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" The Drinkwater Romance

By Arthur Morrison.

Hlustrated by R. G. Vosburgh

R Reginuld Drinkwaicr had
reonts in the Temple. That
wae all of importnnee that
could be said about Mr Regi-

nuld Drinkwater, wheze life had Dbeen
wholly uneventful for the tweniy-four
yeaurs of it that had paesed before he
encountered this, his first adventure of
® romantic vomplexion.

Mr. Drinkwater had not been called
to the lur—lie had not evem begun to
rewsd with that purpose: but he was here
at the Temple, guite convenient, if ever
D showld delinitely decide to take that
step,  In fact, he had literary yearn-
ings, and hwl long reasvned with hime
well that if he should actually embrace
the profeszion of letters. any time spent
in preparing for the har would be wast-
e anl waste of time was A vice agiinst
which a literary man should guanl him-
solf with eapecial care,

He hud not actually
literary work, for that. as everybody
kpows, ix uot to be rushed at. Rut he
had taken the chambers, once ocenpied
Ly & novrelist of great reputation, and
had Iaid in o large stock of manuscript
piper of the sort sail to be used by
Mr. Thomas Hnrdv, and n foumtein pen
haying a testimenial from Mr Hall Caine;
s that there remained no abstacle to
sicsess in case his final deeision «heuld
ect in the direction of his inclination.
Meanwhile he reecived from his mother in
Bedfordshire, a regular allowance, which
was ynite sufficient for his muodest re-
quircments, gnd he wisely rvettected that

. e lang s one refrained from cemmit-
ting oneself irrevoeally o one or ather
professinn, one avoidrd the pomsibility
of an error which might canuse rerious
repgret throughout the rest of one's ear
ToerT.

My, Drinkwater's rooms had the ads
wantayge of a situation from which one
Toeked nto the windews, & few yards
away, ol the chambers of the great Tinse,
K. The twa sels of rooms, in faet,
adjuined At the back of nest-door hon=es
met at am augle, so that Beginald Drik-
witer, were it not for the general deco-
rum of his Wwhavionr, and Lis partieular
roverenee for his distinguished  peigh-
bour, mixght have pea-shot Bres. KA,
at short range, when the windows were
a litile upen. Alze, §f Russ,” K, had
not leen B very fatl stumpy little man
avith very short arme, and if he and Re-
ginaldl Thinkwater Tal becen acquainted,
they might have shaken hamds acrons the
Fills of the tan windows clowest ta the
angle over the little yand belaw. This

inden], wans a weizhbourly eonrtesy of
whicvh Weginald had dreamed as a possi-
Bilily in hiv futive times of eminence.
Meannhile, what with the proximity of
Trsa, R, and the liternry asmsoclations
of his nwn roums. he already felt him-
pelf mather ewinent than otherwise.

* Ah, ves™ he would ray on the infre-
quent aweanion of a frinmls visit. “they
are ulil Buss® rooms.  The fine eollection
of uld silver Lie's got there, too.” Which
Tonked almnst as thangh Reginald were
& fumibiar visitor of Buss, KU, though,
In fact. e only knew af the fine old
pilver, aa atlhers did. by report and from
newnpaper acconnta of auction salea at
which the great Huxs was a buyer.

W Mr. Reginald Drinkwater's in-
Activity had wo endured for & good while,
Je comeeivisl @ grievanee agaimst  his
very cumfurtable cireumstanees in that
hin dife Tt been wholly empty of ad-
yonture. Thin, he told himself, was the
reusen that he hal not as yet lannched
o R DLrilliant literary career, far he
hal liear an light anthority that one
could oniy write in the light of mme'a
own artual experiencs. S he took to
avehing adventure in Uie «treets of Lon-
dun, where, e believed, from the teach-
Ing of mmay magazine slorien, it was
wery teadily enesuntersl.  But hls luck
wan out. for, after many attempta, ha
wan rewanlel with nothing Letter than
the purchaser of @ dommy pawn-ticket
from & plausible ¥oung man in Petter
Tane, It in possille that & naturally re.
tiring dispngition hindered  Reginald's
amhitinns. for, after all, London in a
strange anl adveniurous plice encugh,

produced any

a3 he was at length convineed.
iudeed, hés romance eawe nt last.

He had left his rooms one February
afternoun with the simple design of buy-
ing tobaceu at a shop in Fleet sireet;
and winee it was to be so slurt an ex-
prditien he had merely locked his inner
tloor and had left his “osk ™ swung
apen.  The " oak ™ ant the inner door,
it may be explained parenthetienlly,
etoofl, as is usual, scareely  two  fect
apart, and the former, a ponderous irom-
strapped fabric, was only locked when
the inmate was away from howe, or, be-
ing in, desired no visitars.

Reginald Drinkwater bought the to-
hirco he vequired, and strolled easily
back up Fleet street with his purchase
in his pncket and his ignoble comlition
in his mind. Here he walked, in the
widst of &ix million romances—for Le
had read, and therefore believed. that
e¥ery life held its own-— and not only
hail he fouud mo romance himself, bt
he could guesa at none of those about
him. R0 Reginald walked, puzzled and
ill-content, unaware that his Tamance
waited for him 2 hendred strides awav
and was nearer with every step. )

He turned in at the Tewple gate, and
twi-ted left and right through the pas-

For,

>

" You will ol hurt mcl” ahe pleaded.

eagens lcading to hia quarters, musing
gloomily; and ro he astended the stairs,
and reached his landing to perceive that
his " oak ¥ was standing much closer
than he had left it. He swung it bark,
and stovd amazed. For here wan his
Fomance.

Urourbing between the “onk ™ and the
fnuer door, shrinking into the angle far-
thest from him, her lips parted and her
eyes full of fear, vas the most beautifnl
girl he had ever eeen or ever wished
to see.

Her heavy veil was swung back from
her now pale fare, her eyes were black
suod large, and appealing, and her skin,
brilliantly clear. had the tone of ivory.

“You will not hurt me 17 she plead-
el “You are aot my eacmy 17

Reginald, confounded by the vision
before him, and too anxious to remove
such am impreswinn to he wholly coher-
ent, atammered fervent denials, Excepd
for the lady’s own obvious terror he
woull have been a fitth frightened him-
seil, for be was young mod susceptibie,
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and prone to nervousness in female so-
viety. -

“1 am inuch afraid,” she paid; “I
am pursued, You are not angry that I
showdd hide in your doorway ™

He protested still with some confu-
. 1
rion, that nothing was so far from Qis
thoughts; and was sdding that, on the
coplrary, he was ready and anxious to
do anything om earth to save her, when
she vhecked him with a raised forefinger
and n head turned to llsten.

* Wug that not & step 1™ she naid, “ In
there notuxty else on the staira?”

They listened together, but there was
ng sound, . )

“Thev are waiting. then™ she said,
*and wutehing for me—watching for mae
at the vutside. Can I not go by another
door ' -

There was no other door, he explained,
A, imdeed, there was no need for rRuch
an exit. 1f she would place herself wn-
der his protection he would be happy
tn xee her safely "

“Xo! No!l?” ehe interrupted § “ yon
de not understand how bad it is. I
ghoulil be followel—they would kill me
faomewhere else—and myv brather, my
dear brotler! T must wait a little
whife, 1 think they do not know it ia
in-this house T have come, You will he
kind. sir, will you not ¥ T have not one
friend; and if von will et me stay in
vour room a little whife, till it comen
dark, T can eseape, I think. ¥You are
very kind—--Will you let me stay a
littie while 77 i .

Tt might seem an odd request In ordin-
arv, but the ecireumstanees were far
from ordinary now. To Reginald, who
hail met his adventure at last, they were
stunning, bewildering. Could he possi-
Lly drive away a friendless girt—and
zuch a girl—to meet the atrange perilg
ke feared alone T Was he not rather
eonscions of a seeret joy that the danger,

* You arc #ot an enempt”

whatever it was, had driven her to hia
protecting arm T le turned the key in
the inner door, and thrust it open.

“Qh, you are very kind, sir— s0 very
kind.” the stranger repeated, as she en-
tered: and it was only how that Regin-
ald noticed that she said “ vhery,” and
that ler whole accent and manner were
a little foreign. ' You have mraved me,”
she continued, still much agitated: “and
my brother—eapecially you have saved
my dear brother 1™

“ Your brother '” repeated Reginald,
with & doubiful leok about the stair-
‘case as he closed the Jdoor. ™ Your bra-
ther 1™ .

“ Yea—my dear brother. He ia not
here—he is liding. That in why I am
r¢ afraid te Le followed, for then they
will find him. Oh, the wicked men
They are sa very cruel |V

The beautiful girl sank into a chair
and buried her face in  her hands.
Reginald, his whole soul fllled with in-
dignation thut the world eould hold
crentures se base sa 1o pui her Lo such

distrees, waa tortured with belplesamvesn,
N only he could do somsthing—it only
the unknown enemy slood tungibly be
fore himt -7 . .7- - - .

Preseatly she looked up and spoke
agoin. "Pardon we,” sbe said, “I any
very weak, when I should be very atrong
You are a kind friend, bat I should nuﬁ
trouble you with these things, Perhapa
I crn go away. Uan they see thows -
windows from ihe atreety” .

Reginald hastened to reasiure her, The
windows overlnoked nothing but a pri-
vate yard, to which there was ne accesd
from any public place,

“You are really quite safe,” he protest-
ed. “And if there is anything I can- da
—anything in the world—if I am not
intruding on private affairs, aud you
will tell me A .

But her attention was tixed on thé
Windows,

“Perhaps,” she said, “I could go thag
way, if the other honses have doors;
in other sirects. There is no other door
here, you say, but- the windows would
not he so dilficult—to go out by thab
house.”

She nodded toward Mr. Busi’s rooms.
But, as HReginald explained, Mr. Bnsa
was away, taking a fortnight on the
Riviern, and the doors of Lis chambers
watld be locked. At the same time,
it gave him .a further sense of the des-
perate situation of this delicate girl, that
ghe should for a moment contemplata
an escape by the expedient of scrambling
from one wimlow io another arross am
angle of wall thirty feet above the yard. -
He strove again {o rcassure her.

“Thot way is not poasible,” he saidy
“bug you are really safe. Perhaps you
have come from a country where ihe’
police are not—"

he looked up quickly. -

“From another country?”?
“You know I am not Engliah?
say my English is so good!
and clever you ave!™

Never had flattery sounded so swreef
in Reginald’s cars. Iadeed, flattery was
a thing to them singularly unfamiliar,
s0 small was his avquaintance with the
waorld, )

“Yonr Bnglish,” he replied, *ia splendid
— bwantiful! HRut I theught---1 suppos-
ed—=omething anggested that Fou were
a forcizner, anid [ wished to tell youw
that our London police - )

“Yes, I know—they- are excellent,?
she interrupted. “Hetter, T hope, af
feast, than thowe of my poor country,
where they have allowel A terrible erime
—a horrible crime ~ that has made the
whale world shudder!” .

Reginald thought instantly of Tortu.
gal. and the murder of the king and his
ron; for the newaprpers had been claim-
orous witlh the erime for & week pazt,

“Do you speak of Portugal? he ask«
ed tentatively,

“Ah, indeed,” ghe replied with a welan-
choly mmile. "My poor enuntry! It
wonderful that you shonld judge so well,
It ju good for me that you are my
frignd and not my enemy! Do you
guess alwo what is my trouble? Shall
1 tell you? - !

There was nothing in the worki that
could interest Reginald Drinkwater hald
g0 much, and he said so, in something
very near these ierma. “Unless,” he
said, “you would rather—rather noy
tell me™

“If it does not trouble yon—-‘bore”
you, is it not?—I would much like to
tell you,” she said. "It is so good g
trust to a gond iriend, and when you
have been s0 kind as Lo shelter me from
my enemies it is only right that I should
tell you why 1 have asked your helpe
There hap bheen preat troubla m my
ecountry, and my dear brother Laiz and
I have escaped to England. You have
heard ol the trouble?” .

“Oh, yen: of rourse. The late dicta-
tor also has left Portugal, I believe
You are not related to himt”’

“To himt ‘To the oppressor? To
the man who caumed everytling? Neven
—that is not one of our misforiunes,
I thank Heaven. My dear brother waa
of the opponite party—the republicane.”

“] wmre; and was implicated, I sup~
‘poke, in the—the—"=

“Do yon mean in the horrible erime—
the awmsaination of the poor King and
the prinee? Ah, mnever! You could
never suppose it if yeu knew my dear
brother Luiz—never! Wa are of good
family, and juy brother could have nd
part in such deings. That in why we
are here, and in such trouble Therdg
were bad men in the republican parta

she said.
And they,
How quick

an well as good; indeed, the bad me
gained a greal ascendency, and it s 'b
them that the Xing was innmul_imt:'ﬁ
My brother opposed them in the par
s-:d they became his enemies. Bemn:



