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JUDITH SHAKESPEARE.
CHAPTER 1.

AN ASSIGNATION.

It was a fair, clear, and shining morning, in the sweet May-time of the year, when a young
English damsel went forth from the town of Stratford-upon-Avon to walk in the fields. As she
passed along by the Guild Chapel and the Grammar School, this one and the other that met her
gave her a kindly greeting; for nearly every one knew her, and she was a favorite; and she
returned those salutations with a frankness which betokened rather the self-possession of a
young woman than the timidity of a girl. Indeed, she was no longer in the first sensitive dawn of
maidenhood—having, in fact, but recently passed her five-and-twentieth birthday—but
nevertheless there was the radiance of youth in the rose-leaf tint of her cheeks, and in the bright
cheerfulness of her eyes. Those eyes were large, clear, and gray, with dark pupils and dark
lashes; and these are a dangerous kind; for they can look demure, and artless, and innocent,
when there is nothing in the mind of the owner of them but a secret mirth; and also—and alas!—
they can effect another kind of concealment, and when the heart within is inclined to soft pity
and yielding, they can refuse to confess to any such surrender, and can maintain, at the bidding
of a wilful coquetry, an outward and obstinate coldness and indifference. For the rest, her hair,
which was somewhat short and curly, was of a light and glossy brown, with a touch of sunshine in
it; she had a good figure, for she came of a quite notably handsome family; she walked with a
light step and a gracious carriage; and there were certain touches of style and color about her
costume which showed that she did not in the least undervalue her appearance. And so it was
"Good-morrow to you, sweet Mistress Judith," from this one and the other; and "Good-morrow,
friend So-and-so," she would answer; and always she had the brightest of smiles for them as they
passed.

Well, she went along by the church, and over the foot-bridge spanning the Avon, and so on into
the meadows lying adjacent to the stream. To all appearance she was bent on nothing but
deliberate idleness, for she strayed this way and that, stooping to pick up a few wild flowers, and
humming to herself as she went. On this fresh and clear morning the air seemed to be filled with
sweet perfumes after the close atmosphere of the town; and if it was merely to gather daisies,
and cuckoo-flowers, and buttercups, that she had come, she was obviously in no hurry about it.
The sun was warm on the rich green grass; the swallows were dipping and flashing over the
river; great humble-bees went booming by; and far away somewhere in the silver-clear sky a lark
was singing. And she also was singing, as she strayed along by the side of the stream, picking
here and there a speedwell, and here and there a bit of self-heal or white dead-nettle; if, indeed
that could be called singing that was but a careless and unconscious recalling of snatches of old
songs and madrigals. At one moment it was:

Why, say you so? Oh no, no, no;
Young maids must never a-wooing go.

And again it was:

Come, blow thy horn, hunter!
Come, blow thy horn, hunter!
Come, blow thy horn, jolly hunter!

And again it was:

For a morn in spring is the sweetest thing
Cometh in all the year!

And in truth she could not have lit upon a sweeter morning than this was; just as a chance
passer-by might have said to himself that he had never seen a pleasanter sight than this young
English maiden presented as she went idly along the river-side, gathering wild flowers the while.

But in course of time, when she came to a part of the Avon from which the bank ascended
sharp and steep, and when she began to make her way along a narrow and winding foot-path that
ascended through the wilderness of trees and bushes hanging on this steep bank, she became
more circumspect. There was no more humming of songs; the gathering of flowers was
abandoned, though here she might have added a wild hyacinth or two to her nosegay; she
advanced cautiously, and yet with an affectation of carelessness; and she was examining, while
pretending not to examine, the various avenues and open spaces in the dense mass of foliage
before her. Apparently, however, this world of sunlight and green leaves and cool shadow was
quite untenanted; there was no sound but that of the blackbird and the thrush; she wandered on
without meeting any one. And then, as she had now arrived at a little dell or chasm in the wood,
she left the foot-path, climbed up the bank, gained the summit, and finally, passing from among
the bushes, she found herself in the open, at the corner of a field of young corn.

Now if any one had noticed the quick and searching look that she flashed all around on the
moment of her emerging from the brush-wood—the swiftness of lightning was in that rapid
scrutiny—he might have had some suspicion as to the errand that had brought her hither; but in
an instant her eyes had recovered their ordinary look of calm and indifferent observation. She
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turned to regard the wide landscape spread out below her; and the stranger, if he had missed
that quick and eager glance, would have naturally supposed that she had climbed up through the
wood to this open space merely to have a better view. And indeed this stretch of English-looking
country was well worth the trouble, especially at this particular time of the year, when it was
clothed in the fresh and tender colors of the spring-time; and it was with much seeming content
that this young English maiden stood there and looked abroad over the prospect—at the placid
river winding through the lush meadows; at the wooden spire of the church rising above the
young foliage of the elms; at here and there in the town a red-tiled house visible among the
thatched roofs and gray walls and orchards—these being all pale and ethereal and dream-like in
the still sunshine of this quiet morning. It was a peaceful English-looking picture that ought to
have interested her, however familiar it may have been; and perhaps it was only to look at it once
more that she had made her way up hither; and also to breathe the cool sweet air of the open,
and to listen to the singing of the birds, that seemed to fill the white wide spaces of the sky as far
as ever she could hear.

Suddenly she became aware that some one was behind her and near her, and instantly turning,
she found before her an elderly man with a voluminous gray beard, who appeared to affect some
kind of concealment by the way he wore his hat and his long cloak.

"God save you, sweet lady!" he had said, almost before she turned.

But if this stranger imagined that by his unlooked-for approach and sudden address he was
likely to startle the young damsel out of her self-possession, he knew very little with whom he had
to deal.

"Good-morrow to you, good Master Wizard," said she, with perfect calmness, and she regarded
him from head to foot with nothing beyond a mild curiosity. Indeed, it was rather he who was
embarrassed. He looked at her with a kind of wonder—and admiration also; and if she had been
sufficiently heedful and watchful she might have observed that his eyes, which were singularly
dark, had a good deal of animation in them for one of his years. It was only after a second or so of
this bewildered and admiring contemplation of her that he managed to say, in a grave and formal
voice, something in praise of her courage in thus keeping the appointment he had sought.

"Nay, good sir," said she, with much complacency, "trouble not yourself about me. There is no
harm in going out to gather a few flowers in the field, surely. If there be any danger, it is rather
you that have to fear it, for there is the pillory for them that go about the country divining for
gold and silver."

"It is for no such vain and idle purposes that I use my art," said he; and he regarded her with
such an intensity of interest that sometimes he stumbled forgetfully in his speech, as if he were
repeating a lesson but ill prepared, "It is for the revelation of the future to them that are born
under fortunate planets. And you are one of these, sweet lady, or I would not have summoned you
to a meeting that might have seemed perilous to one of less courage and good heart. If it please
you to listen, I can forecast that that will befall you——"

"Nay, good sir," said she, with a smile, "I have heard it frequently, though perhaps never from
one so skilled. 'Tis but a question between dark and fair, with plenty of money and lands thrown
in. For that matter, I might set up in the trade myself. But if you could tell me, now——"

"If I were to tell you—if by my art I could show you," said he, with a solemnity that was at least
meant to be impressive (though this young maid, with her lips inclining to a smile, and her
inscrutable eyes, did not seem much awe-stricken)—"if I could convince you, sweet lady, that you
shall marry neither dark nor fair among any of those that would now fain win you—and rumor
says there be several of those—what then?"

"Rumor?" she repeated, with the color swiftly mantling in her face. But she was startled, and
she said, quickly, "What do you say, good wizard? Not any one that I know? What surety have you
of that? Is it true? Can you show it to me? Can you assure me of it? Is your skill so great that you
can prove to me that your prophecy is aught but idle guessing? No one that I have seen as yet,
say you? Why," she added half to herself, "but that were good news for my gossip Prue."

"My daughter," said this elderly person, in slow and measured tones, "it is not to all that the
stars have been so propitious at their birth."

"Good sir," said she, with some eagerness, "I beseech you to forgive me if I attend you not; but
—Dbut this is the truth, now, as to how I came in answer to your message to me. I will speak plain.
Perchance rumor hath not quite belied herself. There may be one or two who think too well of
me, and would have me choose him or him to be my lover; and—and—do you see now?—if there
were one of those that I would fain have turn aside from idle thoughts of me and show more favor
to my dear cousin and gossip Prudence Shawe—nay, but to tell the truth, good wizard, I came
here to seek of your skill whether it could afford some charm and magic that would direct his
heart to her. I have heard of such things——"

And here she stopped abruptly, in some confusion, for she had in her eagerness admitted a
half-belief in the possible power of his witchcraft which she had been careful to conceal before.
She had professed incredulity by her very manner; she had almost laughed at his pretensions;
she had intimated that she had come hither only out of curiosity; but now she had blundered into
the confession that she had cherished some vague hope of obtaining a love-philtre, or some such
thing, to transfer away from herself to her friend the affections of one of those suitors whose
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existence seemed to be so well known to the wizard. However, he soon relieved her from her
embarrassment by assuring her that this that she demanded was far away beyond the scope of
his art, which was strictly limited to the discovery and revelation of such secrets as still lay within
the future.

"And if so, good sir," said she, after a moment's reflection, "that were enough, or nearly
enough, so that you can convince us of it."

"To yourself alone, gracious lady," said he, "can I reveal that which will happen to you. Nay,
more, so fortunate is the conjunction of the planets that reigned at your birth—the ultimum
supplicium auri might almost have been declared to you—that I can summon from the ends of the
earth, be he where he may, the man that you shall hereafter marry, or soon or late I know not; if
you will, you can behold him at such and such a time, at such and such a place, as the stars shall
appoint."

She looked puzzled, half incredulous and perplexed, inclined to smile, blushing somewhat, and
all uncertain.

"It is a temptation—I were no woman else," said she, with a laugh. "Nay, but if I can see him,
why may not others? And if I can show them him who is to be my worshipful lord and master,
why, then, my gossip Prue may have the better chance of reaching the goal where I doubt not her
heart is fixed. Come, then, to prove your skill, good sir. Where shall I see him, and when? Must I
use charms? Will he speak, think you, or pass as a ghost? But if he be not a proper man, good
wizard, by my life I will have none of him, nor of your magic either."

She was laughing now, and rather counterfeiting a kind of scorn; but she was curious; and she
watched him with a lively interest as he took forth from a small leather bag a little folded piece of
paper, which he carefully opened.

"T cannot answer all your questions, my daughter,” said he; "I can but proceed according to my
art. Whether the person you will see may be visible to others I know not, nor can I tell you aught
of his name or condition. Pray Heaven he be worthy of such beauty and gentleness; for I have
heard of you, gracious lady, but rumor had but poor words to describe such a rarity and a prize."

"Nay," said she, in tones of reproof (but the color had mounted to a face that certainly showed
no sign of displeasure), "you speak like one of the courtiers now."

"This charm," said he, dropping his eyes, and returning to his grave and formal tones, "is worth
naught without a sprig of rosemary; that must you get, and you must place it within the paper in
a threefold manner—thus; and then, when Sol and Luna are both in the descendant—but I forget
me, the terms of my art are unknown to you; I must speak in the vulgar tongue; and meanwhile
you shall see the charm, that there is nothing wicked or dangerous in it, but only the wherewithal
to bring about a true lovers' meeting."

He handed her the open piece of paper; but she, having glanced at the writing, gave it him
back again.

"I pray you read it to me," she said.

He regarded her for a second with some slight surprise; but he took the paper, and read aloud,
slowly, the lines written thereon:

"Dare you haunt our hallowed green?
None but fairies here are seen.

Down and sleep,

Wake and weep,
Pinch him black, and pinch him blue,
That seeks to steal a lover true,
When you come to hear us sing,
Or to tread our fairy ring,
Pinch him black, and pinch him blue—
Oh, thus our nails shall handle you!"

"Why, 'tis like what my father wrote about Herne the Hunter," said she, with a touch of
indifference; perhaps she had expected to hear something more weird and unholy.

"Please you, forget not the rosemary; nothing will come of it else," he continued. "Then this you
must take in your hand secretly, and when no one has knowledge of your outgoing; and when
Luna—nay, but I mean when the moon has risen to-night so that, standing in the church-yard, you
shall see it over the roof of the church, then must you go to the yew-tree that is in the middle of
the church-yard, and there you shall scrape away a little of the earth from near the foot of the
tree, and bury this paper, and put the earth firmly down on it again, saying thrice, Hieronymo!
Hieronymo! Hieronymo! You follow me, sweet lady?"

"'Tis simple enough," said she, "but that on these fine evenings the people are everywhere
about; and if one were to be seen conjuring in the church-yard——"

"You must watch your opportunity, my daughter," said he, speaking with an increased
assumption of authority. "One minute will serve you; and this is all that needs be done."

"Truly? Is this all?" said she, and she laughed lightly. "Then will my gallant, my pride o' the
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world, my lord and master, forthwith spring out of the solid ground? God mend me, but that were
a fearful meeting—in a church-yard! Gentle wizard, I pray you——"

"Not so," he answered, interrupting her. "The charm will work there; you must let it rest; the
night dews shall nourish it; the slow hours shall pass over it; and the spirits that haunt these
precincts must know of it, that they may prepare the meeting. To-night, then, sweet lady, you
shall place this charm in the church-yard at the foot of the yew-tree, and to-morrow at twelve of
the clock——"

"By your leave, not to-morrow," said she, peremptorily. "Not to-morrow, good wizard; for my
father comes home to-morrow; and, by my life, I would not miss the going forth to meet him for
all the lovers between here and London town!"

"Your father comes home to-morrow, Mistress Judith?" said he, in somewhat startled accents.

"In truth he does; and Master Tyler also, and Julius Shawe—there will be a goodly company, I
warrant you, come riding to-morrow through Shipston and Tredington and Alderminster; and by
your leave, reverend sir, the magic must wait."

"That were easily done," he answered, after a moment's thought, "by the alteration of a sign, if
the day following might find you at liberty. Will it so, gracious lady?"

"The day after! At what time of the day?" she asked.

"The alteration of the sign will make it but an hour earlier, if I mistake not; that is to say, at
eleven of the forenoon you must be at the appointed place——"

"Where, good wizard!" said she—"where am I to see the wraith, the ghost, the phantom
husband that is to own me?"

"That know I not myself as yet; but my aids and familiars will try to discover it for me," he
answered, taking a small sun-dial out of his pocket and adjusting it as he spoke.

"And with haste, so please you, good sir," said she, "for I would not that any chance comer had
a tale of this meeting to carry back to the gossips."

He stooped down and placed the sun-dial carefully on the ground, at a spot where the young
corn was but scant enough on the dry red soil, and then with his forefinger he traced two or
three lines and a semicircle on the crumbling earth.

"South by west," said he, and he muttered some words to himself. Then he looked up. "Know
you the road to Bidford, sweet lady?"

"As well as [ know my own ten fingers," she answered.

"For myself, I know it not, but if my art is not misleading there should be, about a mile or more
along that road, another road at right angles with it, bearing to the right, and there at the
junction should stand a cross of stone. Is it so?"

"'Tis the lane that leads to Shottery; well I know it," she said.

"So it has been appointed, then," said he, "if the stars continue their protection over you. The
day after to-morrow, at eleven of the forenoon, if you be within stone's-throw of the cross at the
junction of the roads, there shall you see, or my art is strangely mistaken, the man or gentleman
—nay, I know not whether he be parson or layman, soldier or merchant, knight of the shire or
plain goodman Dick—I say there shall you see him that is to win you and wear you; but at what
time you shall become his wife, and where, and in what circumstances, I cannot reveal to you. I
have done my last endeavor."

"Nay do not hold me ungrateful," she said, though there was a smile on her lips, "but surely,
good sir, what your skill has done, that it can also undo. If it have power to raise a ghost, surely it
has power to lay him. And truly, if he be a ghost, I will not have him. And if he be a man, and
have a red beard, I will not have him. And if he be a slape-face, I will have none of him. And if he
have thin legs, he may walk his ways for me. Good wizard, if I like him not, you must undo the
charm."

"My daughter, you have a light heart," said he, gravely. "May the favoring planets grant it lead
you not into mischief; there be unseen powers that are revengeful. And now I must take my leave,
gracious lady. I have given you the result of much study and labor, of much solitary communion
with the heavenly bodies; take it, and use it with heed, and so fare you well."

He was going, but she detained him.

"Good sir, I am your debtor," said she, with the red blood mantling in her forehead, for all
through this interview she had clearly recognized that she was not dealing with any ordinary
mendicant fortune-teller. "So much labor and skill I cannot accept from you without becoming a
beggar. I pray you——"

He put up his hand.

"Not so," said he, with a certain grave dignity. "To have set eyes on the fairest maid in
Warwickshire—as I have heard you named—were surely sufficient recompense for any trouble;
and to have had speech of you, sweet lady, is what many a one would venture much for. But I
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would humbly kiss your hand; and so again fare you well."

"God shield you, most courteous wizard, and good-day," said she, as he left; and for a second
she stood looking after him in a kind of wonder, for this extraordinary courtesy and dignity of
manner were certainly not what she had expected to find in a vagabond purveyor of magic. But
now he was gone, and she held the charm in her hand, and so without further ado she set out for
home again, getting down through the brushwood to the winding path.

She walked quickly, for she had heard that Master Bushell's daughter, who was to be married
that day, meant to beg a general holiday for the school-boys; and she knew that if this were
granted these sharp-eyed young imps would soon be here, there, and everywhere, and certain to
spy out the wizard if he were in the neighborhood. But when she had got clear of this hanging
copse, that is known as the Wier Brake, and had reached the open meadows, so that from any
part around she could be seen to be alone, she had nothing further to fear, and she returned to
her leisurely straying in quest of flowers. The sun was hotter on the grass now; but the swallows
were busy as ever over the stream; and the great bees hummed aloud as they went past; and
here and there a white butterfly fluttered from petal to petal; and, far away, she could hear the
sound of children's voices in the stillness. She was in a gay mood. The interview she had just had
with one in league with the occult powers of magic and witchery did not seem in the least to have
overawed her. Perhaps, indeed, she had not yet made up her mind to try the potent charm that
she had obtained; at all events the question did not weigh heavily on her. For now it was,

Oh, mistress mine, where are you roaming?
and again it was,

For a morn in spring is the sweetest thing
Cometh in all the year!

and always another touch of color added to the daintily arranged nosegay in her hand. And then,
of a sudden, as she chanced to look ahead, she observed a number of the school-boys come
swarming down to the foot-bridge; and she knew right well that one of them—to wit, young Willie
Hart—would think a holiday quite thrown away and wasted if he did not manage to seek out and
secure the company of his pretty cousin Judith.

"Ah! there, now," she was saying to herself, as she watched the school-boys come over the
bridge one by one and two by two, "there, now, is my sweetheart of sweethearts; there is my
prince of lovers! If ever I have lover as faithful and kind as he, it will go well. 'Nay, Susan,' says
he, 'I love you not; you kiss me hard, and speak to me as if I were still a child; I love Judith
better.' And how cruel of my father to put him in the play, and to slay him so soon; but perchance
he will call him to life again—nay, it is a favorite way with him to do that; and pray Heaven he
bring home with him to-morrow the rest of the story, that Prue may read it to me. And so are you
there, among the unruly imps, you young Prince Mamillius? Have you caught sight of me yet,
sweetheart blue-eyes? Why, come, then; you will outstrip them all, I know, when you get sight of
Cousin Judith; for as far off as yon are, you will reach me first, that I am sure of; and then, by my
life, sweetheart Willie, you shall have a kiss as soft as a dove's breast!"

And so she went on to meet them, arranging the colors of her straggling blossoms the while,
with now and again a snatch of careless song:

Come, blow thy horn, hunter!
Come, blow thy horn, hunter!
Come, blow thy horn—jolly hunter!

CHAPTER II.

SIGNIOR CRAB-APPLE.

There was much ado in the house all that day, in view of the home-coming on the morrow, and
it was not till pretty late in the evening that Judith was free to steal out for a gossip with her
friend and chief companion, Prudence Shawe. She had not far to go—but a couple of doors off, in
fact; and her coming was observed by Prudence herself, who happened to be sitting at the
casemented window for the better prosecution of her needle-work, there being still a clear glow
of twilight in the sky. A minute or so thereafter the two friends were in Prudence's own chamber,
which was on the first floor, and looking out to the back over barns and orchards; and they had
gone to the window, to the bench there, to have their secrets together. This Prudence Shawe was
some two years Judith's junior—though she really played the part of elder sister to her; she was
of a pale complexion, with light straw-colored hair; not very pretty, perhaps, but she had a restful
kind of face that invited friendliness and sympathy, of which she had a large abundance to give in
return. Her custom was of a Puritanical plainness and primness, both in the fashion of it and in
its severe avoidance of color; and that was not the only point on which she formed a marked
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contrast to this dear cousin and wilful gossip of hers, who had a way of pleasing herself (more
especially if she thought she might thereby catch her father's eye) in apparel as in most other
things. And on this occasion—at the outset at all events—]Judith would not have a word said about
the assignation of the morning. The wizard was dismissed from her mind altogether. It was about
the home-coming of the next day that she was all eagerness and excitement; and her chief prayer
and entreaty was that her friend Prudence should go with her to welcome the travellers home.

"Nay, but you must and shall, dear Prue; sweet mouse, I beg it of you!" she was urging. "Every
one at New Place is so busy that they have fixed upon Signior Crab-apple to ride with me; and
you know I cannot suffer him; and I shall not have a word of my father all the way back, not a
word; there will be nothing but a discourse about fools, and idle jests, and wiseman Matthew the
hero of the day—"

"Dear Judith, I cannot understand how you dislike the old man so," her companion said, in that
smooth voice of hers. "I see no garden that is better tended than yours."

"T would I could let slip the mastiff at his unmannerly throat!" was the quick reply—and indeed
for a second she looked as if she would fain have seen that wish fulfilled. "The vanity of him!—the
puffed-up pride of him.—he thinks there be none in Warwickshire but himself wise enough to talk
to my father; and the way he dogs his steps if he be walking in the garden—no one else may have
a word with him!—sure my father is sufficiently driven forth by the preachers and the psalm-
singing within-doors that out-of-doors, in his own garden, he might have some freedom of speech
with his own daughter—"

"Judith, Judith," her friend said, and she put her hand on her arm, "you have such wilful
thoughts, and wild words too. I am sure your father is free of speech with every one—gentle and
simple, old and young, it matters not who it is that approaches him."

"This Signior Crab-apple truly!" the other exclaimed, in the impetuosity of her scorn. "If his
heart be as big as a crab-apple, I greatly doubt; but that it is of like quality I'll be sworn. And the
bitterness of his railing tongue! All women are fools—vools he calls them, rather—first and
foremost; and most men are fools; but of all fools there be none like the fools of Warwickshire—
that is because my worshipful goodman gardener comes all the way from Bewdley. 'Tis meat and
drink to him, he says, to discover a fool, though how he should have any difficulty in the
discovering, seeing that we are all of us fools, passes my understanding. Nay, but I know what set
him after that quarry; 'twas one day in the garden, and my father was just come home from
London, and he was talking to my uncle Gilbert, and was laughing at what his friend Benjamin
Jonson had said, or had written, I know not which. 'Of all beasts in the world,' says he, 'l love
most the serious ass.' Then up steps goodman Matthew. 'There be plenty of 'em about 'ere, zur,'
says he, with a grin on his face like that on a cat when a dog has her by the tail. And my father,
who will talk to any one, as you say truly, and about anything, and always with the same
attention, must needs begin to challenge goodman Crab-apple to declare the greatest fools that
ever he had met with; and from that day to this the ancient sour-face hath been on the watch—
and it suits well with his opinion of other people and his opinion of himself as the only wise man
in the world—I say ever since he hath been on the watch for fools; and the greater the fool the
greater his wisdom, I reckon, that can find him out. A purveyor of fools!—a goodly trade! I doubt
not but that it likes him better than the tending of apricots when he has the free range of the ale-
houses to work on. He will bring a couple of them into the garden when my father is in the
summer-house. "Ere, zur, please you come out and look 'ere, zur; 'ere be a brace of rare vools.'
And the poor clowns are proud of it; they stand and look at each other and laugh. 'We be, zur—
we be.' And then my father will say no, and will talk with them, and cheer them with assurance of
their wisdom; then must they have spiced bread and ale ere they depart; and this is a triumph for
Master Matthew—the withered, shrivelled, dried-up, cankered nutshell that he is!"

"Dear Judith, pray have patience—indeed you are merely jealous."

"Jealous!" she exclaimed, as if her scorn of this ill-conditioned old man put that well out of the
question.

"You think he has too much of your father's company, and you like it not; but consider of it,
Judith, he being in the garden, and your father in the summer-house, and when your father is
tired for the moment of his occupation, whatever that may be, then can he step out and speak to
this goodman Matthew, that amuses him with his biting tongue, and with the self-sufficiency of
his wisdom—nay, I suspect your father holds him to be a greater fool than any that he makes
sport of, and that he loves to lead him on."

"And why should my father have to be in the summer-house but that in-doors the wool-spinning
is hardly more constant than the lecturing and the singing of psalms and hymns?"

"Tudith! Judith!" said her gentle friend, with real trouble on her face, "you grieve me when you
talk like that—indeed you do, sweetheart! There is not a morning nor a night passes that I do not
pray the Lord that your heart may be softened and led to our ways—nay, far from that, but to the
Lord's own ways—and the answer will come; I have faith; I know it; and God send it speedily, for
you are like an own sister to me, and my heart yearns over you!"

The other sat silent for a second. She could not fail to be touched by the obvious sincerity, the
longing kindness of her friend, but she would not confess as much in words.

"As yet, sweet Prue," said she, lightly, "I suppose I am of the unregenerate, and if it is wicked to
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cherish evil thoughts of your neighbor, then am I not of the elect, for I heartily wish that Tom
Quiney and some of the youths would give Matthew gardener a sound ducking in a horse-pond, to
tame his arrogance withal. But no matter. What say you, dear Prue? Will you go with me to-
morrow, so that we may have the lad Tookey in charge of us, and Signior Crab-apple be left to his
weeding and grafting and railing at human kind? Do, sweet mouse—"

"The maids are busy now, Judith," said she, doubtfully.

"But a single day, dear mouse!" she urged. "And if we go early we may get as far as Shipston,
and await them there. Have you no desire to meet your brother, Prudence—to be the first of all to
welcome him home? Nay, that is because you can have him in your company as often as you wish;
there is no goodman-wiseman-fool to come between you."

"Dear heart," said Prudence Shawe, with a smile, "I know not what is the witchery of you, but
there is none I wot of that can say you nay."

"You will, then?" said the other, joyfully. "Ah, look, now, the long ride home we shall have with
my father, and all the news I shall have to tell him! And all good news, Prue; scarcely a whit or
bit that is not good news: the roan that he bought at Evesham is well of her lameness—good; and
the King's mulberry is thriving bravely (I wonder that wiseman Matthew has not done it a
mischief in the night-time, for the King, being above him in station, must needs have nothing
from him but sour and envious words); and then the twenty acres that my father so set his heart
upon he is to have—I hear that the Combes have said as much—and my father will be right well
pleased; and the vicar is talking no longer of building the new piggery over against the garden—
at least for the present there is nothing to be done: all good news; but there is better still, as you
know; for what will he say when he discovers that I have taught Bess Hall to ride the mastiff?"

"Pray you have a care, dear Judith," said her friend, with some apprehension on her face. "'Tis a
dangerous-looking beast."

"A lamb, a very lamb!" was the confident answer. "Well, now, and as we are riding home he will
tell me of all the things he has brought from London; and you know he has always something
pretty for you, sweet Puritan, though you regard such adornment as snares and pitfalls. And this
time I hope it will be a silver brooch for you, dear mouse, that so you must needs wear it and
show it, or he will mark its absence; and for the others let us guess; let us see. There may be
some more of that strange-fashioned Murano glass for Susan, for as difficult as it is to carry; and
some silk hangings or the like for my mother, or store of napery, perchance, which she prizeth
more; and be sure there is the newest book of sermons from Paul's Churchyard for the Doctor; a
greyhound, should he hear of a famous one on the way, for Thomas Combe; toys for the little
Harts, that is certain; for my aunt Joan—what?—a silver-topped jug, or some perfumes of musk
and civet?—and what else—and for whom else—well—"

"But what for yourself, dear Judith?" her friend said, with a smile. "Will he forget you? Has
Matthew gardener driven you out even from his recollection? Will he not have for you a pretty
pair of rose shoe-strings, or one of the new tasselled French hoods they are speaking of, or
something of the kind, that will turn the heads of all the lads in Stratford twice further round?
You are a temptress surely, sweetheart; I half forget that such vanities should displease me when
I see the way you wear them; and that I think you must take from your father, Judith; for no
matter how plain his apparel is—and it is plain indeed for one that owns the New Place—he
wears it with such an ease, and with such a grace and simplicity, that you would say a prince
should wear it even so."

"You put me off, Prue," her friend said with a sort of good-natured impatience. "Why, I was
showing you what nicelings and delicates my father was bringing, and what I had thought to say
was this: that he may have this for one, and that for the other, and many a one proud to be
remembered (as I shall be if he thinks of me), but this that I know he is bringing for little Bess
Hall is something worth all of these, for it is nothing less than the whole love of his heart. Nay,
but I swear it; there is not a human creature in the world to compare with her in his eyes; she is
the pearl that he wears in his heart of hearts. If it were London town she wanted, and he could
give it to her, that is what he would bring for her."

"What! are you jealous of her too?" said Prudence, with her placid smile.

"By yea and nay, sweet Puritan, if that will content you, I declare it is not so," was the quick
answer. "Why, Bess is my ally! We are in league, I tell you; we will have a tussle with the enemy
ere long; and, by my life, I think I know that that will put goodman-wiseman's nose awry!"

At this moment the secret confabulation of these two friends was suddenly and unexpectedly
broken in upon by a message from without. Something white came fluttering through the open
casement, and fell, not quite into Judith's lap, which was probably its intended destination, but
down toward her feet. She stooped and picked it up; it was a letter, addressed to her, and tied
round with a bit of rose-red silk ribbon that was neatly formed into a true-lover's knot.



CHAPTER III.

THE PLANTING OF THE CHARM.

The embarrassment that ensued—on her part only, for the pale and gentle face of her friend
betrayed not even so much as surprise—was due to several causes. Judith could neither read nor
write. In her earlier years she had been a somewhat delicate child, and had consequently been
excused from the ordinary tuition, slight as that usually was in the case of girls; but when, later
on, she grew into quite firm and robust health, in her wilfulness and pride and petulance she
refused to retransform herself into a child and submit to be taught children's lessons. Moreover,
she had an acute and alert brain; and she had a hundred reasons ready to show that what was in
reality a mere waywardness on her part was the most wise and natural thing in the world; while
her father, who had a habitual and great tolerance for everything and everybody that came
within his reach, laughed with her rather than at her, and said she should do very well without
book-learning so long as those pink roses shone in her cheeks. But she had one reason that was
not merely an excuse. Most of the printed matter that reached the house was brought thither by
this or that curate, or by this or that famous preacher, who, in going through the country, was
sure of an eager and respectful welcome at New Place; and perhaps it was not kindly nor civilly
done of them—though it may have been regarded as a matter of conscience—that they should
carry thither and read aloud, among other things, the fierce denunciations of stage-plays and
stage-players which were common in the polemical and puritanical literature of the day. Right or
wrong, Judith resented this with a vehement indignation; and she put a ban upon all books,
judging by what she had heard read out of some; nay, one day she had come into the house and
found her elder sister, who was not then married, greatly distressed, and even in the bitterness of
tears; and when she discovered that the cause of this was a pamphlet that had been given to
Susanna, in which not only were the heinous wickednesses of plays and players denounced, but
also her own father named by his proper name, Judith, with hot cheeks and flashing eyes,
snatched the pamphlet from her sister's hand and forthwith sent it flying through the open
window into the mud without, notwithstanding that books and pamphlets were scarce and
valuable things, and that this one had been lent. And when she discovered that this piece of
writing had been brought to the house by the pious and learned Walter Blaise—a youthful divine
he was who had a small living some few miles from Stratford, but who dwelt in the town, and was
one of the most eager and disputatious of the Puritanical preachers there—it in no way mitigated
her wrath that this worthy Master Blaise was regarded by many, and even openly spoken of, as a
suitor for her own hand.

"God mend me," said she, in her anger (and greatly to the distress of the mild-spoken
Prudence), "but 'tis a strange way of paying court to a young woman to bring into the house
abuse of her own father! Sir Parson may go hang, for me!" And for many a day she would have
nothing to say to him; and steeled and hardened her heart not only against him, but against the
doctrines and ways of conduct that he so zealously advocated; and she would not come in to
evening prayers when he happened to be present; and wild horses would not have dragged her to
the parish church on the Sunday afternoon that it was his turn to deliver the fortnightly lecture
there. However, these things abated in time. Master Walter Blaise was a civil-spoken and an
earnest and sincere young man, and Prudence Shawe was the gentle intermediary. Judith
suffered his presence, and that was about all as yet; but she would not look the way of printed
books. And when Prudence tried to entice her into a study of the mere rudiments of reading and
writing, she would refuse peremptorily, and say, with a laugh, that, could she read, the first thing
she should read would be plays, which, as sweet cousin Prue was aware, were full of tribulation
and anguish, and fit only for the foolish Galatians of the world, the children of darkness and the
devil. But this obstinacy did not prevent her overcoming her dear cousin Prue's scruples, and
getting her to read aloud to her in the privacy of their secret haunts this or the other fragments
of a play, when that she had adroitly purloined a manuscript from the summer-house in New
Place; and in this surreptitious manner she had acquired a knowledge of what was going on at
the Globe and the Blackfriars theatres in London, which, had they but guessed of it, would have
considerably astounded her mother, her sister, and good Parson Blaise as well.

In more delicate matters still, Prudence was her confidante, her intermediary, and amanuensis:
and ordinarily this caused her no embarrassment, for she wished for no secrets with any of
human kind. But in one direction she had formed certain suspicions; and so it was that on this
occasion, when she stooped down and picked up the letter that had been so deftly thrown in at
the casement, her face flushed somewhat.

"T know from whom it comes," said she, and she seemed inclined to put it into the little wallet of
blue satin that hung at her side.

Then she glanced at Prudence's eyes. There was nothing there in the least approaching
displeasure or pique, only a quiet amusement.

"It was cleverly done," said Prudence, and she raised her head cautiously and peeped through
one of the small panes of pale green glass. But the twilight had sunk into dusk, and any one
outside could easily have made his escape unperceived through the labyrinth of barns and
outhouses.

Judith glanced at the handwriting again, and said, with an affectation of carelessness:
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"There be those who have plenty of time, surely, for showing the wonders of their skill. Look at
the twisting and turning and lattice-work of it—truly he is a most notable clerk; I would he spent
the daylight to better purpose. Read it for me, sweet Prue."

She would have handed the letter—with much studied indifference of look and manner—to her
friend, but that Prudence gently refused it.

"'Tis you must undo the string; you know not what may be inside."

So Judith herself opened the letter, which contained merely a sprig of rosemary, along with
some lines written in a most ornate calligraphy.

"What does he say?" she asked, but without any apparent interest, as she gave the open letter
to her companion.

Prudence took the letter and read aloud;

"Rosemary is for remembrance
Between us day and night;
Wishing that I might always have

You present in my sight.

This from your true well-wisher, and one that would be your loving servant unto death.
T.Q."

"The idle boy!" she said, and again she directed a quick and penetrating look of inquiry to her
friend's face. But Prudence was merely regarding the elaborate handwriting. There was no trace
of wounded pride or anything of the kind in her eyes. Nay, she looked up and said, with a smile,

"For one that can wrestle so well, and play at foot-ball, and throw the sledge as they say he can,
he is master of a most delicate handwriting."

"But the rosemary, Prue!" Judith exclaimed, suddenly, and she groped about at her feet until
she had found it. "Why, now, look there, was ever anything so fortunate? Truly I had forgotten all
about rosemary, and my reverend wizard, and the charm that is to be buried to-night; and you
know not a word of the story. Shall I tell you, sweet mouse? Is there time before the moon
appears over the roof of the church?—for there I am summoned to fearful deeds. Why, Prue, you
look as frightened as if a ghost had come into the room—you yourself are like a ghost now in the
dusk—or is it the coming moonlight that is making you so pale?"

"T had thought that better counsels would have prevailed with you, Judith," she said, anxiously.
"I knew not you had gone to see the man, and I reproach myself that I have been an agent in the
matter."

"A mouth-piece only, sweet Prue!—a mere harmless, innocent whistle that had nothing to do
with the tune. And the business was not so dreadful either; there was no caldron, nor playing
with snakes and newts, no, nor whining for money, which I expected most; but a most civil and
courteous wizard, a most town-bred wizard as ever the sun set eye on, that called me 'gracious
lady' every other moment, and would not take a penny for his pains. Marry, if all the powers of
evil be as well-behaved, I shall have less fear of them; for a more civil-spoken gentleman I have
never encountered; and 'sweet lady' it was, and 'gracious lady,' and a voice like the voice of my
lord bishop; and the assurance that the planets and the stars were holding me in their kindest
protection; and a promise of a ghost husband that is to appear that I may judge whether I like
him or like him not; and all this and more—and he would kiss my hand, and so farewell, and the
reverend magician makes his obeisance and vanishes, and I am not a penny the poorer, but only
the richer because of my charm! There, I will show it to you, dear mouse."

After a little search she found the tiny document; and Prudence Shawe glanced over it.

"Tudith! Judith!" said she, almost in despair, "I know not whither your wilfulness will carry you.
But tell me what happened. How came you by this paper? And what ghost husband do you speak
Of?”

Then Judith related, with much circumstantiality, what had occurred that morning: not toning it
down in the least, but rather exaggerating here and there; for she was merry-hearted, and she
liked to see the sweet Puritan face grow more and more concerned. Moreover, the dull gray light
outside, instead of deepening into dark, appeared to be becoming a trifle clearer, so that
doubtless the moon was declaring itself somewhere; and she was looking forward, when the time
came, to securing Prudence's company as far as the church-yard, if her powers of persuasion
were equal to that.

"But you will not go—surely you will not go, darling Judith," said Prudence, in accents of quite
pathetic entreaty. "You know the sin of dealing with such ungodly practices—nay, and the danger
too, for you would of your own free will go and seek a meeting with unholy things, whereas I have
been told that not so long ago they used in places to carry a pan of frankincense round the house
each night to keep away witchcraft from them as they slept. I beseech you, dearest Judith, give
me the paper, and I will burn it!"

"Nay, nay, it is but an idle tale, a jest; I trust it not," said her friend to reassure her. "Be not
afraid, sweet Prue. Those people who go about compelling the planets and summoning spirits and
the like have lesser power than the village folk imagine, else would their own affairs thrive better
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than they seem to do."
"Then give me the paper; let me burn it, Judith!"

"Nay, nay, mouse," said she, withholding it; and then she added, with a sort of grave merriment
or mischief in her face:

"Whether the thing be aught or naught, sure I cannot treat so ill my courteous wizard. He was
no goose-herd, I tell you, but a most proper and learned man; and he must have the chance of
working the wonders he foretold. Come, now, think of it with reason, dear Prue. If there be no
power in the charm, if I go to Shottery for my morning walk and find no one in the lane, who is
harmed? Why, no one; and Grandmother Hathaway is pleased, and will show me how her garden
is growing. Then, on the other hand, should the charm work, should there be some one there,
what evil if I regard him as I pass from the other side of the way? Is it such a wonder that one
should meet a stranger on the Bidford road? And what more? Man or ghost, he cannot make me
marry him if I will not. He cannot make me speak to him if I will not. And if he would put a hand
on me, I reckon Roderigo would speedily have him by the throat, as I hope he may some day have
goodman Matthew."

"But, Judith, such things are unlawful and forbidden——"

"To you, sweet saint—to you," said the other, with much good-humor. "But I have not learned to
put aside childish things as yet; and this is only a jest, good Prue; and you, that are so faithful to
your word, even in the smallest trifle, would not have me break my promise to my gentle wizard?
'Gracious lady,' he says, and 'sweet lady,' as if I were a dame of the court; it were unmannerly of
me not to grant him this small demand——"

"T wish I had misread the letter," said Prudence, so occupied with her own fears that she
scarcely knew what to do.

"What!" exclaimed her friend, in tones of raillery, "you would have deceived me? Is this your
honesty, your singleness of heart, sweet Puritan? You would have sent me on some fool's errand,
would you?"

"And if it were to be known you had gone out to meet this conjurer, Judith, what would your
mother and sister say?—and your father?"

"My mother and sister—hum!" was the demure reply. "If he had but come in the garb of a
preacher, with a Bible under one arm and a prayer-book under the other, I doubt not that he
would have been welcome enough at New Place—ay, and everything in the house set before him,
and a Flanders jug full of Quiney's best claret withal to cheer the good man. But when you speak
of my father, dear Prue, there you are wide of the mark—wide, wide of the mark; for the wizard is
just such an one as he would be anxious to know and see for himself. Indeed, if my mother and
Susan would have the house filled with preachers, my father would rather seek his company from
any strange kind of vagrant cattle you could find on the road—ballad-singers, strolling players,
peddlers, and the like; and you should see him when some ancient harper in his coat of green
comes near the town—nay, the constable shall not interfere with him, license or no license—my
father must needs entertain him in the garden; and he will sit and talk to the old man; and the
best in the house must be brought out for him; and whether he try his palsied fingers on the
strings, or perchance attempt a verse of 'Pastime with good company' with his quavering old
voice, that is according to his own good-will and pleasure; nothing is demanded of him but that
he have good cheer, and plenty of it, and go on his way the merrier, with a groat or two in his
pouch. Nay, I mind me, when Susan was remonstrating with my father about such things, and
bidding him have some regard for the family name—'What?' says he, laughing; 'set you up,
Madam Pride! Know you not, then, whence comes our name? And yet 'tis plain enough. Shacks,
these are but vagrant, idle, useless fellows; and then we come to pere, that is, an equal and
companion. There you have it complete—Shackspere, the companion of strollers and vagabonds,
of worthless and idle fellows. What say you, Madam Pride?' And, indeed, poor Susan was sorely
displeased, insomuch that I said, 'But the spear in the coat of arms, father—how came we by
that?' "'Why, there, now,' says he, 'you see how regardless the heralds are of the King's English. I
warrant me they would give a ship to Shipston and a hen to Enstone.' Indeed, he will jest you out
of anything. When your brother would have left the Town Council, Prue——"

But here she seemed suddenly to recollect herself. She rose quickly, thrust open the casement
still wider, and put out her head to discover whereabouts the moon was; and when she withdrew
her head again there was mischief and a spice of excitement in her face.

"No more talking and gossip now, Prue; the time has arrived for fearful deeds."
Prudence put her small white hand on her friend's arm.

"Stay, Judith. Be guided—for the love of me be guided, sweetheart! You know not what you do.
The profaning of sacred places will bring a punishment."

"Profaning, say you, sweet mouse? Is it anything worse than the children playing tick round the
grave-stones; or even, when no one is looking, having a game of King-by-your-leave?"

"It is late, Judith. It must be nine o'clock. It is not seemly that a young maiden should be out-of-
doors alone at such an hour of the night."
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"Marry, that say I," was the light answer. "And the better reason that you should come with me,
Prue."

"I?" said Prudence, in affright.

"Wherefore not, then? Nay, but you shall suffer no harm through the witchery, sweet mouse; I
ask your company no further than the little swing-gate. One minute there, and I shall be back
with you. Come, now, for your friend's sake; get your hood and your muffler, dear Prue, and no
one shall know either of us from the witch of Endor, so quickly shall we be there and back."

Still she hesitated.
"If your mother were to know, Judith——"

"To know what, sweetheart? That you walked with me as far as the church and back again?
Why, on such a fine and summer-like night I dare be sworn, now, that half the good folk of
Stratford are abroad; and it is no such journey into a far country that we should take one of the
maids with us. Nay, come, sweet Prue! We shall have a merry ride to-morrow; to-night for your
friendship's sake you must do me this small service."

Prudence did not answer, but somewhat thoughtfully, and even reluctantly, she went to a small
cupboard of boxes that stood in the corner of the apartment, and brought forth some articles of
attire which (although she might not have confessed it) were for the better disguising of herself,
seeing that the night was fine and warm. And then Judith, having also drawn a muffler loosely
round her neck and the lower half of her face, was ready to go, and was gone, in fact, as far as
the door, when she suddenly said:

"Why, now, I had nearly forgot the rosemary, and without that the charm is naught. Did I leave
it on the window-shelf?"

She went back and found it, and this time she took the precaution of folding it within the piece
of paper that she was to bury in the church-yard.

"Is it fair, dear Judith?" Prudence said, reproachfully, before she opened the door. "Is it right
that you should take the bit of rosemary sent you by one lover, and use it as a charm to bring
another?"

"Nay, why should you concern yourself, sweet mouse?" said Judith, with a quick glance, but
indeed at this end of the room it was too dark for her to see anything. "My lover, say you? Let
that be as the future may show. In the meantime I am pledged to no one, nor anxious that I
should be so. And a scrap of rosemary, now, what is it? But listen to this, dear Prue: if it help to
show me the man I shall marry—if there be aught in this magic—will it not be better for him that
sent the rosemary that we should be aware of what is in store for us?"

"T know not—I scarcely ever know—whether you are in jest or in earnest, Judith," her friend
said.

"Why, then, I am partly in starched cambric, good mouse, if you must know, and partly in
damask, and partly in taffeta of popinjay blue. But come, now, let us be going. The awful hour
approaches, Prue. Do you not tremble, like Faustus in the cell? What was't he said?

It strikes; it strikes. Now, body, turn to air!

Come along, sweet Prue."

But she was silent as they left. Indeed, they went down the dark little staircase and out at the
front door with as little noise as might be. Judith had not been mistaken: the fine, clear, warm
evening had brought out many people; and they were either quietly walking home or standing in
dusky little groups at the street corners talking to each other; whilst here and there came a laugh
from a ruddy-windowed ale-house; and here and there a hushed sound of singing, where a
casement had been left a bit open, told that the family within were at their devotional exercises
for the night. The half-moon was now clear and silvery in the heavens. As they passed under the
massive structure of the Guild Chapel the upper portions of the tall windows had a pale greenish
glow shining through them that made the surrounding shadows look all the more solemn.
Whether it was that their mufflers effectually prevented their being recognized, or whether it was
that none of their friends happened to be abroad, they passed along without attracting notice
from any one, nor was a word spoken between themselves for some time.

But when they drew near to the church, the vast bulk of which, towering above the trees
around, seemed almost black against the palely clear sky, the faithful Prudence made bold to put
in a final word of remonstrance and dissuasion.

"It is wickedness and folly, Judith. Naught can come of such work," she said.

"Then let naught come of it, and what harm is done?" her companion said, gayly. "Dear mouse,
are you so timorous? Nay, but you shall not come within the little gate; you shall remain without.
And if the spirits come and snatch me, as they snatched off Doctor Faustus, you shall see all the
pageant, and not a penny to pay. What was it in the paper?

'Pinch him black, and pinch him blue,
That seeks to steal a lover true!"
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Did it not run so? But they cannot pinch you, dear heart; so stand here now, and hush!—pray do
not scream if you see them whip me off in a cloud of fire—and I shall be with you again in a
minute."

She passed through the little swinging gate and entered the church-yard, casting therewith a
quick glance around. Apparently no one was within sight of her, either among the gray stones or
under the black-stemmed elms by the river; but there were people not far off, for she could hear
their voices—doubtless they were going home through the meadows on the other side of the
stream. She looked but once in that direction. The open country was lying pale and clear in the
white light; and under the wide branches of the elms one or two bats were silently darting to and
fro; but she could not see the people, and she took it for granted that no one could now observe
what she was about. So she left the path, made her way through the noiseless grass, and reached
the small yew-tree standing there among the grave-stones. The light was clear enough to allow
her to open the package and make sure that the sprig of rosemary was within; then she rapidly,
with her bare hand, stooped down and scooped a little of the earth away; she imbedded the
packet there, repeating meanwhile the magic words; she replaced the earth, and brushed the
long grass over it, so that, indeed, as well as she could make out, the spot looked as if it had not
been disturbed in any manner. And then, with a quick look toward the roof of the church to
satisfy herself that all the conditions had been fulfilled, she got swiftly back to the path again,
and so to the little gate, passing through the church-yard like a ghost.

"The deed is done, good Prue," said she, gayly, but in a tragic whisper, as she linked her arm
within the arm of her friend and set out homeward. "Now are the dark powers of the earth at
league to raise me up—what think you, sweetheart?—such a gallant as the world ne'er saw! Ah!
now when you see him come riding in from Shottery, will not the town stare? None of your
logget-playing, tavern-jesting, come-kiss-me-Moll lovers, but a true-sworn knight on his white war
steed, in shining mail, with a golden casque on his head and ostrich feathers, and on his silver
shield 'St. George and England!""

"You are light-hearted, Judith," said the timid and gentle-voiced Puritan by her side; "and in
truth there is nothing that you fear. Well, I know not, but it will be in my prayers that no harm
come of this night."

CHAPTER 1V.

A PAGEANT.

On the morning after the arrival of Judith's father he was out and abroad with his bailiff at an
early hour, so that she had no chance of speaking to him; and when he returned to New Place he
went into the summer-house in the orchard, where it was the general habit and custom to leave
him undisturbed. And yet she only wished to ask permission to take the mastiff with her as far as
Shottery; and so, when she had performed her share of the domestic duties, and got herself
ready, she went out through the back court and into the garden, thinking that he would not mind
so brief an interruption.

It was a fresh and pleasant morning, for there had been some rain in the night, and now there
was a slight breeze blowing from the south, and the air was sweet with the scent of the lilac
bushes. The sun lay warm on the pink and white blossoms of the apple-trees and on the creamy
masses of the cherry; martins were skimming and shooting this way and that, with now and again
a rapid flight to the eaves of the barn; the bees hummed from flower to flower, and everywhere
there was a chirping, and twittering, and clear singing of birds. The world seemed full of light
and color, of youth, and sweet things, and gladness: on such a morning she had no fear of a
refusal, nor was she much afraid to go near the summer-house that the family were accustomed
to hold sacred from intrusion.

But when she passed into the orchard, and came in sight of it, there was a sudden flash of
anger in her eyes. She might have guessed—she might have known. There, blocking up the
doorway of the latticed and green-painted tenement, was the figure of goodman Matthew; and
the little bandy-legged pippin-faced gardener was coolly resting on his spade while he addressed
his master within. Was there ever (she asked herself) such hardihood, such audacity and
impertinence? And then she rapidly bethought her that now was a rare opportunity for putting in
practice a scheme of revenge that she had carefully planned. It is true that she might have gone
forward and laid her finger on Matthew's arm (he was rather deaf), and so have motioned him
away. But she was too proud to do that. She would dispossess and rout him in another fashion. So
she turned and went quickly again into the house.

Now at this time Dr. Hall was making a round of professional visits at some distance away in
the country; and on such occasions Susanna Hall and her little daughter generally came to lodge
at New Place, where Judith was found to be an eager and assiduous, if somewhat impatient and
unreasoning, nurse, playmate, and music-mistress. In fact, the young mother had to remonstrate
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with her sister, and to point out that, although baby Elizabeth was a wonder of intelligence and
cleverness—indeed, such a wonder as had never hitherto been beheld in the world—still, a child
of two years and three months or so could not be expected to learn everything all at once; and
that it was just as reasonable to ask her to play on the lute as to imagine that she could sit on the
back of Don the mastiff without being held. However, Judith was fond of the child, and that
incomparable and astute small person had a great liking for her aunt (in consequence of benefits
received), and a trust in her which the wisdom of maturer years might have modified; and so,
whenever she chose, Judith found no difficulty in obtaining possession of this precious charge,
even the young mother showing no anxiety when she saw the two go away together.

So it was on this particular morning that Judith went and got hold of little Bess Hall, and
quickly smartened up her costume, and carried her out into the garden. Then she went into the
barn, outside of which was the dog's kennel; she unclasped the chain and set free the huge, slow-
stepping, dun-colored beast, that seemed to know as well as any one what was going forward;
she affixed to his collar two pieces of silk ribbon that did very well for reins; and then she sat
little Bess Hall on Don Roderigo's back, and gave her the reins to hold, and so they set out for the
summer-house.

On that May morning the wide and gracious realm of England—which to some minds, and
especially at that particular season of the year, seems the most beautiful country of any in the
world—this rich and variegated England lay basking in the sunlight, with all its lush meadows
and woods and hedges in the full and fresh luxuriance of the spring; and the small quiet hamlets
were busy in a drowsy and easy-going kind of fashion; and far away around the white coasts the
blue sea was idly murmuring in; but it may be doubted whether in all the length and breadth of
that fair land there was any fairer sight than this that the wit of a young woman had devised. She
herself was pleasant enough to look on (and she was always particularly attentive about her
attire when her father was at home), and now she was half laughing as she thought of her
forthcoming revenge; she had dressed her little niece in her prettiest costume of pink and white,
and pink was the color of the silken reins; while the great slow-footed Don bore his part in the
pageant with a noble majesty, sometimes looking up at Judith as if to ask whether he were going
in the right direction. And so the procession passed on between the white-laden cherry-trees and
the redder masses of the apple-blossom; and the miniature Ariadne, sitting sideways on the back
of the great beast, betrayed no fear whatsoever; while her aunt Judith held her, walking by her,
and scolding her for that she would not sing.

"Tant sing, Aunt Judith," said she.

"You can sing well enough, you little goose, if you try," said her aunt, with the unreasoning
impatience of an unmarried young woman. "What's the use of your going hunting without a
hunting song? Come along, now:

'The hunt is up, the hunt is up,
And it is well-nigh day;—'

try it, Bess!"

"Hunt is up, hunt is up," said the small rider; but she was occupied with the reins, and clearly
did not want to be bothered.

"No, no, that is not singing, little goose. Why, sing it like this, now:

'The hunt is up, the hunt is up,
And it is well-nigh day;—

And Harry our king is gone hunting
To bring his deer to bay!""

However, the music lesson came to an abrupt end. They had by this time almost reached the
summer-house. Saturnine Matthew, gardener, who still stood there, blocking up the doorway,
had not heard them approach, but his master within had. The next instant goodman Matthew
suddenly found himself discarded, dismissed, and treated, indeed, as if he were simply non-
existent in the world; for Judith's father, having paused for a moment to regard from the doorway
the pretty pageant that had been arranged for him (and his face lit up, as it were, with pleasure
at the sight), was the next minute down beside his little granddaughter, with one knee on the
ground, so that he was just on a level with her outstretched hands.

"What, Bess?" he said, as he caught her by both hands and feet. "You imp, you inch, you elfin
queen, you!—would you go a-hunting, then?"

"Send away Don—me want to ride the high horse," said the small Bess, who had her own ideas
as to what was most comfortable, and also secure.

"And so you shall, you sprite, you Ariel, you moonlight wonder!" he exclaimed, as he perched
her on his shoulder and rose to his feet again. "The high horse, truly; indeed, you shall ride the
high horse! Come, now, we will go see how the King's mulberry thrives; that is the only tree we
have that is younger than yourself, you ancient, you beldame, you witch of Endor, you!"

"Father," said Judith, seeing that he was going away perfectly regardless of anybody or
anything except his granddaughter, "may I take the Don with me for an hour or so?"

"Whither away, wench—whither?" he asked, turning for a moment.



"To Shottery, father."
"Well, well," said he, and he turned again and went off.

"Come, Bess, you world's jewel, you, you shall ride with me to London some day, and tell the
King how his mulberry thrives; that shall you, you fairy, you princess, you velvet-footed
maidiekin! To London, Bess—to London!"

Judith did not stay to regard them further; but she could not help casting a look before she left
at goodman Matthew, who stood there discomfited, dispossessed, unheeded, annihilated, as it
were. And then, calling the dog after her, she went in by the back court and through the house
again (for Chapel Lane was in a sad condition after the rain of the night, and was not a pleasant
pathway even in the best of times). And she was laughing to herself at Matthew's discomfiture,
and she was singing to herself as she went out by the front door,

There's never a maid in all the town,
But well she knows that malt's come down.

And in the street it was "Good-morrow to you, Master Jelleyman; the rain will do good, will it
not?" and, again, "Good-morrow, Neighbor Pike; do you know that my father is come home?" and
again, "Get you within the doorway, little Parsons, else the wagon-wheels will be over thee." And
then, when she was in the freedom of the fields, she would talk blithely to Don Roderigo, or
snatch a buttercup here or there from among the long, lush, warm grass, or return to her
careless singing:

For malt's come down, and malt's come down—
Oh, well she knows that malt's come down!

CHAPTER V.
IN A WOODED ILANE.

Now it would be extremely difficult to say with what measure of faith or scepticism, of
expectation or mere curiosity, she was now proceeding through these meadows to the spot
indicated to her by the wizard. Probably she could not have told herself, for what was really
uppermost in her mind was a kind of malicious desire to frighten her timid Puritan friend with
the wildness of such an adventure. And then she was pretty safe. Ostensibly she was going to
Shottery to pay a visit to her grandmother; to look at the pansies, the wall-flowers, the forget-me-
nots in the little garden, and see how the currants and raspberries were getting on. She could
hardly expect a ghost to rise from the ground in broad daylight. And if any mere strangers
happened to be coming along the lane leading in from the Bidford road, Don Roderigo was a
sufficient guardian. On the other hand, if there was anything real and of verity in this witchcraft
—which had sought her, and not she it—was it not possible that the wizard might on one point
have been mistaken? If her future husband were indeed to appear, would it not be much more
likely to be Parson Blaise or Tom Quiney, or young Jelleyman, or one or other of them that she
knew in everyday life? But yet she said to herself—and there was no doubt about her absolute
conviction and certainty on this point—that, even if she were to meet one of those coming in from
Evesham, not all the magic and mystery and wizardry in the world would drive her to marry him
but of her own free good-will and choice.

When she had passed through the meadows and got near to the scattered cottages and barns
and orchards of the little hamlet, instead of going forward to these, she bore away to the left, and
eventually found herself in a wide and wooded lane. She was less light of heart now; she wished
the place were not so still and lonely. It was a pretty lane, this; the ruddy-gray road that wound
between luxuriant hedges and tall elms was barred across by alternate sunlight and shadow, and
every now and again she had glimpses of the rich and fertile country lying around, with distant
hills showing an outline serrated by trees along the pale, summer-like sky. But there was not a
human being visible anywhere, nor a sound to be heard but the soft repeated note of the cuckoo.
She wished that there were some farm people near at hand, or a shepherd lad, or anybody. She
spoke to Roderigo, and her voice sounded strange—it sounded as if she were afraid some one was
listening. Nay, she began, quite unreasonably, to be angry with the wizard. What business had he
to interfere with her affairs, and to drive her on to such foolish enterprises? What right had he to
challenge her to show that she was not afraid? She was not afraid, she assured herself. She had
as good a title to walk along this lane as any one in Warwickshire. Only the thought that as soon
as she had got as far as the cross at the meeting of the roads (this was all that had been
demanded of her) she would go back to Stratford by the public highway rather than return by
this solitary lane, for on the public highway there would be farm servants and laden wains and
carriers, and such-like comfortable and companionable objects.

The next minute—she had almost reached the cross—her heart bounded with an unreasoning
tremor of fear: she had suddenly become aware that a stranger was entering the lane from the



wide highway beyond. She had only one glimpse of him, for instantly and resolutely she bent her
eyes on Don Roderigo, and was determined to keep them there until this person should have
passed; and yet that one lightning-like glimpse had told her somewhat. The stranger was young,
and of a distinguished bearing and presence; and it certainly was a singular and unusual thing
that a gentleman (as he seemed to be, although his travelling cloak concealed most of his attire)
should be going afoot and unattended. But her only concern was to let him pass. Ghost or man as
he might be, she kept her eyes on Don Roderigo. And then, to her increased alarm, she found that
the stranger was approaching her.

"T beseech your pardon, lady," said he, in a most respectful voice, "but know you one in this
town of the name of Master Shakespeare?"

She certainly was startled, and even inwardly aghast; but she had a brave will. She was
determined that nothing would drive her either to scream or to run away. And indeed when she
looked up and said, rather breathlessly, "There be several of the name, sir," she was quickly
assured that this was no ghost at all, but a substantial and living and breathing young man, tall
and dark, of a pleasant expression of face, though in truth there was nothing in those singularly
black eyes of his but the most ordinary and matter-of-fact inquiry.

"One Master William Shakespeare," said he, in answer to her, "that is widely known."

"It is my father, sir, you speak of," said she, hastily and, in fact, somewhat ashamed of her
fright.

At this news he removed his hat and made her a gracious obeisance, yet simply, and with not
too elaborate a courtesy.

"Since I am so fortunate," said he, "may I beg you to direct me how I shall find the house when
I get to the town? I have a letter for him, as you may see."

He took out a letter, and held it so that, if she liked, she might read the superscription—"70 my
loving good friend Master William Shakespeare: Deliver these." But Judith merely glanced at the
writing.

"'Tis from Master Ben Jonson—that you know of, doubtless, madam—commending me to your
father. But perhaps," he added, directing toward her a curious timid look of inquiry, "it were as
well that I did not deliver it?"

"How so, sir?" she asked.
"I am one that is in misfortune," said he, simply; "nay, in peril."

"Truly I am sorry for that, sir," said she, regarding him with frank eyes of sympathy, for indeed
there was a kind of sadness in his air, that otherwise was distinguished enough, and even noble.
And then she added: "But surely that is the greater reason you should seek my father."

"If I dared—if I knew," he said, apparently to himself. And then he addressed her: "If I make so
bold, sweet lady, as to ask you if your father be of the ancient faith—or well disposed toward that,
even if he do not openly profess it—I pray you set it down to my need and hard circumstances."

She did not seem to understand.

"T would ask if he be not at heart with the Catholic gentlemen that are looking for better times
—for indeed I have heard it stated of him."

"Oh no, sir—surely not," said Judith, in some alarm, for she knew quite enough about the penal
laws against priests and recusants, and would not have her father associated in any way with
these, especially as she was talking with a stranger.

"Nay, then, it were better I did not deliver the letter," said the young man, with just a touch of
hopelessness in his tone. "Under the protection of your father I might have had somewhat more
of liberty, perchance; but I am content to remain as I am until I can get proofs that will convince
them in authority of my innocence; or mayhap I may get away from the country altogether, and to
my friends in Flanders. If they would but set my good friend Walter Raleigh free from the Tower,
that also were well, for he and I might make a home for ourselves in another land. I crave your
pardon for detaining you, madam, and so bid you farewell."

He raised his hat and made her a most respectful obeisance, and was about to withdraw.

"Stay, sir," said she, scarcely knowing what she said, but with trouble and anxiety in her gentle
eyes.

Indeed, she was somewhat bewildered. So sudden had been the shock of surprise that she had
forgotten, or very nearly forgotten, all about ghosts and wizards, about possible lovers or
husbands, and only knew that here, in actual fact, was a stranger—and a modest young stranger,
too—that was in trouble, and yet was afraid to seek shelter and aid from her father. That he had
no reason to be thus afraid she was certain enough; and yet she dare not assume—she had no
reason for believing—that her father was secretly inclined to favor those that were still hoping for
the re-establishment of the Catholic faith. The fact was that her father scarcely ever spoke of
such matters. He would listen, if he happened to be in the house, to any theological discussion
that might be going on, and he would regard this or that minister or preacher calmly, as if trying
to understand the man and his opinions; but he would take no part in the talk; and when the
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discussion became disputatious, as sometimes happened, and the combatants grew warm and
took to making hot assertions, he would rise and go out idly into the garden, and look at the
young apple-trees or talk to Don Roderigo. Indeed, at this precise moment, Judith was quite
incapable of deciding for herself which party her father would most likely be in sympathy with—
the Puritans, who were sore at heart because of the failure of the Hampton Court Conference, or
the Catholics, who were no less bitter on account of the severity of the penal laws—and a kind of
vague wish arose in her heart that she could ask Prudence Shawe (who paid more attention to
such matters, and was, in fact, wrapped up in them) before sending this young man away with his
letter of commendation unopened.

"Your brother-in-law, madam, Dr. Hall," said he, seeing that she did not wish him to leave on
the instant, "is well esteemed by the Catholic gentry, as I hear."

Judith did not answer that; she had been rapidly considering what she could do for one in
distress.

"By your leave, sir, I would not have you go away without making further inquiry," said she. "I
will myself get to know how my father is inclined, for indeed he never speaks of such matters to
us; and sure I am that, whatever be his opinion, no harm could come to you through seeking his
friendship. That I am sure of. If you are in distress, that is enough; he will not ask you whence
you come; nor has he censure for any one; and that is a marvel in one that is so good a man
himself, that he hath never a word of blame for any one, neither for the highwayman that was
taken red-handed, as it were, last Sunday near to Oxford—'Why,' says my father, 'if he take not
life, and be a civil gentleman, I grudge him not a purse or two'—nor for a lesser criminal, my
cousin Willie Hart, that but yesterday let the Portuguese singing-bird escape from its cage. 'Well,
well,' says my father, 'so much the better, if only it can find food for itself.' Indeed, you need fear
naught but kindness and gentleness; and sure I am that he would be but ill pleased to know that
one coming from his friend Benjamin Jonson had been in the neighborhood and gone away
without having speech of him."

"But this is no matter of courtesy, sweet lady," said he. "It is of a more dangerous cast; and I
must be wary. If, now, you were inclined to do as you say—to make some discreet inquiry as to
your good father's sentiments——"

"Not from himself," said she, quickly, and with some color mounting to her cheeks—"for he
would but laugh at my speaking of such things—but from my gossip and neighbor I think I could
gain sufficient assurance that would set your fears at rest."

"And how should I come to know?" he said, with some hesitation—for this looked much like
asking for another meeting.

But Judith was frank enough. If she meant to confer a kindness, she did not stay to be too
scrupulous about the manner of doing it.

"If it were convenient that you could be here this evening," said she, after a moment's thought,
"Willie Hart and myself often walk over to Shottery after supper. Then could I let you know."

"But how am I to thank you for such a favor?" said he.
"Nay, it is but little," she answered, "to do for one that comes from my father's friend."

"Rare Ben, as they call him," said he, more brightly. "And now I bethink me, kind lady, that it ill
becomes me to have spoken of nothing but my own poor affairs on my first having the honor of
meeting with you. Perchance you would like to hear something of Master Jonson, and how he
does? May I accompany you on your homeward way for a space, if you are returning to the town?
The road here is quiet enough for one that is in hiding, as well as for pleasant walking; and you
are well escorted, too," he added, looking at the grave and indifferent Don. "With such a master
as your father, and such a sweet mistress, I should not wonder if he became as famous as Sir
John Harrington's Bungey that the Prince asked about. You have not heard of him?—the
marvellous dog that Sir John would intrust with messages all the way to the court at Greenwich;
and he would bring back the answer without more ado. I wonder not that Prince Henry should
have asked for an account of all his feats and doings."

Now insensibly she had turned and begun to walk toward Shottery (for she would not ask this
unhappy young man to court the light of the open highway), and as he respectfully accompanied
her his talk became more and more cheerful, so that one would scarcely have remembered that
he was in hiding, and in peril of his life mayhap. And he quickly found that she was most
interested in Jonson as being her father's friend and intimate.

"Indeed, I should not much marvel to hear of his being soon in this very town of Stratford," said
he, "for he has been talking of late—nay, he has been talking this many a day of it, but who knows
when the adventure will take place?—of travelling all the way to Scotland on foot, and writing an
account of his discoveries on the road. And then he has a mind to get to the lake of Lomond, to
make it the scene of a fisher and pastoral play, he says; and his friend Drummond will go with
him; and they speak of getting still farther to the north, and being the guests of the new Scotch
lord, Mackenzie of Kintail, that was made a peer last winter. Nay, friend Ben, though at times he
gibes at the Scots, at other times he will boast of his Scotch blood—for his grandfather, as I have
heard, came from Annandale—and you will often hear him say that whereas the late Queen was a
niggard and close-fisted, this Scotch King is lavish and a generous patron. If he go to Scotland, as



is his purpose, surely he will come by way of Stratford."

"It were ill done of him else," said Judith. But truly this young gentleman was so bent on
entertaining her with tales of his acquaintance in London, and with descriptions of the court
shows and pageants, that she had not to trouble herself much to join in the conversation.

"A lavish patron the King has been to him truly," he continued, stooping to pat the Don's head,
as if he would make friends with him too, "what with the masks, and revels, and so forth. Their
last tiltings at Prince Henry's barriers exceeded everything that had gone before, as I think—and
I marvel not that Ben was found at his best, seeing how the King had been instructing him. Nay,
but it was a happy conceit to have our young Lord of the Isles addressed by the Lady of the Lake,
and have King Arthur hand him his armor out of the clouds——"

"But where was it, good sir?" said she (to show that she was interested). And now he seemed so
cheerful and friendly that she ventured to steal a look at him. In truth, there was nothing very
doleful or tragic in his appearance. He was a handsomely made young man, of about eight-and-
twenty or so, with fine features, a somewhat pale and sallow complexion (that distinguished him
markedly from the rustic red and white and sun-brown she was familiar with), and eyes of a
singular blackness and fire that were exceedingly respectful; but that could, as any one might
see, easily break into mirth. He was well habited too, for now he had partly thrown his travelling
cloak aside, and his slashed doublet and hose and shoes were smart and clearly of a town
fashion. He wore no sword; in his belt there was only a small dagger, of Venetian silver-work on
the handle, and with a sheath of stamped crimson velvet.

"Dear lady, you must have heard of them," he continued, lightly—"I mean of the great doings in
the banqueting-house at Whitehall, when Prince Henry challenged so many noble lords. 'Twas a
brave sight, I assure you; the King and Queen were there, and the ambassadors from Spain and
Venice, and a great and splendid assemblage. And then, when Ben's speeches came to be spoken,
there was Cyril Davy, that is said to have the best woman's voice in London, as the Lady of the
Lake, and he came forward and said,

'Lest any yet should doubt, or might mistake
What Nymph I am, behold the ample Lake
Of which I'm styled; and near it Merlin's tomb;'

and then King Arthur appeared, and our young Lord of the Isles had a magic shield handed to
him. Oh, 'twas a noble sight, I warrant you! And I heard that the Duke of Lennox and the Earls of
Arundel and Southampton and all of them were but of one mind, that friend Ben had never done
better."

Indeed, the young man, as they loitered along the pretty wooded lane in the hush of the warm
still noon (there was scarce enough wind to make a rustle in the great branching elms), and as he
talked of all manner of things for the entertainment of this charming companion whom a happy
chance had thrown in his way, seemed to be well acquainted with the court and its doings, and all
the busy life of London. If she gathered rightly, he had himself been present when the King and
the nobles went in the December of the previous year to Deptford to witness the launching of the
great ship of the East India Company—the Trade's Encrease, it was called—for he described the
magnificent banquet in the chief cabin, and how the King gave to Sir Thomas Smith, the
Governor, a fine chain of gold, with his portrait set in a jewel, and how angry his Majesty became
when they found that the ship could not be launched on account of the state of the tide. But when
he again brought in the name of Jonson, and said how highly the King thought of his writings, and
what his Majesty had said of this or the other device or masque that had been commanded of
him, Judith grew at length to be not so pleased; and she said, with some asperity, "But the King
holds my father in honor also, for he wrote him a letter with his own hand."

"T heard not of that," said he, but of course without appearing to doubt her word.

"Nay, but I saw it," said she—"I saw the letter; and I did not