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that veteran statesman, the Earl of Firth, who, with his
wife and two daughters, was recruiting his strength, after
his retirement from public life, at a villa in the neighbour-
hood. The Morlands were established at Monaco, where
the Firth party never set foot, so Charmington had no
difficulty in keeping his disreputable brother-in-law out
of sight of his new acquaintances. He began to frequent
the villa of the old Scottish peer with quite surprising
assiduity. Just what there was in either Lady Sarah
Pagley or her surroundings to attract a man like Char-
mington will always remain a mystery. Perhaps the
jaded, invalid young man found something of the home
atmosphere he had never known among these prosy folk;
perhaps the blameless dulness of their lives was rather
restful to him; or it may be that he took refuge with
them from Morland’s incessant appeals for the money of
which he himself was so sorely in need. It has been sug-
gested that he paid court to Lady Sarah from mercenary
motives, but to a man of his tastes and traditions her
modest £15,000 would have seemed a very trifling price
to receive for the surrender of his liberty; and if a rich
marriage had been his object, there were wealthier
maidens scattered along the Mediterranean shore who
would not have despised the suit of a marquis’s only son.
He himself explained his choice to a wondering friend by
saying that she was the woman most unlike his mother
that he had ever met.

With mere carnal charms the Ladies Pagley were some-
what scantily equipped. They were both fairly well-
grown young women, healthy and vigorous; Lady Sarah,
as she was the elder, was also slightly the taller of the two.
Both wore their smooth brown hair divided in the centre
and brushed plainly down behind their ears, a fashion from
which Sarah has never departed to this day. Both were
badly dressed, and either, in whatever part of the world
she was met, would unhesitatingly be pronounced to hail
from the British Isles by people who had never seen an
Englishwoman before. Sarah was religious, Susan poli-
tical, each following the bent of one parent, for Lord Firth
had been a member of several Cabinets, and divided his
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time between nursing his gout and studying blue-books,
whereas Lady Firth dosed her body with quack medicines
and her soul with evangelical theology. But the old lord
had the ingratitude to prefer the daughter who reflected
her mother’s tastes. ‘“They are both dour women to tackle,
my daughters,” he would say; ‘but Sally ’s not unkindly
in matters where religion is not in question, whereas Susie
has no bowels, none at all.” Lady Susan was a great
talker, and loved argument for its own sake; but Lady
Sarah was reserved, silent, and really very shy for all the
grimness of her aspect. Ifit did not seem profane to think
of beauty in connection with either of them, who con-
sidered it so little, I should say that Susan was the prettier
of the two, having a better complexion than her sister,
and hair of a brighter, redder shade of brown.

There never were two girls more predestined by nature
for old maids, or better fitted to meet the cold world
single-handed; and yet they both married, and married
what is called ‘well,” while many of their fairer and more
eager sisters were left ungathered on the stem. Susan was
led to the altar by a West Country baronet and M.P.,
Sir Charles Trafford, while Sarah, to every one’s surprise,
became in due time Lady Charmington. Ifit will remain
a puzzle what drew her husband to her, it is still more
insoluble what attraction she found in him. Old Lady
Firth, for all her piety and her sermons, was not above
a little worldly gratification that her plain elder daughter
at seven-and-twenty should marry the heir to a marqui-
sate and a historic house; but I honestly think Lady Sarah
was little swayed by these considerations. She may have
felt a thrill at the thought of the power her position would
one day put into her hands, but for its own sake she
valued that position very lightly. Perhaps poor Char’s
weakness appealed to her strength, and his wretched state
of health stirred that pity that was so carefully concealed
in her proud heart. Perhaps her missionary zeal awoke
at the thought of plucking from the fire a brand that was
already little more than an ember. No doubt both these
feelings worked for him, but I am inclined to think that
his most potent advocate was the fact that he was the
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first man who had ever made love to her. No woman
hears those magic accents for the first time unmoved, and
if she has reached Lady Sarah’s age without the faintest
breath from the wing of Romance, the effect of them is not
thereby lessened. Be that as it may, this sick, dissipated
boy, who was three years her junior, and whose past
life had been made up of everything of which she most
disapproved, succeeded where a better man might have
been very likely to fail, and they were married with great
splendour during the ensuing season in London, the
occasion being one of the few on which her husband’s
parents were ever seen together in public. Lord Firth
and his son, Lord Corstorphine, looked very sulky at the
wedding, but Lady Firth was all tears and benedictions,
and old Belchamber, after much champagne at the
breakfast, became quite maudlin over the consideration
of his son’s respectable connections. ‘It’ll be the making
of Char,” he hiccoughed into the car of the sympathetic
Lady Firth. ‘Ah, if I’d had such a chance, now! if I'd
married a different kind of woman, she might have done
anything with me > The lady with whom he had just
been celebrating his silver wedding was radiant in sky-
blue silk and white lace flounces and a Paris bonnet all
Marabout feathers and humming-birds. ‘I don’t envy
Char,’ she wrote to her daughter, who did not come over
for the wedding. ‘Dieu/ what people those Firths! Heureuse-
ment, they won’t want to see much of me.’

Very likely Lord Belchamber was right, and Sarah
might have made something out of the unlikely material
she had taken in hand. Her influence over Charmington
was enormous, and he both loved and feared her. She
nursed him, ruled him, and generally watched over him,
protecting him alike from the scorn of her kinsfolk and
the bad influence of his own; she rigorously kept both
wine and money from him, doling them out in infinitesi-
mal doses. Ifshe allowed no questioning of her authority,
she accomplished the miracle of awakening some glim-
merings of self-respect in him, and she bolstered up his
shattered constitution so that he lived four years with her,
during which she bore him two sons; but his lungs were
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too seriously affected for the imperfect science of the
sixties to heal, and in spite of all her care he did not live
to be thirty, dying, as has already been said, while that
elderly Adonis, his father, was still figuratively wearing
the family coronet.

CHAPTER 1II

THE world is like a huge theatrical company in which
half the actors and actresses have been cast for the wrong
parts. There are heavy fathers who ought to be playing
the lover, and young men on whose downy chins one
seems to see the spectre of the grey beard that would be
suitable to their natures. Perhaps the hardest case is
theirs who by their sex are called upon to ‘have a
swaggering and martial outside,” ‘a gallant curtle-axe
upon their thigh,’ and yet, like Rosalind in her boy’s
dress, start and turn faint at the sight of blood. The right
to be a coward is one of the dearest prerogatives of
woman. No man may be one with impunity, and it is
precisely the women who are the first to despise him if he
be. Those who are born with the gift of personal courage
(and they are happily the greater number) have no
adequate idea of their blessing. To be in harmony with
one’s environment, to like the things one ought to like—
that surely is the supreme good. If that be so, then few
people have come into the arena of life less suitably
equipped for the part they had to play than the subject
of this history.

Charles Edwin William Augustus Chambers, Marquis
and Earl of Belchamber, Viscount Charmington, and
Baron St. Edmunds and Chambers, for all his impos-
ing list of names and titles, started in life without that
crowning gift—wanting which all effort is paralysed—
a good conceit of himself. And in fact, except for the
gewgaw of his rank, which sat on him as uneasily as a
suit of his ancestral armour, he had not much that would
win him consideration from the people among whom his
lot was cast. From his father he inherited his feeble





