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CHAPTER NI

LONTINUED,}

Bl el being greatly surprised at this in-
formutonu, was hesitating how to aet. when
Mi. Hacourt's eonchman  said, ¢ Its all
night, pusg, you may depond.’

¢ Now,ma'am, quuck, of you please, juter
posud the valet o 01 hear rome farmers rul-
g tins way from market, and we are block-
ing up the road.’

Still puor Blanche hesitated, having an in-
stinctive dread of some evil impending uves
her.

*Stay till the farmers have passed !
auickly whispercd Alice te. her mistress.

¢ We shall be run over. exelaiued the
valet, * if you don’t come dnectly. mn'am.’

¢ Stay one smnute longer, my Jdear  young
lady,” nenin whispered her tnithful  servant,
¢ T'm <nre thore's romething wrong.”

At this mstant Beauchamp  renached  the
seend, and, riding furiously up to the car-
ringe, askedy i o stern vorce, * What aro
you domg h-re, vou seoundrels ?°

The same sty was agam quickly repeat.
od by coachian ad valet, when Beauchawyp
exclume d to the form v, * Tarn your horses'
beads, ths instant, back t the Priory, or I'll
~eud thes buliel,” drawing a pistol. * through
your tr: acherons brains 5 and you, my Lord
Vaucomt's valet, are iy prisone:,’ said
Leauclaung-, s6 .ang lim by the collar.

*Notif | ean provent it, smid Lord Van.
vourd, suddenly presenting hanself. * How
dare yon, sir, touch my servant, or interfere
botween Miss Danglas and her guardian’s
orders 2 She shall return to Marston Castle,
avon if force 18 necossary.”

* Ha 'ha' shouted Mark, who had just
renched the spot, * To Marston Castle, in-

deed  youmean Gretna Green! ha ! ha!
canght, my  Lord Vancourt ' caught at
Iast !

* Stand asiee. sud Beauchamyp, junmping
on the ground, and attempting to close the
catirgge door. * Miss Douglas is under my
protection now”’ .

* She s not, and never shall be,” exelaim-
el Vancourt. vehemently, thrasting him
violentlv away | and scizing Blanche by the
arm, he tried todrag her forth.

Villane ¥ shouted  Beauchamp, now
thoronghiy roused, * take that for your inso-
lestee . and he felled han wath his fist, -
~tautiv, to the ground. At the <ame mo.
ment, Mark, putting his fingers to his moutls,
et forth a whistle, which  cchoed far
throyeh hilh and dale, making the horses al-
moe-t ~spritg out of their harness.,

< 11 them tught, Job,” erted Mark to Mr.
oot coneliman ;. * voit don’t move
w ta it the spre, ind. agam teamght, or
i -hall e vour ladt move on earth. Koep
s+t by and sit <UL or TR hnock yon out
At o D awonld a pharant fiow a roose”

Lord Vancourt, recovenng ms  feet, -
Stantiy bovelled lus pistol and tired, without
etlect, at Leauchamp, whe, returnmg  the
comphm-nt, shot Lord Vancourt through
the left arm, breaking the bone above the ¢l-
ln-\\ .

ook oty sir ' shonted Mark, - here's
mete of the blackguards comingz on,” ag three
nen ashed down upon them. who were soon
w tierce contliet hand to hand, Mark plying
s enluel so effectually  as to kuock  the
foromert wstantly off s legs, and  Beau.
chip conterriug & simnlar favoron the vext
with the muzzle of Ine pistol ; when the
thind, tesrmg the fate of his companions,
drow Tus mstel and shot Beauchamy through
the Neshiy part of lus body, under the shonl-
der bindi  Tle staggered, but id not fall
aud Mark, recawving at the same time 2 dig
in the back from the dagger of tho valet,
smiarhing and renderad savago by the pain,
~lot Beauchamp's antagomst through  the
body.  Meanwhile, Lord Vancourt, disabled
but net ~ubdudcd, wath his right hand renew-
o Liw etforts to deage Miss Donglas from the
carniaze.  Assisted by Ale, she was resite
e witl her ntmest <trength, when  Bean-
choa g dealt a1 how vinthe e, wlach
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¢ That you shall, dircetly ; I will be with
you agn in a moment.’

Order-ng Mark to bring the prisons ra‘with
the bor-os to the Priory, and telling the
couchman to drive baeck there immediately,
Lenuchuwp ontered the carriage ; and Alice,
sayviog she would rather be outside to see
_they did not take a wrong turn  again, left
“the lovers together, and got up  behind with
tho fuotmnn, who bad all the time been

_standing ab the  borses’ heads, tc prevent
. their running away during tho tight.
i As they satside by side, the blood {rom
i 3eauchumnp's wound trickled down on
Islanche’s arm, who, feclivg the oisture,
raised it to the light of the lamp. * Good
hewvens, Withum'1” she oxelaimed, turning
pale, aud in great alarm, ¢ you are bleeding!
oh, toll me where you are hurt !’

¢ Only a serateb, dear girl. Ion't look so
frightened—1 assure you it is nothing of
consequence !’

* Oh, what can 1 du for you, deur Wil-
liam ?* she excluimed, still in great terror.

* Nothing, dearest Blanche, but this—if
pyou roally love me, may 1 have one kiss,
lwinels will ieal all my wounds 2’

No rply being given, Beauchamp strained
lier to his heart, whispering, ¢ Oh, how
thankful I amn for this roward, dear Blauche!
and fr having saved you from such a fate.’

* How thangiul ought I to feel to you, dear
Wilham, for risking your life to protect me
trom that dreadful man !’

They bad now renched the Priory, when,
at the sound of the wheels, all the servants,
with Mrs. Gordon also, rushed to the hall
door in a body, lhaving wve n terrified by
Mark's sudden appenrance at the back door
an hour before, and fearing some dreadful
work was going on, from the distant report
of fire-arms which had been heard st the
l'riur).

When the steps were let down, Beauchamp
hauded Blanche from the carriage, who,
throwing hersclf iuto her aunt's arms, burst
into tears, sobbing couvulsively on her

posom.
* My dear, dear child,” oxclaimed Mrs.
Gordon, trembling with apprehension,

* what frightful thing has bappencd 2 Your
dress is cuvered with blood ! Where arc you
injured, my dearest love 2

¢ Oh, nowhere, dearest aunt ! 1 am not in
jured—Dbut poor William "—bursting again
into tears—* is, I fear, badly wounded. It
is the blood from his sile. Pray attend to
bim, and do not regard me.’

‘ Run then to the dimng-room, dear
Blanche, with Alice, and get some wine di-
rectly, while I bring iy there. Now Wil.
Lham,” smd Mrs. Gordon, taking mm by the
arm, * what can have happened 2 And where
are you hurt, my dear boy ? You look faint
and exhausted.’

¢ Only a crack on the ribs, dear aunt, re-
pliecd  Beauchamp. smiling, *from that
scoundrel Vaucourt, who tried to carry off
Blauche—nothing more ; and » little bleed-
mg will do me 2ood after this hot, exciting
work.’

¢ Don't be foohish, Wilham. A glass of
wine will do you most good at  present. So
come with m«, and then 1 must examme
vour wound, whilst you tell woe more of this
boind vutrage.’

Saymg which, she d hinmto the dinimg-
room, and made tim lie down vn the sofa,
where Blanche brought lnm a glass of wine,
trewbhing still, and shaking somuch that she
spht half of 1t on the Qoor.

* Drink it yourselt, dear Blanche,” smd
Beauchamp, springing up, * and another,
too, or [ will not touch a drop. Sit  down,
wy dear girl. I am not wuch hurt.” Sayivg
wineh, he poured her out & full glass, which
lic made her take, and then flhing one him-
self, smd, before raising it tohis lips, ‘Hore's
health and long life to Mark Rosier, the
poacher, who has eaved dear Blauche from
that raseally lord’s clutehes I’

* Now, dear child,’ said Mrs. Gordon,
* run up-stairs, and change your dress, whilst
I order tea to be taken into the drawing-
room.’

CHAPTER NIV

——

As soon as she had teft the room. Beau.
champ was obliged to take off lus coat and
watrteoat and submit to Mres. Gordon's m-
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* Yes, my love, 1 can and will doso, bui‘ng
your guardian equally with Mr. Harcoyrt.

A s rvant at this moment entored taeroom
to say that Mr. Iarcour!'s coachman hz}d
run awny, leaving the oarringe and horses in
the stablo-yard.

* Run away, did yon say ?' asked Mis. :

Gordon in amazement.

* Yes, ma'am,’ replied the man; ‘and
Robert tho footman says he thinks he was
bribed by Tord Vaneowrt to drive Miss
Douglas to meet his lordship’s carriage on
the comnon.’

¢ Good heavens !” exelaimed Mrs. Gordon,
* whata villain ! yon may go, Jobn, and
send the footman to me.’

* Please, sir,' said the man, addressing
Beauchamp, * Mark Rosior wants ;o speak
to you.’

¢ Then send him here," replied Mrs. Gor-

don, * for Mr. Beauchamp shall not leavo
{ne sofa.’
. The tall, athletic, handsome poacher was
,soon ushored into the drawing-room, where
yhe stood near the door, with a low bow to
the ladier. .
; ¢ Comeo here, Mark,' cried Beauchamp, ex-
tending his hand, which the poacher seized
and proseed to bis lips 1 ¢ youare a brave,
honest fcllow ; and to your courazo this
night am [ indebted for my life, and the
safoty of Miss Douglas. My gratitude for
this service will end only with my own ex-
istence.’

¢ Master William,” said Mark, ¢ I loved
you when & boy, and have had much more
caure to love you since 1 beeamo a man, and
I would willingly lay down my lifo to soxve
you at any time. But what's the matter,
sir 2 whero were yon wounded by that ras-
cally lord ?*

¢ He missed me, Mark, but the other vil-
lain you knocked over shot me through the
fleshy part over the ribs.’

¢ Let me see, cir.' said Mark, kneeling
down by fhe eofa; *I have known
romething about gunshot wounds before to-
day.’

‘) It is all right.’ said Beanchawmp ; ¢ Mrs.
Gordon has kindly fomented and bound it
up : besides, Mark,” he whispered, * there
are ladies in the room.’

¢ T beg pardon, sir,’ said the poacher, ris-
ing, * bnt T was only thinking of you.’

¢ Now, Mark,’ said Mrs. Gordon, leading
up Blanche, *it is vur turn to thank you, my
kind friend, for your valuable assistance this
nigh]t ;' and both shook him cordially by the
hand.

* Welcome, right welcome, ladies,” replied
Mark, ¢ and glad am I to see that dear young
lady once mors happy and safe ; but, my
dear, 1t wero a near thine—that long-legaed
lord were just n-going to drag Aiss Blanche
from'the carringe, when tho young saunire
1God bless him !) knocked him off "his pins
like a baby, and shut the door. Then up
junps my lord, and let iy a bullet at Mr.,
William (the Lord be praised for it !) missed
unclean. The squire then broke his arm—
served him right—and with another rattler
1o the face, sent my Lord Longlegs spinning
acrofs tne road ; and I'll.wager a nound be
remcmbery the youne sqnirs to his dying
day. So you see, my Iady, it warn't Mark,
but Mr. William, that saved Miss Blancho
from being half way on her road to Scotiand
by this time

* There. Mark, that will do." interposed
iBeauchamp; * now sit down, and Miss
Blanche will give you n cup of tea ; and tell
me about your own wound in the back.’

* Ab, sir, that foreizn coward thought he
‘had me there nicely, but tne velveteen and
badger waistcoat stood my friends, and it’s
only a seratch after all—not half so bad as
yours, sir- But what d've think, squire ?
{dang it all * our three prironers are my Lord
‘.\Icrvyn's night watchers.’

* What, Mark ¥ exclaimed Beauchamp.

* As true as you be lying on that sofa, sir;
we knowed ‘om directly wo got to tue light,
t6ir 3 and one on ‘em. that chap that shot
'¥ou, squire, has got someihing in his car-
1oass, which don't quite agree with “un quite
+s0 well as » figey pudding.’

* 1 hopn he's not seriously hurt, thonub,
Mark, and that be has been attended to ?°

* Yes, yos, squiro ; don't fidget about him,
{or all tho servants in the house bhave been
'waiting on and pitying the rascal, and we
rean’t do m-we till the doctor comes ; and
+then to think, squire, that Mr. Job, the
coachman, «honld have been in the plot, and
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servants’ hall, there's n worse case thero
jmine will keep. ~After that, I will go with
you inta the dining-rootn, where yau can
examine my scratoh.’

* Well, as you please,” replied Morgan, ‘1l
Mrs. Gorden has no objection.’

* Willinm appears much easier now,’ she
snid ; *and us he wishes it, perbaps you had
better go there first.’

The doctor soon returned, telling Mr. Gor-
don, with a very grave face, that the man
was dangerously wounded by a ball through
his body, although he believed no vital part
hiad been injured ; yet that ho required great
care and attention, sud ought immediately
to be placed in bed.

¢ Do exactly as you cousider best,’ replied
Mrs. Gordon, *and tell the housekeeper
to have everything prepared for him without
delay.’

‘Thank you, my dear madaw, for your
kindness,’ said Morgan, as he again left the
room ; when Malcoln rusbed in, with con-
sternation depicted on his face, and instantly
folded Blanche in Ins embrace, oxclaiming,
‘NMy poor, dear girl ! what an escape you
have bad from that villain ! But, Witl Bean-
champ, aro you much Lurt, my brave, noble
fellow ? 1 heard the whole account from
Harcourt’s footwan.’

¢ Oh, not inuch, Malcolm, a : you may see,
by my enjoging a cup of tea.’

The story was agam told, when Malcolm
said—

¢ Upon my word ! what with Lord Mer-
vyn's kecpers, and  Mr. Harcourt’s coach-
tan, this is o most serious affair, and I will
have 1t sifteu to the bottom.’

¢ Perhaps,' suggested Mrs. Gordon, ¢ for
dexr Blancho's sake, we had better let it pass
as quict as possible, und keep a strict watch
over her for the future.’

* And allow these villiaus to escape expo-
sure ! DBut, besides, dearaunt, Lord Mervyn
would assuredly take advantage of our weak-
ness, and say the matter was hushed up by
mutuat consont ; that Blatnche was a consent-
mg varty t an clopement with Lord Vane
court, and which, he would assert, was only
prevented by Beauchamp's interlerence—
and this Lord Vancourt reported to be a
married man ! My dear aunt, you mustsee,
Blanche's fair fume would be tarnished by
such an insinuation even. No, no!it's im-
possible to compromise this business ; and 1
am resolved, for the honor of both our fami-
Lies—my cousin’s and my own—that a tho-
rough invesugation shall take place. It 16
my province, as one of her nearest relatives,
to clear her from all complicity or conzivance
with Lord Vancourt ; and, my dear auat, 1t
must and shall be done ¥

* Well, Charles, I believe you take the
right view of tho case, which is too serious to
be passed over ; but I think Mr. Harcourt
will endoavor to hush it up on account of
his friend, Lord Mervyn, and to
scl:rccu bunself, as his servant was concerned
also.’

* Nu doubt, aunt ; but balf a score Har-
courts and Mervyns shall not prevent me
discharging my duty to dear Blanche, and
protecting her fair name from pollution with
such a man as Vancourt.'

Mr. Morgaun put a :top to further couver-
sation by just then returning to the drawing-
room.

* Now, squire, bic said, *1it1s your turn,
as my other patient is as comfortable
as le has any richt to exyect, if you and
Lord Malcolm will walk with me into the
other room.’

Mrs. Gordon looking anxions, and Blanche
pule, at this announcement, from fear of
Beauchamp's being subjected to more pain,
Morgan assured them thcy need not be
alarmed ; adding, with a sonle—

* Rest satisfied, ladics ; I will not burthim
for my own sake, a8 I don’t want to be
double-thonged when ha gets into the saddle
once more ;' with winch the three gentlemen
walkod off togother.

Arter examming and probing the wound,
which caused Will Benachamp to wince a
httle, Morgan expresscd his opinion that rest
and quict must be observed for somo days ;
and added—

* You may thank your lucky stars, or your
guardian angel, that the ball struck your rib
iu the centre, my young fricud. or you had
been {mst all surgical aid. It'sa confounded
rascally business. altogether ; and T hope,
wmy lord,” turning to  Malcol, * you won’t
let that old fox-killer up at the castle escape
probing s little.”
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¢ *There's no_mistaking that vore" .
felaizned Maleolm, darting from the roofB

¢ Itis the old squire, ‘B
it How isuy dear boy ?' wquired 3[R
Hhﬁuchump, a8 he met Malcolm ] 8
hall .
. * Notmuch the matter, my dear sir, J§
*he is lving on the sota, drinking tea, i
{ quoting poetry.’
! * Quick ! where is he ?* he suid to Muleos IR
| who was now speaking to Constance,
t ‘In the drawisg-room ; here, ty
way—'

Aud in o moment, Mr. Beauchamp, »
gardless of the ladies, was kne:lmg by &
son, cjaculating—

* Thauk God ! thank God ! the Father
all mercies, that you are spared tv me,
own darling boy.’ |

And the old man burst into a fleode
tears, still repeating bis thavks to Ged (4
prescrving his son’s life. Constance, throy
ing herself into Blanche's arms, gave vefgh
also to her pent.up feelings, which she }
repressed to keep up her father : but now &
tears of all three ludies fell uncontrolled, s
even Malcolm was obliged to turn aside t:
conceal his emotion at witnescing this aft,
ing mterview between father and son.

¢ Come, come, my dear father,’ ut lesgth
said Beaucitamp, * this agitation hurts oy
side ; and you have not spoken a word {
dear, kind Mrs. Gordon or Blanche.'

The old man rose slowly from his kres,
aad going up to Mrs. Gordon, took burbard
in his, which he held for some time, bat 1t
utterance farled him.

¢ I cau’t thank you now," he at last sad,u
the tears still rolled down bis cheek ; ‘3:d
poor Blanche :* whoso hand he uext s,
¢ thank Heaven ! you are saved, dear ek,
from a {ate worse than death I’

¢ Oh, Mr, Beauchamp, she sobbei;*]
am the wretched causc of all our grief. What
would 1 not give to save Williamy one o»
ment’s pain ?°

* Would you give this, dear girl 2* hewas.
pered in a low tone, pressing her hard |
his, ¢ to mnake my poor boy happy ?’

*Yes, she replied, coftly, and bluskeg
deeply ; * all I possess iu the world.’

* The wound in bis side, sawi Mr. Bug
champ, * will, I trust, yicld to the doctirsi
skill ; but he bas another, I suspect, whit!
only this little band can  heal. Come wit'f
me, then, my own dear child, and be Wil
comforter.’ -

Saymg which, ho led her to the sofa ; szd§
placing bes band 1 that of ns son, said, ujg
& whisper— >

* There, Will; that will heal all socjg
wounds ; and may the Almighty bless =
both.’

* Oh, Blanche,’ murmured Beauchamp, 43
be pressed ber hand to his lips, * how 3
beyond all my fondest hopes is i
reward ! but, dearest, I must not claim zj
no&v. when you are overpowered with gnt
tude.’

* Will you refuse, then,’ she sad, softly,'t
mako me happy ?°

*No, no, my own dearest gul; X
if love only prowpts you to bestow this
looked-for slessing on me. Is 15 so, det
Blanche ?*

¢ Yes,” was the faint response.

* Then am I blessed indeed,’ replied Besr
chump.; ¢ and uow, dearest, yon bave bed i
so excited to-night, I hope you will retire®
your roam with Constance. T shall queiy |8
! follow your (xample, as T know Aunt Gords |
is gono to order beds for us.’ :

Daring this scene, Mrs. Gordon and i+ I8
colm bad silently left the apartment, lesnzg I8
Mr. Beauchamp and Constance only w
the two lovers. Tho former now appex
saying, * I have ordered a double-bedid
room, Mr. Beauchamp, for you and Wi,
as I knew you would not like to lcave tm
to-night ; and tho tray to be brought i
dircctly, with something wmore substas
than tea. An now, dear Willinm, you mes
go with me to your room, where Malcoln3
preparing everything for your confort, ¥
a large basin of gruel, which he decls¥
none but a Scolchman can make.’

* Oh, very well," cried Mr. Beauchash
gaily ; * then vou aro going to desert me
tirely, I conclude ?*

“ Only for a short time, as Cbarles ¥
join you directly, who declares he 1 as B
enous as ono of his own mountain es<t
Now, children,’ continued Mrs. Gordos¥
she led Beauchamp out of the room ; ' B¢
vour father, Constance, and follow me.” B




