
The Fourth Generation.
[COPYRIGHT.]

By Sir Walter Besant.

Author of "All Sorts and Conditions of Men,” “Herr Paulus,” “The Master Craftsman.” “Armorel of Lyoness?,”
“The World Went Very Well Then,” “All in a Garden Fair,” “Children of Gibeon,” etc., etc.

CHAPTER XX.

THE PASSING BELL.

The passing bell informed the vil-
lage that death had come at last to

the old man of the Hall. The pride
of the people, because no other vil-
lage in England entertained a recluse

who lived by himself in a great
house and allowed everything to fall

into decay, was taken from them.

No more would strangers flock over

on Sunday mornings from the near-

est town and the villages round, to

look over the wall at the tall, stal-

wart figure pacing his terrace in all

weathers with the regularity of a

pendulum. In the village house of

call the men assembled to hear and

tell and whisper what they had

heard.

Then the old story was revived-—

the story which had almost gone out

of men’s memoriesi—how the poor
gentleman, then young, still under

thirty, with a fine high temper of

his own—it was odd how the fine

high temper had got itself remem-

bered—lost in a single day his wife

and his brother-in-law, and never

held up his head again, nor w’ent.

out of the house, nor took notice of

man. woman, or child, nor took a

gun in his hand, nor called his dogs,
nor rode to hounds, nor went to

ehuroll.
These reminiscences had been told

a thousand times in the dingy little

room of the village public-house.
They reeked, like the room, of beer

and tobacco and wet garments. For

seventy years they had been told in

the same words. They had been, so

far, that most interesting form of

imaginative work—the story without

an end. Now the end had arrived

and there would be no more to tell.

The bell ceased, the story was fin-

ished. Then the door opened and

bhe ci-devant scarer of birds ap-

peared. He limped inside, he closed

the door carefully; he looked around

the room. He supported himself

bravely with his two sticks and he

begun to speak.
“We’re all friends here? All

friends’ There’s nobody here as

will carry things to that young man?

No.”

“Take half-a-pint, Sexton.”

“By your leave. Presently. I shall

lend a hand to-morrow or next day
to digging a grave. We must all

eome to it. Why not, therefore?”

He looked important, and evidently
had something more to say, if he

could find a way to say it.

“We’re all thinking of the same

thing.” 'he began. "It’s the old

squire who now lies dead, and never

went out of the place for seventy
long years—as long as I can remem-

ber. Why? Because there was a

man murdered and a woman died.

Who was the murdered man? The

squire's brother-in-law. Who mur-

dered him? John Dunning, tihey
said. John Dunning, he was tried

and got off, and he went away. Who

murdered that man? John Dunning
didn’t. Why? Because John Dun-

ning didn’t go to the wood for two
hours afterwards. Who murdered

that man. I say?”
At this point, he accepted the hos-

pitality of a glass of beer.

"1 know who did it. I always have

known. Nobody knows but me. I’ve

known for all these years: and I’ve

never told. For why? He would ha’

killed me too. For certain sure he
would ha’ killeel me. Who was it

then? I'll tell you. It was the man

that lies dead over there. It was the

squire himself—that’s who it was.

No one else was in the wood all the
morning but the squire and the
other gentleman. I say the squire
done it; the squire and nobody else.
The squire done it. The squire done

it."

The men looked at each other in
amazement. Then the blacksmith

rose and he said, solemnly:

“Thomas, you’re close on eighty
years of age. You’ve gone silly in

your old age. You and your squire!
1 remember what my father said,
‘The squire, he left Mr Holms at the

wood and turned back.’ That was

the evidence at the inquest and the

trial. You and your squire! Go
home, Thomas, and go to bed and

get your memory back again.”
Thomas looked round the room

again. The faces of all were hard

and unsympathetic. He turned and

hobbled out. The days that followed

were few and evil, for he could
speak about nothing else, and no

one heeded his garrulous utterances.

Assuredly if there had been a lunatic

asylum in the village he would have

been enclosed there. A fatal ex-

ample of the mischief of withholding
evidence! Now. had this boy made

it clear at the inquest that the two

gentlemen were together in the wood

for ten minutes or a quarter of an

hour, one knows not what .might
have followed.

One of the London morning papers

devoted a leading article to the sub-

ject of the modern Recluse. The fol-

lowing is a passage from that ex-

cellent leader: —

“ The Hermit, or the Recluse, has

long disappeared from the roadside,
from the bridge end, from the river

bank. His Hermitage sometimes re-

mains, as at Warkworth, but the an-

cient oceu]>a.nt is gone. He was suc-

ceeded by the Eccentric, who flourish-
ed mightily in the last century and

took many strange forms ; some lived

alone, each in a single room ; some

became misers and crept out at nigtht,
to pick up offal for food ; some lived

in hollow trees. Some never washed
and allowed nothing in the house to

be washed. There were no absurdi-
ties too ridiculous to be practised by'
the Eccentric of the last century.

“ For reasons which the writer of

social manners may discover, the Ec-

centric has mostly followed the Re-

cluse : there are none left. Therefore

the life of the late Algernon Cam-
pa.igne, of Campaigne Park, Bucks, an

Eccentric, of the eighteenth century'
type, will afford a pleasing exception
to the dull and monotonous chronicles

of modern private life.
“ This worthy, a country gentleman

of good family and large estate, was

married in quite early manhood, hav-

ing succeeded to the property' at twen-

ty-one or so. His health was excel-
lent ; he was a model of humanity to

look at, being much over six feet high
and large of frame in proportion. He

had gone through the usual course of

public school and the University, not

without distinction ; he had been call-
ed to the Bar ; he -was a magistrate ;
and he was understood to have am-

bitions of a Parliamentary career. In

a word, no young man ever started

with fairer pros|»ects or with a better

chance of success in whatever line he

proposed to take up.
“

Unfortunately a single tragic
event blasted these prospects and

ruined his life. His brother-in-law, a

gentleman of his own rank and sta-

tion, and his most intimate friend,
while on a. visit at Campaigne Park,
was brutally' murdered—by whom it

was never discovered. The shock of

this event brought, the young wife of

Mr Campaigne. to premature labour,
and killed her as well on the same day.

“ This misfortune so weighed upon
the unhappy' man that he fell into a

despondent, condition, from which he

never rallied. He entered into a vol-

untary retirement from the world. He

lived alone in his great house, with no

one but an occasional old woman for

a housekeeper for the remainder of

h’s life—seventy years. During the

whole of that, time he has preserved
absolute silence ; he has not uttered

a word. He has neglected his affairs ;
when his signature was absolutely ne-

cessary his agent left the document
on his table, and next day found it

signed. He would have nothing done

to the house ; the fine furniture and
the noble paintings are reported to

be ruined with damp and cold, his
garden and glass-housesare overgrown
and destroyed. He spent his morn-

ings, in all weathers, walking up and

down the brick terrace overlooking his
ruined lawns ; he dined at one o’clock

on a beefsteak and a bottle of port ;
he slept before the fire all the after-

noon, he went to bed at nine. He
never opened a book or a newspaper
or a letter. He was careless what be-

came of his children, and he refused

to see his friends. A more melancholy
useless existence can hardly' be imag-
ined. And his life he followed with-

out the least change for seventy years.
When he died, the day before yester-
day, it was on his ninety-fifth birth-

day.”

More followed, but these were the

facts, as presented to the readers with

a moral to follow.

They- buried the old man with his

forefathers “in sure and certain hope.”
The words many' pass, perhaps, for he

had been punished—if punishment can

atone for crime. Constance brought
him a message of forgiveness, but

could he forgive himself ? All man-

ner of sins can be forgiven. The mur-

dered man, the dishonoured woman,

the wronged orphan, the sweated
workwoman, the ruined shareholder,
the innocent man done to death or

prison by perjury — all may lift up
their hands in pity and ery aloud

with tears their forgiveness, but will

the guilty mam forgive himself ? Un-

til he can the glorious streets of the
New Jerusalem will be dark, the

sound of the harp and the voices of
praise will be but a confused noise,
and the new life itself will be nothing
better than an intolerable prolonging
of the old burden.

" Dust to dust, ashes to ashes.”

Then they went away, and when

they were all gone the old bird-scarer

came hobbling to the grave and looked

into it and murmured, but not aloud,
for fear the man in the grave might
arise and kill him too: “You done

it ! Yon done it! You done it!”

The funeral party walked back to
the house, Where for the first time for

seventy' years there was a table

spread. All were there—the ancient

lady, daughter of the dead man, state-

ly with her black silk and laces, with

the bearing of a Duchess, leaning on

the arm of her grand-nephew, the two

grandsons, Fred and Christopher, the

wife and children of the latter, Mr
Samuel Galley and Mary Anne his sis-

ter, ami Constance, great-grandniece
of the deceased. With them came the

agent, a solicitor from the neighlKtur-
ing town.

After luncheon the agent produced
the will.

“ This will,” he said, “
was drawn up

by my great-grandfather in the year
1826 — exactly one month after the

tragic event which so weighed upon
his client's mind ”

“ Was he in his right mind ?” asked

Sam. turning very red. “I ask the

question without prejudice.”
“ Sir. he was always in his right

mind. He would not speak, but on

occasion he would write. He was

never, down to the very end, in any
sense out of his mind. I have letters
and instructions from him, year after

year, for seventy years—my' firm has
acted for this family for a hundred

years — which will establish his com-

plete sanity, should that be question-
ed.”

“Well, the Will.” said Sam. “Let’s
get to the Will.”

“I will read the Will.”

It was for a Will, short. When it
was read, they looked at each other.

“Perhaps,” said one, “you will ex-

plain what the WiH meanq.”
“Certainly. The testatpr toad at

the time of making his will a certain

amount of personal property to be-

queath. The property consisted part-
ly of invested moneys, chiefly' his

mother’s fortune. As he was an only
child the whole of this fortune came

to him. Partly it consisted of a

town house in Berkeley Square, his
pictures, his library, and his furni-

ture, carriages, horses, etc. The lat-
ter part he has bequeathed to the

heir of the Campaigne estate—to you,
Mr Leonard. The former part, con-

sisting of the invested moneys, he

bequeathed to his three Children in

equal portions. As the second child

was drowned and left no heirs, this

money will be divided among the

heirs of the elder son and the daugh-
ter—you, Mrs Galley.”

“With all the Accumulations,”
cried Sain. “Ah!” with a long, long
breath of relief.

“No, not the Accumulations. The

testator expressly states that tjhe
amount standing in his name at that

date shall be so divided. ‘And,’ he con-

tinues, ‘seeing that I may live some

years against my desire, I bequeath
all moneys arising out of interest,
compound interest, new investments,
and interest upon them, to the heirs

of Langley Holms, my late brother-

in-law, for a reason which he

knows.’
”

“And we are to have none of the

of our own money?”
Sam sprang to his feet. “I give no-

tice I shall dispute the Will.”

“As you please, sir.”

“Will you tell me,” asked Fred,
“what is the sum to be divided

among us?”

“There was .£90,000, more or less,
so invested. The half of that sum,

or £45,000, will go to this lady, Mrs

Galley; the other half, which means

£15,000 a piece, tlo Mr Leonard

Campaigne, Mr Frederick Campaigne,
and Mr Christopher Campaigne.”

"It’s only' £450 a year,” said Fred.

“Humph! I can do better in Austra-

lia—with my letter.” He felt for the

pocket-book which contained thafl

letter.

“It’s only' £450 a. year,” said Chris-

topher to his son, “we shall do a great
deal better with the Bureau.”

“And t*he Accumulations?” affeked
Samuel, once more. “Who is to have

them?”

“They amount to a very large sum

of money—very large indeed. The

only heir surviving of Mr Langley
Holms is, I have just learned,” he
turned to Constance, “this young

lady.”

CHAPTER XXI.

THE FLOWER OF SYMPATHY.

Leonard and Constance returned

to town together. Some of the others

stayed to look at the old place—the

mouldy rooms, the worm-eaten hang-
ings. the faded pictures, the ruined

gardens.
Tn the carriage the girl sat behind

Leonard in silence, her hands folded,
her eyes dropped.

“You are a great heiress, Con-
stance,” he said. “I learnt that the

accumulations now amount to an

immense sum. What will you do

with all this money?”
“I do not know. I shall pretend

to myself that 1 haven’t got any.
Perhaps in time someone may help
me to use it. I have enough already.
I do not want to buy anything that

costs large sums. I do not want to

dress more expensively, I have as

good society' as I can desire, and I

cannot, I believe, eat any more than
1 have always done.”

“Yet how happy would some people
be at such a windfall!”

“The difficulty of doing something
with it will be very' terrible. Let us

never talk aboult it. Besides, that

cousin of yours is going to set the
will aside, if he can.”

She relapsed into silence. It was

not c(f her newly-acquired fortune
that she was 'thinking.
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