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CHAPTER 1

Fair Rosamond

%% “T tell you I cannot bear 1t! I shall do

something desperate if this life is not
¥ changed soon. It gets worse and worse, and
I often feel as if I'd gladly sell my soul to Satan for
a year of freedom.”

An impetuous young voice spoke, and the most
intense desire gave force to her passionate words
as the girl glanced despairingly about the dreary
room like a caged creature on the point of break-
ing loose. Books lined the walls, loaded the tables
and lay piled about the weird, withered old man
who was her sole companion. He sat in a low,
wheeled chair from which his paralyzed limbs
would not allow him to stir without help. His face
was worn by passion and wasted by disease but his
eyes were all alive and possessed an uncanny bril-
hancy which contrasted strangely with the immo-
bility of his other features. Fixing these cold, keen
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eyes on the agitated face of the girl, he answered
with harsh brevity, “Go when and where you like.
I have no desire to keep you.”

“Abh, that 1s the bitterest thing of all!” cried the
girl with a sudden tremor in her voice, a pathetic
glance at that hard face. “If you loved me, this dull
house would be pleasant to me, this lonely life not
only endurable but happy. The knowledge that
you care nothing for me makes me wretched. I've
tried, God knows I have, to do my duty for Papa’s
sake, but you are relentless and will neither forgive
nor forget. You say ‘Go,” but where can I go, a
girl, young, penniless and alone? You do not really
mean it, Grandfather?”

“I never say what I do not mean. Do as you
choose, go or stay, but let me have no more scenes,
I’'m tired of them,” and he took up his book as if
the subject was ended.

“I’ll go as soon as I can find a refuge, and never
be a burden to you anymore. But when I am gone
remember that I wanted to be a child to you and
you shut your heart against me. Someday you’ll
feel the need of love and regret that you threw
mine away; then send for me, Grandfather, and
‘wherever I am I'll come back and prove that I can
forgive.” A sob choked the indignant voice, but
the girl shed no tears and turned to leave the room
with a proud step.
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The sight of a stranger pausing on the threshold
arrested her, and she stood regarding him without
a word. He looked at her an instant, for the effect
of the graceful girlish figure with pale, passionate
face and dark eyes full of sorrow, pride and resolu-
tion was wonderfully enhanced by the gloom of
the great room, the presence of the sinister old
man and glimpses of a gathering storm in the red
autumn sky. During that brief pause the girl had
time to see that the newcomer was a man past
thirty, tall and powerful, with peculiar eyes and 2
scar across the forehead. More than this she did
not discover, but a sudden change came over her
excited spirit and she smiled involuntarily before
she spoke.

“Here is a gentleman for you, Grandfather.”

The old man looked up sharply, threw down his
book with an air of satisfaction, and stretched his
hand to the stranger, saying bluntly, “Speak of Sa-
tan and he appears. Welcome, Tempest.”

“Many thanks; few give the Evil One so frank
and cordial a greeting,” returned the other, with a
short laigh which showed a glitter of white teeth
under a drooping black mustache. “Who is the
Tragic Muse?”” he added under his breath as he
shook the proffered hand.

“Good! She is exactly that. Rosamond, this is
the most promising of all my pupils, Phillip Tem-
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pest. The “Tragic Muse’ is Guy’s daughter, as you
might know, Phillip, by the state of rebellion in
which you find her!”

The girl bowed rather haughtily, the man lifted
his brows with an air of surprise as he returned the
bow and sat down beside his host.

“Ring for lights and take yourself away,” com-
manded the old man, and Rosamond vanished
from the room, leaving it the darker for her ab-
sence.

For half an hour she sat in the great hall win-
dow looking out at the waves which dashed
against the rocky shore, thinking sad and bitter
thoughts till twilight fell and the outer world grew
as somber as the inner one of which she was so
weary. With a sigh she was about to rise and seek
her own room when a sudden consciousness of a
human presence nearby made her turn to see the
newcomer pausing just outside the old man’s door
to regard her with a curious smile. An involuntary
start betrayed that she had entirely forgotten him,
a slight which she tried to excuse by saying hasuly,
“I was sorabsorbed in watching the sea I did not
hear you come out. I love tempests and—"

He interrupted her with a short laugh and said
in a deep voice which would have been melodious
but for a satiric undertone which seldom left it, I
am glad of that, for your grandfather invites me to
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pass the night, and I shall do so willingly since my

young hostess has a taste for tempests, though I

cannot promise to be as absorbing as the one out-
side.”

In the fitful light of the dusky hall the new-
comer’s face suddenly appeared fiery-eyed and
menacing, and, glancing at a portrait of Mephis-
topheles, Rosamond exclaimed, “Why, you are the
very image of Meph—"

Tempest strolled to the picture which hung op-
posite the long mirror. Looking up at it, a change
passed over his face, an expression of weariness
and melancholy which touched her and made her
repent of her frankness. With an impulsive gesture
she put out her hand, saying in a tone of sweet
contrition, “I beg your pardon; I've been very
rude, but I live so entirely alone with Grandfather,
who is peculiar, that I really don’t know how to
behave like a well-bred girl. I had no wish to be
unkind; will you forgive me?”

“I think I will on condition that you play host-
ess for a little while, for your grandfather begs me
to pass the night and gives me into your care. May
I stay?”

He held her hand and spoke, looking down into
the beautiful face which was so unconscious of its
~ beauty. A hospitable smile broke over her wistful
face and with a word of welcome she led him away
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to a little room which overhung the sea. Placing
him in an easy chair, she stirred the embers till a
cheery blaze sprung up, lighted a brilliant lamp,
drew the curtains and then paused as if in doubt
about the next step.

“I always have tea here alone and send Grand-
papa’s up. Will you take yours with him or with
me?”’ ,

“With you if you are not afraid of my danger-
ous society,” he answered with a significant smile.

“I like danger,” she said with a blush, a petulant
shake of the head and a daring glance at her guest.

Ringing the bell, she ordered tea and when it
came busied herself about it with the pretty ear-
nestness of a child playing housewife. Lounging in
his easy chair, Tempest regarded her with an ex-
pression of indolent amusement, which slowly
changed to one of surprise and interest as the girl
talked with a spirit and freedom peculiarly charm-
ing to a man who had tried many pleasures and,
wearying of them all, was glad to discover a new
one even of this simple kind. Though her isolated
life had deprived Rosamond of the polish of soci-
ety, it had preserved the artless freshness of her
youth and given her ardent nature an intensity
which found vent in demonstrations infinitely
more attractive than the artificial graces of other
women. Her beauty satished Tempest’s artistic
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eye, her peculiarities piqued his curiosity, her vi-
vacity lightened his ennui, and her character inter-
ested him by the unconscious hints it gave of
power, pride and passion. So entirely natural and
unconventional was she that he soon found him-
self on a familiar footing, asking all manner of
unusual questions, and receiving rather piquant re-
plies.

“So, like ‘Mariana in the moated grange,” you
are often ‘aweary, aweary,” and wish that you were
dead I fancy?” he said, after a series of skillful
questions had elicited a history of the solitary life
she had led. To his surprise she replied with a
brave bright glance that betrayed no trace of senti-
mental weakness in her nature, but an indomitable
will and a cheerful spirit.

“No, I never wish that. I don’t intend to die till
I’ve enjoyed my life. Everyone has a right to hap-
piness and sooner or later I will have it. Youth,
health and freedom were meant to be enjoyed and
I want to try every pleasure before I am too old to
enjoy them.”

“I’ve tried that plan and it was a failure.”

“Was 1t? Tell me about it, please.” Rosamond
drew a low seat nearer with a face full of interest.

Tempest smiled involuntarily at the idea of re-
counting his experiences to such a listener, and
said, 1n answer to an imperious little nod, as he
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paused, “That history would not interest you; but
of -this I can assure you, one may begin with
youth, health and liberty, may taste every pleasure,
obey no law but one’s own will, roam all over the
world and yet at five and thirty be unutterably
tired of everything under the sun.”

“Are you so old as that? I didn’t think it,” was
Rosamond’s reply.

“Does five and thirty seem venerable to fif-
teen?” asked Tempest curious to learn her age.

“I am eighteen,” she answered with an air of
dignity which was very becoming; then returning
to what interested her, she said thoughttully, “I
don’t understand how one can ever tire of plea-
sure. I’ve had so little I know I should enjoy it
very much, and I can imagine nothing so delightful
as to have entre liberty as you have.”

“There is very little real liberty in the world;
even those who seem freest are often the most
tightly bound. Law, custom, public opinion, fear
or shame make slaves of us all, as you will find
when you try your experiment,” said Tempest
with a bitter smile.

“Law and custom I know nothing of, public
opinion I despise, and shame and fear I defy, for
everyone has a right to be happy in their own
way.”’

“Even at the cost of what is called honor and
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honesty? That is a comfortable philosophy, and

having preached and practiced it all my days I’ve
no right to condemn it. But the saints would call it
sinful and dangerous and tell you that life should
be one long penance full of sorrow, sacrifice and
psalm-singing.”

“I’'m so tired of hearing that! In the books I
read the sinners are always more interesting than
the saints, and in real life good people are dismally
dull. I’ve no desire to be wicked, but I do want to
be happy. A short life and a gay one for me and
I’'m willing to pay for my pleasure if it is neces-
sary.”

“You may have to pay a high price for it, but
sooner or later I am sure you will have it, for a
strong will always wins its way.”

“Thank you for saying that. It’s the first word
of encouragement I've had for years. I comfort
myself with hopes and dreams but cheery
prophesies uttered by friendly lips are far better,”
she said gratefully.

“Tell me your hopes and dreams.”

“You would laugh at some of them, but I'm not
afraid to own that I hope to be free as air, to see
the world, to know what ease and pleasure are, to
have many friends and to be dearly loved.”

The last words fell slowly, softly from her lips
and the brlliant eyes dimmed suddenly. As the
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ruddy blaze shone on the slender figure in the sim-
ple gown and the drooping face framed in clusters
of dark hair, Tempest thought that the little room
held the sweetest piece of womanhood he had ever
seen. Most men would have been touched by the
innocent confessions of the girl, but this man’s
heart had grown hard with years of selfishness and
he merely enjoyed her as he would have done a
lovely flower, an exciting book, a passionate song.
Rosamond sat listening to the wind that now raved
without and the rain that beat upon the window-
pane. Tempest listened also and smiled a curious
smile; the girl saw it and asked with an answering
smile, “You like storms as well as 1?”

“Yes, but I was thinking of something peculiar.
Whenever I enter a house where some adventure
or experience is to befall me, I invariably bring a
tempest with me.”

“Of course you do, if you bring your name. But
do you really mean it always storms when you pay
visits?”’

“The omen never fails, and I'm growing super-
stitious about it. For that reason I seldom make
visits or come ashore,”” he answered, as she looked
up laughingly into his face.

“Why, where do you live then?”

“Cruising about in my yacht.”
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“Then it was you I watched coming gallantly
into port today and wished a bon voyage?”

“Thanks, I seldom have any other. For months
I have led the life of a sea king, floating to and fro
with no society but books and my Greek boy, Ip-
polito.”

“How charming! What a delicious life it must
be! Tell me about it, please. I love the sea so dearly
that everything concerning it delights me,” and
Rosamond plied him with questions till he was ir-
resistibly roused from his ennui and incited to re-
count the pleasures and perils of a summer voyage.
The girl listened with an eager face, a breathless
interest more flattering than words, and when he
paused exclaimed with a sigh of satisfaction, “You
tell it so well it seems as if I saw all you describe.
Where are you going when you sail away again?”

“I shall cruise about among the islands of the
Mediterranean if no other whim seizes me. You
know there is no winter in that lovely climate but
one long summer all the year round; this suits me
as a change after our fogs and winds, so when you
sit here next January with sleet beating on the win-
dow and snowdrifts whitening the rocks below,
you can imagine me lying among violets and prim-
roses under the orange trees of Valrosa.”

“What is that?” asked the girl, drinking in every

word.
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“My little villa near Nice. I've not seen it for
two or three years and have a fancy to revisit it. A
pretty place in a nest of roses; just the spot to
spend one’s honeymoon in.”

“Did you spend yours there?”

“Do I look as if I ever had one?”

Undaunted by the sudden sharpness of the
question, Rosamond bent forward and gravely
scanned the face opposite. It was inscrutable, and
all she discovered was that Tempest had magnifi-
cent eyes and a mouth which betrayed a ruthless
nature. |

“No, I think you never did,” she said decidedly.
“You haven’t the look of a man who has a wife to
love, or little children to take upon his knee. You
don’t care for such things, do you?”

“Not I; no bonds for me of any kind. You read
faces well.” He indulged in a noiseless laugh that
had more of mockery than merriment in it.

“Do I amuse you?” asked Rosamond, looking
piqued.

“Delightfully. I've not laughed so much for an
age. I wish I could persuade your grandfather to
try a voyage with me and let me enjoy your gay
society.”

“Ab, I wish he would! But it is impossible. He
never stirs out and I am almost as much a fixture as

he.”



