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The Hon. Perey Heron. 

CHAPTER I. 

M
R. SILAS P. CLAYTON (of the firm of Clayton & Trump)

was · one of the wealthiest men in Emerson ville, and his 
house was the £nest and most imposing domestic structure to be 
found in that rising Western city. 

In a charmingly-furniEshed room of this house, there was, on 
a certain afternoon in October not very many years ago, a lively 
discussion going on. Five persons were taking part in it--viz. 
Mrs. Clayton, her daughter :Minnie, and her son George S., 
:Miss Susie L. Trump, who was ( for the time being) engaged to 
the gentleman whose name precedes, and a l\!Ir. Nathaniel 
lVI'Carthy, who was supposed ( and not without reason) to be 
sighing after :Miss Minnie, but whose sighs had not made any 
definite impreesion upon that charming young lady. 

Mrs. Clayton was quite the recognised leader of Emersonville 
society, and she, with the assistance of her daughter, had just 
been sending out invitations for the first of her soirees dansantes, 
which was to usher in the winter gaiety of that city. The 
question that was being debated was whether an invitation 
should be extended to a Mr. P. Heron, a young Englishman then 
staying in Emersonville. Mrs. Clayton was of opinion that 
hospitality should be exercised freely and bounteously towards a 
stranger; her daughter Minnie thought otherwise, or, at any 
rate, maintained the opposite opinion •. The others did not give 
their views decidedly, but spoke indefinitely, contributing in­
formation which might be used on either side of the question. 

'Katie Chilcote told me,' said Miss Susie, 'that he was at the 
bazaar for East Fifteenth Street Episcopal Church. She's got a 
stall there, and he bought ever so many things of her, and spent 
about a hundred dollars in raffles, and never won a thing. So he 
isn't stingy, anyway.' 

'I don't know what that has got to do with it,' rejoined 
Minnie. 'We are not going to ai:ik him to pay for his supper.' 
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'Let us hear what the Gazette says about him,' said Mrs. 
Clayton. 

Mr. M'Carthy had a little pile of newspapers by him. He 
took one, cleared his throat, and proceeded to read. 

'Emersonville Gazette, October 5. "Mr. P. Heron, from 
England, has registered at the Central Hotel in this city."' 

'Emersonville Gcizette, October 10. "The Hon. P. Heron, 
who with his personal attendant is staying at the Central Hotel, 
is a young Englishman now on a visit to the United States. He 
has come to Emersonville to see the most remarkable instance of 
what Western enterprise and Western energy can do. We under­
Rtand that Mr. Heron has expressed himself in no measured 
terms as greatly impressed, astonished, and delighted by what he 
has so far seen, and we hope that when he returns to his ances­
tral home he will be able to speak highly •. . .  "' 

'Oh stop, do,' cried Minnie; 'we don't want to hear all that. 
Take away the papers, George. The thing is very simple, 
mamma. We don't know Mr. Heron, therefore we don't invite 

him.' 
'They say he is very nice, my dear,' said JYirs. Clayton. 
'I don't believe it. He is likely to be supercilious, and if he 

is polite he is certain to be stupid. Englishmen are never 

bright.' (Miss Clayton had gone through a course of Bostonian 
novels.) 'And perhaps he will drop his h's and ask me to 
"dawnce.'' ' 

' They say he is good-looking,' said Susie L. Trump. 
' He is good-looking, that is true.' Minnie flushed a little 

under the interrogative glance of her friend. 'Yes, I have seen 
him. I met him in South Street yesterday. I knew he was an 
Englishman by the way he stared at me. And George told me 
who he was.' 

'He is the Hon. P. Heron,' said Mrs. Clayton suggestively. 
'That means that his father is a lord,' said Susie rapidly, 

anxious to be the first to contribute this information. 
'Now, that's something, anyway,' said Mr. Clayton, junior. 

'Lords are not plentiful in Emersonville. The British peerage 

hasn't discovered us yet. Let him come, Minnie, and fall in love 
with you. You would be delighted to reject a Britisher.' 

Minnie was ready with a retort, but just then her father 
entered, and was soon informed of the controversy. 

'Papa will be on my side,' said Minnie. 'He is not so anxious 
to see strangers here.' 
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then Miss Susie said she positively must go, but that she would 
be sure to come in again that evening to witness Mr. Heron's 
display of gratitude. Meantime Minnie, having briefly dismissed 
Mr. Nathaniel M'Carthy, had gone to her room, where there was 
a piano and plenty of music. After a little deliberation she 
selected a sonata of Dussek's and practised it over three or four 
times. Then she sang an Italian song, and then one of Sullivan's 
ballads; and it should be stated that she sang and played very 
niuch better Lhan most young ladies do. When she had finished 
playing and singing she sat still for a long time thinking. And 
her thoughts ended with the reflection that it was very strange 
of her father to bring round to the house a man whom he didn't 
know and whom he had literally picked up in the street. It was 
very absurd of him ( dear old dada !) and very remarkable too­
quite an event, indeed. 

CHAPTER II. 

J\IR. HERO� called on Mr. Clayton that evening and was presented 
to his family. As he shook hands with Mrs. Clayton he said : 

' I believe I owe my life to your husband's presence of mind 
and quickness. As long as I live I shall be indebted to him. 
I don't know that the life he saved is very valuable to humanity, 
but I at least may be permitted to feel some gratitude. At any 
rate, I do feel it, and you must let me say so.' 

He spoke warmly, and Mrs. Clayton was a little .moved. 
' Well now,' said her husband, 'I don't know about what you 

have been saying. The cow-catcher mightn't have hurt you 
much. But I guess it's as well as 'tis.' 

Mrs. Clayton inquired if he had been much hurt by the fall. 
' Very little indeed, Mre. Clayton,' he replied. 'And a little 

arnica and the few bandages I have got on will soon put every­
thing straight. Nothing will remain of the accident except the 
memory and the obligation.' 

Soon the conversation became general. .Mr. Heron spoke of 
his visit to America. He had come over to see the country, and 
he meant to diverge from the beaten track. Every Englishman 
looked at Niagara, and saw bow pigs were massacred at Chicago ; 
be wanted, if possible, to Eee someibing that was not down in 
tourists' handbooks. That was why be had come to Emerson­
ville, as he was told it was one of the most characteristic of 
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Western cities. He thought so too. He felt that he had got to 
understand a good deal about America during the few days he 
had been there. 

Mrs. Clayton inquired if he was fond of dancing. 
' Ab,' he said, ' that depends. It is only the ladies that really 

love dancing for its own sake. The ladies, in fact, are so fond of 
dancing that they endure their partners ; with men the caee is 
reversed.' 

'Ah,' said Mrs. Clayton, 'now if you refuse to dance while you 
are here, we shall know the reason.' 

When Mr. Heron had taken his leave--and he avoided the 
common error of staying too long-lVIrs. Clayton turned to her 
daughter with a small air of triumph. 

' Well, Minnie ? ' 
'Oh, mamma, invite him if you like. I am sure I don't 

mind. I don't see anything particularly objectionable in him.' 
Miss Susie Trump was much more enthusiastic. Mr. Heron 

had such nice manners, was so very well dressed, in such good 
taste ; it was easy to see he was well connected, and all that. 
There was no longer any hesitation about sending the invitation; 
the question now was whether Mr. Heron would come. 

Mr. Heron did come to the ball. He bad been intending to 
leave Emersonville, but postponed his intention. He explained 
this to Mrs. Clayton. 

' Even if I had left,' he said, 'I would have come back.' 
l\1r. Heron made a very good impression on Emer.sonville 

society on that evening. He was undeniably good-looking, and 
everybody agreed that he danced beautifully. And he on his side 
was quite enthusiastic about the bal]. Never had he seen so 
much beauty and grace, so much vivacity and sprightliness; never 
had he enjoyed himself so much. 

'Why, I would come over from England,' he said to lVIrs. 
Clayton, ' for just another evening like that.' 

'Better stop here for a little while,' was the reply; 'perhaps 
we will ask you again.' 

This was already nearly a week after the soiree dansante, and 
1\1r._ Heron had not fixed the date of his departure. Soon he 
ceased to talk of going at all. He was travelling only for plea­
sure, he said, and he was best off where he was. It would be 
foolish to leave a place where he was so well treated, and was 
having such a good time. 

Mrs. Clayton's house was not the only one where l\1r. Heron 
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was welcome. All Emersonville threw open its doors to him, and 
he went everywhere, And the city had never been so gay as it 
was that winter. The presence of a distinguished foreigner 
seemed to mark an epc.ch in the history of the town. Emerson­
ville had left the provincial stage and taken a cosmopolitan posi­
tion. Mr. Heron, with his many stories of the great world, 
represented London and Paris, Rotten Row and the Champs 
Elysees. Then personally he was extremely popular. He did his 
best to please, and he succeeded. The men were delighted with 
the free and easy way in which he spoke of Personages and Insti­
tutions. He was not a narrow-minded Englishman, insular and 
prejudiced; he delighted to ridicule the anomalies of English 
society, and had but scant respect for that monument of wisdom, 
the British Constitution. And he reviled the English climate, 
the London fogs, the grey skies, the sunless summer, the constant 
fear of rain. And be admired America, its customs, and its 
manners, not indiscriminately, but with certain sarcastic reserva­
tions, j-ust sufficient to give a zest to bis general tone of content­
ment. Mr. Clayton, for example, was never so pleased as when 
he declaimed against the locomotives 'which you let run loose in 
your streets.' And his comment on the sweetness of the cham­
pagne they drank as an almost touching instance of chivalrous 
devotion to the fair sex was felt not to exceed the limits of kindly 
criticism. 

With the ladies he was a very great favourite, though they 
didn't care so much about his Republican sentiments, which 
seemed out of place in an Englishman. Miss Susie,. for instance, 
was sorely puzzled to know why he bad not the prefix 'the Hon.' 
printed on bis visiting card. At last she found courage to ask 
him, and he seemed to think the question an odd one. But he 
said that be thought titles were ridiculous altogether, unless it 
was such a prefix as Colonel or General which one bad gained for 
oneself. Miss Trump didn't agree with him, and she said so. 
And so she forgot her intention of inquiring further why he called 
himself simply P. Heron and not Percy George Hubert Heron. 
For the young lady bad been making researches into the family 
history of the interesting stranger. She bad procured a' Debrett '­
the first 'Debrett' that bad ever entered Emersonville-and there 
she bad found that Heron was the family name of the Earls of 
Eaglescliffe, and that their family seat was Hernsbaw Castle in 
the north of Lancashire ; that the eldest son was still unmarried, 
and that Percy was the second ; that be had five sisters-
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Gwendoline, �1:aud, Alice, Edith, and Clna. Miss Trump·s in­
quiries may appear to show that she was taking a special interest 
in 1\tir. Heron. And in confirmation of this view it may be stated 
that she twice expressed the dislike and contempt she felt for her 
name of Susan, and on being asked what name she would prefer 
she replied on the first occasion Gwendoline and on the second 
Maud. And she danced with him a good deal. Everybody noticed 
that-Mr. Clayton, junior, most of all. But none of the young 
ladies had any scruple about stating their liking for l\fr. Heron. 
Everybody agreed that he was handsome, that he had the nicest 
possible manners, and that he was ' very, very bright.' One could 
not help admiring the skill with which he parried the question 
whether English girls were prettier than American. This inquiry 
was put to him a hundred times, and no one could say what his 
opm10ns were. But the ladies were delighted with one con­
cession: he admitted that the American girls were better dressed. 
English girls were apt to be dowdy, their dresses often didn't fit 
or had no style. American ladies were just perfect in these re­
spects. Yet though lVIr. Heron was so very popular from the 
outset, an event occurred after he had been in the city about two 
months which raised the tide of admiration still higher, and at the 
same time showed how thoroughly English he really was. It was 
at Mrs. Clayton's that he visited most often. Her soirees 1nusicales

were the boast of the city. Even the altogether unmusical ap­
preciated the air of refinement which hung round the names of 
Chopin, Schubert, and Rubinstein. Mr. Heron attended these 
gatherings, and was as delighted with them as he was with every­
thing else. And on one occasion after Minnie had been playing 
and he was applauding, she said : 

'What a pity it is, Mr. Heron, that you do not play or sing. 
It is such an accomplishment for a young man.' 

Mr. Heron smiled, but said nothing. 
Suddenly his skill and correctness in turning over the leaves 

of her music occurred to Minnie -flashed across her mind as she 
said afterwards. 

' Mamma,' she said, ' I belieYe Mr. Heron does play and 
understands all about music, though he hasn't said so.' 

Mrs. Clayton gazed at him; his smile grew more self-conscious 
and there were traces of a blush upon his cheek. 

'Sit down at that piano right away,' cried she, 'and play for 
the rest of the evening, or we will never speak to you again.' Mr. 
Heron made a comic gesture of deprecation and took his seat. 

E.2 
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He played a short piece of Heller's, and when he had finished 
Minnie sighed. 

'I have never heard such playing; we must all feel very small 
just now.' 

'Oh, you bad man,' cried Mrs. Clayton, 'bad, bold deceiver l' 
she shook her finger at him menacingly; 'we shall devise some 
punishment for you. And to begin with you shall play before 
Herr Neumeister, and he will criticise you terribly.' 

Herr Neumeister was the moving spirit of Emersonville in 
things musical. He had been Miss Clayton's teacher, and still 
presided over her musical work. The city was proud of Herr 
Neumeister; it was something to have a man who had known 
Liszt and Wagner. He came just then into the drawing-room 
with Mr. Clayton, and was told of what had taken place. His face 
put on an expression compounded of keen interest and judicial 
gravity. 

'Play something at once, my friend; I will hear you.' Every 
one looked on with some degree of excitement. Miss Susie was 
visibly agitated and nervous. Minnie succeeded in concealing 
what she felt, whatever it was. 

Mr. Heron struck a thunderous chord and began. It was a 
piece of light rippling music, sounding like happy laughter, now 
sinking into tenderness, now rising almost to passion, but under­
lying all there was a constant note of happiness and unconquerable 
joy. 

'You play well, young man, very well indeed. You are almost 
a genius,' said Herr Neumeister gravely. 'And your morceau is 
very beautiful. But I do not know it.' 

'It is a little thing of my own,' said the other, half laughing. 
'It occurred to me recently. I hope I may dedicate it to Miss 
Clayton. I would like,' he went on, almost i,hyly, 'to call it 
"Minnie." I have tried to translate Miss Clayton into music.' 

' Young man,' said Herr Neumeister, ' I was mistaken in calling 
you almost a genius ; Lieber Himmel, you are a genius ! I tell 
you it-I, who have known Liszt and Wagner. That composition 
ought to make you famous. 

The circle of listeners were enthusiastic, Mr. Clayton moi;.t 
of all. 

'I do not say,' Herr Neumeister went on; 'that your piece is 
faultless. But it is a work of genius. And from an Englishman 
too! In England when I was there they really liked nothing but 
" Home Sweet Home " with variations. Ach, it is wonderful ! ' 
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