
(10) CHAPTER V.

WHEN we arrived at Windsor, I found that Raymond and 
Perdita, now married, had left for the Continent. I took 
possession of my sister’s cottage, and blessed myself that I lived 
within view of Windsor Castle. It was a curious fact, that at this 
period, when I was allied by marriage to one of England’s 
richest individuals, and bound by the most intimate friendship 
to its foremost noble, I experienced the greatest excess of 
poverty I’d ever known. My knowledge of Lord Raymond and 
his worldly principles, would have prevented me from applying 
to him under any circumstances. As to Adrian, I told myself in 
vain that his purse was open to me; that one in soul, as we were, 
our fortunes ought also to be common—for I could never, while 
with him, think of asking his bounty, and even his offers of 
supplies I was quick to put aside, assuring him (falsely) that I 
didn’t need them. How could I say to this generous being, 
“Maintain me in idleness. You who have dedicated your powers 
of mind and fortune to the benefit of your species, shall you so 
misdirect your efforts and exertions as to support in uselessness 
those who are strong and healthy and capable?” 

And yet I dared not ask him to use his influence to help me 



find work so I could provide for myself—for then I’d have had to 
leave Windsor. This way I could hover constantly around its 
Castle, haunting the shadowy thickets piled beneath its walls, 
my books and my loving thoughts as my sole companions. I 
studied the wisdom of the ancients, and gazed on the happy 
stones that sheltered the beloved of my soul. I pored over the 
poetry of old times; I studied the metaphysics of Plato and 
Berkeley; I read the histories of Greece and Rome, and of 
England's kings and queens, and I watched the lady of my 
heart’s every movement. At night I could see her shadow on the 
walls of her suite; by day I’d spot her and her usual companions 
in her flower garden, or riding in the park. Mad though I was 
with passionate devotion, my nature’s own unquenchable 
pride—along with a wish, I think, to prolong the charm—made 
me keep myself unseen by her, and my feelings hidden from all; 
but I heard the music of her voice and was happy. Then every 
heroine of whom I read, took on her beauty and matchless 
excellences. In the Antigone of Sophocles, guiding the blind 
Oedipus to the grove of the Eumenides; Shakespeare’s 
Miranda in her father Prospero’s unvisited cave, listening to his 
Tempest roar; Don Juan’s Haidee, child of Lord Byron’s Ionian 
island sands—I saw Idris tripled. 

While my mind fed richly, my daily fare sometimes 
consisted of what I could rob from the forest squirrels. I admit, I 
was often tempted to revive my lawless boyhood long enough to 
knock down the almost tame pheasants that bent their bright 
eyes on me from their perches in the trees. But they were 



Adrian’s property, raised by Idris from the egg; and so, as my 
hunger-sharpened imagination had pheasants roasting on spits 
in my kitchen, I dined upon acorns and sentiment. 

But the whole scheme of my existence was about to change. 
Very soon, the orphaned and neglected son of Verney would 
enter into all the duties and affections of common existence, 
bound to them by chains of gold. Miracles were to be wrought 
in my favor—the juggernaut of social life opposed and pushed 
with vast effort backward. Attend, O reader! while I narrate this 
tale of wonders! 

One day, the Countess and her household were on a riding 
party in the forest, when Idris drew her brother aside from the 
rest of the cavalcade and asked him what had become of me, 
his friend, Lionel Verney? “Look,” Adrian replied, pointing 
through the old trees to my sister’s cottage. “You can see where 
he’s living.” Idris exclaimed, and asked why, if I were so near, I 
never came to see them. Adrian spent a lot of time at my place, 
he said, and added, “But you can easily guess what prevents 
Verney from coming where his presence may annoy any person 
among us.” 

“I do guess his motives,” said Idris, “and I wouldn’t venture 
to argue. Tell me, though, how he passes his time—what he’s 
doing and thinking in his cottage retreat?” 

“Nay, my sweet sister,” Adrian laughed, “you ask me to tell 
too much. If you feel interested, why not visit him? He’ll feel 
highly honored, which will help repay the obligation I owe him, 
not to mention compensate for the injuries done him by 



Fortune.” 
“I will most readily accompany you to his abode,” said she, 

as a lady. “But without wishing that either of us could ever pay 
that debt—which, being no less than your life, must remain ever 
unpayable. But let’s go; tomorrow we’ll arrange to ride out 
together towards that part of the forest, and call upon him.” 

The next evening, therefore, though the autumnal equinox 
had brought on cold and rain, Adrian and Idris entered my 
cottage. They found me at a sorry supper, this angelic pair that 
brought invaluable stores of friendship and delight to my lowly 
dwelling and grateful heart. We sat like one family round my 
fireside. Disconnected from the emotions that preoccupied us, 
our talk touched on various things, indifferent matters; our 
voices spoke while our eyes, in mute language, told a thousand 
things no tongue could have uttered. 

They left me in an hour’s time. They left me happy—how 
unspeakably happy. Idris had visited me; Idris whom I should 
see again and again see, in my presence—my imagination did 
not wander beyond the completeness of this knowledge. In my 
ecstasy I seemed to levitate. No doubt, no fear, no hope even, 
disturbed me; I clasped with my soul the fullness of 
contentment, satisfied, undesiring, beatified. 

Adrian and Idris continued their visits for many days. 
Gradually, omnipotent Love, in the guise of enthusiastic 
friendship, infused more and more of them. Idris felt it. Yes, 
Divinity of the world, I read your characters in her looks and 
gestures; in her melodious voice I heard yours echoed—you 



prepared for us a soft and flowery path, all gentle thoughts 
adorned it—your name, O Love, remained unspoken; only 
time, not mortal hand, might raise that veil. No word or sound 
proclaimed the union of our hearts; happenstance still 
presented no opportunity to express what hovered on our lips. 
Oh my pen! quickly, write what was, before the thought of 
what is, arrests the hand that guides you. If I look up and see the 
desert earth, and feel what comes from knowing that those dear 
and starry eyes have spent their mortal luster—that those 
beauteous lips are silent, their crimson faded like a leaf’s—
forever I am mute! 

But you live, my Idris, even now you move before me! There 
was a glade, O reader! A grassy opening in the wood; the 
retiring trees left its velvet expanse as a temple for love. The 
silver Thames bounded it on one side, where the wind’s 
invisible fingers disheveled a bending willows’ Naiad hair as it 
dipped in the water. The oaks around were the home of a tribe 
of nightingales— 

there’s me now. And Idris, in youth’s dear prime, is by my 
side—remember, I am just twenty-two, and seventeen summers 
have scarcely passed over the beloved of my heart. The river, 
swollen by autumnal rains, has deluged the low lands, and 
Adrian in his favorite boat is employed in the dangerous pastime 
of plucking the highest bough from a submerged oak. Are you 
weary of life, O Adrian, that you thus play with danger? He 
obtains his prize, and begins to pilot his boat through the flood; 
the stream carries him past us. We watch anxiously until, some 



distance away, we see him land, leap onto shore, and wave the 
bough over his head, in token of success.  

“He’s safe!” said Idris. “We’ll wait for him here.” 
We were alone together. The sun had set; the song of the 

nightingales began; the evening star shone distinct in the flood 
of light still high in the west. The blue eyes of my angelic girl 
were fixed on this sweet emblem of herself. “How the light 
palpitates,” she said. “That star’s life. The way it twinkles seems 
to say that its state, even like ours here on Earth, is wavering and 
inconstant; it fears, methinks, and it loves.” 

“Gaze not on the star, dear, generous friend,” I cried, “read 
not love in its trembling rays; look not upon distant worlds; 
speak not of the mere imagination of a sentiment. I have long 
been silent; long even to sickness have I desired to speak to you, 
and submit my soul, my life, my entire being to you. Look not 
on the star, dear love, or do, and let that eternal spark plead for 
me; let it be my witness and my advocate, silent as it shines—
love is to me as light to the star; even so long as the light of 
heaven lasts, so long shall I love you.” 

Veiled forever against the world’s callous eye must be the 
transport of that moment. Still do I feel her graceful form press 
against my full-fraught heart—still does sight, and pulse, and 
breath sicken and fail, at the remembrance of that first kiss. 
Slowly and silently we went to meet Adrian, whom we heard 
approaching. 

I entreated him to return to me after he’d conducted his 
sister home. And that same evening, walking among the 



moonlit forest paths, I poured forth my whole heart, its 
transport and its hope, to my friend. Adrian was disturbed, at 
first. 

“I might have foreseen this,” he said. “What strife will now 
ensue! Pardon me, Lionel, but please don’t wonder that the 
expectation of a conflict with my mother should jar me—when 
otherwise I should delightedly confess that my own best hopes 
are fulfilled, in confiding my sister to your protection. If you 
don’t already know it, you are soon to learn the deep hate my 
mother bears to the name of Verney. I’ll  talk with Idris; after 
that, all that a friend can do, I will do. Idris, I’ll leave to play the 
lover’s part, as well as she’s able.” 

The brother and sister were still hesitating over how to 
overcome their mother’s opposition when she, suspecting our 
meetings, accused her children of them outright. Her fair 
daughter she taxed with deceit, and called unbecoming an 
attachment to someone whose only merit was being the son of 
her imprudent father’s profligate favorite; a boy no doubt as 
worthless as the man from whom he boasted his descent. Her 
eyes flashing at this accusation, Idris replied, “I do not deny that 
I love Verney. Prove to me that he is worthless; and I will never 
see him again.” 

“Dear Madam,” said Adrian, “let me entreat you to see him, 
to cultivate his friendship. You will be amazed and wonder 
then, as I do, at the extent of his accomplishments, and the 
brilliancy of his talents.” (Pardon me, gentle reader, this is not 
futile vanity—not futile, since to know that Adrian felt thus, 



brings joy even now to my lone heart). 
But the angry lady exclaimed, “Mad and foolish boy! You 

have chosen with dreams and theories to overthrow my plans 
for your greatness; I won’t let you do it again, not to my plans for 
your sister. I but too well understand the fascination you both 
labor under, since I had the same struggle with your father, to 
make him cast off the parent of this youth, who hid his evil 
propensities with the smoothness and subtlety of a viper. In 
those days how often did I hear of his attractions, his wide-
spread conquests, his wit, his refined manners! Who minds 
when flies get caught by such spiders’ webs? But it’s wrong for 
the high-born and powerful to succumb to the flimsy yokes of 
these unmeaning pretensions. Were your sister indeed the 
insignificant person she deserves to be, I would willingly leave 
her to the fate, the wretched fate, of the wife of a man, whose 
very person, resembling as it does his wretched father, ought to 
remind you of the folly and vice it typifies—but remember, Lady 
Idris, you have not only the once-royal blood of England in your 
veins, you’re also Princess of Austria,  blood kin to emperors 
and kings. Are you then a fit mate for an uneducated shepherd-
boy, whose only inheritance is his father's tarnished name?” 

“I can make but one defense,” replied Idris, “the same 
offered by my brother; see Lionel, converse with my shepherd-
boy—” 

The Countess interrupted her indignantly. “Yours!” Then 
she smoothed her impassioned features to a disdainful smile 
before continuing: “We’ll talk of this another time. All I now 



ask—all your mother, Idris, requests—is, that you will not see 
this upstart for a time—say, for a month.” 

“I dare not comply,” said Idris, “it would pain him too much. 
I have no right to play with his feelings, to accept his proffered 
love, and then sting him with neglect.” 

“This is going too far,” her mother answered, with quivering 
lips, and anger rekindled in her eyes. 

Adrian interposed, “Nay, Madam, unless my sister consent 
never to see him again, it is surely a pointless torment to 
separate them for a month.” 

“Certainly,” replied the Ex-Queen, with bitter scorn, “his 
love, and her love, and both their childish flutterings, are fit to 
weigh against my years of hope and anxiety—yes, their little love 
can stand comparison with the duties of the offspring of kings, 
and the high and dignified conduct which one of your sister’s 
descent ought to pursue. But it is unworthy of me to argue and 
complain. Perhaps you will have the goodness to promise me 
not to marry during that same month’s interval?” This was asked 
half ironically; and Idris wondered why her mother should 
extort from her a solemn vow not to do something she’d never 
dreamed of doing—but the promise required was given. 

All went on cheerfully now; we met as usual, and talked 
without dread of our future plans. The Countess was so gentle, 
so amiable with them, that her children began to entertain 
hopes of her ultimate consent. She was too unlike them, too 
utterly alien to their tastes, for them to find delight in her 
society, or in the prospect of continuing very long with her; but 



it gave them pleasure to see her conciliating and kind. Yet when 
Adrian ventured to propose her receiving me, she refused with a 
smile, reminding him that for the present his sister had 
promised to be patient. 

Nearly a month passed. Then Adrian received a letter from a 
friend in London, requesting his immediate presence for some 
important cause. Guileless by nature, he feared no deceit. I rode 
with him part of the way. Since I could not see Idris during his 
absence, he promised a speedy return. He was in high spirits, 
which had the strange effect of awakening in me quite contrary 
feelings; a presentiment of evil hung over me as I returned to 
count the hours that must elapse before I saw Idris again. Soon I 
began to question my own patience. What evil might not 
happen in the meantime? Her mother might take advantage of 
Adrian’s absence to harass her beyond her endurance, perhaps 
to entrap her. I resolved, come what may, to see and talk with 
Idris the following morning. This determination soothed me. 
Tomorrow, loveliest and best, hope and joy of my life, tomorrow 
I’ll see thee—Fool, to dream of a moment’s delay! 

I went to bed. It was now deep winter; it had snowed, and 
was still snowing; the wind whistled in the leafless trees and its 
dreary moaning, and a violent knocking, mingled wildly in my 
dreams until at length I woke—well past midnight. The 
knocking continued. I dressed myself hastily and hurried to 
open my door to the unexpected visitor. Pale as the snow that 
showered about her, hands clasped to pray, there stood Idris. 
She spoke:  



“Save me!”  
She would have sunk to the ground had I not caught and 

supported her. Moments later she’d revived and with almost 
violent energy was entreating me to saddle horses and take her 
away, away to London—to her brother—I had to do this to save 
her. I had no horses. She wrung her hands and cried, “Then I’ve 
lost—we’ve both lost everything, forever! But come—come with 
me, Lionel; here I must not stay. We can get a carriage at 
Englefield Green, we may still have time! Come, O come with 
me to save and protect me!” Her dress disordered, hair 
disheveled, looks aghast: while I took in her person and heard 
her piteous demands, the idea shot across my mind—Is she also 
mad? 

“Sweet one,” and I folded her to my heart, “better rest than 
wander further—relax, my beloved. I’ll make a fire—you’re 
chilled through.” 

“Rest!” she cried. “Relax! You’re out of your mind, Lionel! If 
you delay we’re doomed; come, I beg you, unless you want to 
lose me forever.” 

I remained bewildered. That Idris, born a princess, nursed in 
wealth and luxury, should have descended all alone from her 
castle and come three long miles, at midnight, on foot through 
heavy snow to stand at my lowly door and conjure me to fly with 
her through darkness and storm—I must still be dreaming—but 
no. Her voice was too plaintive, and the sight of her too lovely, 
to be anything but real. She gave a timid look around, as if she 
feared being overheard, and whispered:  



“I have discovered that tomorrow—that is, today—tomorrow 
has come—before dawn, some foreigners, Austrians, hired by 
my mother, are going to abduct me and take me to Germany, to 
prison, to marriage—to anything, except you and my brother. 
Do you understand now? Take me away, they’ll be here soon!” 

Alarmed, though still slightly doubtful, I no longer hesitated 
to obey her. Those three miles she’d already covered on this 
tempestuous winter night had used all her strength; we now had 
a mile and a half further to go, and she could hardly walk, even 
with my best support. After half a mile and many points where 
she was near fainting, she slipped from my grasp onto the snow, 
and sobbed, “You’ll have to carry me—I can’t go another step.” I 
lifted her up in my arms; her light form rested near my heart. I 
was conscious of no burden except the internal one of my 
contrary and contending emotions. Brimming delight, for one. 
Her chill limbs set off torpedoes where they touched me; and I 
shuddered in sympathy with her pain and fright. Her head lay 
on my shoulder, her breath waved my hair, her heart beat near 
mine; transport, ecstasy made me tremble, blinded me, 
annihilated me; until a groan she couldn’t suppress burst from 
her lips. Then all the signs of her suffering—like the chattering 
of her teeth that she tried to but couldn’t subdue—recalled me 
to the necessity of speed and succor.  

At last the lights of Englefield Green and its inn were before 
us. But if Idris were to be seen there like this, so strangely 
circumstanced, word of her flight might be broadcast and her 
enemies learn of it too soon. She agreed: better that I go alone to 



hire the carriage. Seeking for a place to put her in safety, I 
observed the door of a small, empty shed, ajar. The interior was 
strewn with hay that I piled into a couch; there I placed her 
exhausted frame, and covered her with my cloak. I felt afraid to 
leave her, she looked so wan and faint—but she came to herself 
in a moment. At once her fear returned; again she implored me 
to hurry. To rouse people at the inn, and obtain a conveyance 
and horses, though I harnessed them myself, was the work of 
many minutes; minutes, each freighted with the weight of ages. 
Finally I had the driver go a little distance, and watched until 
the inn went back to bed. Then I ordered us to the spot where 
Idris, impatient, and now somewhat recovered, stood waiting 
for me. I lifted her inside. With our four horses we should arrive 
in London before five o'clock, the hour when she would be 
sought and missed, I assured her of this, and  besought her to 
calm herself. Some tears relieved her, and by degrees Idris 
shared her tale of fear and peril. 

That same night, after Adrian's departure, her mother had 
attacked her on the subject of her attachment to me. Every 
angle, every threat, every angry taunt was tried. The Countess 
seemed to consider me the reason why her daughter had lost 
Raymond; called me the evil influence of her life; I, with all I’d 
done to increase and confirm Adrian’s mad, base apostasy from 
destined grandeur—I, this miserable mountaineer, was out to 
steal her daughter, now. Luckily, said Idris, the angry lady had 
dropped any pretence at gentleness and persuasion, or else it 
might have been more painful to resist her. As it was, the sweet 



girl’s generous nature was roused to defend, and ally herself to, 
my despised cause. The look her mother answered with, awoke 
her first suspicions; it held contempt and covert triumph.  

They were parting for the night, when the Countess said, 
“Tomorrow I trust your tone will be different. Try to compose 
yourself; I can see I’ve upset you. Go to bed, I’ll send you up 
something I always take when I cannot sleep—it will give you a 
quiet night.” 

Sure enough, she’d no sooner laid her uneasy head on her 
pillow, when her mother’s servant came in with sleeping tablets. 
Her suspicions increased at the novelty of this offering, she was 
sufficiently alarmed to refuse; but, almost instinctively, and in 
contradiction to her usual frankness, she pretended to swallow 
the medicine. Now, at least, she’d discover whether she had any 
just foundation for her suspicions. Agitated first by her mother's 
violence, and now by strange fears, she lay wakeful and tense, 
startled at every sound. Then her bedroom door opened softly. 
Sitting bolt upright, she heard a woman whisper, “Not asleep 
yet.” The door closed again.  

Idris waited with a pounding heart for the next visit. When it 
arrived, she lay back, composed her limbs, and pretended to be 
in a drugged sleep; for she’d recognized the intruders. One 
came closer; and now she had to struggle to conceal and calm 
the violence of her palpitations, as she heard the Ex-Queen 
muttering over her, “Pretty little idiot. You have no idea that 
your game is already finished. Forever.” 

For a moment the poor girl fancied that her mother believed 



she’d taken poison—that those hadn’t been sleeping tablets at 
all. She almost jumped out of bed; but now the Countess, back 
across the room, was speaking in a low voice; Idris calmed 
herself and listened: 

“Hurry—there’s no time to lose. It’s almost midnight and 
they’ll be here at five. Take merely the clothes necessary for her 
journey, and her jewel-casket.” The other, a trusted attendant, 
murmured obedience. Few words were spoken on either side; 
but those were caught at with avidity by the intended victim. 
She heard the name of her own maid mentioned. “No, no,” 
came her mother’s voice. “She does not go with us; Lady Idris 
must forget England, and all belonging to it.” Her mother again: 
“She won’t wake up till late to-morrow, and by then we’ll be at 
sea.” At length the attendant announced that all was ready. The 
Countess returned to her daughter’s bedside. “In Austria at 
least,” she said, “you will obey. Yes, in Austria, where obedience 
can be enforced, and no choice left but between an honorable 
prison and a fitting marriage.” 

The two women began to withdraw. From the doorway, 
once more, came the voice of the Countess to her companion: 
“Softly; the whole Castle is sleeping—but they haven’t all been 
sent to sleep, like her. I don’t want anyone to suspect what’s 
happening and possibly try to stop it. Come with me to my 
room; we’ll wait there.” They went. Idris, panic-struck, but 
driven and even strengthened by her terror, dressed herself 
hurriedly. By avoiding her mother’s suite and taking a back 
staircase, she managed to escape from the castle, and came 



through snow, wind, and darkness to my cottage; never losing 
her courage until the minute she arrived, put her fate in my 
hands, and gave herself up to the desperation and weariness 
that overwhelmed her. 

I gave what comfort I could. Joy and exultation, meanwhile, 
were mine—I possessed, I had saved her. Yet to keep from 
disturbing her, or as Petrarch writes, “per non turbar quel bel 
viso sereno”—so as not to raise the color in her calm face—I 
curbed my delight. To quiet the eager dancing of my heart, I 
turned my eyes from her, and beamed with too much 
tenderness, too proudly, on the dark night and inclement skies; 
to them I murmured my exhilaration. We reached London, 
methought, all too soon; and yet I could not regret our speedy 
arrival, when I witnessed the ecstasy with which my beloved girl 
found herself in her brother’s arms, safe from every evil, under 
his unimpeachable protection. 

Adrian wrote a brief note to his mother, informing her that 
Idris was under his care and guardianship. Several days later an 
answer finally came, dated from Cologne. It was useless (wrote 
the haughty, disappointed lady) for the Earl of Windsor and his 
sister to address one whose only expectation of tranquility must 
be derived from oblivion of their existence. Her desires had 
been blasted, her schemes overthrown. She did not complain; 
in her brother’s court she would find, not compensation for 
their disobedience—for filial unkindness was uniquely 
devastating—but such conditions and mode of life, as might best 
reconcile her to an injured parent’s fate. Under the circum-



stances, she positively declined any communication with them. 
Such were the strange and incredible events that brought 

about my union with the sister of my best friend, with my 
adored Idris. With such simplicity and courage did she set aside 
the prejudices and opposition which were obstacles to my 
happiness, and never scrupled to give her hand, where she had 
given her heart. To be worthy of her, to raise myself to her 
height through the exertion of talents and virtue, to repay her 
love with devoted, unwearied tenderness, were the only thanks 
I could offer for the matchless gift. 

__________________________________________ 
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