughmen, cats’ homes, brass bands, 
Societies for the Discouragement of Fiction 
Reading; to take tickets for lotteries in Den
mark, Austria, Rumania, Mesopotamia, Spitz
bergen; to finance actors in Shakespearean 
Seasons; to contribute articles for nothing 
to publishers’ advertisement-sheets; to break
fast in Downing Street; to allow books to 
be dedicated to him and then to buy half a 
dozen copies of them; to accept (and write 
testimonials to the virtues of) fountain pens, 
e ver-sharp pencils, loose-leaf notebooks, 
safety razors, strops, shaving-soaps, corn
cures, boot-polishes, corrugated-iron summer
houses, photographic cameras, player-pianos, 
ice-cream freezers, bicycles, cork jackets, 
tinned soups, baseball bats, shampoo powders, 
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sardines, vacuum cleaners, Virginian cigaret
tes, hair dyes; to join the boards of limited 
liability companies; to send copies of his 
works to the Library of the Seventh Parti
cular Presbyterian Church of Running Horse, 
Wy.; to write his signature upon stamped 
photo-card enclosed and oblige and return; 
to allow publishers other than Messrs. Cap
per and Ironsides to handle him; and so on.

To none of these invitations did Dunkle 
reply, but he sent them all along to the 
Vicarage with his compliments. Then the 
Archdeacon would sit down at his desk and 
write: “The Author of ‘Trixie’ regrets that, 
owing to pressure of engagements, he is un
able to accept the kind invitation of----- etc.,
or “The Author of ‘Trixie’ thanks Messrs. 
Lomax for the handsome gift of their patent 
braces (to hand this morning) and begs to
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say that he finds them not only exceptionally 
comfortable, but durable to the highest de
gree,” or “The Author of‘Trixie ’ has pleasure 
in sending herewith to the Librarian of the 
Seventh Presbyterian----- etc., or “The
Author of ‘Trixie,’ while he sincerely sym
pathises with Mr. Soup in his embarrassments 
(which he, the A. of T., trusts may prove of 
quite short duration), is unfortunately com
pelled by the other many and imperative 
calls which are made upon his purse to deny 
himself the satisfaction of-----” etc.

The Archdeacon loved writing these 
letters. Every time his pen traced the words 
“The Author of ‘Trixie’” he thrilled to re
flect that in but a few short weeks there 
would no longer be any need for him to 
practise such concealment. Now and then 
he could not resist the temptation to write,



THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE 169

“Mr. Samson Roach regrets” or “has plea
sure” or whatever the case might require; 
but he was always alert to burn these letters 
the moment they were completed. No un
timely whispers must be allowed to lessen 
the effect of the surprise he was hatching 
for the public.

Since it was obviously out of the question 
for him to employ his secretary upon this 
work (even had he been willing to delegate 
so sweet an occupation to another), and since 
he was therefore compelled to hold himself 
to it for several hours each day, and behind 
locked doors too, he announced that he was 
once more busy with his Commentaries. Yes, 
so hardened in deceit was he by now that 
he did not even trouble to invent a new He 
for his innocent family to swallow. Such con
duct can only be characterised as cynical.
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All these letters that he was writing were 
a great embarrassment to him because he 
could not put them on the hall table, for the 
maid to take out to the pillar-box, lest their 
number should dangerously excite the curi
osity of his household, and he was obliged to 
carry them out to the post himself. This he 
did, generally, late at night, sneaking forth 
in his pumps what time the Vicarage was 
sunk in slumber; or he would smuggle them 
out by day in his silk hat, ten at a time, 
when he went upon his affairs parochial or 
archidiaconal.

Thus, happily pondering and gumming in 
his press-notices, reading and answering his 
correspondence, he passed his leisure hours 
during the first month or six weeks subsequent 
to the publication of “Edgar and Lilian.”

It had been agreed (you may remember) 
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that not until the book had enjoyed a sale 
of three months should the name of its true 
author be divulged, but ere half that time 
had gone by further waiting had become 
intolerable to the Archdeacon. The Artist 
within him might no longer be denied.

My dear Bisham, he accordingly wrote.
What good purpose is to be served by post
poning any longer that which we intend 
to do? Will you and dear Chloé' give me 
luncheon to-morrow, and afterwards you 
and I can settle just how our disclosure is 
to be immediately made.

Affectionately,
Samson Roach.

2

Next morning, Dunkle, on receipt of this 
note, took it into his wife’s bedroom. He 
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found her in the middle of her third cigarette 
since the half-dozen of aspirin tablets washed 
down with black coffee, on which, as was 
her wont, she had breakfasted. On her head 
was a boudoir cap composed of pink and 
black ribbons, sequins, old point lace, arti
ficial roses, jet bugles, imitation pearls and 
swansdown. She wore also a bed jacket of 
ermine and a complexion mask of white kid. 
The pedicure, Mrs. Hugshooter, was busy 
polishing the little-toe-nail of her client’s 
left foot. The while, the horrible old woman 
exuded scandal.

Dunkle gave the Archdeacon’s note to 
his wife in silence. She read it at a glance 
and said: “Hug, old pet, hop it for ten 
minutes, will you?” When they were alone, 
“This,” she continued, “is what I’ve rather 
been expecting. I never believed he’d be 



THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE” 17З

able to stay the three months. But the fact 
is, the sooner we have our little chat with 
him the better. Now that he’s set his heart 
on immediate confession, every minute is 
dangerous. We don’t want to have him con
fiding his dreadful secret to the Athenaeum 
smoking-room through sheer inability to hold 
it in any longer. So ring him up, Bish, and tell 
him we expect him here at 1.30 to-day.”

“You really mean to put pressure on 
him? I mean about that railway-ticket, you 
know?”

“Well,” she said, what do you think?”
“Chloe, old stitch,” he said, “I don’t like 

it; I really don’t. One ought to draw the 
line somewhere, even nowadays. You can’t 
give your own father into custody on a 
charge of diddling the Great Western. It’s 
simply not done.”
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“Who’s going to give him in charge, you 
mug?” she demanded. “Not me! You don’t 
suppose I’m exactly panting to proclaim 
myself the daughter of a swindler. But I 
imagine I can threaten him, can’t I?”

“Oh well, if you only mean to threaten. 
But suppose he calls your bluff.”

“He won’t,” she said. “I know him. And 
what’s more, he knows me. I can always 
bluff the Archdeak. You see, one day, when 
I was twelve, I asked him to give me a 
bicycle and he refused; so I told him he 
would be sorry if he didn’t do as I asked. 
I spoke in a peculiar kind of voice I’d in
vented, and now, whenever I threaten him, 
I always use it, so that he may remember 
and be wise.”

“What did you do?” Dunkle asked.
“Well, the P.M. was dining with us that 
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night, so just before dinner I emptied a bottle 
of red ink into the poor old Archdeak’s port 
decanter, and he missed the bishopric he was 
after at the time by about fifty miles. Since 
then the Archdeak’s been a little careful how 
he calls my bluffs. Depend upon it, we shall 
have no trouble whatever with him this after
noon when I speak to him in that peculiar 
voice of mine. So pip off, laddie, and take 
an easy mind with you. And just bellow, 
will you? for that old thing Hug to come 
and get on with my tootsies.”
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CHAPTER XII

I

The Archdeacon arrived for luncheon in 
good time and better temper. He made no 
sort of doubt that this was the last day of 
his sojourn in the purgatory of non-recogni
tion. In his pocket were a number of copies 
of a letter which he proposed to send, signed 
by Dunkle and himself, to the Editors of 
The Times, The Morning Post, The Daily 
Telegraph, The Daily Mail, The Daily Ex

press, The Westminster Gazette, and some 
fifty more periodicals of daily, weekly, 
monthly and quarterly appearance. It read 
as follows:
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Dear Sir, j

We, the undersigned, beg to inform 
you that “Trixie” and “Edgar and Li
lian” u'ere both written wholly by the first i

of us and that the second of us did nothing 
but lend his name (for reasons which need 
not be specified) to the two works in question.

(Signed) Samson Roach, 
Bisham Dunkle.

The Archdeacon was not a little proud 
of this composition. How short and to the 
point it was, he thought. How simple and 
intelligible! Not a superfluous word. Not 
an ambiguity anywhere. Was ever a piece 
of information so astonishing conveyed to the 
public with greater directness and economy 
of effort? He thought not. A statement, this, 
that he who ran might read and comprehend.

Trixif 12
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No sooner, accordingly, had the after
luncheon coffee been served and drunk than 
he rose and held the door open, saying; 
“Pray don’t let us keep you, Chloé.”

Chloé sat tight. She lit a new cigarette, 
inhaled smoke, leaned back in her chair and 
discharged a tenuous cloud. “That’s all 
right, Pontifex,” she said. “Resume your seat, 
my very dear and venerable sir. Far from 
making my exit here, this is where my big 
scene comes. Isn’t it, Bish?”

“Yes, Archdeacon,” said Dunkle. “We 
can’t spare dear Chloé yet awhile.”

The Archdeacon, looking rather like a 
fool, closed the door and returned to his seat 
at table. It was pretty plain to him that 
something was going to happen; something 
for which, while making his dispositions, he 
had not allowed; something, briefly, in the 
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nature of a jar, and, judging from Chloë’s 
smile, a nasty one. A cold feeling passed 
down his spine and one bead of perspiration 
started upon his brow.

“Now then, Chloë, old stunt,” said Dunkle, 
and helped himself to port.

Chloë helped herself to whisky. “So it 
appears, father mine,” she observed, “that 
the rôle of shrinking violet no longer charms 
you. Fame, and plenty of it, is what you’re 
after now. Henceforth it’s the limelight for 
you, eh?” She drank.

“She’s in the know,” said Dunkle simply. 
“I mean about those two novels of yours. I 
hope you don’t mind.”

“No,” said the Archdeacon. “Why should 
I mind? To-morrow all the world will be, 
as you say, in the know.”

12 *
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“Wrong,” said Chloe. “Hopelessly wrong, 
Venerable.”

“I don’t think so,” said the Archdeacon. 
He spoke with some appearance of boldness, 
but his spirit quaked. That voice which Chloe 
had now adopted. He knew it well and it 
portended his discomfiture.

“You don’t, eh?” she asked. “Why ever 
not?”

He turned his shoulder to her and hauled 
out his bunch of letters from his pocket. 
“Here, Bisham,” he said, “are some letters 
which I propose you and I should sign and 
send to the Press. They state the facts quite 
shortly, quite simply and quite sufficiently. 
Perhaps we might sign them now, if you 
have your fountain pen on you.”

Chloë got up slowly and came round the 
table to him. She took the packet of letters 
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gently from his hand and put it in the fire. 
Paralysed, he watched her push them with 
the poker in among the red coals; saw them 
burst into bright flame; heard her say, “We 
shan’t need these”; perceived her returning 
to her chair.

“Now see here, dada,” she said as she sat 
down, “stop looking like a shark that’s missed 
its bite and just listen to me. You’ve got to 
understand, once and for all, that Bish and 
I strongly disapprove of what you want to 
do and that we don’t mean to let you do it, 
comprenny? No, don’t speak. It’s not ne
cessary. We’re not interested in your point 
of view. I am, however, quite willing to tell 
you why we have adopted this attitude. You 
see, if you announce yourself as a popular 
novelist and establish your claim to be one 
it will play the very devil with your chances 
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of advancement in the Church. No novelist
clergyman even became a Bishop yet, and a 
Bishop is what dear mother wants you to be. 
You know as well as I do that she’s set her 
heart right on it, ever since that fortune-teller 
at Harrogate told her that he saw a palace 
in her tea-leaves. Well, I’m not going to 
have you disappoint mother if I can help it. 
I don’t pretend that I’m exorbitantly fond of 
her, but she’s not half a bad old soul and I 
don’t care to see her vexed. So what you’ve 
got to do, my jolly old hierophant, is to con
centrate on the next rung upwards of the 
ladder of ecclesiastical preferment and put 
out of your mind all thoughts of claiming 
public recognition for your talents as a no- 
veliser.”

The Archdeacon leaned his head on his 
hand and stared downwards upon the cloth.
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“I’ve thought of all this, Chloe,” he said 
brokenly. “It’s not lightly that I’ve come 
to this resolution to announce myself as the 
author of these two books. I realise per
fectly that to do so will be to commit suicide, 
so far as preferment is concerned. I know 
perfectly well that it will grieve your dear 
mother dreadfully. I am aware that it will 
cause a grave scandal in the Church at a 
moment when grave scandals in the Church 
are peculiarly to be deplored. But I can 
only say that this thing is stronger than my
self. I cannot, I simply cannot continue 
this deception. I won’t pretend to you, as 
I once tried to pretend to Bisham, that it is 
my conscience that troubles me. It isn’t. 
It’s simply that I can’t stand having Bisham 
praised for what I have made. I can’t stand 
seeing his photograph in the magazines, 
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when I know that it ought to be mine. I 
can’t stand having him entertained by literary 
dining clubs, who ought to be entertaining 
me. I can’t stand hearing people say what 
a clever fellow he is, when it’s / that am the 
clever fellow. I know that I’m foolish, mad, 
cruel, wicked if you please, but I can’t help 
it. Your mother must bear her disappoint
ment as best she can; the Church must sur
vive this scandal or succumb to it; all I know 
is that I have got to have the fame which 
is my due and that have it I will!”

“I understand,” Chloe said presently, “that 
you’ve got another manuscript of ‘Edgar and 
Lilian ’ and that if Bisham denies your author
ship you mean to bring this thing out in 
proof of your claim.”

“To do so,” said her father, “is my settled 
resolve.”
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“All right,” she said, “then Ill tell you 
what I’ll do. Ill----- ” And she told him.

2

“And now, my dear father,” she con
cluded, “now that you know what’s in store 
for you if you go ahead with this scheme 
of yours, what do you decide? Is it to be 
war, or is it to be peace? Are you in one 
breath to be acclaimed author of‘Trixie’ by 
an astounded (and largely offended) uni
verse, and in the next to be hissed off the 
scene for a common and rather foolish kind 
of dirty swindler; or are you to keep your 
mouth shut and continue to enjoy the esteem 
and confidence of the British public, with 
the strong probability of finding yourself 
made a bishop within the next couple of 
years? Speak, old sir, and that right quickly.”
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The Archdeacon passed his hand across 
his eyes. “I can’t guess, Chloë,” he said in 
a dull voice, “how you found out about that 
miserable affair of the third-class ticket, but 
I am not going to deny your accusation. 
Nor need I say very much in defence of 
my conduct. I will only say this. To have 
given my real name and address would have 
been to ensure the appearance of a Canon 
(as I was at that time) of the Church of Eng
land in the dock of a police court and it was 
most clearly my duty to prevent, by any 
means in my power, the occurrence of a cata
strophe so unedifying. A clergyman who 
gets himself into a false position must always 
bear in mind the fact that he is a member 
of a body the maintenance of whose good 
fame is of inappreciable importance to man
kind. It is surely more to be desired that 
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one clerk in holy orders should fail to purge 
his individual offence than that the cloth he 
wears should be brought into disrepute. He 
who, in such circumstances, boldly takes a 
falsehood upon his conscience does well, 
Chloë, and not ill. But why should I waste 
my time and breath in self-justification? It 
is not as if I either wished or hoped to de
flect you from your unfilial purpose. For 
the truth is, my dear child, that I don’t care 
a button what you do if only I can satisfy 
this awful craving to be recognised by the 
world as the veritable author of ‘Trixie.’ 
Besides, I don’t believe that you’ll do what 
you threaten.”

Dunkle knocked the ash off his cigar. 
“He’s called your bluff, old hoot,” he said to 
his wife.

“Bluff be boiled!” she responded. “He’ll 
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jolly soon find out that it’s no bluff. He 
needn’t imagine that because he’s my father 
I’m going to spare him. The fact that I’m 
his daughter doesn’t seem to suggest to him 
that he should spare ine. If he puts me to 
the everlasting shame of being known as the 
child of the man who wrote ‘Trixie,’ why 
should I hesitate to give him away to the 
Great Western? I suppose,’’ she went on to 
the Archdeacon, “it’s useless for me to ap
peal to you on my mother’s account They’ll 
point her out as the wife of a swindler; but 
yon won’t care, will you?”

“I shall care very much,” said the Arch
deacon. “It is very, very far from my wish 
to grieve your dear mother; but, as I’ve 
told you, this thing is stronger than myself 
and, be the consequences what they may, 
whether to me or to others, this announce- 
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ment must be made, and immediately. I 
simply cannot remain unknown any longer. 
And so, if Bisham will not join me in mak
ing a statement, I must do it alone and, dis
pensing with his corroboration, rely upon 
that of my second manuscript. It will be 
convincing. I shall invite the Secretary of 
the Incorporated Society of Authors to be 
present with a small ad hoc committee, named 
by him, when I open the parcel at the Sloane 
Street Safe Deposit.”

He rose. “To-morrow,” he said, “I shall 
write to the newspapers. I will give you, 
Bisham, twenty-four hours in which to make 
up your mind whether or no you are to stand 
by me. I cannot think that you will re
fuse.”

He passed through the dining-room door. 
“Twenty-four hours, eh?" said Chloë 
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thoughtfully. “Well, twenty-four hours are 
always twenty-four hours.”

“Yes,” said Dunkle. “Always. But 
what’s to be done? Has it got to be murder 
after all?”

“No,” she replied. “Not that, Bish. It 
would mean my going into mourning just 
as I’ve laid in my whole spring wardrobe, 
and that I decline absolutely to do. We 
must think of something a trifle less drastic 
than doing the old gent in. Suppose you 
pop off to the club for the afternoon and 
leave me alone to hatch out a scheme. If I 
want you, I’ll telephone; and, if you care to 
be a perfect darling, you’ll fetch a couple of 
pounds of nutty chocolates home with you. 
I’m right out of goodies.”
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3
After Dunkle had gone Chloë betook 

herself to her boudoir, where she loosened 
her stays, lit her hookah, and stretched her
self at her ease among the yielding cushions 
of her Westmorland.

“The problem,” she reflected, “can be 
simply stated. How, within the next twenty- 
four hours, is the Venerable to be dissuaded 
from carrying out his programme? Since my 
threat of handing him over to justice doesn’t 
seem to be going to work—for I don’t fancy 
he was bluffing when he defied me to do 
my worst—it’s pretty evident that nothing 
either Bish or I can say will have any effect 
on him. It remains for us to do. But what? 
To act. But how?

“We might have him certified insane 
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and put away, but there’s hardly time for 
that. Besides, I don’t know any venal doc
tors. I fancy, moreover, that it’s not as easy 
nowadays as it used to be during the reign 
of Queen Victoria. I’ve a sort of idea that 
private lunatic asylums aren’t allowed any 
longer. To burgle the safe deposit for that 
manuscript, again, is quite a hopeless plan. 
Yet if we could get hold of the manuscript 
and burn it, the Archdeak wouldn’t have a 
leg to stand on. He could never hope to 
make out his case without that bundle of 
paper. There’s not a soul alive who’d accept 
his story. On the face of it, it’s simply crazy. 
We could have him behind bars in half an 
hour. But so long as he can produce the 
manuscript he has us on toast. If we could 
only get him to take the thing out of the 
safe deposit, we might be able to lay hands 



THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE І9З

on it and abolish it. But what’s going to 
make or persuade him to take it out? No
thing short of torture.”

At this moment a barrel-organ, outside 
the house, struck up the air of a song which 
Chloë knew well. She had sung the words 
of its chorus a thousand times while thread
ing the mazes of the seven step. And now, 
from force of habit, she began to sing them 
yet again. They were:

Oh! Way down by the Yang-tse-Kiang,
That’s where she dwells, my own little China girl, 

My own baby China Girl, 
With her eyes so blue

And true.
You never, never, never saw a finer Girl.
For her cunning name is Wei-hai-wei.

Sweet little almond blossom 
Of Shanghai.

As she pronounced the last word of this 
last word in jazz band minstrelsy she rose 
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suddenly into a sitting posture and slapped 
her forehead with her open left hand. And, 
“Hah and ho!” she cried. “Likewise whoop 
and eureka!” She bounded from the West
morland and a moment later she was talk
ing to her father by telephone.

“That you, parent?” she cried. “Good! 
Well, it’s just to tell you that Bisham and I 
surrender. You shall have it as you want 
it and Bisham will sign that letter to the 
press. So will you make out another fifty 
copies of it this afternoon and bring them 
round here to Grosvenor Street after dinner 
to-night—say about nine. No, we won’t 
dine with you, thanks. We’ve got some 
blokes and maidens dining and dancing here, 
you see. But Bisham will be able to take 
half an hour off from doing the politeful in 
order to sign those letters with you in the 
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study, and then you can post them as you 
go home. Is that all right, then? Yes? 
Good ! Give my love to mother and the girls.” 
She rang off and at once called up the 
Aspidistra Club (Dunkle had been expelled 
from the Bards’ upon the publication of 
“Trixie,”) and commanded the porter to send 
her husband home the moment he put in 
an appearance.
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CHAPTER XIII

I

The Archdeacon spent the afternoon at 
his desk, making copy after copy of his pro
posed letter to the newspapers. As he worked 
he whistled, for he was very happy. “To
morrow,” he kept telling himself, “I shall 
wake up to find myself famous; that is to 
say, if I can only go on sleeping until the 
first editions of the evening newspapers are 
out. The reporters ought to be round here 
by eleven at latest. I’d better arrange for 
a spread of cocktails and sandwiches in the 
dining-room. Cigars also. An author should 
neglect nothing that can help him to a good 
Press. When I’ve got these letters done I 
must rough out something for the journalists
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on ‘How “Trixie” came to me/ or ‘What it 
feels like to Emerge,’ or ‘Should Archdea
cons write novels?’ They’ll want to photo
graph me, of course. I’d better be done here 
at my desk, like this----- ” he cupped his
chin in his left palm, and gazed soulfully up
wards—“or like this----- ” he leant back in
his chair, folded his arms, stuck a pipe in 
his mouth and adopted a frown of intense 
concentration—“or like this”—he seized a 
pen, put a finger to his brow and assumed 
the attitude of one who writes—“or like this” 
—he took a copy of “Trixie” in his left hand 
and a copy of “Edgar and Lilian” in his 
right, and held them up, one on each side of 
his grinning face, so that their titles were 
plainly visible.

“And,” he went on, “how about sending 
this fountain pen of mine, this Pirene, to its
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makers, accompanied by a letter to say that 
I wrote ‘Trixie’ with it. To be sure, I didn’t, 
for that one is lost, but what odds? No one’ll 
know, and the Pirene people will be sure to 
make a feature of it in their advertisements. 
The pen that wrote ‘Trixie’! Archdeacon 
Roach, the world famous author, writes: ‘I 
send you herewith the dear old Pirene with 
which I wrote every word of “Trixie.” It 
costs me rather a pang to part with it, but 
I feel that you ought, etc., etc.’ Something 
like that. With an enlarged photograph of 
the pen, or better still of my hand, holding it.”

Thus, while he pursued the almost me
chanical business of multiplying his and 
Dunkle’s letter, the Archdeacon permitted 
his thoughts to occupy themselves rosily with 
the future. During the afternoon he struck 
out scores of happy ideas for the further- 
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ance and consolidation of his celebrity. Many 
—nay, most of them he jotted down in a 
little book which he always carried about 
with him, a little book which he had hitherto 
used for noting such subjects for sermons as, 
from time to time, occurred to him.

2

He finished his letters. Then he told his 
wife and daughters that he was summoned 
to the bedside of a dying parishioner and 
that as the person in question was at her 
country house near Marlow, he might not be 
back till late at night. This was a purely 
gratuitous lie. There was not the slightest 
reason why he should conceal from his family 
that he was to dine with the Dunkles. But 
it had begun to amuse him to tell lies to his 
family.
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Then he hurried to the Athenaeum Club 
where he dined grossly and extravagantly, 
drinking champagne wine and Napoleon 
brandy and smoking a ten-shilling cigar 
afterwards.

As some of the clocks were striking nine 
he reached the door of Chloë’s house in Gros
venor Street.

Across the blinds of the drawing-room 
windows a procession of coupled shadows was 
rapidly passing, and upon several musical in
struments a tremendous rhythmical noise was 
being made. Every now and then it was 
punctuated by a howl of laughter, a scream 
of anguish or a bellow of rage. Somebody 
was also, at irregular intervals, bursting a 
motor-tyre, springing a rattle, banging a tin 
can with a poker, sounding a klaxon, ring
ing the bell of a fire engine, throwing down 
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a tray-load of crockery, pulling the string of 
a steam siren and touching off a mine of 
high explosive. The Archdeacon remembered 
that Chloë had said they were to have some 
friends in for dancing.

He was admitted and ushered straight 
into Dunkle’s so-called study. Presently Chloe 
came in. “Ah!” she said brightly, “here’s 
the Famous Hauthor. Bisham’ll be down in 
a moment to sign those letters which I see 
bulging out your breast pocket. What’ll you 
have? Whisky? Right. Take a pew while 
I mix you one.” She went over to a table 
on which stood a tantalus and some tumblers, 
while the Archdeacon sank into a vast arm
chair and stretched out his toes to the fire.

“Don’t drown it, dear child,” he said.
She brought him his refreshment. In her 

other hand was one for herself. This she 
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raised to the level of her eyes. “I give you,”
she said, “homage to The Author of‘Trixie’ 
and no heel taps.” She drank out her glass 
and the Archdeacon, fatuously smiling, copied

Thank you, my love,” he said. “Thank 
you very much. I hope you won’t mind my
saying how wise I think you and Bisham 
have been to accept the inevitable annorro- 
compelmiroo----- ” The glass dropped from
his hand; his head fell backwards; his jaws 
opened ; his eyes closed ; he began to breathe 
stentorously.

At the same moment the door opened 
and Dunkle came in. “Well, Archdeacon,”
he began cheerfully, but broke off at 
once as his eyes assured him that anything 
he might say to their guest would be 
wasted.
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“By jelly!” he said, “you’ve lost no time, 
old tub.”

“No,” said Chloe, “I’ve no time to lose. 
I want to dance. That knock-out drop I’ve 
administered will keep him quiet for a good 
eight hours, that is to say till five to-morrow 
morning. When the boys and girls have 
gone we can deal with him in such further 
fashion as may be necessary and requisite. 
Come on.” She took her husband’s arm and, 
after extinguishing the lights, drew him out 
of the room. She locked the door on the 
outside and slipped the key into her garter
pocket. Then she and Dunkle went upstairs 
to rejoin their guests.



204 THE AUTHOR of “trjxie”

CHAPTER XIV

1

The Archdeacon came to himself in 
pitch and stuffy darkness. He had such a 
headache as he had not supposed to be 
possible. In his mouth was as it were the 
bitterness of death; his tongue felt not less 
than eighteen times its usual size, his throat 
as hot as Hades’ High Street. He tried to 
put up a hand to his forehead. He couldn’t, 
for his arms were bound closely to his sides. 
His legs too were shackled at the knees and 
ankles. He tried to call out, but all he 
achieved was a whining groan, for a gag 
was fast between his teeth.



THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE 205

The darkness into which he glared was 
pierced by a thin strip of very faint light. 
It widened until it became an oblong the 
size and shape of a door. Across it two 
figures stepped and darkness was again com
plete. But not for long. A beam of yellow 
light flashed out. Evidently that of an 
electric torch. It advanced and came to rest 
upon the Archdeacon. Then a woman’s 
voice spoke. In it the Archdeacon with a 
feeling of absolute consternation, recognised 
the voice of his daughter Chloë.

“Good morning, Venerable,” she said. 
“How goes it?”

The Archdeacon said no word. His 
mouth was too full for speech.

“Bish,” said Chloë. “Take the gag out, 
will you? But first let me tell you, father, 
that you’ll do yourself no good by giving 
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tongue. No one can hear you, or if they 
do they won’t pay any heed. For where do 
you suppose you are? Why, in Rotherhithe, 
safe in the deepest dungeon, that is to say, 
cellar, of Mr. Richard Byles’s Seamen’s 
Employment Agency, otherwise known as 
Dirty Dick’s Crimping-house. Above our 
heads the Thames is flowing at this moment. 
When it ebbs, you will, unless you’re a good 
boy—but I anticipate. Bisham, unmuzzle 
the gent and, if he calls out, kick him in the 
ribs for all you’re worth. Because he can’t 
make himself heard beyond these walls is 
no reason why he should be allowed to 
deafen us.”

Her companion (who was vaguely re
cognisable as the erstwhile poet Dunkle) re
moved the gag and gave the Archdeacon a 
little weak brandy and water in the silver 
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cup of a flask which he produced from his 
hip pocket

“So!” said Chloe. “We can now con
verse.”. She pulled a packing-case out of a 
corner of the cellar and sat down on it 
Dunkle remained standing beside the Arch
deacon ready to drive the toe of his boot 
into the unfortunate clergyman’s side, should 
this become necessary.

2

By now the Archdeacon’s eyes had be
come accustomed to the illumination which 
the electric torch provided. It was not 
powerful but it sufficed to show him that 
he was in a windowless room about twelve 
feet square, the walls of which were of white
washed brick, while its floor was of cement. 
In one comer was piled a heap of wine cases, 
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hampers, soap-boxes, biscuit-tins, bottles and 
other rubbish, and this was all the furni
ture.

He perceived, further, that Chloë was 
dressed in some very rough-looking clothes 
—a plaid shawl, a blue apron and a coarse 
skirt of yellow tweed. On her head was a 
man’s cap. Dunkle’s costume was to match. 
He had a birds-eye scarf round his throat, a 
jacket and trousers of shiny black twill and 
a black slouch hat three or four sizes too 
small for him.

“I see, father,” said Chloë, “that you’re 
admiring our togs and I dare say you’re 
wondering why we are wearing them. A 
moment’s reflection will show you that it 
would be out of the question for us to come 
down into Rotherhithe sporting the garments 
of Mayfair. In these duds, however, we are 
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sufficiently inconspicuous, and we never put 
on anything else when we come East. To 
smoke opium, you know,” she added care
lessly as she lit a cigarette which she took 
from behind her left ear.

“This,” said the Archdeacon, in a hollow 
voice, “is a hideous dream. It must be. I 
shall wake up presently in my own bed.”

“Not you,” said Chloe. “The next place 
you’ll wake up in, unless you listen to reason, 
will be the hold of a whaler.”

“A what?” cried her father. “A 
whale?”

Chloe squeaked a laugh. “No,” she said, 
“you’re not cast to play Jonah, your Rever
ence. I said a whaler. A ship, ye ken. 
She sails to-night on the ebb, and she’ll be 
away three years, not less. We’ve booked 
a berth for you in the fo’c’sle under the name 
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of Edgar Trix. Captain Buggins is expect
ing you in half an hour’s time. Whether you 
join up or no depends entirely on yourself. 
I suppose you understand what I mean.”

“I confess, Chloë,” said the Archdeacon, 
“that I am too utterly overwhelmed by 
horror to understand anything whatever. I 
simply cannot believe that all this is happen
ing. If I am not dreaming, I am the victim 
of an hallucination; I am stark mad. It 
is impossible that my own child should 
be----- ”

“It’s a wise father,” Chloë interrupted, 
“who knows what it’s impossible for his 
own child to do. Take it from me, sir, your 
senses deceive you in nothing. You sail to
night in the good ship Іѵіггге Packer and on 
a three years’ cruise, unless you renounce 
this heartless folly of proclaiming yourself 
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the author of poor dear Bisham’s two 
novels.”

“Ah ! ” said the Archdeacon slowly, “I see.”
“Capital!” said Chloë. “Well, what do 

you say?”
“Why, Chloë,” said her father, “I say 

that if you hadn’t given me quite such a 
headache with that naughty drug of yours 
it would be a most excellent joke. Ha ha! 
Very amusing indeed! I’d no idea you were 
such an actress, my child. But don’t you 
think the game’s gone on long enough now? 
I am very uncomfortable lying here tied up 
on the hard floor and----- ’’

“Oh, fish!” she said. “This isn’t a novel 
by the Author of ‘Trixie.’ Stop talking all 
this conventional tripe about hideous dreams 
and excellent jokes and realise that you’re 
up against The Thing That Is.”

14
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“But,” he gasped, “it can’t be. It simply 
can’t ! My daughter send me, her own father 
and an Archdeacon of the Church of Eng
land, to sea in a whale ship for three years! 
No, no. It’s not credible. I won’t hear of 
it. Such things aren’t done.”

“What maddens me about you, father,” 
said Chloe, “is that you’re so dreadfully be
hind the times. You’re still living under 
Queen Victoria, in the dear absurd old days 
when children were supposed to love and 
respect their parents because they torre their 
parents. Could anything be more fantastic? 
What a reason for loving anybody—that he 
conspired to bring one into the world! You 
are, of course, to me, as a modern daughter, 
nothing but an elderly man in whose house 
I happen to have been brought up. Had 
you treated me nicely I dare say I might
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like you well enough; but since you have 
always behaved odiously towards me and 
since I apprehend that you are likely seri
ously to diminish my future income, I see no 
reason why I shouldn’t act towards you as 
I should towards any other person whom I 
detest and fear. So what do I do? Why, I 
give you a dose and lock you up in Bisham’s 
study. Then I put on my hat and trot round 
to Regent Street, where I find little Ching 
Foo, my cocaine merchant, on his pitch at 
the Vigo Street corner. I tell him what I 
want done and an hour later he arrives in a 
motor-van and we all jolt off here to Dirty 
Dick’s together. Meanwhile the arrange
ments for shanghaiing you have been com
pleted, and these, unless you throw in the ¿ ; z 
towel, will be carried out at once. I need ,

/ 
hardly tell you that a man of your age and
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luxurious habits cannot reasonably expect 
to survive the experiences which await you 
in the South Pacific and elsewhere. But of 
course you may. We must, at any rate, hope 
hard for the best. Mustn’t we, Bish?”

“Certainly,” said Dunkle.
“Fatal girl,” groaned the Archdeacon.

“What do you require of me?”
“Before we come to that,” said Chloe, 

“let me tell you something that you ought 
to know. The Bishop of Pontefract is dead 
and they have offered you his job. Mother 
telephoned the good news just as Ching Foo 
and Bisham were putting you in the van. 
It was the P.M. telephoned to the Vicarage. 
As you weren’t in, he’s given you till mid
day to let him know if you accept or not. 
So you see, if you agree to wash out your 
authorship of those two books, you not only 
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needn’t go whaling, but you can be a bishop 
into the bargain. On the other hand, refuse 
our demands and it’s into the fo’c’sle of the 
Lizzie Packer for yours, old gentleman, and 
ta-ta for ever to those big transparent 
sleeves.”

“ Tell me,” said the Archdeacon hoarsely, 
“what it is you want me to do? Tell me at 
once.”

“Why,” she said, “it’s of the simplest. 
Give Bisham here your key to your locker 
in that Safe Deposit and your authorisation 
in writing to use it. He goes there at once 
and abstracts that copy of‘Edgar and Lilian,’ 
burns it and comes back here to say so. 
Then we take you out of this, pay Dirty 
Dick his charges for our accommodation and 
hop it west in the first taxi we strike. You 
ring up the P.M. and tell him you’re on for
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Pontefract. He says ‘Right ho!’ and makes 
out your certificate. In due course you’re 
sworn in and mother’s made happy. As for 
those two novels, well—you’ll soon come to 
believe that you only dreamt you wrote them. 
I’m sure you will. Won’t he, Bisham?”

“Of course,” said Dunkle.
“All you’ve got to do,” Chloe went on, “ is 

to say to yourself a hundred times, every 
morning while you shave, ‘I only dreamt 
that I wrote those two novels,’ and as sure 
as eggs you’ll believe it in a couple of weeks. 
Then at night, when you’re doing your ab
dominal exercises, you must say to yourself, 
T don’t give a hoot for literary fame.’ Say 
it a hundred times j>er посієш for a month, 
and I’ll wager my reputation you’ll believe 
it. Won’t he, Bisham?”

“Certainly,” said her husband.
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“So,” she concluded, “all you have to do 
is hand over that key and write out that 
authorisation and in the same moment your 
troubles are at an end.”

“Well,” said the Archdeacon, “I accept 
your terms. I’d rather be a famous novelist 
than a bishop any day, but I’d rather be a 
bishop than go cruising after spermaceti. I 
admit you’ve done me down, Chloe. You’ve 
been too many for the poor old dad. So 
won’t you*untie  me now and shan’t we be 
going?”

“You forget,” she said, “that little matter 
of the key.”

“Oh!” said the Archdeacon grinning, 
“there isn’t any key, you know. All that 
about the deposited extra manuscript is just 
a little fairy-tale I made up. You see, after 
I’d handed over the manuscript of ‘Edgar 
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and Lilian’ to Bisham, it occurred to me that 
he might burn it, so as to prevent me from 
having any evidence of having written the 
book. It was too late of course to get it 
back and make the copy I ought to have 
made before letting it go out of my posses
sion; so I did the next best thing, viz:—told 
him that I had a copy banked in the Sloane 
Street Deposit. It worked too. You both 
swallowed the tale, but there wasn’t a single 
word of truth in it from beginning to end.” 

“Indeed?” Chloe screamed passionately. 
“Then let me tell you, you horrible old liar, 
that there’s not a single word of truth from 
beginning to end of my story that they’ve 
offered you the Bishopric of Pontefract. I 
made it up as an additional inducement to 
you to be sensible. And there isn’t a single 
word of truth, either, from beginning to end 
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of my story about taking you to Dirty Dick’s 
at Rotherhithe, or about that Chinaman or 
that whaling voyage or anything else. If 
you care to know, you are, at this moment, 
in the cellars of Bisham’s and my house in 
Grosvenor Street, where you’ve been lying 
since Bish and I hauled you down here at 
two o’clock this morning, when our little 
dance ended. It’s now a quarter past five 
and I should recommend you to make your 
way back to Kensington as quick as you 
can. If you’re quiet you can let yourself 
into the Vicarage and get to your bed and 
no one there need so much as suspect that 
you’ve been out all night. And let me tell 
you,” she went on as she and Dunkle began 
hastily to untie his fastenings, “let me tell 
you that if you should be so ill-advised as to 
make any move to claim the credit of hav
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ing written ‘Trixie’ and your other story, 
Bisham will fight you to the House of Lords, 
if they’ve not put you in an asylum before 
you get there. Won’t you, Bish?”

“I believe you,” said Dunkle.
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CHAPTER XV

I

The Archdeacon got home about a 
quarter to six. He let himself softly into the 
Vicarage, but not softly enough to cheat the 
vigilance of Mrs. Roach’s ear. Even as he 
arrived on the first landing her bedroom door 
opened and she peered out saying, “Is that 
you, Samson? You’re very late. And how 
did you leave dear Lady Lampeter?”

He spun her some lies about the anxious 
night they’d all had at Marlow. He told 
her that when he finally left in Lady Lam
peter’s motor-car, its owner was believed to 
be out of danger.
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“You didn’t come in a motor-car just 
now, did you?” Mrs. Roach asked.

“No,” he said; “I stopped it in the High 
Street and walked on. I didn’t want to 
wake you up, my love, with the noise of a 
car outside your window.”

“How thoughtful of you, Samson,” she 
said. “I’m sure your presence at her bed
side has been a great comfort to that poor 
old thing.”

“Let us hope so,” he said modestly. “But 
get back to your bed, Sophanisba. I will 
tell you all about it at breakfast. Mean
while I confess that I have but one desire— 
to get between my sheets.”

He entered his bedroom and closed the 
door. Three minutes later his desire was 
gratified.
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2

After breakfast he went to his study and 
called up Chloë on the telephone.

“I feel, Chloe,” he said, “that it’s only 
right to let you know that when I told you 
I had not got a manuscript of ‘Edgar and 
Lilian’ in the Sloane Street Safe Deposit, I 
lied. In other words I have such a manu
script in that place and to it I propose to 
draw the attention of the Incorporated 
Society of Authors with the least possible 
delay. I am aware that this may result in 
your laying an information against me with 
the Great Western Railway, but that I can’t 
help. You must do exactly as you please 
about that, of course. My love to dear 
Bisham,’’ and he rang off.

He then wrote a letter, marked “Strictly
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Private and Excessively Confidential,” to 
the Secretary of the Authors’ Society, which 
said:

The Vicarage, 
Old Kensington.

Percy Turton, Esq.,
My dear Sir,

I venture to solicit your aid in settling 
a dispute which has arisen regarding the 
authorship of two recently-published and 
highly successful novels. Both parties to 
this dispute are well known to me, and I 
have induced them to submit their claims 
to you, in your official capacity as arbiter. 
The matter is so important, not only to 
the persons directly concerned, but to 
English Letters, that I feel I am justified 
in suggesting to you that you should 
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associate with yourself a committee of 
writers—say,five in number, whose position 
in the World of Letters is thoroughly 
established and whose verdict is likely to 
be accepted by the public. The responsi
bility of making a decision in this matter is 
one which no man would willingly assume 
alone. I leave the composition of this 
committee to you entirely, for it would ill 
become me to stiggest any names. Whom
soever you appoint will be loyally accepted, 
as will be their verdict. In conclusion, 
I must tell you that it will be necessary 
for you and your associates to attend at 
the Sloane Street Safe Deposit, where docu
mentary evidence of a conclusive nature 
will be submitted to you, and in no other 
place can this be done. The day and time, 
however, it is for you to fix in accordance

Trixie 15
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•with the Juli convenience of yourself and 
your associates.

Trusting to hear from you favourably, 
I am, dear sir,

Yours very faithfully,
Samson Roach.

This letter he despatched at once by 
special messenger.

3
Had the letter of the Archdeacon been 

signed by the most obscure of names, the 
secretary of the Incorporated Society of 
Authors, Playwrights, Musicians and Con
tinuity Fakers could hardly have declined 
to take upon it action of some sort. It was 
impossible for a Society whose business it 
is to keep unremitting watch over the wel
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fare of (among other things) English letters 
—with a peculiarly sharp eye for the sinister 
activities of publishers and literary agents 
—it was impossible for such a Society to 
draw apart when its assistance was invoked 
in a matter so peculiarly within the sphere 
of its activities as a question of disputed 
authorship.

But when at the foot of this letter was 
found the signature of the universally-re
spected Archdeacon of Cricklewood and 
Vicar of Old Kensington, there was only 
one thing to be done and Mr. Turton 
did it.

He telephoned forthwith to Sir John 
Dubbs and said: “Sir John, I have a 
letter from Archdeacon Roach, asking me 
to form a committee to investigate an 
important question of literary authorship.

15*
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Apparently the principal piece of evidence 
is in the Sloane Street Safe Deposit, and 
we are invited to attend there so as to 
be present at its production. It occurs to 
me that a certain amount of publicity can 
be worked in connection with this rather 
unusual----- ”

“Count on me,” said Sir John at the 
other end of the wire. “Any day, any 
time, my dear Turton, and thanks for think
ing of me.”

“Then,” said Mr. Turton, “to-morrow at 
midday,” and rang off.

In the course of another five telephone 
calls Mr. Turton had his numbers made up. 
His Committee consisted of himself (Chair
man), Sir John Dubbs, O.B.E., I.O.U., P.P.C. ; 
Sir Ecclesford Smee, P.T.O., C.O.D., R.S.V.P.; 
Sir William Keyne, O.P., L.S.W.R.; Mrs.
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Cutbush-Threape, S.O.S.; Miss June Badger, 
A.N.S.C.L.; and Miss Niobe Symkyn, Hop 
2007.

Mr. Turton then telephoned to the Arch
deacon and told him that the Committee 
would meet him at the Sloane Street Safe 
Deposit on the following day at twelve noon. 
Not an hour had elapsed since the despatch 
of the Archdeacon’s letter from the Vicarage.

4
The Archdeacon then sent a note to 

Chloe, which read as follows:

The Vicarage,
Old Kensington.

My dearest Chloe,
I u'ant you and dear Bisham to Icnoiv 

that the Authors’ Society is sending a Com
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mittee to the Sloane Street Safe Deposit 
to-morrovo at midday to investigate my 
claim to be the author of “Trixie” and 
“Edgar and Lilian.” It is only right 
that Bisham should have an opportunity 
of being present, and I cordially invite 
him to make one of our number. You, too, 
my dear, of course. My xvarmest love to 
Bisham and yourself.

Your affectionate
Father.
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CHAPTER XVI

I

When Chloé received this note she put 
on her hat, went straight down to Scot
land Yard and told them that she wished to 
make a communication of an exceptionally 
confidential nature, whereupon she was 
ushered into the presence of the official 
whose duty it was to deal with such matters. 
His name was Inspector Olivarez. He 
courteously begged Mrs. Bisham Dunkle to 
be seated and to state her business. She 
might, he added, rely implicitly upon his 
allowing what she might say to go no 
farther. Not an inch.
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Chloë walked over to a screen which 
stood in a corner of the room and pulled it 
aside. Having thus disclosed a young man 
in a chair, who licked the point of a pencil 
while he spread open a notebook on his knee. 
“Yes,” she said, “there you are, my lad, 
aren’t you? Push off, I prithee. As for you, 
you mendacious old bald-head,” she went 
on briskly to Inspector Olivarez, “I’m 
ashamed of you, that I am. No wonder 
the Criminal Investigation Department of 
this place is a laughing-stock, if that’s all 
you can do in the way of deception.”

Inspector Olivarez spread his hands. 
“Ah,” he said, “but we don’t often have to 
do with such very wide-awake young ladies 
as yourself. The device is crude, I admit, 
but it’s generally quite effective. Hender
son,” he went on to his pencil-licking sub
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ordinate, “we cannot hope to put it across 
Mrs. Dunkle. You may go. And now,” he 
concluded, when Mr. Henderson had passed 
through the door, “and now, my dear lady, 
what about it?”

“Well,” said Chloe, as she sat down fac
ing him, “it’s this way. I believe—but I’m 
not quite certain—that I can put you on to 
a person who, .several years ago, committed 
a crime. He’s one of several people who 
will be at the Sloane Street Safe Deposit 
to-morrow at midday. I want you to send 
a plain-clothes man to meet me there and to 
stand by to arrest this person in case I find 
that I can definitely charge him. Will you 
do it?”

“You prefer,” asked Inspector Olivarez, 
tapping his teeth with his thumb-nail, “to be 
no more particular in your statements at 
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present? You don’t wish to say what the 
crime is, for example? Or when it was com
mitted? Or where?”

“No,” she said, “I don’t!”
“I can see,” he said, scratching his ear, 

“that it wasn’t a murder.” He said this hop
ing that she would say, “Well, that’s where 
you’re jolly well mistaken, because it was.” 
He was disappointed.

“I shan’t say what it wasn’t,”she replied, 
“ nor yet what it was. Them as lives longest ’ll 
learn most, Inspector.”

The Inspector rubbed his left eye with 
his right forefinger.

“It’s evident,” he said, “that it happened 
more than ten years ago.” He trusted that 
she would reply, “Well, you’re wrong, be
cause it happened only five years ago.” 
Again he was foiled.
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“It’s evident,” she said tartly, “that you’re 
a very clever old gentleman, aren’t you? 
But am I to have this plain-clothes man?”

The Inspector tried a new snare. He was 
infinitely resourceful.

“I happen to know,” he said, passing a 
palm across his baldness, “that it took place 
at Much Wenlock.” His design yras to make 
her cry out, “Sold again! It took place at 
Weston-super-Mare,” or, as the case might 
be. She did nothing of the sort.

“Come, come, Inspector,” she said. 
“Enough of this verbal sword-play. That 
plain-clothes man—do you send him or don’t 
you?"

The Inspector had now tried everything 
he knew. He raised his hand to his fore
head, saluting his visitor’s superior intel
ligence, scratched his right temple and said,
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“I see, Mrs. Dunkle, that I can’t hope to get 
anything out of you that you don’t want to 
give away. So be it. The officer you ask 
for shall be placed at your disposal. Where 
did you say you wanted him to meet you? 
Threadneedle Street?”

“No, you blitherer; Sloane Street.”
“Ah, yes,” he murmured. “Outside the 

Record Office, wasn’t it?”
“No, old fool. Inside the Safe Deposit.”
“Of course, of course. This day week, 

you said, didn’t you; and at four o’clock a.m. 
precisely?”

“My garters!” she cried. “I said to
morrow, and at midday.”

“Perfectly, perfectly, my dear Mrs. 
Dunkle,” he cooed. “Yes, yes, I’ve got all 
that down. You may depend on us ab
solutely. The man you require shall be 
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there. He will be wearing a black bowler 
hat, a black morning coat and waistcoat, 
striped trousers and brown boots. His necktie 
will be Cambridge blue, with a small pearl 
and ruby pin in it. He will, in a word, be 
got up to pass as a rich client of the Safe 
Deposit who has come to clip the coupons 
off his War Savings Certificates. Yes, yes 
And now I need detain you no longer, I 
think. No, no. Yes, yes.”

“Quite, quite,” she said and left him.
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CHAPTER XVII

The Archdeacon reached the Sloane 
Street Safe Deposit at about a quarter 
before midday. At ten minutes to the 
hour Mr. Turton made his appearance in 
the waiting-room. While he was intro
ducing himself to the Archdeacon (whom 
he knew by his gaiters) Sir John Dubbs 
manifested himself with his press agent, 
Mr. Filting. While Mr. Turton was intro
ducing the Archdeacon and Sir John to 
one another, Miss Badger and her press 
agent, Mrs. Tanner, came in. Mr. Turton 
had hardly introduced the Archdeacon to 
Miss Badger when Sir Ecclesford Smee and 
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his press agent, Miss Richborough, entered. 
Mr. Turton proceeded to introduce the 
Archdeacon and Sir Ecclesford to one 
another, and while he was doing this, 
Miss Symkyn showred up with her press 
agent, Mr. Brimblecombe. Sir William 
Key ne arrived with his press agent, Mr. 
Solomons, while Mr. Turton was introducing 
the Archdeacon to Miss Symkyn. Mr. 
Turton at once introduced the Archdeacon 
and Sir William to one another. The 
conclusion of this ceremony synchronised 
with the arrival of Mrs. Cutbush-Threape 
and her two press agents, Mr. Hatherley 
and Miss Adger. Mr. Turton hastened to 
introduce the Archdeacon to Mrs. Cutbush- 
Threape.

The representatives of the Gazette Machin 
and the Courier Chose (who had been 
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present since half-past eleven) expended 
several hundred feet of film upon these 
noteworthy arrivals and introductions.

On the stroke of twelve Chloë, Dunkle, 
and their plain-clothes man (whose name 
was James Porlock) became visible in the 
outer vestibule. “Ah!” exclaimed the Arch
deacon, “my daughter and my son-in-law, 
Bisham Dunkle.”

He rubbed his hands together and ad
vanced, beaming, upon the couple. “My 
dear Chloe!” he cried, “how good of you 
and dear Bisham to come! I offer you,” 
he added in a whisper as he came up to 
them, “one last chance of yielding grace
fully to the inevitable. Give me your pro
mise, Bisham, to join in my communication 
to the press, and----- ”

“Do you see the beery-looking merchant 
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who’s reading the ‘Instructions in Case of 
Fire’?” Chloe hissed in his ear, while she 
pretended to embrace him. '‘He’s a plain
clothes man. I have only to say one word 
and he will clap the darbies on you and 
lead you away to durance vile. And that’s 
what I’ll do, s’welp me, if you don’t turn 
this- business up. If I believed that you 
really have that manuscript locked up 
here, I’d have had you arrested already. 
But it’s my idea that you’re trying to bluff 
us. Don’t push the bluff too far, that’s all.”

Sir William Keyne came bustling for
ward, a thing he could always be trusted 
to do. “Now, my dear Archdeacon,” he 
said, “we’re all present and ready to hear 
what you have to say. So this is your 
son-in-law, Mr. Dunkle, is it? Permit me 
to introduce myself, Mr. Dunkle. I am

Trixie 1Ь
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Sir William Keyne, the novelist. It gives 
me very great pleasure to meet you, Mr. 
Dunkle, though I don’t happen to have 
read either of your books. You see, as a 
member of the Worst Sellers’ Dining Club, 
I am precluded by my oath from reading 
any work of fiction which sells more than 
three hundred and fifty copies in Great 
Britain. Nevertheless----- ”

“Oh, shut up,” said Chloe. At the same 
moment she drove the point of her parasol 
vigorously into the ribs of Sir William. 
“Now then, Venerable,” she went on, 
while Sir William fell back gasping apd 
clutching at his side, “which is it to be— 
Peace or War?”

“It is for you to choose, my love,” said 
the Archdeacon.

“That be hanged!” said Chloe. “The 
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decision rests with you. If you’ve got that 
manuscript and care to produce it, do so and 
see me whistle up my sleuth-dog. If you 
haven’t say so like a man.”

“I won’t conceal from you, Chloe,” said 
the Archdeacon, “that I would much rather 
arrange this matter in a friendly way. I 
don’t want to have a lawsuit with Bisham, 
but if you force me to it, I am ready to 
fight. But if I fight and win—as I shall 
and must—I give you warning, my dear 
child, that of any future money that my 
books, whether published or to be published, 
may earn, not one penny shall come your 
way. Your income from the sale of my 
novels will automatically cease on the day 
when I am confirmed in my claim to be their 
author. On the other hand, if you and 
Bisham will be reasonable and admit publicly 

16*
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that it was I who wrote ‘Trixie’ and ‘Edgar 
and Lilian,’ I am willing to assign to you 
all royalties that may come to me hence
forward from my fiction.”

“Chloë, old germ,” said Dunkle, “don’t 
you think we might----- ”

“No,” she snapped, “I don’t! I tell 
you he’s bluffing. I knew he was before, 
but this proves it up to the chin. He 
hasn’t got any manuscript in any lock-up 
box anywhere. It’s obvious. If he could 
prove his story, do you suppose he’d be 
offering to buy our corroboration? Why 
should he? It isn’t as if he likes us. * It 
isn’t as if he was yearning to hand over 
his royalties to us. No, what I say is, 
let’s stick to our authorship and our royal
ties too. How do we know he’ll write any 
more novels? He’s an old man. He may 
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die any time. If we’ve admitted that he 
wrote ‘Trixie/ where should we be then? 
No, I’d rather keep the trade name. As 
I’ve told you, Bisham, if you can’t write a 
successor to ‘Edgar and Lilian,’ 7 jolly well 
can. So come on, Venerable. Into the 
lift with you and down into the bowwows 
of the earth. These ladies and gentlemen 
are busy people, I expect, and our plain
clothes man has something rather better to 
do than hang about in this stuffy little 
waiting-room all day.”

The Archdeacon sighed. “So be it, 
Chloe,” he said. “But you’ll be sorry for 
this. You will, I assure you.” Then, turn
ing to the assembled authors, press agents, 
cinematographers and secretary—“Come, 
ladies and gentlemen,” he said. “Let us go 
down to the strong-rooms.”
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In three journeys of the lift the whole 
party was conveyed below ground and as
sembled in the lobby, whence access was 
obtained to the Safe Deposit proper.

2

“Now, ladies and gentlemen,” said the 
Archdeacon, “if you will be so good as to 
wait here, I will go and fetch what I have 
to show you. The regulations of this place 
forbid my taking any of you with me behind 
that steel gate. But I shall be gone no 
more than a moment.”

He passed behind the barrier and, .ac
companied by an official of the Safe Deposit, 
vanished into a strong-room.

At the end of three minutes he reap
peared, carrying a small dispatch-case. This, 
after he had come back through the barrier, 
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he laid on the table which occupied the 
centre of the lobby. The Committee and 
the rest of the party gathered curiously 
round.

“In this dispatch-case,” the Archdeacon 
began, “is the manuscript of a published 
novel which was written by one whom for 
the purposes of this explanation I will call 
A. Hitherto the author of this work has 
been supposed, by the public, to be one 
whom I will call B. Into the reasons which 
led A to conceal his identity behind that of 
В I will go presently. At the moment they 
are not important. I ask you, instead, to 
give the best of your attention to the follow
ing highly significant facts. The novel in 
question was published on the 15th July 
last. This manuscript (which is a copy of 
the original) was deposited by me in my 
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locker here on the 31st of March last. It 
was, before being put away, sealed and 
dated by the secretary of this Safe Deposit, 
and the circumstance of its being so sealed 
and deposited was recorded by him in his 
books. If, then, I can now produce to you 
this manuscript, with its seals unbroken, 
I believe that I am right in saying that it 
will prove to be a rather convincing piece 
of evidence in favour of the claim by A, in 
whose handwriting it is, as against those of 
В to be the true author of the" work in ques
tion.”

He paused and looked inquiringly round. 
“Yes, Archdeacon,” said Sir John Dubbs.

“I fancy that we may grant you so much. 
Eh, Mr. Turton?”

“I don’t say ‘no,’ Sir John,” said Mr. 
Turton. “No, I don’t say ‘no’ to that. On 
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the other hand, I don’t say ‘yes.’ I con
ceive, ladies and gentlemen,” he went on to 
the others, “that in an inquiry such as this, 
which promises to be of so much importance 
to English Letters, it behoves us to walk 
very warily.” To this all his associates mur
mured a vague assent.

“May we not know,” asked Mrs. Cutbush- 
Threape, “the name of this novel?”

“Yes,” said Sir Ecclesford Smee, Sir 
William Keyne, Miss Badger and Miss 
Symkyn all together, “may we not know 
the name of the novel?”

“As to that,” the Archdeacon replied, 
“I must ask you to bear with me one further 
moment while, with your permission, I have 
a word with my daughter and son-in-law. 
Chloe, my dear. Bisham. A word with you 
over here.” He carried his dispatch-case into 
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a corner of the lobby, where his young re
latives joined him.

“Now then,” he whispered, “here we are 
at the critical moment. Which is it to be? 
Am I to exhibit my manuscript to these 
people and so force Bisham to admit my 
claim, or is Bisham to admit it without com
pulsion ? Remember, please, that if you 
make me produce the manuscript, your in
come from the sale of my books ceases auto
matically; whereas if you give in, it continues 
undiminished. Now choose, and quickly."

“Not us,” whispered Chloe. “It’s for you 
to decide. Are you going to persist in this 
imbecility and be given in charge for swin
dling the railway, or are you going to send 
all these blitherers away and resume diplo
matic relations with us according to the status 
quo ante?”
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“You see, dear Chloe,” he whispered, “I 
don’t believe that you will give me in 
charge.”

“Well,” she whispered back, “I don’t be
lieve that you’ve got any manuscript in that 
dispatch-case.”

“It’s a deadlock,” whispered Dunkle. 
“That’s what it is. A deadlock. Oh, for 
a formula, however unsatisfactory to both 
parties ! ”

At this moment the lift descended. Its 
gate was drawn back with a crash, and from 
it the Prime Minister emerged. In his hand 
was a brown-paper parcel.

3
As he stepped briskly across the lobby 

towards the steel gate his eye lit upon Arch
deacon Roach. He halted and uttered a 
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glad exclamation. Then, changing his direc
tion, he moved straight upon the corner 
where the Archdeacon, Chloe and Dunkle 
were posted.

“My dear Archdeacon!” he cried, ex
tending both hands. “But this is provi
dential! You’re the very man I wanted to 
see. The fact is,” he went on, “that our 
good old friend the Bishop of Pontefract has 
passed in his checks. This morning it hap
pened, and I’ve just had the news. I was 
going to telephone to you as soon as I’ve 
put away this small parcel of Waitabit 
Creek Oil Cumulative Preference Gold De
benture Bonds which reached me by the 
second post.”

The Archdeacon’s heart began to pound. 
“Telephone to me, Prime Minister!” he cried. 
“Why to me?”
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“Because I’m offering you the billet, of 
course,” said the Prime Minister. “Are you 
for it, Archdeacon? Yes or no? We may 
as well settle the matter here and now. 
Come! Do you take Pontefract or don’t 
you?”

“Yes,” said the Archdeacon. “Thank 
you,” he added, recollecting himself.

“ Good!” cried the Prime Minister. “Then 
that’s that. Consider yourself a bishop, my 
very dear sir. Good-bye, good-bye.” He 
passed through the steel gate.

Chloe clapped her hands together.
“Oh,” she cried, “how pleased dear 

mamma will be!”
“Yes," said Dunkle, “won’t she?”
“I imagine,” whispered Chloe to her 

father, “that you will now be sensible. You 
will hardly throw away this bishopric, I



254 THE AUTHOR OF “TRIXIE

suppose. For I need hardly say that bishop
rics are never conferred upon people who 
have been convicted of---- ”

“Enough, Chloë,” said her father. “I 
give in. The Prime Minister spoke more 
truly than he knew when he said that this 
meeting was providential. It is, indeed, 
out of the question that I should disregard 
so very direct an indication. Yes, my 
dear children, I see now that I have been 
mad—quite, quite mad. But I am sane 
again. Quite. Absolutely. Yes. Bisham 
is the author of ‘Trixie.’ Bisham is the 
author of ‘Edgar and Lilian.’ And if, 
in time to come, I yield yet again to the 
temptation to exercise, under the rose, my 
gift for fiction, it shall be Bisham who 
shall be the author of such tales as I may 
produce.”
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“Splendid, Pontifex!” said Chloe. “And 
if you don’t, I will. But now, what about 
buzzing round to the Vicarage and telling 
dear old mother the good news? About 
your bishopric, I mean.”

“Surely,” said the Archdeacon. “That 
is my very first duty. After you into the 
lift, my love.”

The three of them entered the lift and 
were instantly carried upwards.

“Tell me, Venerable, won’t you,” said 
Chloe as they ascended, “what you’ve got 
in that dispatch-case of yours. Is it just 
some old newspapers, or what?”

“That,” said the Archdeacon, “is a 
question which I shall not answer, but 
perhaps,” he added roguishly, “perhaps your 
plain-clothes man, Chloe, might tell you.”

The lift stopped; they walked out and 
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emerged into Sloane Street. Dunkle called 
a cab. They got in and drove to the 
Vicarage.

Shall we leave them there?
We shall.

THE END
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3 v.

Broome, Lady (Lady Barker).
Station Life in New Zealand 1 v. — 
Station Amusements in New Zealand 
IV. —A Year’s Housekeeping in South 
Africa IV. — Letters to Guy, and A Dis
tant Shore—Rodrigues IV. — Colonial 
Memories i v. (Fide p. 29.)

Broughton, Rhoda.
Cometh up as a Flower 1 ». — Not 
wisely, but too well 2 v. — Red as a Rose 
is She 2 v. — Tales for Christmas Eve 
tv. — Nancy 2 v. —Joan 2 v. — Second 
Thoughts 2 v. — Belinda 2 v. — Doctor 
Cupid 2 v. — Alas I 2 v. — Mrs. Bligh 
IV. — A Beginner IV. — Scylla or 
Charybdis? 1 v. — Dear Faustina 1 v. — 
The Game and the Candle 1 v. — Foes in 
Law IV. — Lavinia 1 v. — Mamma 1 v. 
— The Devil and the Deep Sea 1 v. — Be
tween Two Stools IV. — Concerning a 
Vow i V.

Broughton, Rhoda, 4 Elizabeth Bisland 
(Am.).

A Widower Indeed 1 v.

Brown, John, t 1882.
Rab and his Friends, and other Papers 1 v.

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, t 1861.
A Selection from her Poetry (with Por
trait) IV. — Aurora Leigh 1 v.

Browning, Robert, 11889.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 4 т.

Bullen, Frank T.
The Cruise of the “ Cachalot" 2 v.

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 11873.
Pelham (with Portrait) 1 v. — Eugene 
Aram tv. — Paul Clifford 1 v. — Zanoni 
IV. — The Last Days of Pompeii iv.— 
The Disowned tv. — Ernest Maltravers 
iv. — Alice iv. — Eva, and The Pilgrims 
of the Rhine iv. — Devereux 1 v. — 
Godolphin and Falkland 1 v. — Rienzi 
2 v. — Night and Morning 1 v. — The Last 
of the Barons 2 v. — Athens 2 v. — The 
Poems and Ballads of Schiller 1 v. — 
Lucretia 2 v. — Harold 2 v.— King Arthur 
2 v.— TheNewTimon, and St. Stephen’s 
iv. — The Caxtons 2 v. — My Novel 4 V. — 
What will he do with it? 4 V. — Dramatic 
Works 2 v. — A Strange Story 2 v. — 
Caxtoniana 2 v. — The Lost Tales ofMile- 
tus i v. — Miscellaneous ProseWorks 4 V. — 
Odes and Epodes of Horace 2 v. —Kenelm 
Chillingly 4 v. — The Coming Race 1 v. — 
The Parisians 4 V. — Pausanias, the Spar
tan i V.

Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord Dalling), 
t 1872.

Historical Characters 2 v. — The Lifo of 
Viscount Palmerston 3 v.
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Bunyan, John, 11688.
The Pilgrim’s Progress 1 #.

“Buried Alone,” Author of (Charles 
Wood).

Buried Alone i v.
Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodgson (Am.).

Through one Administration 2 v. — Little 
Lord Fauntleroy 1 v. — Sara Crewe, 
and Editha’s Burglar 1 v. — The Pretty 
Sister of José IV. — A Lady of Quality 
2 v. — His Grace of Osmonde 2 v.— The 
Shuttle 2 v. — The Secret Garden 1 v.

Burney, Miss (Madame D’Arblay), 
t 1840.

Evelina i v.
Burns, Robert, t 1796.

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.
Burroughs, Edgar Rice (Am.).

Tarzan of the Apes 1 v. — The Return 
of Tarzan 1 v.—Jungle Tales of Tarzan iv.

Burton, Richard F., 11890.
A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3 v.

Bury, Baroness de: vide “All for Greed." 
Butler, A. J.

Bismarck. His Reflections and Re
miniscences. Translated from the great 
German edition, under the supervision of 
A. J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3 v.

Buxton, Mrs. B. H., t 1881.
Jennie of “The Prince's,” 2 v. — Won 
2 v. — Great Grenfell Gardens 2 v. — 
Nell—on and off the Stage 2 v. — From 
the Wings 2 v.

Byron, Lord, t 1824.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v.

Caffyn, Mrs. Mannington (lota).
A Yellow Aster iv. — Children of Cir
cumstance 2 v. — Anne Mauleverer 2 v.

Caine, Hall.
The Bondman 2 v. — The Manxman 
* v. —The Christian 2 v. — The Eternal 
City 3 v. — The Prodigal Son 2 v. — The 
White Prophet 2 v. — The Woman thou 
gavest me 3 v. — The Master of Man 2 v.

Caine, William.
The Strangeness of Noel Carton 1 v. — 
Mendoza and a Little Lady x v.

Cameron, Verney Lovett
Across Africa 2 v.

Cannan, Gilbert.
Annette and Bennett 1 v.

Campbell Praed : vide Praed.
Carey, Rosa Nouchette, t 1909.

Not Like other Girls 2 v. — “But Men 
must Work” iv. — Sir Godfrey’s Grand

daughters 2 v.—The Old, Old Story 2 v. 
— Herb of Grace 2 V. — The Highway of 
Fate 2 v. — A Passage Perilous 2 v. — At 
the Moorings 2 v.

Carlyle, Thomas, 11881.
The French Revolution 3 V. — Fre
derick the Great 13 v. — Oliver Crom
well’s Letters and Speeches 4 V. — The 
Life of Schiller i v.— Essays on Goethe 1 v. 
— On Heroes, Hero-worship, and the 
Heroic in History iv. — Historical and 
Political Essays 1 v. — Essays on German 
Literature i v.

Carnegie, Andrew (Am.).
Problems of To-Day 1 v.

Carr, Alaric.
Treherne’s Temptation 2 v.

Castle, Agnes Ł Egerton.
The Star Dreamer 2 v. — Incomparable 
Bellairs iv. — Rose of the World 1 v. — 
French Nan 1 v. — “ If Youth but knew I ” 
iv. — My Merry Rockhurst 1 v. — Flower 
0’ the Orange iv. — Wroth 2 v. — Dia
mond Cut Paste iv. — The Lost Iphigenia 
iv. — Love Gilds the Scene 1 v. — The 
Grip of Life 2 v. — Chance the Piper 1 v.

Castle, Egerton.
Consequences 2 v. — “La Bella,” and 
Others i v.

Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle, t 1896: 
vide “Chronicles of the Schönberg- 
Cotta Family.”

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 11880.
Oliver of the Mill i v. p. 29.)

Chesterfield, Earl of.
Letters to his Son 1 v.

Chesterton, G. K.
The Man who was Thursday x v. — What’s 
Wrong with the World 1 v. — The Inno
cence of Father Brown 1 v. — The Flying

Cholmondeley, Mary.
Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red Pottage 2 v. 
— Moth and Rust 1 v. — Prisoners 2 v. — 
The Lowest Rung iv. — Notwithstanding

Christian, Princess: vide Alice, Grand
Duchess of Hesse.

“Chronicles of the Schönberg-Cotta 
Family,” Author of (Mrs. E. Rundle 
Charles), t 1896.

Chronicles of the Schönberg-Cotta Fa
mily 2 v. — The Draytons and the 
Davenants 2 v. — On Both Sides of 
the Sea 2 v. — Winifred Bertram 1 v. — 
Diary of Mrs. Kitty Trevylyan x v. — 
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The Victory of the Vanquished i v. — 
The Cottage by the Cathedral and other 
Parables IV. — Against the Stream 2 v. 
— The Bertram Family 2 v. — Conquer
ing and to Conquer x v. — Lapsed, but not 
Lost i V.

Churchill, Winston (Am.).
Mr. Crewe’s Career 2 v.

Clark, Alfred.
The Finding of Lot’s Wife 1 v.

Clemens, Samuel L. : vide Twain.

Clifford, Mrs. W. K.
Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman 1 v. 
—Aunt Anne 2 v.—The LastTouches, and 
other Stories tv. — Mrs. Keith’s Crime 
IV. — A Wild Proxy IV. — A Flash of 
Summer tv. — A Woman Alone 1 v. — 
Woodside Farm 1 v. — The Modern Way 
Iv. — The Getting Well of Dorothy 1 v. 
— Mere Stories tv. — Eve’s Lover, and 
Other Stories i v.

Clive, Mrs. Caroline, t 1873: vide 
Author of “Paul Ferroll.”

Gobbe, Frances Power, 11904. 
Re-Echoes i v.

Coleridge, C. R.
An English Squire 2 v.

Coleridge, M. E.
The King with two Faces 2 v.

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, t 1834.
Poems i v.

Collins, Charles Allston, t 1873.
A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v.

Collins, Mortimer, 11876.
Sweet and Twenty 2 v. — A Fight with 
Fortune 2 v.

Collins, Wilkie, 11889.
After Dark IV. — Hide and Seek 2 v. — 
A Plot in Private Life, etc. 1 v. — The 
Woman in White 2 v.~— Basil 1 v. — No 
Name 3 v. — The Dead Secret, and other 
Tales 2 v. — Antonina 2 v. — Armadale 
3 V. — The Moonstone 2 v. — Man and 
Wife 3 v. — Poor Miss Finch 2 v. — Miss 
or Mrs.? IV.—The New Magdalen 2v.— 
The Frozen Deep 1 v. —The Law and the 
Lady 2 v. — The Two Destinies 1 v. — My 
Lady’s Money, and Percy and the Prophet 
IV. — The Haunted Hotel 1 v. — The 
Fallen Leaves 2 v. —Jezebel’s Daughter 
2 v. — The Black Robe 2 v. — Heart and 
Science 2 v. — “ I say No, ” 2 v. — The Evil 
Genius 2 v. — The Guilty River, and The

Ghost’s Touch i v. —The Legacy of Cain 
2 v.—Blind Love 2 v.

“Cometh up as a Flower”: vide Rhoda 
Broughton.

Conrad, Joseph.
An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. — Tales 
of Unrest IV. — The Secret Agent r v. — 
A Set of Six Iv. — Under Western Eyes 1 v. 
—’Twixt Land and Sea Tales 1 v.—Chance 
2 v. — Almayer’s Folly 1 v. — The Rover

Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus), 11885.
Called Back 1 v. — Bound Together 
2 v. — Dark Days 1 v. —A Family Affair 
2 v. — Living or Dead 2 v.

Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.), f 1851. 
The Spy (with Portrait) 1 v. — The Two 
Admirals 1 v.—The Jack O’Lantern xv. 
— The Last of the Mohicans 2 v.

Cooper, Mrs. : vide Katharine Saunders.
Corelli, Marie.

Vendetta I 2 v. — Thelma 2 v. — A 
Romance of Two Worlds 2 v. —“Ardath” 
3 v. — Wormwood. A Drama of Paris 
2 V. — The Hired Baby, with other Stories 
and Social Sketches 1 v. — Barabbas ; A 
Dream of the World’s Tragedy 2 v. — 
The Sorrows of Satan 2v. —The Mighty 
Atom tv. —The Murder of Delicia 1 v. — 
Ziska xv. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v.—The 
Master-Christian 2v.—“Temporal Power” 
2 v. — God’s Good Man 2 v. — Free 
Opinions i v. — Treasure of Heaven (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Holy Orders 2 v. — The 
Life Everlasting 2 v. — Love—and the 
Philosopher i v.

Cotes, Mrs. Everard.
Those Delightful Americans 1 v. — Set in 
Authority IV. — Cousin Cinderella 1 v.

“County, the,” Author of.
The County i v.

Craik, George Lillie, t 1866.
A Manual of English Literature and of 
the History of the English Language 2 v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M. Mulock), 
t 1887.

John Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. — The 
Head of the Family 2 v. — A Life for a 
I.ife 2 v. — A Woman’s Thoughts about 
Women i v. —Agatha's Husband 1 v.— 
Romantic Tales 1 v. — Domestic Stories 
tv. — Mistress and Maid 1 v. — The 
Ogilvies xv. — Lord Erlistoun 1 v. — 
Christian’s Mistake 1 v. — Bread upon 
the Waters xv. — A Noble Life 1 v. — 
Olive 2 v. — Two Marriages 1 v. — Studies 
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from Life IV. — Poems i v. — The 
Woman’s Kingdom a v. — The Unkind 
Word, and other Stories 2 v. — A Brave 
Lady 2 v. — Hannah 2 v. — Fair France 
IV. — My Mother and I iv.—The Little 
Lame Prince I v. — Sermons out of Church 
iv.—The Laurel-Bush ; Two little Tinkers 
iv. —A Legacy 2 v. — Young Mrs. J ardine 
2V. — His Little Mother, and other Tales 
and Sketches i v. — Plain Speaking I v. — 
Miss Tommy i v. — King Arthur i v. 
( Vide p. 29.)

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May).
Lost and Won iv. — Faith Unwin’s 
Ordeal iv. — Leslie Tyrrell 1 v. —Wini
fred’s Wooing, etc. iv. — Mildred iv. — 
Esther Hill’s Secret 2 v. — Hero Tre
velyan iv. — Without Kith or Kin 2v. — 
Only a Butterfly iv. — Sylvia’s Choice ; 
Theresa 2 V. — Anne Warwick 1 v. — 
Dorcas 2 v. — Two Women 2 v. ( Vide 
p. 29.)

Craik, Georgiana M., & HI. C. Stirling.
Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to 
Bear, by M iss Craik : A True Man, by M. 
C. Stirling) 2 v.

Craven, Mrs. Augustus : vide Lady Ful
lerton.

Crawford, F. Marlon (Am.), 11909.
Mr. Isaacs 1 v. — Doctor Claudius iv. — 
To Leeward iv. — A Roman Singer 
iv. — An American Politician 1 v. — 
Zoroaster i V. —A Tale of a Lonely Parish 
2 v.— Saracinesca 2 V. — Marzio’s Crucifix 
iv.—PaulPatoff 2 v.—With thelmmortals 
iv. — Greifenstein 2 v. — Sant’ Ilario 
2 v. — A Cigarette - Maker’s Romance 
iv. — Khaled iv.—The Witch of Prague 
2v.—The Three Fates 2v. — Don Orsino 
2 v. — The Children of the King 1 v. — 
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v. — Marion Darche 1 v. 
— Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. — The Ral
stons 2 v. — Casa Braccio 2 v. — Adam 
Johnstone’s Son iv. — Taquisara 2 v. — 
A Rose of Yesterday 1 v. — Corleone 
2 v. — Via Crucis 2 v. — In the Palace of 
the King 2 v. — Marietta, a Maid of 
Venice 2 v. — Cecilia 2 v. — The Heart 
of Rome 2 v. — Whosoever Shall Offend... 
2 v. — Soprano 2 v. — A Lady of Rome 2 v. 
— Arethusa 2 v. — The Primadonna 2 v.— 
The Diva’s Ruby 2 v. — The White Sister 
iv. — Stradella 1 v. — The Undesirable 
Governess iv. — Uncanny Tales 1 v.

Crockett, 8. R., * i860,11914.
The Raiders 2 v. — Cleg Kelly 2 v.— 
The Grey Man 2 v. — Love Idylls 1 v. — 
The Dark 0’ the Moon 2 v.

Croker, B. M.
Peggy of the Bartons 2 v. — The Happy 
Valley iv. — The Old Cantonment, with 
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere 1 v. 
— A Nine Days’ Wonder 1 v. — The 
Youngest Miss Mowbray 1 v. — The Com
pany’s Servant 2 v. — The Cat’s-Paw 1 v. 
— Katherine the Arrogant 1 v.— Fame 1 v. 
— Babes in the Wood 1 v. — A Rolling 
Stone iv. — The Serpent’s Tooth 1 v. — 
In Old Madras 1 v. — Lismoyle 1 v. —The 
Chaperon iv. — The Pagoda Tree 1 v.

Cross, J. W. : vide George Eliot's Life.
Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A. Thomas.
Cummins, Miss (Am.), t 1866.

The Lamplighter it. — Mabel Vaughan 
i v.—El Fureidis iv.—HauntedHearts 1 v.

Cushing, Paul.
The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v.

“ Daily News.”
War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi
bald Forbes and others 3 v.

Danby, Frank.
The Heart of a Child 2 v. — An Incom
pleet Etonian 2 v. — Let the Roof fall in 2 v.

Dane, Clemence.
A Bill of Divorcement ; Legend 1 v.

“ Dark,” Author of.
Dark i v.

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.).
Gallegher, etc. iv. — Van Bibber and 
Others iv. — Ranson’s Folly 1 v. — The 
Man who could not lose 1 v. — The Red 
Cross Girl i v.

De Foe, Daniel, 11731-
Robinson Crusoe 2 v.

Deland, Margaret (Am.).
John Ward, Preacher 1 v.

11 Democracy,” Author of (Am.). 
Democracy 1 v.

De Morgan, William.
Joseph Vance 2 v.

“ Demos," Author of : v. George Gissing.
De Quincey, Thomas.

Confessions of an English Opium-Eater 1 v.
“Diary and Notes”: vide Author of 

“ Horace Templeton.”
Dickens, Charles, t 1870.

The Pickwick Club 2 v. — American 
Notes i v. — Oliver Twist 2 v. — 
Nicholas Nickleby 2 v. — Sketçhes 1 v. — 
Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v. — A Christmas 
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Carol; The Chimes; The Cricket on the 
Hearth IV. — Master Humphrey’s Clock 
(Old Curiosity Shop; Barnaby Rudge, etc.) 
3 v. — Pictures from Italy I v. — Dombey 
and Son з v. — David Copperfield 3 v..— 
Bleak House 4 V. — A Child’s History of 
England (2 v. 8°M. 2,70.) —Hard Times 
IV. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v. 
— The Battle of Life ; The Haunted Man 
IV. — A Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted 
Down ; The Uncommercial Traveller 1 v. 
— Great Expectations 2 v. — Christmas 
Stories, etc. IV. — Our Mutual Friend 
(with Illustrations) 4 V. — Somebody's 
Luggage ; Mrs. Lirriper’s Lodgings ; Mrs. 
Lirriper’s Legacy 1 v. — Doctor Mari
gold’s Prescriptions; MugbyJunction 1 v. 
— The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with 
Illustrations) 2 v. — The Mudfog Papers, 
IV. — The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed. 
by his Sister-in-law and his eldestDaughter 
4V. — IW« also Household Words, Novels 
and Tales, and John Fodster.

Dickens, Charles, Ł Wilkie Collins.
No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol- 
lingford IV. •

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Beaconsfield, 
t 1881.

Coningsby i v. — Sybil IV. — Contarmi 
Fleming (with Portrait) 1 v. — Alroy 1 v. — 
Tancred 2 v. — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian 
Grey 2 v. — Henrietta Temple 1 v. — 
Lothair 2 v. — Endymion 2 v.

Dixon, Ella Hepworth.
The Story of a Modern Woman 1 v. — One 
Doubtful Hour i v.

Dixon, W. Hepworth, t 1879.
Personal History of Lord Bacon 1 v. — 
The Holy Land 2v. —New America 2 v.— 
Spiritual Wives 2 v. — Her Majesty’s 
Tower 4 v. — Free Russia 2 v.— History 
of two Queens 6 v. — White Conquest 
2 v. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v.

Dixon, Jr., Thomas (Am.).
The Leopard’s Spots 2 v.

Dougall, L. (Am.).
Beggars All 2 v.

Dowie, Ménte Muriel.
A Girl in the Karpathians 1 v.

Doyle, Sir A. Conan.
The Sign of Four Iv. — Micah Clarke 
2 v. — The Captain of the Pole-Star, and 
other Tales tv. — The White Company 
2 v. — A Study in Scarlet 1 v. — The 

Great Shadow, and Beyond the City 1 v. — 
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. 
— The Refugees 2 v. — The Firm of 
Girdlestone 2 v. — The Memoirs of Sher
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red Lamp 
i v. — The Stark Munro Letters 1 v. — 
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard 1 v. — 
Rodney Stone i v. — Uncle Bernac 1 v. — 
The Tragedy of the Korosko 1 v. — A 
Duet IV. — The Green Flag 1 v. — The 
Great Boer War 2 v. — The War in South 
Africa IV. — The Hound of the Basker
villes IV. — Adventures of Gerard 1 v. — 
The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. — Sir 
Nigel 2 v. — Through the Magic Door 1 v. 
— Round the Fire Stories 1 v. —The Mys
tery of Cloomber tv. — The Last Galley 
IV. — The Lost World IV. — The Poison 
Belt i v.

Drummond, Professor Henry, 11897.
The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax 
Vobiscum ; The Changed Life 1 v.

Dufferin, the Earl of.
Letters from High Latitudes 1 v.

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide Mrs. 
Cotes.

Dunton: vide Th. Watts-Dunton.

Earl, the, and the Doctor.
South Sea Bubbles 1 v.

Eastwick, Edward B., t 1883. 
Autobiography of Lutfullah 1 v.

Edgeworth, Maria: vide p. 29.

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie.
Archie Lovell 2 V. — Steven Lawrence, 
Yeoman 2 V. — Ought we to visit her? 2 v. 
— A Vagabond Heroine 1 v. — Leah : A 
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A Blue-Stock
ing і V. —Jet : Her Face or Her Fortune? 
IV. — Vivian the Beauty 1 v. — A Ball
room Repentance 2 v. — A Girton Girl 
2 v. — A Playwright’s Daughter, and 
Bertie Griffiths IV. — Pearl-Powder 1 v. 
The Adventuress 1 v.

Edwards, Amelia B., 11892.
Barbara’s History 2 v. — Miss Carew 
2v. — Hand and Glove 1 v. — Half a Mil
lion of Money 2 v. — Debenham’s Vow 
2 v. — In the Days of my Youth 2 v. — 
Untrodden Peaks and Unfrequented Val
leys IV. — Monsieur Maurice 1 v. — A 
Night on the Borders of the Black Forest 
IV. — A Poetry-Book of Elder Poets
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“Estelle Russell," Author of.

Estelle Russell 2 v.
Esterre-Keeling, Elsa D’.

Three Sisters Iv. — A Laughing Philo
sopher IV. — The Professor’s Wooing 1 v. 
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland 
IV. — Orchardscroft 1 v. — Appassionata 
IV. — Old Maidsand Young 2 v. — The 
Queen’s Serf I V.

“Euthanasia," Author of.
Euthanasia 1 v.

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, 11885.
Jackanapes; The Story of a Short Life; 
Daddy Darwin’s Dovecot 1 v. — A Flat 
Iron for a Farthing 1 v. — The Brownies, 
and other Tales 1 v.

“ Expiated,” Author of.
Expiated 2 v.

Fergus, F. J.: vide Hugh Conway.

Farrar, F. W. (Dean), t i9°3-
Darkness and Dawn 3 v.

“Fate of Fenella, the,” Authors of. ' 
The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors 1 v.

Felkin, Alfred Laurence: vide E. T. 
Fowler.

Felkin, Mrs.: vide E. T. Fowler.

Fendali, Percy: vide F. C. Philips.

Fenn, George Manville.
The Parson 0’ Dumford 2 v. — The 
Clerk of Portwick 2 v.

Fielding, Henry, t і/54-
Tom Jones 2 v.

Findlater, Mary & Jane (Am.): vide 
Kate Douglas Wiggin.

Fitzgerald, Edward.
Rubáiyát of Omar Khayyam 1 v.

Five Centuries
of the English Language and Literature 
John Wycliffe. — Geoffrey Chaucer. — 
Stephen Hawes. — Sir Thomas More. — 
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Jonson.—John 
Locke.—Thomas Gray (vol.500, published 
i860) i V.

Fleming, George (Am.).
Kismet IV. — Andromeda 2 v.

Forbes, Archibald, 11900.
My Experiences of the War between 
France and Germany 2 v. — Soldiering

XV._ A Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v.
_ A Poetry-Book of Modern Poets 1 v. — 
Lord Brackenbury 2 v.

Edwards, HI. Betham- : vide Betham.
Eggleston, Edward (Am.), t 1902.

The Faith Doctor 2 v.
Elbon, Barbara (Am.).

Bethesda 2 v.
Eliot, George (Mise Evans—Mrs. Cross), 

t 1880.
Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam 
Bede 2 v. — The Mill on the Floss 2 v. — 
Silas Marner 1 v. — Romola 2 v. — Felix 
Holt 2 V. — Daniel Deronda 4 V. — The 
Lifted Veil, and Brother Jacob 1 v.— 
Impressions of Theophrastus Such 1 v. — 
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book 
XV. — George Eliot’s Life, edited by her 
Husband, J. W. Cross 4 v.

“Elizabeth and her German Garden," 
Author of.

Elizabeth and her German Garden 1 v. — 
The Solitary Summer 1 v. — The Bene
factress 2 v. — Princess Priscilla’s Fort
night IV. — The Adventures of Elizabeth 
in Rügen IV. — Fräulein Schmidt and Mr. 
Anstruther IV. — Vera 1 v. — The En
chanted April i v.

Elliot, Mrs. Frances, t 1898.
Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v.— 
Old Court Life in France 2 v. — The 
Italians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle 
Woman in Sicily 1 v. — Pictures of Old 
Rome tv.—The Diary of an IdleWomanin 
Spain 2 V. — The Red Cardinal 1 v. — 
The Story of Sophia 1 v. — Diary of an 
Idle Woman in Constantinople 1 v. — 
Old Court Life in Spain 2 v. — Roman 
Gossip i v. .

Emerson, Ralph Waldo (Am.), t 1882.
Representative Men т v. — Essays 1 v. — 
Nature and Thought 1 v.— English Traits 
tv. — Conduct of Life i v.

“English Fairy Tales.” 1 v.
“Englishwoman’s Love-Letters, an," 

Author of.
An Englishwoman’s Love-Letters 1 v.

Erroll, Henry.
An Ugly Duckling i v.

Esler, E. Rentoul.
The Way they loved at Grimpât 1 v.

“ Essays and Reviews," the Authors of. 
Essays and Reviews. By various Authors



Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List.

and Scribbling i v. — Memories and 
Studies of War and Peace 2 v. — Vide also 
“ Daily News,” War Correspondence.

Forrest, R. E.
Eight Days 2 v.

Forrester, Mrs.
Viva 2 v. — Rhona 2 v. — Roy and Viola 
2 v. — My Lord and My Lady 2 v. — I 
have Lived and Loved 2 v. —June 2 v. — 
Omnia Vanitas 1 v.— Although he was a 
Lord, and other Tales 1 v. — Corisande, 
and other Tales 1 v. — Once Again 2 v. — 
Of the World, Worldly 1 v.— Dearest 
2 v. — The Light of other Days 1 v. — 
Too Late Repented 1 v.

Forster, John, t 1876.
The Life of Charles Dickens (with Illus
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and 
Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v.

Fothergill, Jessie.
The First Violin 2 v. — Probation 2 v. — 
Made or Marred, anď“Oneof Three” 
IV. — Kith and Kin 2 v. — Peril 2 v. — 
Borderland 2 v.

“Found Dead,” Author of: vide James 
Payn.

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft (Mrs. Alfred 
Laurence Felkin).

A Double Thread 2 v. — The Farring- 
dons 2 v. — Fuel of Fire 1 v. — Place and 
Power 2 v. — In Subjection 2 v. — Miss 
Fallowfield’s Fortune 1 v. — Her Lady
ship’s Conscience I V.

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft (Mrs. A. L. 
Felkin), 4, Alfred Laurence Felkin.

Kate of Kate Hall 2 v.
Fox, Caroline, t 1871.

Memories of Old Friends from her Jour
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N.

“Frank Fairlegh," Author of (F. E. 
Smedley), t 1864.

Frank Fairlegh 2 v.
Francis, M. E.

The Duenna of a Genius 1 v.
Frederic, Harold (Am.), f1898.

Illumination 2 v. — March Hares 1 v.
Freeman, Edward A., t 1892.

The Growth of the English Constitution 
IV. — Select Historical Essays 1 v. — 
Sketches from French Travel 1 v.

Froude, James Anthony, t 1894.
Oceana 1 v. — The Spanish Story of the 
Armada, and other Essays 1 v.

Fullerton, Lady Georgiana, 11885.
Ellen Middleton IV. — Grantley Manor 
2 v. — Lady Bird 2 v. — Too Strange not 
to be True 2 v. — Constance Sherwood 
2 v. — A Stormy Life 2 v. — Mrs. Geralds’ 
Niece 2 V. — The Notary’s Daughter 1 v.— 
The Lilies ofthe Valley, and The House of 
Penarvan i v. — TheCountessdeBonneval 
IV. — Rose Leblanc tv. — Seven Stories 
i V. — The Life of I.uisa de Carvajal 1 v. 
— A Will and a Way, and The Hand
kerchief at the Window 2 v. — Eliane 
2 v. (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated 
by Lady Fullerton). — Laurentia 1 v.

Galsworthy, John.
The Man of Property 2 v. — The Country 
House i v.— Fraternity 1 v. —Villa Rubein 
tv. — A Man of Devon, etc. 1 v. — A 
Motley tv. — The Patrician 1 v. —Justice, 
and Other Plays 1 v. — The Silver Box, 
and Other Plays 1 v. — The Inn of Tran
quillity i v. —The Island Pharisees 1 v. — 
The Dark Flower 1 v. — A Bit 0’ Love, 
and Other Plays 1 v. — A Family Man, 
and Other Plays 1 v. — Captures 1 v.

Gardiner: vide Lady Blessington.
Gaskell, Mrs., t 1865.

Mary Barton 1 v. — Ruth 2 v. — North 
and South 1 v. — Lizzie Leigh, and other 
Talcs IV.— The Life of Charlotte Bronte 
2 v. — Lois the Witch, etc. 1 v. — Sylvia’s 
Lovers 2 v. — A Dark Night’s Work 1 v. 
— Wives and Daughters 3 V. — Cranford 
IV. — Cousin Phillis, and other Tales 1 v.

“Geraldine Hawthorne," Author of: 
vide Author of “Miss Molly."

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Longard de 
Longgarde).

Lady Baby 2 v. — Recha 1 v. — Ortho
dox rv. — The Wrong Man 1 v. — A Spot
less Reputation i v.— A Forgotten Sin i v. 
— One Year 1 v.— The Supreme Crime 1 v. 
— The Blood-Tax 1 v. — Holy Matrimony 
IV. — The Eternal Woman 1 v. — Made 
of Money IV.— The Bridge of Life 1 v. 
— The Three Essentials 1 v. — The Im
probable Idyl IV. — The Compromise 2 v. 
— Itinerant Daughters 1 v. — Restitution 
IV. — Pomp and Circumstance 1 v. — The 
Grass Widow 1 v. — The Inevitable Mar
riage IV. — A Glorious Lie IV. — The 
CityofEnticement 1 v.—Exotic Martha iv. 
— The Unworthy Pact 1 v. — The Waters 
of Lethe iv. — The Austrian Officer at 
Work and at Play 1 v.

Gerard, E. (Emily de Łaszowska).
A Secret Mission iv. — A Foreigner 2 v. 
— The Extermination of Love 2 v.
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Gibbon, Perceval.
The Adventures of Miss Gregory I v.

Giberne, Agnes.
The Curate’s Home i v.

Gissing, George, 11903.
Demos 2 v. — Ñew Grub Street 2 v.

Gladstone, W. L, 11898.
Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re
ligion IV. — Bulgarian Horrors, and 
Russia in Türkistan, with other Tracts 
IV. — The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with other Tracts 1 v.

Glyn, Elinor.
The Visits of Elizabeth 1 v. — The Re
flections of Ambrosine IV. — The Vicissi
tudes of Evangeline tv. — Beyond the 
Rocks IV. — Three Weeks т v. — Eliza
beth Visits America 1 v. — His Hour 1 v. 
— The Reason Why 1 v.— Halcyone 1 v.— 
The Contrast i v.— Guinevere’s Lover 1 v. 
— Man and Maid 1 v. — Six Days 1 v.

Godfrey, Hal: vide Charlotte O’Conor
Eccles.

Goldring, Douglas.
Nobody Knows i v.

Goldsmith, Oliver, 1I774-.
Select Works (with Portrait) I v

Goodman, Edward J.
Too Curious i v.

Gordon, Julien (Am.).
A Diplomat’s Diary 1 v.

Gordon, Major-Gen. C. Q., t 1885.
His Journals at Kartoum (with eighteen 
Illustrations) 2 v.

Gore, Mrs., t 1861.
Castles in the Air 1 v. — The Dean’s 
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice 
2 v. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life’s Lessons 
2v. — The Two Aristocracies 2 v. — Heck-
ington 2 V.

Grand, Sarah.
Our Manifold Nature 1 v. — Babs the
Impossible 2 v. — Emotional Moments 1 v.

Grant, Miss.
Victor Lesear 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v.
— My Heart’s in the Highlands 2 v. — 
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2 v. — Cara
Roma 2 v.

Gray, Maxwell.
The Silence of Dean Maitland 2 v. — The 
Reproach of Annesley 2 v.

Grenville: Murray, E. C. (Trois-Etoiles), 
t 1881.

The Member for Paris 2 v. — Young 
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 V. — 
French Pictures in English Chalk (First 
Series) 2 V. — The Russians of To-day 
IV. — French Pictures in English Chalk 

(Second Series) 2 v. — Strange Tales 
i v.—That Artful Vicar 2V. — Six Months 
in the Ranks 1 v. — People I have met 1 v.

Grimwood, Ethel St.Clair.
My Three Years in Manipur (with Por
trait) i V.

Grohman, W. A. Baillie.
Tyrol and the Tyrolese 1 v.

Gunter, A. C. (Am.), t 1907.
Mr. Barnes of New York 1 v.

Guthrie, F. Anstey: vide Anstey.
“Guy Livingstone," Author of (George 

Alfred Laurence), t 1876.
Guy Livingstone IV. — Sword and 
Gown IV. — Barren Honour 1 v. — 
Border and Bastille 1 v. — Maurice Dering 
IV. — Sans Merci 2 v. — Breaking a 
Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros 2 v. — Ha- 
garene 2 v.

Habberton, John (Am.).
Helen’s Babies & Other People’s Chil
dren IV. — The Bowsham Puzzle 1 v. — 
One Tramp; Mrs. Mayburn’s Twins 1 v.

Haggard, Sir H. Rider.
King Solomon’s Mines 1 v. — She 2v. — 
Jess 2 v. — Allan Quatermain 2 v. — The 
Witch’s Head 2 v. — Maiwa’s Revenge 
IV. — Mr. Meeson’s Will Iv. — Colonel 
Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Cleopatra 2 v. — 
Allan’s Wife IV. — Beatrice 2 v. — Dawn 
2 v. — Montezuma’s Daughter 2 v. — The 
People of the Mist 2 v. —Joan Haste 2 v.— 
Heart of the World 2 v. —The Wizard 
IV. — Doctor Therne 1 v. — Swallow 
2 v. — Black Heart and White Heart, 
and Elissa 1 v. — Lysbeth 2 v. — A Winter 
Pilgrimage 2 v. — Pearl-Maiden 2 v. — 
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v. 
— Ayesha. The Return of ‘ She ’ 2 v. — 
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. —- Benita 1 v. 
— Fair Margaret 2 v. — The Lady of 
Blossholme Iv. — Morning Star 1 v. — 
Queen Sheba’s Ring 1 v. — Red Eve 1 v. 
— Marie IV. — Child of Storm 1 v. — The 
Wanderer’s Necklace 1 v. — Wisdom’s 
Daughter IV. — Heu-Heu, or The Mon

Haggard, Sir H. Rider, Ł Andrew Lang. 
The World’s Desire 2 v.

Hall. Mrs. S. C., t 1881.
Can Wrong be Right? 1 v. — Marian 2 v. 

Hamerten, P. G., t 1894.
Marmorne IV. — French and English 2 V.

Hardy, Rev. E. J.
How to be Happy though Married 1 v. — 
Still Happy though Married 1 v.

Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of “Not 
Easily Jealous.”
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Hardy, Thomas.
The Hand of Ethelberta 2 v. — Far 
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. —The Re
turn of the Native 2 v. — The Trumpet- 
Major 2 v. — A Laodicean 2 v. — Two on 
a Tower 2 V. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v. 
— A Group of Noble Dames 1 v. — Tess 
of the D’Urbervilles 2v. — Life’s Little 
Ironies tv. — Jude the Obscure 2 v. — A 
Changed Man 1 v. — The Romantic Ad
ventures of a Milkmaid 1 v.

Harland, Henry (Am.), f 1905.
The Cardinal’s Snuff-Box 1 v. — The 
Lady Paramount 1 v.—My Friend Prospero 
Iv. — The Royal End 1 v.

Harraden, Beatrice.
Ships that pass in the Night 1 v. — In 
Varying Moods 1 v. — Hilda Strafford, 
and The Remittance Man 1 v. — The 
Fowler 2 v. — Katharine Frensham 2 v. 
— The Scholar’s Daughter-1 v. — Inter
play 2 v. — Out of the Wreck I Rise 1 v. 
— Patuffa i v.

Harrison, Agnes.
Martin’s Vineyard 1 v.

Harrison, Urs. : vide Lucas Malet.
Harte, Bret (Am.), t 1902.

Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo
nauts:— The Luck of Roaring Camp; 
The Outcasts of Poker Flat, etc. — 
Spanish and American Legends; Con
densed Novels; Civic and Character 
Sketches; Poems) 2 v. — Idyls of the 
Foothills IV. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. — 
Two Men of Sandy Bar 1 v. — Thankful 
Blossom, and other Tales 1 v. — The 
Story of a Mine IV. — Drift from Two 
Shores i v. — An Heiress of Red Dog, 
and other Sketches 1 v.—The Twins of 
1'ablo Mountain, and other Tales 1 v. — 
Jeff Briggs’s Love Story, and other Tales 
IV. — Flip, and other Stories 1 v. — On 
the Frontier IV. — By Shore and Sedge 
IV. — Maruja 1 v. — Snow-bound at 
Eagle’s, and Devil’s Ford 1 v. — The 
Crusade of the “Excelsior” 1 v. — A 
Millionaire of Rough - and - Ready, and 
other Tales IV. — Captain Jim's Friend, 
and the Argonauts of North Liberty 1 v. 
— Cressy i V. — The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh, and other Tales 1 v. — A Waif of 
the Plains i v. — AWard of the Golden 
Gate IV. — A Sappho of Green Springs, 
and other Tales 1 v. — A First Family of 
Tasajara 1 v.—Colonel Starbottle’s Client, 
and some other People 1 v. — Susy 1 v. — 
Sally Dows, etc. 1 v. — A Protégée of 
Jack Hamlin’s, etc. 1 v. — The Bell- 
Ringer of Angel’s, etc. IV. — Clarence 
IV. — In a Hollow of the Hills, and The 

Devotion of Enriques 1 v. — The A ncestors 
of Peter Atherly, etc. IV.— Three Partners 
IV. — Tales of Trail and Town 1 v. — 
Stories in Light and Shadow 1 v. — Mr. 
JackHamlin’sMediation,andotherStories 
Iv. — From Sand-Hill to Pine r v. — 
Under the Redwoods r v. — On the Old 
Trail i v.—Trent’s Trust 1 v.

Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), f 1864.
The Scarlet Letter 1 v. — Transforma
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages 
from his English Note-Books 2 v.

Hay, John (Am.), t 1905: vide “The 
Bread-Winners," Author of.

Hay, Marie.
Mas’aniello 1 v. — The Evil Vineyard 1 v.’

Hearn, Lafcadio, 11906.
Kokoro tv. — Kwaidan r v. — Glimpses 
of Unfamiliar Japan (First Series) 1 v. 
— Glimpses of Unfamiliar Japan (Second 
Series) IV. — Gleanings in Buddha-Fields 
tv. — Out of the East i v. —The Romance 
of the Milky Way, etc. I v.

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alexander.
“Heir of Redclyffe, the," Author of: 

vide Charlotte M. Yonge.
Helps, Sir Arthur, t 1875.

Friends in Council 2 v.— Ivan de Biron 2 v.
Hernans, Mrs. Felicia, f 1835.

Select Poetical Works 1 v.
Henry, 0. (Am.).

Cabbages and Kings 1 v.
Hargesheimer, Joseph (Am.).

Java Head I v. — Cytherea 1 v. — Moun
tain Blood IV. — The Three Black Pennys 
IV. — Linda Condon 1 v. — The Bright 
Shawl i v.

Hewlett, Maurice.
The Forest Lovers 1 v. — Little Novels 
of Italy IV. — The Life and Death of 
Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 v. —New Can
terbury Tales IV. — The Queen’s Qnair; 
or, The Six Years’ Tragedy 2 v. — Fond 
Adventures IV. — The Fool Errant 2 v. 
— The Stooping Lady 1 v. — The Spanish 
Jade IV. — Halfway House 2 v. — Open 
Country i v.— Rest Harrow 1 v.— Brazen- 
head the Great tv.—The Songof Renny iv. 
— Mrs. Lancelot 1 v. — Lore of Proserpine 
iv. — Bendish i v.

Hichens, Robert
Flames 2 v. -y The Slave 2 v. — Felix 2 v. 
— The Woman with the Fan 2 v. — The 
Garden of Allah 2 v. — The Black Spaniel, 
and Other Stories 1 v. —¿The Call of the 
Blood 2 v. — A Spirit in Prison 2 v. — 
Barbary Sheep 1 v. — Bella Donna 2 v. — 
The Spell of Egypt i v. — The Dweller on 
the Threshold 1 v. — The Fruitful Vine 2 v. 
— The Londoners 1 v. — An Imaginative 
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Man IV. — The Way of Ambition 2 v.— 
The Holy Land 1 v. — The Last Time, and 
Other Stories i v.

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, 11886. 
Sketches from my Life 1 v.

Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs. Craigie) 
(Am.), t 1906.

The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord 
Wickenbam 1 v. — The Serious Wooing 
IV. — The Dream and the Business 2 v.

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel.
A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 2 v.

Holdsworth, Annie E.
The Years that the Locust hath Eaten 
IV. — The Gods Arrive 1 v. — The Val
ley of the Great Shadow 1 v. — Great Low
lands IV. — A Garden of Spinsters 1 v.

Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr.
Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), t 1894.

Die Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
IV. — The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table IV. — The Poet at the Breakfast- 
Table IV. — Over the Teacups 1 v.

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins).
Mr. Witt’s Widow IV. — A Change 
of Air IV. — Half а Hero 1 v. — The In
discretion of the Duchess 1 v. —The God 
in the Car i v. — The Chronicles of Count 
Antonio tv. — Comedies of Courtship 
IV. — The Heartof Princess Osra 1 v. — 
Phroso 2 v. — Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert 
of Hentzau IV. — The King’s Mirror 
2 v.— Quisanté 1 v. — Tristram of Blent 2 v. 
— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. — Double 
Harness 2 v. — A Servant of the Public 2 v. 
— Sophy of Kravonia 2 v. — Tales of Two 
People 2 v. — The Great Miss Driver 2 v. 
— Mrs. Maxon Protests 1 v.

Hopkins, Tighe.
An Idler in Old France 1 v. — The Man 
in the Iron Mask 1 v. — The Dungeons 
of Old Paris i v. — The Silent Gate x v. — 
The Women Napoleon Loved 1 v. — The 
Romance of Fraud 1 v.

“Horace Templeton,” Author of.
Diary and Notes iv.

Hornung, Ernest William.
A Bride from the Bush 1 v. — Under 
Two Skies iv. — Tiny Luttrell 1 v. — 
The Boss of Taroomba 1 v. — My Lord 
Duke i v. —Young Blood 1 v. —Some 
Persons Unknown i v. —The Amateur 
Cracksman 1 v. — The Rogue's March 1 v. 
— The Belle of Toorak 1 v. — Peccavi 1 v. 
— The Black Mask 1 v. —The Shadow of 
the Rope iv. — No Hero 1 v. — Denis 
Dent 1 v. — Irralie’s Bushranger and The 
Unbidden Guest iv. — Stingaree 1 v. — A 
Thief in the Night 1 v. — Dead Men Tell No 

Tales i v. — Mr. Justice Raffles 1 v. — The 
Camera Fiend 1 v. — Fathers of Men 2 v. 
— Witching Hill iv. — The Thousandth 
Woman iv. — The Crime Doctor 1 v.

“Household Words.”
Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-56. 
36 v.—Novels and Tales reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dickens. 
1856-59. II v.

Houstoun, Mrs.: vide “Recommended to 
Mercy.”

“How to be Happy though Married”: 
vide Rev. E. J. Hardy.

Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), 11898.
One Summer 1 v. — Aunt Serena 1 v. — 
Guenn 2 v.—Tony, the Maid, etc. iv.— 
The Open Door 2 v.

Howard, Blanche Willis, 11898, 4 Wil
liam Sharp (Am.), 11905.

A Fellowe and His Wife 1 v.
Howells, William Dean (Am.).

A Foregone Conclusion 1 v. — The 
Lady of the Aroostook 1 v. — A Modern 
Instance 2 v. — The Undiscovered Country 
i v. — Venetian Life (with Portrait) 1 v. 
— Italian Journey’s 1 v. — A Chance Ac
quaintance i v. —Their Weddingjourney 
iv. — A Fearful Responsibility, and 
Tonelli’s Marriage 1 v. — A Woman’s 
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen’s Practice 1 v. — 
The Rise of Silas Lapham 2 v. — A Pair 
of Patient Lovers 1 v. — Miss Bellard’s In
spiration i V.

Hughes, Thomas, 11898. 
Tom Brown’s School-Days 1 v.

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles), t 1897. 
Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. Geoffrey 2 v. 
—• Faith and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 2 v. — 
Loÿs, Lord Berresford, and other Tales 
iv. — Her First Appearance, and other 
Tales iv. — Phyllis 2 v. — Rossmoyne 
iv. — Doris 2 V. — A Maiden all Forlorn, 
etc. iv. — A Passive Crime, and other 
Stories IV. — Green Pleasure and Grey 
Grief 2 v. — A Mental Struggle 2 v. — 
Her Week’s Amusement, and Ugly 
Barrington iv. — Lady Branksmere 2 v. 
— Lady Valworth’s Diamonds 1 v. — A 
Modern Circe 2 v. — Marvel 2 v. — The 
Hon. Mrs. Vereker iv. — Under-Cur
rents 2 v. — In Durance Vile, etc. 1 v.— A 
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories 1 v. — 
A Life’s Remorse 2 v. — A Bom Coquette 
2 v. — The Duchess 1 v. — Lady Verner’s 
Flight iv. — A Conquering Heroine, 
and “When in Doubt’’ 1 v.—Nora



Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List. IS

Creina 2 v. — A Mad Prank, and other 
Stories IV. — The Hoyden 2 v. — The 
Red House Mystery z v. — An Unsatis
factory Lover IV. — Peter’s Wife 2 v. — 
The Three Graces 1 v. — A Tug of War 
tv. — The Professor’s Experiment 2 v. — 
A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely 
Girl IV. — Lovice IV. — The Coming of 
Chloe i v.

Hunt, Mrs.: vide Beaumont.

Hunt, Violet.
The Human Interest 1 v. — White Rose 
of Weary Leaf 2 v. — The Wife of Alta
mont tv. — Tales of the Uneasy 1 v.

Hutten, Baroness von (Am.).
The Halo i v.—Kingsmead 1 v.-The Lord
ship of Love 2 v. — The Green Patch 1 v. 
— Sharrow 2 v.

Ingelow, Jean, 11897.
Off the Skelligs 3 v. — Poems 2 v. — 
Fated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de 
Berenger 2 v. — Don John 2 v.

Inglis, the Hon. Lady.
The Siege of Lucknow 1 v.

Ingram, John H. : vide Poe.

lota: vide Mrs. Caffyn.

Irving, Washington (Am.), t 1859.
The Sketch Book (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
The Life of Mahomet 1 v. — Lives of the 
Successors ofMahomet 1 v.—Oliver Gold
smith IV. — Chronicles of Wolfert’s Roost 
IV. — Life of George Washington 5 v.

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) (Am.), 11885. 
Ramona 2 v.

Jacobs, W. W.
Many Cargoes 1 v. — The Skipper’s 
Wooing, and The Brown Man’s Servant 
IV. — Sea Urchins 1 v. — A Master of 
Craft IV. — Light Freights 1 v.— AtSun- 
wich Port tv. — The Lady of the Barge 1 v. 
— Odd Craft IV. — Dialstone Lane 1 v. 
— Captains All 1 v. — Short Cruises 1 v. 
— Salthaven 1 v. — Sailors’ Knots 1 v. — 
Ship’s Company 1 v.

James, Charles T. C.
Holy Wedlock i v.

James, G. P. R., t i860.
Morley Ernstein (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
Forest Days 1 v. —The False Heir 1 v. — 
Arabella Stuart 1 v. — Rose d'Albret 
i v. — Arrah Neil I v. — Agincourt tv. — 
The Smuggler IV. — The Step-Mother 
» v. — Beauchamp 1 v. — Heidelberg 

tv. — The Gipsy IV. — The Castle of 
Ehrenstein Iv. — Darnley 1 v. — Russell 
2 v. — The Convict 2 v. — Sir Theodore 
Broughton 2 v.

James, Henry (Am.).
The American 2 v. — The Europeans 
tv. — Daisy Miller; An International 
Episode ; Four Meetings 1 v. — Roderick 
Hudson 2 v. — The Madonna- of the 
Future, etc. IV. — Eugene Pickering, 
etc. IV. — Confidence tv. — Washing
ton Square, etc. 2 v. — The Portrait of a 
Lady 3 v. — Foreign Parts 1 v. — French 
Poets and Novelists 1 v. — The Siege of 
London ; The Point of View ; A Pas
sionate Pilgrim IV. — Portraits of Places 
i v. — A Little Tour in F rance 1 v. — The 
Finer Grain IV. — The Outcry 1 v.

James, Winifred.
Bachelor Betty 1 v.

Jeaffreson, J. Cordy.
A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A 
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — The 
Real Lord Byroh 3 v.

Jenkin, IWrs. Charles, 11885.
“Who Breaks—Pays” 1 v. — Skir
mishing IV. — Once and Again 2 v. — 
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Within an 
Асе IV. — Jupiter’s Daughters 1 v.

Jenkins, Edward.
Ginx’s Baby, his Birth and other Mis
fortunes ; Lord Bantam 2 v.

“Jennie of ‘The Prince’s,’” Author of: 
vide В. H. Buxton.

Jerome, Jerome K.
The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
IV. — Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six 
Essays IV. — Novel Notes 1 v. — Sketche« 
in Lavender, Blue and Green 1 v. — 
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
IV.— Three Men on the Rummel 1 v. — 
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk 1 v. 
— Tommy and Co. 1 v. — Idle Ideas in 1905 
IV. — The Passing of the Third Floor Back 
i v. —The Angel and the Author—and 
Others tv.—They and I, iv.— All Roads 
Lead to Calvary 1 v. — Anthony John 1 v.

Jerrold, Douglas, 11857.
History of St. Giles and St. James 
2 v. — Men of Character 2 v.

“John Halifax, Gentleman," Author of: 
vide Mrs. Craik.

Johnny Ludlow: vide Mrs. Henry Wood.
Johnson, Samuel, f 1784.

Lives of the English Poets 2 v.
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Jolly, Emily,
Colonel Dacre 2 v.

“Joshua Davidson,” Author of: vide 
Mrs. E. Lynn Linton.

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, 11877.
Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Bums 2 v. — 
Grace Lee 2 v. — Rachel Gray 1 v. — 
Adèle 3 v. — A Summer and Winter in 
the Two Sicilies 2 v.— Seven Years, and 
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of 
Letters i v. — English Women of Letters 
IV. — Queen Mab 2 v. — Beatrice 2 v. — 
Sybil’s Second Love 2 v. — Dora 2 v. — 
Silvia 2 v. — Bessie 2 v. —John Dorrien 
3 v. — Two Lilies 2 v. — Forget-me-nots 
2 v. ( Vide p. 29.)

Kaye-Smith, Sheila.
The End of the House of Alard 1 y.

Keary, Annie, 11879.
Oldbury 2 v. — Castle Daly 2 v.

Keary, C. F.
The Mount i v.

Keeling, D'Esterre- : vide Esterne.
Kempis, Thomas A.

The Imitation of Christ. Translated 
from the Latin by W. Benham, b.d. i v.

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), f 1892.
Saint Leger IV. — Romance of Student 
Life Abroad Iv. — Undercurrents 1 v. — 
Was he Successful? iv.—To-Day in New 
York i v.

Kinglake, A. W., t 1891.
Eothen iv. — The Invasion of the 
Crimea 14 v.

Kingsley, Charles, t 1875.
Yeast iv. — Westward hoi 2 v. — Two 
Years ago 2 v. — Hypatia 2 v. — Alton 
Locke iv. — Hereward the Wake 2 v. — 
At Last 2 v. — His Letters and Memories 
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 v.

Kingsley, Henry, 11876.
Ravenshoe 2 v. — Austin Elliot 1 v. — 
Geoffry Hamlyn 2 v. — The Hillyars and 
the Burtons 2 v. — Leighton Court 1 v. — 
Valentin iv. — Oakshott Castle 1 v. — 
Reginald Hetherege 2 v. — The Grange 
Garden 2 V.

Kinross, Albert.
An Opera and Lady Grasmere 1 v.

Kipling, Rudyard.
Plain Tales from the Hills 1 v. — The 
Second Jungle Book 1 v. — The Seven 
Seas iv. — “Captains Courageous’’ 
iv. — The Day’s Work 1 v. — A Fleet 
in Being iv. — Stalky & Co. 1 v. — From 
Sea to Sea 2 v. — The City of Dreadful 
Night iv. — Kim iv.—Just So Stories i v. 

— The Five Nations 1 v. — Traffics and 
Discoveries iv. — Puck of Pook’s Hill 1 v. 
— Actions and Reactions 1 v. — Rewards 
and Fairies 1 v.

Laffan, May.
Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor 1 v. 

Lamb, Charles, t 1834.
The Essays of Elia and Eliana 1 v. \Vide 
p. 29.)

Lang, Andrew: vide H. Rider Haggard. 
Langdon, Mary (Am.).

Ida May 1 v.
“Last of the Cavaliers, the," Author of 

(Miss Piddington).
The Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. — The 
Gain of a Loss 2 v.

taszowska, Mme de: vide E. Gerard.
Laurence, George Alfred: vide “Guy 

Livingstone."
Lawless, the Hon. Emily, t 1913.

Hurrish i v.
Lee, Holme: vide Harriet Parr.
Lee, Vernon.

Popejacynth, etc. 1 v. — Genius Loci, and 
The Enchanted Woods 1 v. — Hortus 
Vitae, and Limbo 1 v. — The Spirit of 
Rome, and Laurus Nobilis i v. —Vanitas 
iv. — Louis Norbert iv. — The Senti
mental Traveller iv. — The Tower of the 
Mirrors i V.

Le Fanu, J. S., 11873.
Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 v.

Lemon, Mark, t 1870.
Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last 
2 v. — Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Leyton Hall, 
and other Tales 2 v. — Golden Fetters 2 v.

Lever, Charles, 11872.
The O’Donoghue 1 v. — The Knight oí 
Gwynne 3 v. — Arthur O’Leary 2 v. — 
Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles O’Mal
ley 3 V. — Tom Burke of •• Ours’’ 3 V. — 
Jack Hinton 2 v. — The Daltons 4 v. — 
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 V. — The 
Martins of Cro' Martin 3 V. — The For
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel 
3 V. — Davenport Dunn 3 v. — Confessions 
of Con Cregan 2 v. — One of Them 2 v. — 
Maurice Tiernay 2 v. — Sjr Jasper Carew 
2 v. — Barrington 2 v. — A Day's Ride 
2 v. — Luttrell of Arran 2 v. — Tony Butlei 
2 v.— Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. — The 
Bramleighs of Bishop’s Folly 2 v. — A 
Rent in a Cloud 1 v. — That Boy of Nor- 
cott’s iv. — St. Patrick’s Eve ; Paul 
Gosslett’s Confessions i v. — Lord Kil- 
gobbin 2V.
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Levett-Yeats, S.

The Honour of Savelli 1 v. — The 
Chevalier ďAuriac 1 v. — The Traitor’s 
Way IV. — The Lord Protector 1 v. — 
Orrain i v.

Lewes, G. H., 11878.
Ranthorpe IV. — The Physiology of 
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the 
Art of Acting i v.

Lewis, Sinclair.
Babbitt IV. — Our Mr. Wrenn 1 v.

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, t 1898.
The true History of Joshua Davidson 
IV. — Patricia Kemball 2 v. — The 
Atonement of Leam Dundas 2 v. — The 
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which 
Lord? 2 v. — With a Silken Thread, and 
other Stories i v. — Todhunters’ at Loan
in’ Head, and other Stories 1 v. — “ My 
Love ! ” 2 v. — The Girl of the Period, 
and other Social Essays 1 v. — Ione 2 v.

Lockhart, L. W. M., t 1882.
Mine is Thine 2 v.

Loftus, Lord Augustus.
Diplomatic Reminiscences 1837 - 1862 
(with Portrait) 2 V.

London, Jack (Am.).
Burning Daylight 1 v. — The Call of the 
W ild i v. — When God Laughs 1 v. — The 
Sea-Wolf 2 v. — South Sea Tales 1 v. — 
Martin Eden 2 v. — A Son of the Sun 1 v. 
— The Son of the Wolf IV. — The Valley 
of the Moon 2 v.

Longard, Mme de: vide D. Gerard.
Longfellow, Henry Wadsworth (Am.), 

• t 1882.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 v. — 
The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri 
3 v. —The New-England Tragedies 1 v. 
— The Divine Tragedy 1 v. — Flower-de- 
Luce, and Three Books ofSong 1 v. — The 
Masque of Pandora, and other Poems 1 v.

Lonsdale, Margaret.
Sister Dora (with Portrait) 1 v.

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.).
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his 
Son tv. — Old Gorgon Graham 1 v. — 
Jack Spurlock, Prodigal 1 v.

“Lost Battle, a.” 2 v.
Lowndes, Mrs. Belloc.

The Uttermost Farthing 1 v.— Studies in 
Wives i v. — WhenNoManPursueth i v. 
— Jane Oglander 1 v. — The Chink in the 
Armour IV. — Mary Pechell 1 v. — Studies 
in Love and in Terror 1 v.—The Lodger 1 v. 
— The End of her Honeymoon 1 v. — Why 
They Married 1 v. — The Terriford Mys-

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Avebury), 
* 1834, t 1913-

The Pleasures of Life 1 v. — The Beau

ties of Nature (with Illustrations) 1 v. — 
The Use of Life IV. — Scenery of Switzer
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Essays and 
Addresses 1900-1903 IV. — On Peace 
and Happiness 1 v.

“Lutfullah”: vide Eastwick.
Lyall, Edna, f 1903.

We Two 2 v. — Donovan 2 v. — In 
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant 
2 v. — Won by Waiting 2 V. — Wayfaring 
Men 2 v. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. — 
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v. — The 
Hinderen i v.

Lytton, Lord : vide E. Bulwer.
Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen Meredith), 

t 1891.
Poems 2 v. — Fables in Song 2 v.

Maartens, Maarten.
The Sin of Joost Avelinrh 1 v. — An 
Old Maid’s Love 2 v. — God’s Fool ł v. 
— The Greater Glory 2 v. — My Lady 
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory 1 v. — Some 
Women I have known 1 v. — My Poor 
Relations 2 v. — Dorothea 2 v. — The 
Healers 2 v. — The Woman’s Victory, and 
Other Stories 2 V. — The New Religion 2 v. 
— Brothers All i v.—The Price of Lis Doris 
2 v.—Harmen Pols : Peasant 1 v.—Eve 2 v.

McAulay, Allan (Am.): vide Kate 
Douglas Wiggin.

Macaulay, Lord, 11859.
History of England (with Portrait) 10 v. 
— Critical and Historical Essays 5 v. — 
Lays of Ancient Rome 1 v. — Speeches 
2 v. — Biographical Essays 1 v. — Wil
liam Pitt, Atterbury tv. — (See also 
Trevelyan).

Macaulay Rose.
Told by an Idiot 1 v.

McCarthy, Justin.
The Waterdale Neighbours 2 v. — 
Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. — Miss Misan
thrope 2 v. — A History of our Own Times 
5 v. — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A Short 
History of our Own Times 2 v. — A 
History of the Four Georges. Vols. 1 & 
2. — A History of our Own Times. Vols. 
6 & 7 (supplemental). — A History of the 
Four Georges and of William IV. Vols. 3, 
4 & 5 (supplemental). — A Short History 
of our Own Times. Vol. 3 (supplemental).

MacDonald, George, 11905.
Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — Annals 
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. — David 
Elginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar’s Daughter 
2 V. — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and 
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis of 
Lossie 2 v. — Sir Gibbie a v. — Mary 
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Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the Child 
Christ, and other Tales tv. — The Prin
cess and Curdie i v.

Mackarness, Mrs., t 1881.
Sunbeam Stories i v. — A Peerless 
Wife 2 v. — A Mingled Yarn 2 v.

Mackay, Eric, t 1898.
Love Letters of a Violinist, and other 
Poems i V.

McKnight, Charles (Am.), t 1881.
Old Fort Duquesne 2 v.

Maclaren, Ian, t 1907.
Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush 1 v. — 
The Days of Auld Langsyne 1 v. — His 
Majesty Baby 1 v.

Macleod, Fiona, 11905.
Wind and Wave 1 v. — The Sunset of Old 
Tales i v.

Macleod, Norman, f 1872.
The Old Lieutenant and his Son 1 v.

Macpherson, James, 11796 : vide Ossian.
Macquoid, Mrs.

Patty 2 v. — Miriam’s Marriage 2 v. — Pic
tures across the Channel 2 v. — Too Soon 
IV. — My Story 2 v. — Diane 2 v.— Beside 
the River 2 v. — A Faithful Lover 2 v.

“Mademoiselle Mori," Author of (Miss 
Roberts).

Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. — Denise 1 v.
— Madame Fontenoy 1 v. — On the 
Edge of the Storm 1 v. — The Atelier du 
Lys 2 v. — In the Olden Time 2 v.

Mahon, Lord : vide Stanhope.
Maine, E. S.

Scarsclin Rocks 2 v.
Malet, Sir Edward.

Shifting Scenes i v.
Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Mary St. Leger 

Harrison).
Colonel Enderby’s Wife 2 v. — The 
History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 v. — The 
Far Horizon 2 v. — The Score 1 v. — 
Adrian Savage 2 v.

Malmesbury, the Earl of.
Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v.

Mann, Mary E.
A Winter’s Tale 1 v. — The Cedar 
Star i v.

Mansfield, Robert Blachford.
The Log of the Water Lily 1 v.

Mark Twain: vide Twain.
Marlowe, Christopher

Doctor Faustus; Edward the Second ; The 
Jew of Malta 1 v.

“Marmorne," Author of: vide P. Q. 
Hamerton.

“ Marriage,” the Authors of.
Marriage. Short Stories of Married Life 
by American Writers 1 v.

Marryat, Capt., 11848.
Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
Percival Keene IV. — Peter Simple iv. — 
Japhet in Search of a Father 1 v. — 
Monsieur Violet iv. — The Settlers in 
Canada 1 v. — The Mission 1 v. — The 
Privateer’s-Man 1 v. — The Children of 
the New-Forest iv. — Valerie tv. — 
Mr. Midshipman Easy 1 v. — The King’s 
Own i v. (Vide p. 29.)

Marryat, Florence, 11899.
Love’s Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and 
Ever 2 v. — The Confessions of Gerald 
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v. — 
Véronique 2 v. — Petronel 2 v. — Her 
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of the 
Gods iv. — Life and Letters of Captain 
Marryat iv. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. — 
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the Air 
2 V. — A Star and a Heart ; An U tier Im
possibility iv. — The Poison of Asps, 
and other Stories 1 v. — A Lucky Disap
pointment, and other Stories 1 v. — “ My 
own Child’’ 2 V. — Her Father’s Name 
2 v. — A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 v. — 
A Little Stepson iv. — Written in Fire 
2 v. — Her World against a Lie 2 v. — 
A Broken Blossom 2 v. — The Root of 
all Evil 2 v. — The Fair-haired Alda 2v. — 
With Cupid’s Eyes 2 v. — My Sister the 
Actress 2 v. — Phyllida 2 v. — How they 
loved Him 2 v. — Facing the Footlights 
(with Portrait) 2 v. — A Moment of Mad
ness, and other Stories 1 v. — The Ghost 
of Charlotte Cray, and other Stories 
iv. — Peeress and Player 2 v. — Under 
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. — The Heart 
of Jane Warner 2 v. — The Heir Pre
sumptive 2 v. — The Master Passion 2 v. 
— Spiders of Society 2 v. — Driven to Bay 
2 v. — A Daughter of the Tropics 2 v. — 
Gentleman and Courtier 2 v. — On Cir
cumstantial Evidence 2 v. — Mount Eden. 
A Romance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 v. — A 
Scarlet Sin iv. — A Bankrupt Heart 2 v. 
— The Spirit World iv. — The Beautiful 
Soul iv. — At Heart a Rake 2 v.
The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah 
Stubbs iv. — The Dream that Stayed 
2 v. — A Passing Madness 1 v. — The 
Blood of the Vampire 1 v. — A Soul on 
Fire iv. — Iris the Avenger 1 v.

Marsh, Mrs. Anne, t 1874.
Ravenscliffe 2 v. — Emilia Wyndham 
2 v. — Castle Avon 2 v. — Aubrey 2 v. — 
The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. — Evelyn 
Marston 2 V. — The Rose of Ashurst 2 v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, t 1899.
Mrs. Mainwaring’s Journal 1 v. — 
Benvenuta iv. — Lady Alice r v. — 
Dayspring iv. — Life’s Aftermath 1 v. — 
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In the East Country 1 v. — No. XIII; or, 
The Story of the Lost Vestal 1 v. — In 
Four Reigns IV. — On the Banks of the 
Ouse IV. — In the City of Flowers 1 v. — 
Alma tv. — Under Salisbury Spire 1 v. 
— The End Crowns All 1 v. —Winchester 
Meads IV. — Eventide Light 1 v. — 
Winifrede’s Journal 1 v. — Bristol Bells 
IV. — In the Service of Rachel Lady 
Russell IV. — A Lily among Thorns 1 v. 
— Penshurst Castle 1 v. — Kensington 
Palace IV. — The White King’s Daughter 
IV. — The Master of the Musicians 1 v. 
— An Escape from the Tower 1 v. — A 
Haunt of Ancient Peace 1 v. — Castle 
Meadow i v. — In the Choir of West
minster Abbey IV. — The Young Queen 
of Hearts IV. — Under the Dome of St. 
Paul’s IV. — The Parson’s Daughter 
IV. ( Vide p. 29.)

Mason, A. E. W.
The Four Feathers 2 v. — Miranda of 
the Balcony IV. — The Courtship of Mor
rice Buckler 2 v. — The Truants 2 v. — 
The Watchers 1 v. — Running Water 1 v. 
— The Broken Road 1 v. — At the Villa 
Rose IV.—The Turnstile 2v. — The Wit
ness for the Defence i v.

Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry Reeves). 
“Cherry Ripe!’* 2 v. — “Land o’ the 
Leal ” IV. — My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v. 
— As he conies up the Stair, etc. 1 v. — 
Sam’s Sweethearts v. — Eyre’s Acquittal 
2 v. — Found Out IV. — Murder or Man
slaughter? IV. — The Fashion of this 
World (80Pf.)—Blind Justice, and “Who, 
being dead, yet Speaketh ” 1 v. —What 
the Glass Told, and A Study of a Woman 
IV. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. —Becky 2 v. — 
Cinders IV. — “ Honey ” IV. — Griff of 
Griffithscourt i V. — The New Lady Teazle, 
and Other Stories and Essays 1 v. — The 
Ferryman 1 v. — Tally Ho ! 2 v. — Pigskin 
and Petticoat 2 v. — Gay Lawless 1 v. — 
Love the Thief i v.

Maugham, W. Somerset.
The Trembling of a Leaf 1 v.

Maurice, Colonel.
The Balance of Military Power in 
Europe i v.

Maurier, George du, 11896.
Trilby 2 v. — The Martian 2 v.

Maxwell, Mrs.: vide Miss Braddon.
Maxwell, W. B.

TheRagged Messenger 2v.—TheGuarded 
Flame 2 v. — Mrs. Thompson 1 v. — The 
Rest Cure i v. — In Cotton Wool 2 v — 
General Mallock’s Shadow 1 v. — The 
Day’s Journey 1 v.

“Mehalah vide Baring-Gould.
Melville, George J. Whyte, 11878.

Kate Coventry 1 v. — Holmby House 
2 v. — Digby Grand 1 v. — Good for No
thing 2 v. — The Queen’s Maries 2 v. — 
The Gladiators 2 v. — The Brookes of 
Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v. — The 
Interpreter 2v.—The White Rose 2-v. — 
M. or N. i v. — Contraband 1 v. — 
Sarchedon 2 v. — Unclejohn 2 v. — 
Katdrfelto IV. — Sister Louise 1 v. — 
Rosine tv. — Roys’ Wife 2 v. — Black 
but Comely 2 v. —Riding Recollections IV.

Memorial Volumes: vide Five Centuries 
(vol. 500) ; The New Testament 
(vol. 1000) ; Henry Morley (vol. 2000) ; 
Theodore Stanton (vol. 4000).

Meredith, George, t 1909.
The Ordeal of Richard Feverel 2 v. — 
Beauchamp’s Career 2 v. — The Tragic 
Comedians 1 v. — Lord Ormont and his 
Aminta 2 v. — The Amazing Marriage 2 v. 
— The Egoist 2 v. — Rhoda Fleming 2 v.

Meredith, Owen : vide Robert Lord Lytton.
Merrick, Hope.

Mary-Giri i v.
Merrick, Leonard.

The Man who was good 1 v. — This 
Stage of Fools IV. — Cynthia 1 v. — One 
Man’s View tv. — The Actor-Manager 
IV. — The Worldlings tv. — When Love 
flies out 0’ the Window 1 v. — Conrad in 
Quest of His Youth IV. — The Quaint 
Companions 1 v.—Whispers about Women 
IV. — The House of Lynch 1 v. — The 
Man who Understood Women, etc. 1 v. — 
All the World Wondered, etc. 1 v. — The 
Position of Peggy Harper 1 v.

Merriman, Henry Seton, 11903.
Young Mistley IV. — Prisoners and 
Captives 2 'v. — From One Generation to 
Another i V. —With Edged Tools 2 v. — 
The Sowers 2 v. — Flotsam 1 v. — In 
Kedar's Tents 1 v. — Roden's Corner 
i v. — The Isle of Unrest i v..— The Velvet 
Glove i v. — The Vultures 1 v. — Barlasch 
of the Guard 1 v. — Tomaso’s Fortune, and 
Other Stories IV. — The Last Hope 2 v.

Merriman, H. S., & S. Q. Tallentyre.
The Money-Spinner, etc. 1 v.

Mill, John Stuart.
On Liberty and The Subjection of Women

Milne, James.
The Epistles of Atkins 1 v.

Milton, John, t 1674.
Poetical Works 1 v.
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“Miss Molly,” Author of.
Geraldine Hawthorne i v.

“ Molly Bawn,” Author of : vide Mrs. 
Hungerford.

Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood i v. — Thrown To
gether 2 v. — Thwarted I v. — Wild Mike 
i v. *— Seaforth 2 v. — The Blue Veil 
IV. — Transformed I v. — The Fisher
man’s Daughter, etc. 1 v. — Colonel 
Norton 2 v. — Prejudged i v. — An Un
shared Secret, and Other Tales i v. — Be
hind the Scenes in the Schoolroom i v. 
( Vide p. 29.)

Moore, Frank Frankfort.
“I Forbid the Banns” 2 v. — A Gray 
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter 
2 v. — They Call it Love 2 v. — The 
Jessamy Bride 1 v. — The Millionaires 1 v. 
— Nell Gwyn—Comedian 1 v.—A Damsel 
or Two IV. — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship
mates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original 
Woman i v. —The White Causeway 1 v.— 
The Artful Miss Dill 1 v. — The Marriage 
Lease i v.— An Amateur Adventuress 1 v. 
— Priscilla and Charybdis 1 v. — The Food 
of Love i v.—The Laird of Craig Athol 1 v. 
— The Marriage of Barbara 1 v. — The 
Narrow Escape of Lady Hardwell 1 v. — 
The Ulsterman 1 v.

Moore, George.
Celibates IV. — Evelyn Innes 2 v. — Sister 
Teresa 2 v.—The Untilled Field 1 v.—Con
fessions of aYoung Man 1 v.—The Lake 1 v. 
—Memoirs of my Dead Life 1 v.—Ave 1 v. 
— Spring Days i v.— Salve 1 v.—Vale 1 v. 
— The Brook Kerith 2 v. — Muslin 2 v. — 
The Coming of Gabrielle 1 v.

Moore, Thomae, t 1852.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 V.

Morgan, Lady, 11859.
Memoirs 3 v.

Morley, Henry, 11894.
Of English Literature in the Reign of 
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa
tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition 
(v. 2000, published 1881) i v.

Morris, William.
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.

Morrison, Arthur.
Tales of Mean Streets 1 v. — A Child 
of the Jago IV. — To London Town 1 v. 
— Cunning Murrell IV. — The Hole in the 
Wall i v. —The Green Eye of Goona 1 v. 
— Divers Vanities 1 v. — GreenGinger 1 v.

Muirhead, James Fullarton.
The Land of Contrasts 1 v.

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik.
Murray, David Christie.

Rainbow Gold 2 v.
Murray, Grenville: vide Grenville. .
“My Little Lady," Author of : vide E. 

Frances Poynter.
New Testament, the.

The Authorised English Version, with 
Introduction and Various Readings from 
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of 
the Original Text, by Constantine Tischen- 
dori (vol. 1000, published 1869) 1 v.

Newby, Mrs. C. J.
Common Sense 2 v.

Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal Newman), 
t 1890.

Callista I v.
Nicholls, Mrs. : vide Correr Bell.
“Nina Balatka,” Author of: vide An

thony Trollope.
“No Church,” Author of (F.Robinson). 

No Church 2 v. — Owen :—a Waif 2 v.
Noel, Lady Augusta.

From Generation to Generation r v. — 
Hithersea Mere 2 v.

Norris, Frank (Am.), 11902.
The Octopus 2 v. — The Pit 2 v.

Norris, W. E.
My Friend Jim 1 v. — A Bachelor’s 
Blunder 2 v. — Major and Minor 2 v. — 
The Rogue 2 v. — Miss Shafto 2 v. — Mrs. 
Fenton IV. — Misadventure 2 v. — Saint 
Ann’s tv. — A Victim of Good Luck 
IV. — The Dancer in Yellow 1 v. — 
Clarissa Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta’s Mar
riage 2 v. — The Fight for the Crown 
i v.—The Widower i v.—Giles Ingilby 1 v. 
— The Flower of the Flock z v. — His 
Own Father i v.—The Credit of the County 
tv. — Lord Leonard the Luckless 1 v. — 
Nature’s Comedian 1 v.— Nigel’sVocation 
IV. — Barham of Beltana 1 v, — Harry and 
Ursula IV. — The Square Peg 1 v. — 
Pauline IV. — The Peijurer 1 v. — Not 
Guilty IV. — Vittoria Victrix 1 v. — Paul’s 
Paragon IV. — The Rt. Hon. Gentleman 
IV. — Barbara and Company 1 v. — The 
Triumphs of Sara 1 v. — Tony the Ex
ceptional i V.

Norton, Hon. Mrs., 11877.
Stuart of Dunleath 2 v. — Lost and 
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas 2 v.

“Not Easily Jealous," Author of (Miss 
Iza Hardy).

Not Easily Jealous 2 v.
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“Novels and Tales": vide “Household 
Words."

“ Nursery Rhymes.” i v.
O'Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal God

frey).
The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore I v. 
— The Matrimonial Lottery i v.

Oldmeadow, Ernest.
Susan i v.

Oliphant, Laurence, 11888.
Altiera Peto ay. — Masollam 2 t.

Oliphant, Mrs., t 1897.
The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs. 
Margaret Maitland 1 v. — Agnes 2 v. — 
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister’s 
Wife 2 v. — The Rector and the Doctor’s 
Family IV. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The 
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori- 
banks 2 v. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir of 
Count de Montalembert 2 v. — May 2 v. — 
Innocent 2 v. — For Love andLife 2v. — 
A Rose in June IV. — The Story of 
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. — White
ladies 2 v. — The Curate in Charge 1 v. — 
Phoebe, Junior 2 v. — Mrs. Arthur 2 v. — 
Carità 2 v. — Young Musgrave 2 v. — 
The Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the 
Precincts 3 v. — The Greatest Heiress in 
England 2 v. — He that will not when he 
may 2 v. — Harry Joscelyn 2 v. — In Trust 
2 v. — It was a Lover and his Lass 3 v. — 
The Ladies Lindores 3 V. — Hester 3 V. — 
The Wizard’s Son 3 V. —A Country Gen
tleman and his Family 2 v. — Neighbours 
on the Green XV. — The Duke’s Daughter 
i v. — The Fugitives IV.— Kirsteen 2 v. 
— Life of Laurence Oliphant and of Alice 
Oliphant, hisWife 2V.—The LittlePilgrim 
in the Unseen it.—The Heir Presumptive 
andtheHeir Apparent 2V.—The Sorceress 
2 v. — Sir Robert’s Fortune 2 v. — The 
Ways of Life IV. — Old Mr.Tredgold 2 v.

“One who has kept a Diary": vide 
George W. E. Russell.

Orczy, Baroness.
Petticoat Government 1 v. — The Scarlet 
Pimpernel IV. — I will Repay 1 v. — The 
Elusive Pimpernel iv.—Fire in Stubble 2 v.

*— A T rue W oman 1 v. — Meadowsweet 1 v. 
— Eldorado 2 v. — Unto Cæsar 2 v. — 
Nicolette iv. — The Honourable Jim 1 v.

Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.).
Baby Bullet i v. — Wild Justice 1 v. —The 
Motormaniacs it. — Harm’s Way 1 v.— 
The Kingdoms of the World 1 v.

Ossian.
The Poems of Ossian. Translated by 
James Macpherson 1 v.

Guida, 11908.
Idalia 2 v. — Tricotrin iv.— Puck 2т.— 

Chandos 2v. — Strathmore 2 V. —Under 
two Flags 2 v. — Folle-Farine 2 v. — A 
Leaf in the Storm; A Dog of Flanders; 
A Branch -of Lilac ; A Provence Rose 
iv. — Cecil Castlemaine's Gage, and other 
Novelettes iv. — Madame la Marquise, 
and other Novelettes 1 v. — Pascarèl 2 v. 
— Held in Bondage 2 v. — Two little 
Wooden Shoes 1 v.— Signa (with Portrait) 
3 v.-*-In  aWinterCity iv. — Ariadne2 v.— 
Friendship 2 v. — Moths 3 V. — Pipistrello, 
and other Stories 1 v. — A Village Com
mune 2 v. — In Maremma 3 V. — Bimbi 
iv. — Wanda 3 V. — Frescoes and other 
Stories iv. — Princess Napraxine 3V. — 
Othmar 3 V. — A RainyJune(6oPf.). Don 
Gesualdo (боPf.). — A House Party 1 v. — 
Guilderoy 2 v.— Syrlin 3 v. — Ruffino, and 
other Stories iv. — Santa Barbara, etc. 
iv. — Two Offenders iv. — The Silver 
Christ, etc. iv. — Toxin, and other Papers 
iv. — Le Selve, and Tonia 1 v. — The 
Massarenes 2 v. — An Altruist, and Four 
Essays i v. — La Strega, and other 
Stories iv. — The Waters of Edera 1 v. 
— Street Dust, and Other Stories 1 v. — 
Critical Studies 1 v. — Helianthus 2 v.

“Outcasts, the," Author of: vide “Roý 
Tellet."

Pain, Barry.
The Exiles of Faloo 1 v. — Stories in Grey 
iv. — Stories without Tears 1 v. — The 
New Gulliver, and Other Stories 1 v.

Parker, Sir Gilbert.
The Battle of the Strong 2 v. — Donovan 
Pasha, & Some People of Egypt 1 v. — The 
Seats of the Mighty 2 v.— The Weavers 2 v. 
— The Judgment House 2 v.

Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee), f 1900.
Basil Godfrey’s Caprice 2 v. — For Richer, 
for Poorer 2 V. — The Beautiful Miss Bar
rington 2 v. — Her Title of Honour iv. — 
Echoes .of a Famous Year 1 v. — Kathe
rine’s Trial iv. — The Vicissitudes of 
Bessie Fairfax 2 v.«— Ben Milner’sWooing 
iv.— Straightforward 2 v. — Mrs. Denys 
of Cote 2 v. — A Poor Squire 1 v.

Parr, Mrs.
Dorothy Fox iv. — The Prescotts of 
Pamphillon 2 v. — The Gosau Smithy, etc. 
I v. — Robin 2 V. — Loyalty George 2 v.

Pasten, George.
A Study in Prejudices 1 v. — A Fair 
Deceiver i v.

t de la.
rrosvenor Square 1 v.

— The Grey Knight 1 v.—Catherine’s Child 
iv. — Master Christopher 2 v. — Erica 1 v.

Paul, Mrs.: vide “Still Waters.”

Pasture. Mrs. Hen 
TheLonelyLady of



22 Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List.

“ Paul Fercoli,” Author of (Mrs.Caroline 
Clive), 11873.

Paul Ferroll Tv. — Year after Year 1 v. 
—- Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife 1 v.

Payn, James, f 1898.
Found Dead 1 v. — Gwendoline’s Har
vest IV. — Like Father, like Son 2 v. — 
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cecil’s Tryst 
i v. — A Woman’s Vengeance 2 v. — 
Murphy's Master 1 v. — In the Heàrt of 
a Hill, and other Stories 1 v. — At Her 
Mercy 2 v. — The Best of Husbands 2 v. — 
Walter’s Word 2 V. — Halves 2 v. — 
Fallen Fortunes 2v. — WhatHe costHer 
2 v. — By Proxy 2 V. — Less Black than 
we’re Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof 
2 v. — High Spirits IV. — High Spirits 
(Second Series) IV. — A Confidential 
Agent 2 v. — From Exile 2 v. — A Grape 
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views 
Iv. — For Cash Only 2 v. — Kit : A Me
mory 2 v. — The Canon’s Ward (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re
collections tv. — The Talk of the Town 
IV. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v. — 
The Heir of the Ages 2 v.— Holiday Tasks 
IV. — Glow-Worm Tales (First Series) 
IV. — Glow-Worm Tales (SecondSeries) 
IV. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v. — The 
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt 
Million 2 v. — The Word and the Will 
2 v. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady 
Ones IV. — A Modern Dick Whitting
ton 2 v. — A Stumble on the Threshold 
2 v. — A Trying Patient IV. — Gleams 
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper 1 v. — 
In Market Overt 1 v. — The Disappear
ance of George Driffell, and other Tales 
IV. — Another’s Burden etc. 1 v. — The 
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary 
Veteran i v.

Peard, Frances Mary.
One Year 2 v.—The Rose-Garden 1 v.— 
Unawares 1 v. — Thorpe Regis 1 v. — A 
Winter Story IV. — A Madrigal, and 
other Stories IV. — Cartouche 1 v. — 
Mother Molly tv. — Schloss and Town 
2 v. — Contradictions 2 v. — Near Neigh
bours IV. — Alicia Tennant 1 v. — Ma
dame’* Granddaughter 1 v. — Donna 
Teresa IV. — Number One and Number 

-Two IV. — The Ring from Jaipur 1 v. —
The Flying Months 1 v.

Pemberton, Max.
The Impregnable Cityiv. — A Woman 
of Kronstadt tv. — The Phantom Army 
IV. — The Garden of Swords 1 v. — The 
Footsteps of a Throne 1 v. — Pro Patria 1 v. 
— The Giant’s Gate 2 v. — I crown thee 
King i v. — The House under the Sea 1 v. 
— The Gold Wolf tv.— Doctor Xavieri v. 

— Red Morn IV. — Beatrice ofVenice 2 v. 
— Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v. — My Sword 
for Lafayette 1 v. — The Lady Evelyn 1 v. 
— The Diamond Ship 1 v. — The Lodestar 
IV,— Wheels of Anarchy 1 v. — Love 
the Harvester i v. — The Adventures of 
Captainjack 1 v. — White Walls 1 v. — 
The Show Girl IV. — White Motley 1 v. 
— Two Women i v.

Percy, Bishop Thomas, t 1811.
Reliques of Ancient English Poetry 3V.

Perrin, Alice.
Idolatry tv. — The Charm 1 v. — The 
Anglo-Indians IV. — The Happy Hunt
ing Ground i v.

Philips, F. C.
As in a Looking Glass 1 v. — The Dean 
and his Daughter 1 v. — Lucy Smith 1 v. — 
A Lucky Young Woman 1 v. — Jack and 
Threejills IV, — Little Mrs. Murray 1 v.— 
Young Mr. Ainslie’s Courtship tv.—Social 
Vicissitudes tv. — Extenuating Circum
stances, and A French Marriage 1 v. — 
More Social Vicissitudes iv. — Constance 
2 v. — That Wicked Mad’moiselle, etc. 
iv. — A Doctor in Difficulties, etc. 1 v. — 
Black and White 1 v. — “One Never 
Knows” 2 v. — Of Course iv. — Miss 
Ormerod's Protégé 1 v. — My little Hus
band iv. — Mrs. Bouverie iv. — A 
Question of Colour, and otherStories I v.— 
A Devil in Nun’s Veiling 1 v. —A Full 
Confession, and other Stories 1 v. — The 
Luckiest of Three 1 v. — Poor Little Bella 
iv. — Eliza Clarke, Governess, ánd Other 
Stories iv. — Marriage, etc. 1 v. — School
girls of To-day, etc. iv. — If Only, etc. 1 v. 
— An Unfortunate Blend 1 v. — A Bar
rister’s Courtship i v.

Philips. F. 0., & Percy Fendali.
A Daughter’s Sacrifice 1 v. — Margaret 
Byng iv. — Disciples of Plato 1 v. — A 
Honeymoon—and After 1 v.

Philips, F. C., Ł C. J. Wills.
The Fatal Phryne iv. —The Scudamores 
iv. — A Maiden Fair to See 1 v. — Sybil 
Ross’s Marriage 1 v.

Philips, F. C. & A. R. T.
Life iv. — Man and Woman 1 v. —Judas*  
the Woman 1 v.

Philipotts, Eden.
Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Human Boy 
iv. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — The 
Good Red Earth 1 v.— The Striking Hours 
iv.-— The Farm of the Dagger 1 v. — 
The Golden Fetich 1 v. —The Whirlwind 
2 v. — The Human Boy Again 1 v.— From 
the Angle of Seventeen 1 v. — The Bronze 
Venus i v. —The Grey Room 1 v. — The 
Red Redmaynes 1 v. — A Human Boy’s 
Diary iv. — Cheat-the-Boys 1 v.
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Phillpotts, E., Il Arnold Bennett
The Sinews of War i v. — The Statue 1 v.

Plddington, Miss: vide Author of “The 
Last of the Cavaliers.”

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), 11849.
Poems and Essays, edited with a new 
Memoir by John H. Ingram 1 v. — Tales, 
edited byJohn H. Ingram 1 v.— Fantastic 
Tales i v.

Pope, Alexander, 11744-
Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) rv.

Poynter, Miss E. Frances.
My Little Lady 2 v.—Ersilia 2 v.—Among 
the Hills rv. — Madame de Presnel 1 v.

Praed, Mrs. Campbell.
Zéro IV. — Affinities IV. — The Head 
Station 2 v.

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), 11878.
Stepping Heavenward 1 v.

Prince Consort, the, 11861.
Speeches and Addresses (with Portr.) iv.

Pryce. Richard.
Miss Maxwell’s Affections 1 v. — The 
Quiet Mrs. Fleming 1 v. — Time and the 
Woman i v.

Pym, H. N. : vide Caroline Fox.
Quiller-Couch, Sir A. T. f“Q”).

Noughts and Crosses 1 v. — I Saw Three 
Ships iv. — Dead Man’s Rock 1 v. — Ia 
and other Tales 1 v. — The Ship of Stars 
i v.—The Adventures of Harry Revel iv. 
— Fort Amity iv. — Shakespeare’s Christ
mas, and Other Stories 1 v. — The Mayor 
of Troy iv. — Merry-Garden, and Other 
Stories iv. — Brother Copas 1 v.

Quincey: vide De Quincey.
Rae, W. Fraser, 11905.

Westward by Rail 1 v. — Miss Bayle’s 
Romance 2 v. —The Business о (Travel iv.

Raimond, C. E. (Miss Robins) (Am.).
The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic 
North 2 v. — A Dark Lantern 2 v. — The 
Convert 2 v. — The Florentine Frame 1 v. 
— “ Where are you going to... ? " 1 v. — 
Way Stations I v.

“ Rajah's Heir, the." 2 v.
Reade, Charles, t 1884.

“It is never too late to mend“ 2 v. — 
“Love me little, love me long” 1 v. — 
The Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard 
Cash 3 v. — PutYourself in his Place 2v. — 
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof
fington iv. — Christie Johnstone 1 v. — 
A Simpleton a v. — The Wandering Heir 

iv. — A Woman-Hater iv. — Readiana 
iv. — Singleheart and Doubleface 1 v.
“Recommended to Mercy," Author of 

(Mrs. Houstoun).
“ Recommended to Mercy ” 2 v. — Zoe’s 
“Brand ” 2 v.

Reeves, Mrs. : vide Helen Mathers.
Rhys, Grace.

Mary Dominic 1 v. — The Wooing of 
Sheila iv. — About many Things 1 v.

Ric.e, James: vide Walter Besant
Richards, Alfred Bate, 11876.

So very Human 3 v.
Richardson, S., 11761.

Clarissa Harlowe 4 v.
Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafford).

George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth 
2 v. — Far above Rubies 2 v. — The Earl’s 
Promise 2 V. — Mortomley’s Estate 2 v.

Ridge, W. Pett.
Name of Garland 1 v. — Thanks to Sander
son iv. — Miss Mannering 1 v. — The 
Lunch Basket 1 v.

“ Rita."
Souls iv. — The Jesters iv. — The Mas
queraders 2 v. —Queer Lady Judas 2 v. — 
Prince Charming 1 v. — The Pointing 
Finger iv. — A Man of no Importance t v. 
— The Millionaire Girl, and Other Stories 
iv. — The House called Hurrish 1 v. — 
Calvary 2 v. — That is to say— 1 v. — 
“ Half a Truth ” 1 v. — The House Oppo
site iv. — The Young Horatius 1 v.

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray: vide 
Miss Thackeray.

Roberts, Miss : vide Author of “ Made
moiselle Mori."

Robertson, Rev. F. W., 11853.
Sermons 4 v.

Robins, Miss: vide Raimond.
Robinson, F.: vide “No Church."
Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.).

Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunter 
(with Portrait) i v.

Ross, Charles H.
The Pretty Widow i v. — A London 
Romance 2 v.

Ross, Martin: vide Somerville.
Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, 11882.

Poems iv. — Ballads and Sonnets 1 v.
“Roy Tellet.”

The Outcasts iv. — A Draught of 
Lethe iv. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v.
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Ruck, Berta.
Sir or Madam? i v. — The Dancing Star 
IV. — Lucky in Love i v.

Ruffini, J., t 1881.
Lavinia 2 v. — Doctor Antonio 1 v. — 
Lorenzo Benoni IV. — Vincenzo 2 v. — 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura 1 v. — The 
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris 1 v. — 
Carlino, and other Stories 1 v.

Ruskin, John, * 1819, f 1900.
Sesame and Lilies 1 v. — The Stones of 
Venice (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Unto this 
Last and Munera Pulveris i v.— The Seven 
Lamps of Architecture (with 14 Illustra
tions) Iv. — Mornings in Florence 1 v.— 
St. Mark’s Rest 1 v.

Russell, W. Clark.
A Sailor’s Sweetheart 2 v. — The •• Lady 
Maud” 2 v. — A Sea Queen 2 v.

Russell, George W. E.
Collections and Recollections. By One 
who has kept a Diary 2 v. — A Londoner’s 
Log-Book i v.

“Ruth and her Friends”: vide p. 29.
Sala, George Augustus, 11895.

The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v.
Saunders, John.

Israel Mort, Overman 2 v.— The Ship
owner's Daughter 2 v.— A Noble Wife 2v.

Saunders, Katherine (Mrs. Cooper^.
Joan Merry weather, and other Tales 
IV. — Gideon’s Rock, and other Tales 
IV. — The High Mills 2 V. — Sebastian 1 v.

Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), t 1903.
My Official Wife 1 v. — The Little Lady 
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. — Prince 
Schamyl’s Wooing 1 v. —The Masked 
Venus 2 V. — Delilah ofHarlem 2 v. —The 
Anarchist 2 v. — A Daughter of Judas 
IV. — In the Old Chateau 1 v. — Miss 
Devereux of the Mariquita 2 v. —Checked 
Through 2 v. — A Modern Corsair 2 v. — 
In the Swim z v. — The White Lady of 
Khaminavatka 2 v. — In the House of His 
Friends 2 v.—The Mystery of a Shipyard 2 v. 
— A Monte Cristo in Khaki 1 v.

Schreiner, Olive.
Trooper Peter Haiket of Mashonaland 
XV. — Woman and Labour 1 v.

Scott, Sir Walter, 11832.
Waverley 2 V. — The Antiquary 1 v. 
— Ivanhoe 2 v. — Kenilworth 1 v. — 
Quentin Durward 1 v. — Old Mortality 
XV. — Guy Mannering x v. — Rob Roy 
XV. — The Pirate 1 v. — The Fortunes 
of Nigel IV. — The Black Dwarf ; 
A Legend of Montrose 1 v. — The Bride 
of Lammermoort v. —The Heart of Mid
Lothian 2 v. — The Monastery x v. — The 

Abbot IV. — Peveril of the Peak 2 v. — 
Poetical Works 2 v. — Woodstock 1 v. — 
The Fair Maid of Perth 1 v. — Anne of 
Geierstein I V.

Seeley. Prof. J. R., t 1895.
Life and Times of Stein 4 V. — The Ex
pansion of England tv. — Goethe 1 v.

Sewell, Elizabeth, 11906.
Amy Herbert 2 v. — Ursula 2 v. — A 
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal 
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. — 
The Experience of Life 2 v.

Shakespeare, William, t 1616.
Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second 
Edition) 7 v. — Doubtful Plays 1 v.

Shakespeare's Plays may also be had in 
37 numbers, each number sold separately.

Sharp, William, 11905: vide Miss Ho
ward, Fiona Macleod and Swinburne.

Shaw, Bernard.
Man and Superman 1 v. — The Perfect 
Wagnerite IV. — Cashel Byron’s Pro
fession IV. — Plays Pleasant and Un
pleasant (The Three Unpleasant Plays iv. 
— The Four Pleasant Plays 1 v.). — Get
ting Married & The Shewing-up of Blanco 
Posnet iv. — The Doctor’s Dilemma & 
The Dark Lady of the Sonnets 1 v.— Three 
Plays for Puritans 1 v. —John Bull’s Other 
Island etc. iv. — Androcles and the Lion ; 
Pygmalion iv. — Misalliance 1 v. — Fan
ny’s First Play, etc. iv. — Heartbreak 
House, etc. iv. — Back to Methuselah 1 v.

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, t 1822.
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), 11888.
Shut up in Paris 1 v.

Sheridan, R. B., t1816.
The Dramatic Works 1 v.

Shorthouse, J. Henry.
John Inglesant 2 V. — Blanche Falaise 1 v.

Sidgwick, Mrs. Alfred.
The Lantern Bearers 1 v.— Anthea’s Guest
i V.

May Sinclair.
Anne Severn and the Fieldings 1 v. — Un
canny Stories iv. — A Cure of Souls 1 v.

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C., C.B.
Fire and Sword in the Sudan 3 v.

Smedley, F. E.: vide “Frank Fairlegh."
Smollett, Tobias, t 1771.

Roderick Random 1 v. — Humphry 
Clinker iv. — Peregrine Pickle 1 v.

Snaith, J. C.
Mrs. Fitz iv. — The Principal Girl 1 v.— 
An Affair of State 1 v. — Araminta 1 v.

“Society In London,” Author of.
Society in London. By a Foreign 
Resident i v.



Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List. ’S

Somerville, E. Œ.. 4 IW. Ross.
Naboth’s Vineyard i v. — All on the 
Irish Shore IV. — Dan Russel the Fox I v.

“ Spanish Brothers, the." 2 v.
Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), f1875.

The History of England 7 v. — Reign 
of Queen Anne 2 v.

Stanton. Theodore (Am.).
A Manual of American Literature 1 v.

Steel, Flora Annie.
The Hosts of the Lord 2 v. — In the 
Guardianship of God 1 v.

Steevens, G. W., 11900.
From Capetown to Ladysmith 1 v.

Stephens, James.
Here are Ladies 1 v.

Sterne, Laurence, f 1768.
Tristram Shandy 1 v. — A Sentimental 
Journey (with Portrait) 1 v.

Stevenson, Robert Louis, f1894.
Treasure Island 1 v. — Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage 1 v. — 
Kidnapped IV. — The Black Arrow 1 v. — 
TheMasterofBallantrae 1 v. — The Merry 
Men, etc. i v. — Across the Plains, etc. 1 v. 
— Island Nights*  Entertainments 1 v. — 
Catriona 1 v. —Weir of Hermiston 1 v. — 
St. Ives 2 v. — In the South Seas 2 v. — 
Tales and Fantasies 1 v.

“Still Waters,” Author of (Mrs. Paul). 
Still Waters IV. — Dorothy 1 v. — De 
Cressy IV. — Uncle Ralph 1 v. — Maiden 
Sisters i v. — Martha Brown IV.—Vanessa

Stirling, M. C.: vide G. hl. Craik.
Stockton, Frank R. (Am.), f1902.

The House of Martha 1 v.
“Story of a Penitent Soul, the." 1 v.
"Story of Elizabeth, the,” Author of: 

vide Miss Thackeray.
Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher (Am.), 

t 1896.
Uncle Tom’s Cabin (with Portrait) 2 v. — 
A Key to Uncle Tom’s Cabin 2 v. — Dred 
2 v. — The Minister’s Wooing 1 v. — Old
town Folks 2 v.

“Sunbeam Stories," Author of: vide 
Mrs. Mackarness.

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift), f 1745. 
Gulliver’s Travels 1 v.

Swinburne, Algernon Charles, f1909.
Atalanta in Calydon : and Lyrical Poems 
(edited, with an Introduction, by William 
Sharp) ir. — Love’s Cross-Currents 1 v. 
— Chastelard and Mary Stuart 1 v.

Frank Swinnerton.
The Three Lovers 1 v.

Symonds, John Addington, f 1893.
Sketches in Italy x v. — New Italian 
Sketches i v.

Synge, John M.
Plays i v.

Tagore, Rabindranath.
The Home and the World 1 v. — The 
Gardener IV. — Sädhana 1 v. — The 
Wreck IV. — Gitanjali ; Fruit-Gathering

Tallentyre, S. G.: vide H. S. Merriman. 
Tasma.

Uncle Piper of Piper’s Hill 2 V.
Tautphoeus, Baroness, f 1893.

Cyrilla 2 v. — The Initials 2 v. — Quits 
2 v. — At Odds 2 v.

Taylor, Col. Meadows, f1876.
Tara ; a Mahratta Tale 3 v.

Templeton: vide Author of “Horace 
Templeton.”

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), f 1892.
Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary 
tv. — Harold tv. — Becket ; The Cup ; 
The Falcon 1 v. — Locksley Hall, sixty 
Yearsafter; The Promise of May ¡Tiresias 
and other Poems 1 v. — A Memoir. By 
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v.

Testament, the New : vide New.
Thackeray, William Makepeace, f 1863.

Vanity Fair 3 V. — Pendennis 3 V. — 
Miscellanies 8 V. — Henry Esmond 2 v. — 
The English Humourists of the Eighteenth 
Century tv. — TheNewcomes 4Ѵ. —The 
Virginians 4 v.—The Four Georges; 
Level the Widower 1 v. — The Adventures 
of Philip 2 v. — Denis Duval 1 v. — 
Roundabout Papers 2 v. — Catherine 
i v. —The Irish Sketch Book 2 v. — The 
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) 2 v.

Thackeray, Miss (Lady Ritchie).
The Story of Elizabeth 1 v. —The Village 
on the Cliff IV. — Old Kensington 2 v. — 
Bluebeard’s Keys, and other Stories 1 v. — 
Five Old Friends IV. — Miss Angel iv.— 
Out of the World, and other Tales 1 v. — 
Fulham Lawn, and otherTales iv. — From 
an Island. A Story and some Essays 1 v. — 
Da Capo, and other Tales 1 v. — Madame 
de Sévigné; From a Stage Box; Miss 
Williamson’s Divagations 1 v. — A Book 
of Sibyls iv. — Mrs. Dymond 2 v. — 
Chapters from some Memoirs 1 v.

Thomae a Kempis: vide Kempls.
Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip).

Denis Donne 2 V. — On Guard 2 v. — 
Walter Goring 2 v. — Played Out 2 v. — 
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Herself 
1 v. — A Narrow Escape 2 v.
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Thomson, James, f1748.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

“ Thoth," Author of.
Thoth i v.

Thurston, E. Temple.
The Greatest Wish in the World 1 v. — 
Mirage tv. — The City of Beautiful Non
sense i v.—The Garden of Resurrection 1 v. 
— Thirteen IV. — The Apple of Eden 1 v. 
— The Antagonists 1 v. — The Evolution 
of Katherine 1 v. — The Open Window 1 v. 
— Sally Bishop 2 v.— Richard Furlong 1 v. 
— The Eye of the Wift 1 v. — Achieve
ment IV. — The Miracle 1 v. — May Eve 
IV. — The Green Bough 1 v.

“Tim," Author of.
Tim i v.

Trafford, F.G.: vide Mrs. Riddell.
Trevelyan, George Otto.

The Life and Letters of LonLMacaulay 
(with Portrait) 4 v. — Selections from the 
Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 v. — The 
American Revolution (with a Map) 2 v.

Trois-Etoiles: vide Grenville.
Trollope, Anthony, t 1882.

Doctor Thorne 2 V. — The Bertrams 
2 v. — The Warden 1 v. —- Barchester 
Towers 2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. — The 
West Indies IV. — Framley Parson age 2 v. 
— North America 3 v. — Orley Farm 3 v. 
— Rachel Ray 2 v. — The Small House 
at AUington IV. — Can you forgive her? 
jv. — The Belton Estate 2 v. — Nina 
Balatkaf 1 v. — The Last Chronicle of. 
Barset 3 V.—The Claverings2v. — Phineas 
Finn 3 V. — He knew he was right 3 v. — 
TheVicar of Bullhampton 2 v. — Sir Harry 
Hotspur of Humblethwaite 1 v. — Ralph 
the Heir 2 V. — The Golden Lion of 
Granpere IV. — Australia and New Zea
land 3 V. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry 
Heathcote of Gangoil 1 v. —The Way we 
live now 4 v. —The Prime Minister 4 V. — 
The American Senator 3 V. — South Africa 
2 v. — Is HePopenjoy? 3 v. — An Eye for 
an Eye i v. —John Caldigate 3 V. — Cousin 
Henry IV. — The Duke’s Children 3 V. — 
Dr.Wortle’s School IV. — Ayala’s Angel 
3 v. —The Fixed Period 1 v. — Marion Fay 
2 v. — Kept in the Dark 1 v. — Frau Froh- 
mann, and other Stories 1 v.— Alice Diig- 
dale, and other Stories 1 v. — La Mère 
Bauche, and other Stories 1 v. — The 
Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories 1 v. — 
An Autobiography 1 v. — An Old Man’s

Trollope, T. Adolphus, 11892.
The Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2 v. 
— A Siren 2 v.

Trowbridge, W. R. H.
The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth

IV. — A Girl of the Multitude 1 v. — That 
Little Marquis of Brandenburg 1 v. — A 
Dazzling Reprobate 1 v.—The White Hope

Twain, Mark (Samuel L. Clemens) 
(Am.), t 1910.

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer 1 v. — 
The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New 
Pilgrims’ Progress 2 v. —A Tramp Abroad 
2 v. — “Roughing it” IV. — The In
nocents at Home IV. — The Prince and 
the Pauper 2 v. — The Stolen White 
Elephant, etc. tv. — Life on the Mis
sissippi 2 v. — Sketches (with Portrait) 
IV. — Huckleberry Finn 2 v. — Selections 
from American Humour 1 v. — A Yankee 
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The 
American Claimant 1 v. — The £ 1000000 
Bank-Note and other new Stories 1 v. — 
Tom Sawyer Abroad 1 v. — Pudd’nhead 
Wilson tv. — Personal Recollections of 
Joan of Arc 2v.—Tom Sawyer, Detective, 
and other Tales rv. — More Tramps 
Abroad 2 v. — The Man that corrupted 
Hadleyburg, etc. 2 v. — A Double-Bar
relled Detective Story, etc. IV. — The 
$30,000 Bequest, and Other Stories 1 v. — 
Christian Science 1 v. — Captain Storm
field’s Visit to Heaven & Is Shakespeare 
Dead? i v.

“Two Cosmos, the.” 1 v.
Vachell, Horace Annesley.

Brothers 2 v. — 1'he Face of Clay 1 v. — 
Her Son i v. —The Hill Iv. — The Waters 
of Jordan IV. — An Impending Sword 1 v. 
— The Paladin 1 v. — John Verney 1 v. 
— Blinds Down IV. — Bunch Grass 1 v. 
— The Procession of Life 1 v. — Loot 1 v. 
— Quinneys’ i v. — Change Partners 1 v. 
— The Yard iv. — Quinney’s Adventures

“Venus and Cupid." 1 v.
“ Véra," Author of.

Véra iv. — The Hôtel du Petit St. 
Jean iv. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within 
Sound of the Sea 2 v. — The Maritime 
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v.—Ninette 1 v.

Victoria R. I.
Leaves from the Journal of our Life in 
the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 1 v. — 
More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 1 v.

“Virginia." 1 v.
Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred.

With Zola in England 1 v.
Walford, L. B.

Mr. Smith 2 v. — Pauline 2 v. — Cousins 
2 v. — Troublesome Daughters 2 v. — 
Leddy Marget 1 v.

Wallace, D. Mackenzie.
Russia 3 v.
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Wallace, Edgar,

The Book of All-Power 1 v. — The Valley 
of Ghosts i v. —Chick IV,— Captains of 
Souls IV. — The Missing Million 1 v.

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), f1905.
Ben-Hur 2 v.

Walpole, Hugh.
Jeremy and Hamlet 1 v.

Warburton, Eliot, 11852.
The Crescent and the Cross 2 v. — 
Darien 2 v.

Ward, Mrs. Humphry.
Robert Elsmere 3 V. — David Grieve 
iy. — MissBretherton 1 v. — Marcella 3 v. 
Bessie Costrell IV. — Sir George Tressady 
2 V. — Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. — 
Eleanor 2 v. — Lady Rose’s Daughter 2 v. 
— The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v. — 
Fenwick’s Career 2 v.— Diana Mallory 2 v. 
— Daphne; or, “Marriage à la Mode” iv. 
— Canadian Born 1 v. — The Case of 
Richard Meynell 2 v. — The Mating of 
Lydia 2 v. — The Coryston Family 1 v.

Warner, Susan : vide Wetherell.
Warren, Samuel, t 1877.

Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten 
Thousand a-Year 3 v. — Now and Then 
iv. — The Lily and the Bee 1 v.

“Waterdale Neighbours, the,” Author 
of : vide Justin McCarthy.

Watson, H. B. Marriott.
The Excelsior i v.

Watts-Dunton, Theodore, 11914.
Aylwin 2 v.

Wells, H. G.
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. 1 v.—The War 
of the Worlds i v. — The Invisible Man 1 v. 
— The Time Machine, and The Island of 
Doctor Moreau 1 v. — When the Sleeper 
Wakes iv. — TalesofSpace and Time 1 y. 
— The Plattner Story, and Others 1 v. — 
Love and Mr. Lewisham 1 v.—TheWheels 
of Chance iv. — Anticipations 1 v. — The 
First Men in the Moon 1 v.—The Sea Lady 
i v.—Mankind in the Making 2 v.—Twelve 
Stories and a Dream 1 v. — The Food of 
the Gods iv. — A Modern Utopia 1 v. — 
Kipps2 v.—In the Days of the Comet 1 v.— 
The Future in America 1 v. — New Worlds 
for Old iv. — The War in the Air r v. — 
Tono-Bungay 2 v. — First and Last Things 
iv. — The New Machiavelli 2 v. — Mar
riage 2 V. — The Passionate Friends 2 v. 
— An Englishman looks at the World 1 v. 
— The World Set Free i v. — A Short His
tory of the World (with twelve Maps) 1 v. 
— Men Like Gods iv. — The Dream 1 v.

Westbury, Hugh. Acte 2 v.
Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan Warner) 

(Am.), f1885.
The wide, wide World 1 v. — Queechy 

2 v. — The Hills of the Shatemuc 2V. — 
Say and Seal 2v. — The Old Helmet iv.

Weyman, Stanley J.
The House of the Wolf 1 v. —The Story 
of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of 
France 2 v. — The Man in Black 1 v. — 
Under the Red Robe 1 v. — My I.ady 
Rotha 2 v. —From the Memoirs of a Minis
ter of France i v. — The Red Cockades v. 
— Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn 2 v. 
— Sophia 2 v. — Count Hannibal 2 v. — In 
Kings’ Byways iv. — The Long Night 2 v. 
— The Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. — Starvecrow 
Farm 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v. — Laid up in 
Lavender i v.

Wharton, Edith (Am.).
The House of Mirth 2 v. — The Fruit of 
the Tree 2 v.

“Whim, a." iv.
Whitby, Beatrice.

The Awakening of Mary Fenwick tv.— 
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v.

White, Percy.
Mr. Bailey-Martin iv.-The West End 2v. 
—The New Christians i v.— Park Lanea v. 
— The Countess and The King’s Diary 1 v. 
— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2 v. — 
A Millionaire’s Daughter 1 v. — A Pas
sionate Pilgrim iv. — The System 2 v.— 
The Patient Man 1 v. — Mr. John Strood 
I v. — The Eight Guests 2 v. — Mr. Strudge 
iv. — Love and the Poor Suitor 1 v. — 
The House of Intrigue 1 v. ■— Love and the 
Wise Men iv. — An Averted Marriage 1 v. 
—The Lost Halo 1 v.—The Broken Phial 1 v. 
— To-Day i v.

White, Walter.
Holidays in Tyrol 1 v.

Whiteing, Richard.
The Island ; or, An Adventure of a Per
son of Quality i V. — No. 5 John Street I v. 
—The Life of Paris 1 v.—TheYellowVan 1 v. 
— Ring in the New iv. — All Moonshine 
iv. — Little People i v.

Whitman, Sidney.
Imperial Germany 1 v.— The Realm ofthe 
Habsburgs iv. — Teuton Studies 1 v. — 
Reminiscences of the King of Roumania 
iv. —Conversations with Prince Bismarck 
iv. — Life of the Emperor Frederick 2 v. 
— German Memories 1 v.

“Who Breaks—Pays," Author of: vide 
Mrs. Jenkin.

Whyte Melville, George J.: vide Melville. 
Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.).

Timothy’s Quest 1 v.— A Cathedral Court
ship, and Penelope’s English Experiences 
iv. — Penelope’s Irish Experiences 1 v. — 
Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm 1 v. — Rose 
0’ the River iv. — New Chronicles of Re- 
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becca IV. — The Old Peabody Pew, and 
Susanna and Sue I v. — Mother Carey i v.

Wiggin, K. D., M. Ł J. Findlater, & Allan
McAulay.

The Affair at the Inn i v. — Robinetta i v.
Wilde, Oscar, 11900.

The Picture of Dorian Gray 1 v. — De Pro
fundis and The Ballad of Reading Gaol 
IV. — A House of Pomegranates 1 v. — 
Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime, and Other 
Prose Pieces i v.—Lady Windermere’s Fan 
tv. — An Ideal Husband 1 v.— Salome 1 v. 
— The Happy Prince, and Other Tales r v. 
— A Woman of No Importance 1 v. — The 
Importance of Being Earnest 1 v. — Poems

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am.).
Pembroke IV. — Madelon 1 v. —Jerome 
2 v. — Silence, and other Stories 1 v. — 
The Love of Parson Lord, etc. 1 v.

Williamson, C. N. & A. M.
The Lightning Conductor 1 v.—Lady Betty 
across theWater 1 v.—The Motor Maid 1 v. 
— Lord Loveland discovers America 1 v. 
— The Golden Silence 2 v. — The Guests 
of Hercules 2 v. —The Heather Moon 2 v. 
— Set in Silver 2 v. — The Love Pirate 2 v. 
— It Happened in Egypt 2 v. —The Wed
ding Day IV. — The Lion’s Mouse 1 v. — 
The Lady from the Air 1 v.

Wills, C. J.: vide F. C. Phili ps.
Wilson, Woodrow (Am.).

The New Freedom 1 v.
Winter, Mrs. J. S.

Regimental Legends 1 v.
Wood, C.: vide “Buried Alone.”
Wood, H. F.

The Passenger from Scotland Yard 1 v.
Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny Ludlow), 

t 1887.
East Lynne 3 v. — The Channings 2 v. — 

Mrs. Halliburton’s Troubles 2 v. — 
Verner’s Pride 3V.—The Shadow of Ash- 
lydyat 3 v. — Trevlyn Hold 2 v. — Lord 
Oakburn’s Daughters 2 v. — Oswald Cray 
2 v. — Mildred Arkell 2 v. — St. Martin’s 
Eve 2 v. — Elster’s Folly 2 v. — Lady Ade
laide’s Oath 2 v.— Orville College 1 v.— 
A Life’s Secret IV. — The Red Court F arm 
2 V. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland 
Yorke 2 V. — George Canterbury’s Will 
2 v. — Bessy Rane 2 v. — Dene Hollow 
2v.—The Foggy Night at Offord ; Martyn 
Ware’s Temptation; The Night-Walk 
over the Mill Stream 1 v. — Within the 
Maze 2 v. — The Master of Greylands 2 v. 
— Johnny Ludlow 2 v. — Told in the 
Twilight 2 v. — Adam Grainger 1 v. — 
Edina 2 v. — Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. — Court 
Netherleigh 2 v. — (The following by

Johnny Ludlow): Lost in the Post, and 
OtherTales i v.—ATale of Sin, and Other 
Tales IV. — Anne, and OtherTales 1 v. — 
The Mystery of Jessy Page, etc. 1 v. — 
Helen Whitney’s Wedding, etc. 1 v.—The 
Story of Dorothy Grape, etc. 1 v. VVide 
p. 29.)

Woodroffe, Daniel.
TangledTrinities iv.-The Beauty-Shop iv.

Woods, Margaret L.
A Village Tragedy 1 v. — The Vaga
bonds iv. — Sons of the Sword 2 v. — The 
Invader i v.

Wordsworth, William, f 1850.
Select Poetical Works 2 v.

Wraxall, Lascelles, f 1865.
Wild Oats i v.

Yates, Edmund, f 1894.
Land at Last 2 v. — Broken to Hamess 2 v. 
— The Forlorn Hope 2 v. — Black Sheep 
2 V. — The Rock Ahead 2 v. — Wrecked 
in Port 2 V. — Dr. Wainwright’s Patient 
2 V. — Nobody’s Fortune 2 V. — Castaway 
2 v. — A Waiting Race 2 v. — The yellow 
Flag 2 V. —The Impending Sword 2 v. — 
Two, by Tricks iv. — A Silent Witness 
2 v. — Recollections and Experiences 2 v.

Yeats : vide Levett-Yeats.
Yeats, W. B.

A Selection from the Poetry of, 1 v.
Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901.

The Heir of Redclyfte 2 v. — Heartsease 
2 v. — The Daisy Chain 2 v. — Dynevor 
Terrace 2 v. — Hopes and Fears 2 v. — 
The Young Step-Mother 2 v. — The Trial 
2 V. — The CleverWoman of the Family 
2 v. — The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest 2 v. 
— The Danvers Papers ; The Prince and 
the Page iv. — The Chaplet of Pearls 
2 V. — The two Guardians 1 v. — TheCaged 
Lion 2 v. — The Pillars of the House 5 v. 
— Lady Hester 1 v. — My Young Alcides 
2 v. — The Three Brides 2 v. — Woman
kind 2 v. — Magnum Bonum 2 v. — Love 
and Life iv. — Unknown to History 2 v. 
— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v. — The 
Armourer’s Prentices 2 v. — The Two 
Sides of the Shield 2 v. — Nuttie’s Father 
2 V. — Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 v. — 
A Reputed Changeling 2 v. — Two Penni
less Princesses iv. — That Stick 1 v. — 
Grisly Oriseli iv. — The Long Vacation 
2 v. — Modem Broods 1 v. ( Vide p. 29.)

“Young Mistley,” Author of : vide Henry 
Seton Merriman.

Zangwlll, I.
Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v. — Ghetto 
Comedies 2 V. — Ghetto Tragedies 2 v.

“Z. Z.”
The W orld and a Man 2 v.



Series for the Young.
30 Volumes. Published with Continental Copyright as the Collection 

of English and American Authors. Vide page 2.
Barker, Lady (Lady Broome) : Stories 

About:— i v.
Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 11880 : Min

istering Children i v.
Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), f1887: Our 

Year IV. — Three Tales for Boys 1 v. 
— Three Tales for Girls 1 v.

Craik, Georgiana M.: Cousin Trix, and her 
Welcome Tales 1 v.

Edgeworth, Maria, t 1849: Moral Tales 
IV. — Popular Tales 2 v.

Kavanagh, Bridget Ł Julia: The Pearl 
Fountain, and other Fairy-Tales 1 v.

Lamb, Charles Ł Mary, 11834 and 1847 : 
Tales from Shakspeare 1 v.

Marryat, Captain, f 1848: Masterman 
Ready i v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899: Rex and 
Regina i v.

Montgomery, Florence: The Town-Crier; 
to which is added: The Children with 
the Indian-Rubber Ball 1 v.

“ Ruth and her Friends," Author of : Ruth 
and her Friends. A Story for Girls 1 v.

Wood, Mrs. Henry, t 1887 : William Allan-

Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901 : Kenneth; or, 
the Rear-Guard of the Grand Army 1 v. 
— The Little Duke. Ben Sylvester’s 
Word IV. — The Stokesley Secret 1 v. 
— Countess Kate 1 v. — A Book of Gol
den Deeds 2 v.— Friarswood Post-Office 
IV. — Henrietta’s Wish 1 v. — Kings ot 
England IV. — The Lances of Lyn
wood; the Pigeon Pie IV.— P’sandQ’s 
IV. — Aunt Charlotte’s Stories of Eng
lish History IV. — Bye-Words 1 v. — 
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. x v.

Collection of German Authors.
5/ Volumes. Translations from the German, published with universal 

copyright. These volumes may be imported into any country.
Auerbach, Berthold, t 1882 : On the 

Heights 3 v. — Brigitta 1 v. — Spinoza

Ebers, Georg, t 1898 : An Egyptian Prin
cess 2 v. — Uarda 2 v. — Homo Sum 
2 v. — The Sisters 2 v. — Joshua 2 v. — 
Per Aspera 2 v.

Fouqué, De la Motte, 11843 : Undine, Sin
tram, etc. I v.

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, 11876: Poems i v.
Görlach, Wilhelm : Prince Bismarck (with 

Portrait) i v.
Goethe, W. v., t 1832 : Faust 1 v. — Wil

helm Meister’s Apprenticeship 2 v.
Gutzkow, Karl, f 1878 : Through Night to 

Light i v.
Hackländer, F. W., t 1877 : Behind the 

Counter [Handel und Wandel] 1 v.
Hauff, Wilhelm, t 1827: Three Tales 1 v.
Heyse, Paul: L’Arrabiata, etc. iv. — The 

Dead Lake, etc. 1 v. — Barbarossa, etc.

Hillern, Wilhelmine von: The Vulture 
Maiden [die Geier-Wally] 1 v. — The 
Hour will come 2 v.

Kohn, Salomon : Gabriel 1 v.
Lessing, G. E., t 1781 : Nathan the Wise, 

and Emilia Gaietti 1 v.
Lewaid, Fanny, t 1889: Stella 2 v.
Marlitt, E., t 1887: The Princess of the 

Moor [das Haideprinzesschen] 2 v.
Nathusius, Maria, t 1857 : Joachim v. 

Kamern, and Diary of a Poor Young 
Lady i v.

Reuter, Fritz, f 1874 : In the Year ’13 1 v. 
— An old Story of my Farming Days 
[Ut mine Stromtid] 3 v.

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean Paul), f1825: 
Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 v.

Scheffel, Victor von, f 1886: Ekkehard

Taylor, George: Klytia 2 v.
Zschokke, Heinrich, t 1848: The Princess 

of Brunswick-Wolfenbüttel, etc. 1 v.

Students’ Series for School, College, and Home.
Ausgaben mit deutschen Anmerkungen und Spezial-Wörterbüchern.

In steifem Umschlag.
Von Band 41 (The Secret Garden by F. H. Burnett) an erscheint die Student* ’ 

Serie*  im handlichen Formate der Tauchnit*  Edition.
41 Bände; Kataloge stehen zur Verfügung.



BIBLIOTECA ROJO Y AZUL
Tomo i0: Gustaf âf Geijerstam, Tragedia-de un Matrimonio.

2o: Teodoro Fontane, Errores y Extravíos.
3o: Teodoro Storm, El Fantasma del Dique.
4o: Ernst von Wildenbruch, Lágrimas de Niño; El Señor 

Consejero Graumann.
5°: Teodoro Storm, Inés; La Granja de Immensee; La 

Señorita del Castillo.
6o: Rodolfo Herzog, Fuente de Juventud; Las Hijas del 

Doctor Fruehling; Un Regalo de Nochebuena.
7°: E. T. A. Hoffmann, Aventuras de la Noche de San Sil

vestre; El Magnetizador; El Arenero.
8o: Franz Grillparzer, El Monasterio de Sendomir; El 

Músico Callejero.
- 9o: H. V. Kleist, Los Esponsales de San Domingo; La

Marquesa de O.; El Terremoto de Chile.
- IO°: Flavio Herrera, Cenizas.

Further new volumes of this Spanish collection will be published in regular intervals.

FIFTY DRAWINGS BY OLD MASTERS
IN PRIVATE COLLECTIONS

Edited by
Professor Felix Becker

In Half-Parchment Portfolio
The editor, Professor Felix Becker, one of the originators of the Allgemeines 

Künstler-Lexikon, has chosen fifty hitherto unpublished drawings of the XVth to 
XVIIth centuries which, in his opinion, possess both scientific and artistic value ; so 
that the present publication will appeal equally to the student and to the general public. 
Dr. Becker lays great stress on the importance of the hitherto unknown masterpieces 
of Mantegna, Giorgione, Boltraffio and Rembrandt. — Prospectus on application.

Leipziger Beiträge zur englischen Philologie 
herausgegeben von 

Max Förster
Geh. Hofrat und o. ö. Professor an der Universität Leipzig

I. Heft. Studien zu Shelleys Lyrik von Dr. Herert 
Huscher. 1919. Geheftet.

2. Heft. Thackeray als historischer Romanschrift
steller von Dr. Gudrun Vogel. 1920. Geheftet

3. Heft. Die Hamletfrage. Ein Beitrag zur Geschichte 
der Renaissance in England von Dr. Josef Wihan, Privat
dozent in Prag. I92I. Geheftet

Weitere Hefte sind in Vorbereitung.



Shakespeare’s Plays
Each number is sold separately

i. Measure for Measure. — 2. The Comedy of Errors. — 3. Much Ado about Nothing. 
— 4. Love’s Labour’s lost. — 5. Midsummer-night’s Dream.—6. Merchant of Venice. 
— 7. As you like it. — 8. Taming of the Shrew. — 9. All’s well that ends well. — 
10. Twelfth-night: or, What you will. — 11. The Winter’s Tale. — 12. King John. — 
13. The Life and Death of King Richard II. — 14. First Part of King Henry IV. — 
15. Second Part of King Henry IV. — 16. King Henry V. — 17. First Part of King 
Henry VI. — 18. Second Part of King Henry VI. —19. Third Part of King Henry VI. 
— 20. King Richard III.— 21. King Henry VIII.— 22. Troilus and Cressida.— 23. Titus 
Andronicus. — 24. Coriolanus. — 25. Romeo and Juliet. — 26. Timon of Athens. — 
27. Julius Cæsar. — 28. Macbeth. — 29. Hamlet. — 30. King Lear. — 31. Othello. — 
32. Antony and Cleopatra. — 33. Cymbeline.—34. Pericles, Prince of Tyre.— 35. The 
Tempest. — 36. The two Gentlemen of Verona. — 37. Merry Wives of Windsor.
Separate editions of “Sonnets” and “Poems»” (including Sonnets).

Kellner, Dr. Leon, Die englische Literatur der neuesten Zeit 
Von Dickens bis Shaw. Zweite, wesentlich veränderte Auflage der 
„Englischen Literatur im Zeitalter der Königin Viktoria”, gr. 8°. 
1921. Gebunden in Halbleinen.

Die Zelt: „Das Wesentliche an diesem Buch ist sein gleichmäßig helles Licht, 
die gleichmäßige Intensität seiner geistigen Wärme, sein müheloses Gründlichsein, 
und sein freier Vortrag. Es ist das Buch eines Schriftstellers, der — außerdem noch — 
Professor ist. Ein Buch, das uns bereichert, ohne uns zu plagen. Ein Buch, das uns 
freundschaftlich anredet, ohne uns seine Bedeutung fühlen zu lassen. . . . Es ist ein 
reiches Buch.” Felix Salten.

Kellner, Dr. Leon, Shakespeare-Wörterbuch. 358S. gr. Lex.-8°.
1922. Gebunden in Halbleinen.

Ein modernes deutsches Shakespeare-Lexikon, das den Stand der neuesten For
schung berücksichtigt, fehlte seit Jahrzehnten, und das vorliegende Werk aus der 
Feder eines der berühmtesten Shakespeare-Forscher ist für jeden schlechthin lyient- 
behrlich, der sich als Forscher oder Leser mit dem Dichter beschäftigt.

Kaluza, Dr. Max, Chaucer-Handbuch für Studierende. Aus
gewählte Texte mit Einleitungen, einem Abriß von Chaucers Versbau 
und Sprache und einem Wörterverzeichnis, gr. 8°. 1917. Gebunden 
in Halbleinen.

Inhalt: Einleitung: Das Leben Chaucers — Chaucers Werke — Chaucers Be
lesenheit -*•  Handschriften und Ausgaben — Texte: Die kleineren Gedichte — The 
Book of the Duchesse — The Romaunt of the Rose — Boece, The Former Age — 
The Hous of Fame — The Parlement of Foules — Troilus and Criseyde — The Legend 
of Good Women — The Canterbury Tales — The Astrolabio — Chaucers Versbau — 
Chaucers Sprache : i. Lautstand und Schreibung 2. Formen — Wörterverzeichnis — 
Verzeichnis der Abkürzungen.

Schücking, Levin L.,Die Charakterprobleme bei Shakespeare.
gr. 8°. 1917. Gebunden in Halbleinen.

Der Verfasser behandelt die Erklärungen der Shakespeareschen Gestalten, z. B. 
Cäsar, Macbeth, Lear, Hamlet, von ganz neuen Gesichtspunkten aus, und legt 
den Nachdruck auf die besonderen literarhistorischen Voraussetzungen der Ent
stehungszeit der Shakespeareschen Dramen,



Tauchnitz Dictionaries.
For sak and for use in all countries.

Crown 8vo.
English-German and German-English. (James.) Forty-seventh Edition, 

entirely rewritten and greatly enlarged. Bound in half-cloth.
English-French and French-English. (James &M0LÉ.) Twenty-second, 

entirely new and modern Edition. Bound in half-cloth.
English-Italian and Italian-English. (James & Grassi.) Sixteenth 

Edition, entirely rewritten and greatly enlarged by Albert de Beaux. 
Bound in half-cloth.

Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complete 
in three parts. 8th Edition. Each part with a new large Supplement includ
ing all modem terms and expressions in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony. 
Bound in half-cloth.

Vol. I. Français-Allemand-Anglais.
Vol. П. English-German-French.
Vol.III. Deutsch-Englisch-Franxdsisch.

Each volume is sold separately.

Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition).
Bound in half-cloth.

These Dictionaries are constantly revised and hept carefully up to date. 
English-German and German-English. Thirty-seventh Edition. 
Französisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Französisch. Zwanzigste Auflage. 
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. Zwölfte Auflage. 
English-French and French-English. Fortieth Edition. 
English-Italian and Italian-English. Twenty-seventh Edition. 
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Thirty-fourth Edition. 
Latin-English and English-Latin. Eighteenth Edition. 
Espagnol-Français et Français-Espagnol. Huitième Édition. 
Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. Erschienen 1922. 
Deutsch-Russisch und Russisch-Deutsch. (Koiransky.) Achte 

Auflage.

Imperial 4°.
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. (Rigutini 8t Bulle.)

2 Bände. Bd. I: 7. Auflage. Bd. П: 7. Auflage. In Ganzleinen geb.
Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. (Tolhausen.) 2 Bände. 

Bd. 1: 8. Auflage. Bd. II : 8. Auflage. In Ganzleinen gebunden.

Etymologisches Wörterbuch der englischen Sprache von F. Holt
hausen, Pro£ d. engl. Philologie a. d. Univ. Kiel. In Halbleinen geb.

Englisch-deutsches Shakespeare-Wörterbuch von Dr. Leon Kellner, 
ehemals Professor an der Universität Czernowitz. In Halbleinen geb.

BERNHARD TAUCHNITZ, LEIPZIG



— August 1924.Latest Volumes.
Captains of Souls. Edgar 

Wallace, i vol.-4623.
The love-story of a Stock-Exchange 

Donjuán, in which the author, with con
summate skill, has portrayed an episode 
of soul-transmigration in a most tragic 
and convincing manner.

The Dancing Star. By
Berta Ruck, i vol.-4624.

“ Berta Ruck dances so airdy over life 
in her very charming novels, of which 
‘ The Dancing Star ’ is the most satisfy
ing. . . —Daily Graphic.

Visible and Invisible. By
E. F. Benson, i vol.-4625.

In this volume Mr. Benson, departing 
from his usual choice of subject, deals with 
the occult and supernatural, and these 
stories of engrossing interest are proofs 
of his versatility and considerable powers 
of imagination.

The Evil Vineyard. By
Marie Hay. i vol.-4626.

A thrilling ghost story in which the 
authoress leads up with great skill to the 
catastrophe rendered all the more im
pressive in that is quite unexpected.

Heu-Heu, or The Monster.
By H. Rider Haggard, i vol.- 
4627.

The weird adventures of Allan Quater
main, the hero so long endeared to all 
lovers of romance, and how he set out to 
rescue beauty in distress.

Told by an Idiot By Rose 
Macaulay, i vol.-4628.

Miss Macaulay here presents her sar
donic philosophy of life, through the ex
amination of the sharply contrasted careers 
of the sharply contrasted members of a 
large family, from 1879 to 1923.

The End of the House of
Alard. By Sheila Kaye- 
Smith. i vol.-4629.
“ She is one of the very few novelists 

now writing who have quite definitely 
achieved greatness. ‘The End of the 

House of Alard ' is more than a literary 
event. It marks a stage in its author’s 
development.”— Westminster Gazette.

The Missing Million. By
Edgar Wallace, i vol. - 
4630.

In “The Missing Million” Edgar 
Wallace again reveals all his accustomed 
brilliance and versatility as a writer of 
thrilling detective stories.

Six Days. By Elinor Glyn.
і vol.-4631.
The psychology of a love romance, 

centering round a dug-out in Flanders and 
carried with amazing skill and rapidity to 
its dramatic conclusion.

The Day’s Journey. By W.
B. Maxwell, i vol.-4632.

“ I asked Sir Gilbert Parker who, in his 
opinion, was the most promising English 
novelist of the present time. He immedi
ately replied * Maxwell.’ Sir Arthur Conan 
Doyle says : ‘ I have long thought Max
well the greatest of British novelists.’ I 
share that appraisement.”

W. Orton Tewson in the Public Ledger 
(Philadelphia).

A Cure of Souls. By May 
Sinclair, i vol.-4633.

This clever and subtly ironical story is 
concerned with the difficulties of a country 
rector which he encounters in pursuit of a 
peace and comfort incompatible with the 
responsibilities of a cure of souls.

The Red Redmaynes. By 
EdenPhillpotts. I V0I.-4634.

The best and most baffling mystery and 
detective story yet written by the author 
of “The Grey Room.”

The Terriford Mystery. By
Mrs. Belloc Lowndes, i vol.- 
4б35-
“With uncanny skill Mrs. Lowndes 

makes the reader arrive at pretty well 
every solution possible except the right 
one, which is wholly unexpected.”

Daily Graphic.



Latest Volumes. — August 1924.
May Eve. By E. Temple 
Thurston, i vol. -4636.

In this novel we feel the age-old mys
tery of spring, the birthtime of life, and 
none who hear can ever forget the broken 
notes of the piper “playing for the world.’’

A Human Boy’s Diary. By 
EdenPhillpotts. i V.-4637.

Being the diary of a schoolboy during 
his first three terms, and containing all 
the humour and truth to life that has 
made Mr. Phillpotts’ previous book, “The 
Human Boy,” famous.

The Green Bough. By E.
Temple Thurston. IV.-4638.
“The Green Bough” is a realistic 

novel dealing with a girl who tries to ar
range her own and her boy’s life according 
to her individual standard of what is right 
and wrong.

Lucky in Love. By Berta 
Ruck, i vol. -463$

Berta Ruck is one of the best read and 
best liked authors of the day. Her new 
novel is a modern comedy of errors and 
teems with thrilling adventures.

Cheat-the-Boys. By Eden 
Phillpotts. i vol. 7 4640.

A fine story of love and inconstancy 
and unkind destiny. The tragic note is 
relieved by the familiar humour which 
constitutes one of the special delights of 
Mr. Phillpotts’ novels.

Quinney’s Adventures. By
Horace Annesley Vachell.
i vol.-4641.
Mr. Vachell here tells more of the 

adventures of the famous and lovable Joe 
Quinney (Tauchnitz Edition, vol. 4491), 
the antique dealer, with whom readerswill 
gladly renew acquaintance, as well as with 
Susan and the Soho-square establishment. 

The Honourable Jim. By 
BaronessOrczy. i voL-4642.

Turbulent times breed turbulent loves 
and hates, and the love-story of the Hon
ourable Jim is as full of glamour as that 
of the “Scarlet Pimpernel ” himself.

The Loot of Cities. Being the 
Adventures of a Millionaire in 
Search of Joy. By Arnold 
Bennett, i voL-4643.

Contents: The Fire of London — A 
Comedy on the Gold Coast — A Bracelet 
at Bouges — A Solution of the Algiers 
Mystery — In the Capital of the Sahara 
— “Lo I ’Twas a Gala Night I ”

Eve’s Lover, and Other 
Stories. By Mrs. W. K. Clif
ford. i V0I.-4644.
This volume contains fourteen stories 

packed with interest and real observation ; 
some of them deep studies of feminine psy
chology, and some of them the reflection 
of a poignant mood, or the mere recital of 
a curious or dramatic incident.

The Dream. By H. G. Wells.
i V0I.-4645.
“ Having worked forward to his scien

tific Arcadian Utopia, Mr. Wells now turns 
his gaze backwards and recounts a story 
of to-day from the point of view of one 
of his Utopians who has dreamed it in 
truly amazing detail. . . The story is told 
with the true Wellsian humour and bright
ness.”— The English Herald Abroad.

Marriage. Short Stories of 
Married Life by American 
Writers, i V0I.-4646.

Short stories by twenty of the leading 
American authors. Every one of them 
has written, in his Own inimitable style, 
his view of this universally interesting


