FOUND
OUT: A STORY



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649587209

Found Out; A Story by Helen Mathers

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



HELEN MATHERS

FOUND
OUT: A STORY

ﬁTrieste






FOURD OUT

1y

TIIE AUTIIOR OF

“COMIN' THRO' THE RYE.

LONDON
FREDERICK WARNE AND COQ.
BEDFORD STREET, STRAND,

[AL Kighes Keserved]



LOAM 5TACY

Copurighe
EXNTERED AT ATATIONEDRS' TIALL

Sy 17, 1583

"jl_-g: o



r‘""‘-a..'l

PRS219
K2 Fos

195
,,vmfﬂ‘

FOUND OUT.

CHAPTER I.

Tha love that I hos chosem,
FU et be coudont,

The eaut gea shall be frozen,
_ﬂ‘ﬂ[j:‘r-r that T r.!'rrﬂ.i‘ p
Depent i shall T never, w 1"1.! e -fh_; T dee.

Tue windows of Mallinger Towers struck out north,
south, east and west, bright shafts of light which
announced to all whom it might concern that its
master was at home, and abont to hold one of those
elegant revels with which he ocecasionally delighted
the county. One room alone in all the vast pile
threw out no beams upon the darkness, nor did it
boast any light within, save what was furnished by
some pallid moonheams that strugeled through the
upper part of a window from which the shutter had
fotted, and so made partly visible the desolation of a
spot that scemed to be alike shunned by the eye and
foot of man.

An indescribzble sense of rust and disuse was in
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2 FOUND OUT.

the air, unuiterably bleak and forlern looked the long
vista of polished boards upon which mno scrap of
furniture rested, no sign of human ceenpation or life
showed, offering a startling contrast to the lofty walls
that were peopled, and panoplied, and most richly set
forth by the dead. Ior here were whole groups of
arms and armour, varying in agze from the stone
period with its simple knife, axe, and arrow fashioned
out of flint, dewn to those equally simple, but more
deadly weapons with which seicuee enmables man the
more readily to slay his brother,  Here were no
dummics, no show-pieces hought for their curiosity
and beauty; esch portion of armour had been worn,
cach arm had been used, and a wirtwese would have
spent years in the due appreciation of a colleetion
that onec man of taste alone had gathered together,
and another man of genins had arranged.

If a spy eould have cut off his fect, and got a
fellow spy to hook him to the wall, then there would
be no reason why half a hundred men shonld not
look out upon the deserted chamber, and overhear any
ghostly seerets that might be flitting abroad ; but as
it was, no living thing bigrer than a rat could have
hid itself in the room, or been for & second concealed
from anv onc who entered.,

Tlint, bronze, won and steel, beautiful were the
effects produced by their mrangement; eacl sheaf of
weapons with its appropriate suit of armenr below,
however rude and faulty in some instances : but rerch-
ing its maximum of perfection in the cnirpss of a
Roman, so exquisitely mounlded to the form that when
represented in sculpture, it is hardly possible to dis-
tinguish it from the nude figurs.
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Here the moonlight tonched an Assyrian’s shicld and
Justawcorps, theve an axeshead that thrust by a Gaul
into the cleft branch of a prowing trec, became so
firmly a part of the bongh, that fimt and wood were
welded together mto 2 weapon with which he might
defy his enemies ; yonder one saw those Greeian arms
with whose aim and eclamour Homer has filled the
carth ; not a mation was left unrepresented, not a
missile discovered from former ages was abscut from
this room, the richest in historie wealth, as it was the
most shunned, of the whole house, And so it hap-
pened that miracles of industry, heauty, and splendid
memories of by-gone heroes, rusted nnnoticed, and all
the art of the man who had grouped them was lost §
and this beeauso a trivial thing enough had happened
here twenty years ago-—the death of a mon by his
own hand,

Be sure that from bheneath many a strangely
fashioned helm the spivit of a brave man looked out
and despised him as he fell, though his nearest and
dearest may have wept over him as bitterly as if he
had been carried home from a battle in which e had
lost himself only to secure victory to his cause.

Ay, here a coward bad sloin himsclf, and uwnder
such circumstances that perhaps Lo would have done
worse for himself and lhis, had he left the rooin alive.
Only from that day forth the fencing-room was closed,
and none were known 1o eross its threshold save the
master of the house, who came now and again to
practise alone that rapier play o which he had Leen
engoged with his friend, when that friend had slipped
the button from his foil, and turning it against his
own Lreast—diced.
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4 FOUND OUT.

The master of the house was an adept in the use
of arms, and to this cxtraordinary proficiency might
be due the ease, grace and elegance of all his move-
ments, and that look and gesture of vigorous slertness
which the constant vse of the foil and broadsword
invariably bestow :; hat of late years he had somewhat
neglected the practice, and had not in fact entered
this room for many months.

But what is that faint sound yonder but the click
of a elosing panel ¥ And is there not o presence, a step,
a flutter as of movement in the deserted place? What
is thiz tall shape, that shrouded in Dlack steals from
the shadow of the wall inte the moeoounbeams, and
trembling, palpitating, gazes foarfully areund as if in
search of it knows not whom, in Lorror of it knows
not what | It shrinks as it reuches the contre of the
room, and looks down as if in search of the blood-
stain 1t knows to be therc, then lifts its hand in an
attitnde of listening to the ghostly tapping of a
Lbranch ontside the window, then glanees over its
shoulder to wherc—see, is not that a rat stealing
towards her ? '

For it is o woman, and with a stified cry, ghe stoops,
and with one bare arm swecps her draperies clear of
the floor, then retrents lLuclwards to the wall, where
beneath a magnificent Mascaron sword that seems in
the very aet of descending on her head, she cowers
and listens with her whole seul]  Dut there was only
the tap, tap of the bough on the pane, the scurrying
of invisible armies of ratz behind the wainscot, the
play of the moonbeams on dinted sword, and battered
shield, on helmets that gasped, grinned, showed hLere
a dolphin’s head outling, and there a pig’s snout, anon
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a pol-de-fer worn by one of Lonis XIV.'s soldicrs,
and now a Russlan’s, misshapen, with the face of a
gargoyle, and sceming to watch with a malevolent leer
the shrinking girl whose eyes it had canght,  And she
was a-cold, a-cold—the very love-warmth within was
failing her, and the courage that had broaght her hither
scemed to her superbuman now that in chill blood she
reflected upon if, knowing that any moment the panel
might unelose to admit her father,

But whence came tlis iey stream of wind that she
suddenly felt play over bLer, and who was this that
having entered by the window, closed it, and replaced
the shutters, then came swiftly up the room, holding
out impatient arms into which the girl ran as for her
very life 7

“ Oh, Jack, the rats 17

“ Oh, Kitty, you !

They were warm now, and safe,  “ Imparadised in
one another’s arms,” and then—for surely a voung
man is a fool who does not put his kisscs first, and his
waords afterwards—he gave neither himself nor her a
chance of speech for o full minute, though of ecourse
it was the woman who recovered her voice first,

“ This is very wrong, Jack 1" she saud, reproachiully,
Liding her head on his shoulder to aveid a new on-
slaught.

* Very,” saud Jock, “and ns delicions as it’s wrong.
Ok, Kitty, Kitty | Dearest, sweetest, loveliest, truest,
fruest Kitty, to think that I have got you here i my
arms, and that T have not seen you these two vears,
and that you flove me, and by to-morrow—0O! was
there cver such g lucky, miserable wretch on
carth 77



