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I am aware that # bolted” is not am elegant
word, indeed, I very much doubt if yoa will find
1t in Johnson’s or Webster's dictionaries, in the
sense in which I have used it, but it is expres.
sive, if not etriotly corroet, and it was oorraot
inso far that Ben went off like ashot from a
gun, '

Not alone, however.

After him went the artist, erylng « Ben, Ben!”
and entreating a friend he met on the stairs to
help him in the pursuit. :

Down the street went Ben, the two gentle-
men following in the parsuit.

More than once the dog paused until they
almost got up to him, looked towards them,
wagged its tail, seemed to dance and frolie
about, and then was off again faster than ever.

“Five shillings for whoever stops him !” eried
the artist, whose anxiety was momentarily in.
creaslng, and the pursuing party was swelled by
this offer, from two to & dozen.

8till the dog kept on in advance of the crowd
at its heols, and at last, inding the game of
pausing and wagging his tail somewhat dan.
gerous to his prolonged liborty, he gave it up,
and finding the matter both serious and earnest,
ran through courts, passages, and doubled round
corners, untl the very foremost of his pursuers
completely lost sight of him,

“It’s of no use,” sald Leinster, wearily, and
oconsclons for the fArst time of the ridiculous
figure he must cut. ¢ I must offer a reward for
the dog. No doubt befors night he will be found
and brought back again,”

80 without further delay, he went into &
printer’s, ordered some hundreds of handbills
to be struck off, then distributed all over
Manchester, describing the dog, offering & very
bandsome reward t0 any person that would
restore it,

The day passed, however,

Ben was still absent, and the longer the artist
thought of his loss, of the great store that was
Iaid upon the dog, the more nervously avxious
he became,

‘What would Garston the ootton.spinner say,
Whelllo:l:rhm that the dog he valued 50 highly
Was

‘Would he not consider 1t wilful neglect, and be
furious at it ?

‘What would pretty Mary Garaton say, when
she heard that her dead brother's pet was lost
through his apparent cavelessness ?

He oould not tell, could not work, and he
walked about his studio restlessly, listening to
the sounds in the streat, the footsteps on the
stairs; but day closed, and he had to go back
to his lodgings with Ben’s whereabouts still a
mystery.

Saturday came and went in the same way,
Sunday passed over, Monday came, and still
the dog was missing, and no amount of offered
reward seemed able to bring it back again.

‘What should he do ?

The next day the carrfer would oome to take |

it home again,
Once he ghought of going to Oldham, pro-

claiming his loss, and asking its owner's advice
as to what could be done,

But he shrank from this. ,

Something might turn ap to render his oqn-
fegslon unnecessary,

A full of grace still remained.

He would trust to chance and fortune to help
m? :;1: of the scrape into which he had fallen,

uesday 1! came, and his f were
far from mv&r&l:g e, celings

Hark! there is & footatep on the stair, a heavy
footstep, '

1t is 100 early for the carrier.

Yes, it comes higher ard higher, and there is
a whistle as though oalling a dog,

Surely it must be Ben returned at last, and
the artist springs to his feet, as tbhoughit were a
child that was being restored to him.

But he remembers the reward, “A very
handsome reward” the handbiils had promiged.

If he showed too much eagerness, the finder
might expeot too much,

He would not rush to the door as he had done
several times before, only to be disappointed,
and 50 thinking, he sat down to his work again,

The heavy tread came to the door, paused,
and knocked,

#Come in!” gald the artiat, affeeting to be
bustly oocupied,

N ‘Want any chipa  asked a rough volce, and

Lelinster could scarcely forbear from throwing
8 cast, or the first thing his band could rest upon,
a} him, so infuriated did he feel.

At length the dreaded carrfer arrived.

Blowly he tolled up the stalrs, knocked at the
door, and walkead in, )

“’Elgh, maister, thee’s making that plotur

“ bonny ; the dog’s fine. Hast done with it 2"

The thought entered the artist’s head to say
he 1must keep it & few days longer, but this was
uselass, and he replied very reluctantly—

“Well, no, I haven’t quite done with it.”

“Ob, the malster thawt thee had done with
it, a3 thee sent it whoam on Saturday,”

“8ent 1t home! exclaimed Leinster, with a
gasp of relief. ¢ Then it is at home ? Ooh, Ilam
80 thaukful.  How did it get there

‘Guess 1t walked,” replied the man, ¢Anye
how, it come scratching at the door on Saturday
morning, ’fore they was up, and made the spin.
ner get up aud come out with it ; and dog's fouud
summut, as Malster Garston suys he thanky
thee for, but youw’s to go to Owdham yu'rien, and
then thee'll knaw what "igs.”

sFound something! what could the
find ?” asked the artist, curlously.

“That's just what thees got to find out when
thee geis thar” was the styrdy rejoluder, ¢ Bul
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sinoe yo's not done with the dog, mayhap yau'll
like it back again?” .

#No, thank you; I have had quite enough of
Master Ben and his sagaocity, If I am obliged
t‘n have another sitting, I will coms to Oldham

or 1t.”

1 Aye, yo'd better, Maister Garston told me
to ask you to come on to-day, aud see what Ben
found.”

“I suppese it was nothing of mijne that the
dog found, was it 1

“Thee knaws best about that theesen, mon,”
was the half.grinning reply, ¢« It's alive, least-
ways, it war when I come from Owdham this
morning,”

“ Alive I" repeated the wondering artist.
“What can it bs? Come, man, you may as
well tell me at once,”

“Na,” was the grinning reply; « thee lost the
dog, and though its maister be glad o' what's
found, yo’s to come and see’t for theesen.”

“ Well, if you won't tell me, I suppose I must
restrain my ouriosity, but I eannot go to Old-
bam to.day, 1 will do 80 to-morrow; tell Mr.
Garston so, I suppose Miss Mary has not
returned

“But she have then. She somed whoam
yesterday, and a flne tak’ on she be in; so be
all Garston's gals. I think they'd ha’ put you
and the dog in the mill pond, afore yo’ should
ha’ lost un, to ind what he did.”

¢ But what could the dog's discovery have to
do with them

“Thee'll knaw that soon enough, mon, when
thee gets there, and thee'dst best go to-day.”

And so0 saying the carrier departed, while the
artist muttered—

¢ He 18 right. I will go to-day.»

OHAPTER V,
FRANK GRBRSHAM'S QIPT,

The girl whe called herself Florence Carr was
something of an enigma to everydne she came
in contact with,

Not wiltully or intentionally, for she would
far rather have been like those around her—
rough, ignorant, and uncouth--than have to
enoounter the ourious suspioious glances, and
questions that were continually asked or direct.
ed towards her.

Her soft, delicate hands, her quiet, refined
ladylike ways, her speech and pronunciation,
and the superior education whioh it was evident
she had recelved, all tended to give significance
to the question which in various forms was
often asked—How was It that with these ad.
vantages she had sunk #0 low as to be almost
destitute, glad of the shelter of Moll Arkshaw’s
home, and wllling also to work in & factory asa
common mill hand to gain a livelihood ?

The charity of the world is such, that any
degree of mystery concerning a person i always
takey as a certain evidenoe of sin or disgrace,

On this polnt, however, opinions regarding
Florence Oarr were divided, the men declaring
that no really bad woman with such a face as
Lors would work and lead the life of poverty
and hayrdship she did, the women being equally
positive that only a bad woman oould have sunk
#0 low as to be obliged to do it.

Meanwhile, the subject of this goasip bad a
very simple and apparently straighttorward ac-
ocount to glve of herself.

Her father, she said, had beeu the captain of
& ship In the merchant servies, but had died
little more than & year before,

From that ttme her mother and hersolf had
tried to make & living hy keepiug a sehool, but
this had falled; her mother had sickened and
died.

Being now alone in the world, she had sold
everything left and started for Manohester,
hoping to get some work she could do, and by
Wwhich she could eurn a living there, and fulling
that, intendiug to go on to Liverpool and emi.
grate to Amerlea, where some of her mothexr’s
relatives resided.

Misfortune, however, pursued her,

On the very day of her arrival in Manchester,
her pocket was picked, her purse lost or stolen,
and only a few shillings, fortunately in another
pocket, remained of her store. In this ex-
tremity she knew not what to do; the great
town stunned, frightened, aud bewildered -ler,
and not kuowing, scarcely oaring, what way or
where she went—or, indeed, what becawme of
her—she walked on in the dirsction of Oldham,
wandering out of tho way a great deal, and
reaching it scarcely a quarter of an hour before
she met Moll, with the other mill bands, com-
ing from their work.

Buok was her story. .

SBome of it no doubt was true, but whether it
was all the truth remained still open ie ques.
tion; it was plausible and possible, 1t explained
Ler superior education and present poverty and
destitution, and though some euvious persous
declared it 100 well toid to be true, there were
others who accopted it without & doubt, aud ef
these Moll Arkshaw was the foremost.

A week passed from that night whem young
Gresham met and tried to walk howe with her,
and though they had met several tlmes, the
8irl's eyes always drooped whou be catne near,
as though she would not lovk ut hiw, and she
Seowmed Lo cling, almost us though fue prolace
Hon, Lo tho side of Moll.

1t was very annoylug for the youug man, at
leakt, he thought o, siill mure ¥0 bucuuse his
love affalrs had nuver troubled him at the com.
liencement; it wus the clusing, Lol the epening,
of an accounl on Cupid’s buuk thid bud usually
bothered him most, -

Opposition, “however, ouly incressed Lis de-
termiuntlon 10 suteesy,

e

Plucking frait that grew ooxﬁmon on every
hedgerow was no gport at all in comparison
with the wonderful peack that hung so high on
the wall, that it was almost as much as a man’s
lifoe was worth to climb up and possess himself
of it, ,

But any thing worth having is worth climb.
ing for; the prize we have to strain every
muscle to possess is always most eagerly sought
after, and Frank Greshum, finding the frult did
not fall at his bidding, determined, at any risk
or consequence, to soramble up toand possess it.

For several days he had trled to meet the
girls when work was over, and once he had
gsucceeded.

Noticing his approach, however, Florence had
begged Moll to keep with her, and the young
man, despite his ready assurance, found his wit
and impudence scarcely equal to the fire of
words which came upon him from the two
Preity girls whom he 80 persistently followed.

“Do you always go out together ?” he asked,
a little impatiently, after twe or three valn at-
tempts to talk to Florence alone,

“Awlus when we beant apart,” repliedgMoll,
sauolly.

“I yhould have thought two such pretty girls
would have had & sweetheart each to separate
them,” continued the cotton-spinner,

“ Would yo’?” sald Moll, «Mayhap we have,
but yo're skeering them awa; moy Willle will
be reet mad when he sees me,”

¢« And what will your sweetheart say to you,
Miss Flo?” inquired Gresham, evidently indif-
ferent to Willie’s anger, and bending down to
try to catch a glimpse.of the velvety, grey
lingering eyes,

“1 don’t know,” was the low reply,

“Then you have a sweetheart?” said the
young man, {n & tone of vexation,

The girl addressed made no reply, except to
droop her head a little lower, in the vain hope
of hiding her blushes.

“Bweetheart; to be sure she has” laughed
Moll, coming to the rescue; “the men of Owd-
ham beant blind nor fules, but it doan’t do us
no good to be seen wi’ yo', malster, and here we
are to our own door, 80 good night to yo’,”

And so saying, she took Florence by the hand
and led her in, nodding good-night to the young
man,

“May I not come in ?” he asked, still stand-
ing at the garden gate,

¢“No, not yo',” was the reply, as the house
door was somewhat unceremoniously closed in
his faoce.

The night was quite dark, for December had
set in, and the lane in which stood Gretty's
Cottages, could boast of but one lamp, which
simply made the darkness around seem more
deep and impenetrable,

Through the Mind in the tiny parlour, the
ruddy light of a fire aud more steady fiame of a
candle were distinctly visible, and the young
man who could count his whalth by thousandg
stood in the dark muddy lane, with the keen
wind of December blowing upon him, watohing
for every shadow which fell on the blind of that
small window.,

There was the girl who had madesuoch an im.
pression on his fickle heart,

Heo oould not see the colour of her hair, but he
knew it well by memory, every glinting dusky
shade of it; and each curl and wave as it was
reflected on the white calico which revealed
and yet hid her from him, showed how perfeot
in line and feature was her face and figure,

Moll passed between the light and the window
several times, so did a short crooked figure
whioch Gresham fanoled he had seen before, yeot

‘ oould not tell where.

“I must get hold of that young person,” he
thought, as he saw Jem’s face, exaggerated by
light and shadow upon the curtain; «ghe will
take lettors from me. Not a bad idea; I willgo
home and write one at once,”

He was about to turn away, when a sound
fell upon his ear, which for the moment chained
him to the spot. ’

It was a plano, played with no mean skill,
and by no ordinary player,

Moll Arkshaw’s fingers ocould never have
wrung out such wonderful pathos and feeling
from that old half worn out instrument, and
the visitor asked himself with something like
an oath, who that strange beautifal girl oould be,
for that she waa the musician he was fully con.
vinoed.

Presently, the performer began to sing g
simple Boglish ballad, which one would almost
think she seleoted in very mogleery at her own
desolation,

The song was “ Home, Bweet Home,” and the
pure soprano velce faltered, aud seemed as
though 1t would break down as it went through
that heart-stirring melody,

But it did ol yield—it went through It all,
as though forelng itseir to do penance for somo
tmaginary full, and it was not until the volos
ceased und the last noie died away, thut the
young man roused himsolr from the spell that
had fallen over him, and urned to dopart.

As b?x dll:zlul'%e e cottuge duor opened and
Jem, who ol dent on il OEEai
Corms out 1nto the It Aoe Willivg orrand,

“ Hist 1” sald the young
wheuce she came.

The girl started and pauseq,

« Hist I’ he contloued, « Wouldst like to
earn & crown

« Hos, if thee’ll tell me how'n

s«That 18 easy enough, You
which L'will write, 10 the youy,,
Florence €arr.  'Will you do it »r

HAYG o, s thee'll give me 4he biass,”

man, noticlng from

was the reply,

m—e saen

“I'll do that; but you musa’t Je} Moll Arks
shaw kuow of 1t” - PR

4 Kigh, noa, I beant such a fale,” e

“Very well. Meet me here to.maorrow at ta!
in the morning, and you shall have the money
and the letter; I'll pay you well if you help me.
I supposo you know me,”

“Eigh, aye, mon; yo’s Frank o’ Mearys, [
knaws thee, 8o do all the folks in Owdham.”

“ Not much use my trying todisgulse myself,
it seems,” muttered the young man with &
laugh, «Never mind, meot me here to.morraw,
and there’s a shilling to buy a new ribben with,”

“‘Thankee,” sald the girl as she took the coln;
then she muttered under her breath, as the
cotton spinner walked off with rapid strides,
“Granny war reet, she'll go te the bad wi'out
any charm or spell to tak’ her thar.” .

A concluslon that seemed to afford her great
satisfaction, . TR

The next day when she and Moll returned
home to dinner, Florence was surprised atJem's
behaviour, for no sooner had Moll left the room
for & moment, than the cripple, with & mystee
rious face, pushed a small white packet that
seemed like a thick letter into her hand, aud
whispered—

“ Hide it awaw; don't let Moll gee it.”

- She then continued her work of putting the
dinner on the table, L .

Instinctively the girl obeyed, thrusting the
ourious parcel into her pocket, and managing t0
slip away alone for a minute or $wo befors the
dinner hour was over, opened and examined it8
contents, . o

There was a lotter and a pair of earrings in the
packet, the latter very pretty in design, and
worth two or three pounds. .

The girl looked at them for a moment, smiled
bitterly, even contemptuously. They had no
charm for her, and she put them back in thelr
case indifferently, without & lingering thoaght
or care. .

She was most interested in the letler,

Twice she readitover, carefully and oritically;
it expressed great admiration and love for her
fair self, and entreated her acceptance of the en=
closed trifie as an earnest of his sinoerity, end-
ing|in a posteript, that if she wished for or desired
anything, she had only to express it, and to the
extent of his fortune it should be hers,

As I have said, she read the letter over twioe,
as though to impress it upon her me mory, then
deliberately toro it into sbreds, stuffed the
pleces of paper into the jeweller's case with the
earrings, and folding it up in a plece of paper
sealed and directed it. ”

“ You will find the auswer under my pillow,
she sald in & low tone to Jem, and then aho
wont off with Moll once more to work,

“Rather surprise him, I fancy,” she thought
more than once, as the cotton-spinner’s chagrin
occurred to her mind. ¢ He will come to W00
me in & very different style and manner hefore
1 listen to him.”

And then a sad, pained, thoughtful look eame®
over her falr young face, a look which seemed
to add a dozen years 1o it in age as well as i
suffering,

They had not quite reached the .mill, the
strange 100k was stlll on her tace, when thecry
of & child was heard, and a baby, who had beeB
careloasly held in the arms of & small girl, fell
to the ground.

1t was not a serious accident, but the strang®
mill girl stopped, picked it up, looked eagerly
into 1ts Moe, tried to soothe it, and then press-
ing a kiss on {ts small face, gave it back to the
girl without a word, . ‘

face was pale, however ; there was trou-
ble as well as tears in her eyes, and sne said 0
Moll, who had been scolding the careleas youns
nurse— . :

“The baby reminds me of my iittle sister, 80d
she is dead.”

“Pure lassle, thee's had grief enough, but the
baby’s in heaven with the angels; don’t go to
yersen, :

Something like a low sob was the repiy.

Bat Florence Carr was not.one to yield to a0y
expression of emotion, For one so young 510
had great self-command, and she forced
the toars and sobs now, and walked into tho
mlll with tearlsss eyes, and a face not more that
usually pale. g

“ Wonder what she’s rit (written) to bty
muttered Jem, as she turned the small packe
ovelr aud examined it, not daring to break’
seal,

“I thort he sent her a girt,
back the box it war in 1f he did.”

It never ocourred to the cripple that thepr .
sent, whatever it was, would be returned 0 ”
giver, such notions of ludependence and hono
belngiexoeedingly rare {u the cluss aud nM m
the persons to which she bulonged, or with who
she camein contact. o
Nelther did Frank Gresham expeot 1t ; W“s
ther his proposals- and questionable attenti®
Ware accepted or not, he had not o shadow .
doubt but that his present would be. be-

Never had u presents been returned Lo bim
fore from any girl to whom he had mude ite -

IL was beyoud his conception why this one
he bad bribed the puor cripplo to plioe “"b
;-:g hands of Floreuce — should be rejooted

but she's senb

Hls favor was oreated with a cool, ealm, "’o'::
ful return Which falrly surprised him — al 50
the rich mjp owner, whose smile kad W“‘w,
otlen courted by those poor moths WhoUs %0~
gstor of bis gold had fascinated sud dre w8 10
ooty o, 0By 10 find — 100 ate — WSLLEE
zzle could destroy. an way
struction, #LE0Y aud light the way £ ,

(T0 be continugdy) o




