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roence operations. That alone shows as she heard the result of Maurice's grounds; rejects Invitations sent to 
what a neophyte he Is In the contra- trial; she made little parade of her him from pure kindliness, and dic- 
ventlon of prison discipline,.Mr. Blades feelings, but Rosie knew well that till tated by a chivalrous disposition to 
could have taught him better. He her death she would never wear other show that the senders have no wish 
would have told him that suoh indirect than such sombre raiment, unless, -by of confounding him with Maurice’s 
breach of the prison rules was only to some unforeseen agency, Maurice wrong-doing, because, as he says bit- 
be accomplished by much patience, should be restored to her; and at the terly, "they want to show oft the for- 
cunning, and wariness; .that coromu- bottom of Mrs. Hllorton's heart there gar’s brother at their tables.” 
nication with the outside world neces- still lurked a hope, almost amounting Naturally society somewhat falls otf 
sitated watching for days for an op- to a belief, in this apparent lmpreb- from a man who responds to its ad- 
portunity; that it entailed equal p»r- ability. 8he could have given no rea- vances in this wise. Dainty even, to 
severance, adroitness, and assiduity to son—would, indeed, have shrunk from some extent, shirks the companionship 
obtain a reply. admitting suoh weakness—to any one; of his brother officers, albeit they

Maurice has conjured up a very b“* Rosie knew it as she did roost have sympathized most sincerely with 
different picture, and Imagines himself other things connected with her adored him In his trouble. A very fair test of
carrying on a considerable correspond- ' _, a man’s worth In general Is the light
ence almost Immediately. It Js the But the steamer nears the entrance ln which his regiment regard his corn- 
first ray of light that has crossed his ol 0,6 harbor, and Rosie strains her |ng to grief. The—th Hussars were 
brain since Dainty’s fierce hand-grip eyes to see if she can recognize any unfelgnedly sorry for Dainty, from the 
assured him that he was not all aban- on® ou£0m_ „t trumpeter of his troop to the colonel 
doned of his kin when that terrible Yes, mother! she exclaims at commanding.
sentence, "Penal Servitude for Lite,” }S5ft?’ she drops *** opera-glasses. "And how long are you going to
smote unon his ear He sees again the t~le is there, I am sure; I saw him. honor us with your company ? in-cmwd of curious Les thM were bent Let us walk back to the landing-stage qulre(1 a6, Vner finished, they
upon him as he left the dock—many, The Packet will _ be there almost as 8jt over their coffee at the open win- 
too, that were well Known to him, and a0°*> es we now. . dow, listening to the drums and bugles
had smiled genial greeting to his sa- ai?wl7 tbe steamer works her way 0f the regiment at the castle, 
lute but a few weeks before. He had «P the harbor; with vociferous shrieks -only for four days,” 
cursed humanity in his heart as the If t off her steam, and amldmuch tur- Dainty. “I have but a week’s leave, 
prison-van bore him away, and he ™screaming, and and there’s the coming and going. It

Mr thoueht over how those with whom he warped along the quay side. Dainty, 18 hard to get away for longer at thisM had gdlned andle,ted bad «me to J^tJnâlcgUng his »=rtmantoau and tlme 0-f L%earS La you, Rosie, how
uoon tfirn1»?'the stake! TolouS ££ WWV « mU8t ^ ^
little sympathy from acquaintances, to tiS has discerned^ his mother "No,” she replied- “11 have learnt
discover when thé measure of friend- 40,1 cousin on the outskirts of the to do wjthout society now. At first,
■hin Rhfl’ti he tested what a small resl- crowd- Another moment he has course, one was too grieved to think 

to tou WM a lesson MAu- clasped the former in his arms, and of liond néw l have got quite used
Sî ÏSSion hAeTto S Shaken hands with the latter. % lbrtog with my music and my £en-
rloe Bllerton had then to learn. Misa Fielding is not altogether sat- •jÇÎ. are very good. Dainty; you

It may be urged that a criminal is igfigfi with this salutation. She reflects tft£ c shall never want for new
■ unentitied to such sympathy; and yet that Dainty used to kiss her on such wiks or mw music ”

if there Is tinge enough of tomeae® occasionS- ^ WOnders a tittle why An hour of such desultory conver-
about his crime, how often he receives he has omitted that ceremony now. satlon and Frank Bllerton an-It. Still, those who have known a man ghe ^ always rather Jealous and critl- n*unoea hla intention of smoking his 
well might be expected to feel some cal 6t hls attentions to herself, al- cigar on the nier
regret for hls fall, hls degradation, al- though she is scarcely aware of it, and “Delightful!” exclaims Rosie. “You’ll
belt there is no palliation of hi» of- wol}fo have prebably Indignantly de- take me with you7 of course. You
ending visible to their eyes. tiled that It was so bad any one ven- wo„.t mind being left alone, mother,

Had Rolf Laroom’s view of the case tured to make such comment In her iQf an hour?”
been known to the public, then the hearing. "Not at all, but I shall say good-
man that was supposed to have com- "It Is a great comfort to see you nlghti as I shell very likely be gone 
mitted perjury to save from the effects again, Frank,” said Mrs. Bllerton with to be(1 before you come lh again." 
of his forgeries the estate of the wo- a faint smile, as she slipped her hand Another quarter of an hour saw
man he loved would have been assured within her son’s arm, and they walked and her cousin pacing the pier,
of their sympathy. There was ro- away in the direction of the market- an(J en 
mance about that idea, and he would place. "Yes,
have been much pitied, perhaps even “Good of you to say so, mother," re- girl, "and the blow at first told upon 
glorified. The second crime would p]je(j Dainty. "I hope you’ve got some her fearfully. She’ll never get over it, 
have obliterated the first:- It wouiu <unner for me- for your boy Is ln â Dainty—never bè the bright, bonnie 
have been - said this man sacrificed gtate of fierce carnivorous hunger, and mother she was again. It weighs 
himself to save a womamfrom the re- bls uppermost thought at present is upon her mind much that she did not 

That he had for the flesh-pots." V see Maurice, at all events once before
"Yes, we counted on your being at she left town. Do you know the dear- 

dinner with us tonight. Rosie was est hope of her life now?” 
quite confident about It. But I, Frank, "That he may be pardoned?” said 
can never be sanguine again.” her cousin gently. “But there’s little

"Hush!" replied Dainty as he pressed chance of It" 
her arm. "It’s been a sore sorrow to “No, she’d be content with less than 
get through, and It’s not to be sup- that. If she might but see him again, 
posed we can any of us forget it. Still, she’d be satisfied.” And Rosie lifted 
mother, you have learnt to bear It her blue eyes somewhat Inquisitively 
bravely now ; Is It not so ?” and Frank to her companion's face.
Bllerton peered inquisitively Into hls "I’m afraid the authorities wouldn't 
mother's face. allow that; besides, It would be a very

She smiled fondly up at him as she sad meeting for her, even if it were 
replied: possible. She would be inexpressibly

‘Tve dried my tears, dear, but I shocked to see Maurice ln hls prison 
don’t think I can say much more. My garb, and otherwise much changed, 
burden I must carry to my grave. My Listen, Rosie; I know all that part of 
sole hope Is to see him once more,” the world well, and once went over
and her eyes sought her son’s wist- Portland Prison. I thought, a few

y, but Dainty only gazed Badly months ago, It would be a comfort to 
back into her face. "They used to have a look at him, poor dear fellow, 
laugh at me,” she continued with a even from a distance, I ran down to 
nervous twitching of her poor p^le Weymouth for tvfo’. nights, Intending 
tips, fend say that I loved you best, to pass a couple of days loitering about 
Prank; but, you see, Maurice needs the quarries till - A sew- him. I crossed 
my love most now. I am sbmetlmes over to Portland, but After I had en- 
sorry that I didn’t insist upon seeing countered the. first gang of prisoners, 
him before he left London; but I sup- i had no heart to go on. Better, I 
pose that he anfl you were right in thought, never to see him more than
your decision, and we were bound to to see him in his disgrace. And then
think a little of Rosie. It would have it flashed across me how exquisitely 
been very terrible for her to have painful It would be for him to be 
been dragged before a court of law.” looked upon in his humiliation by any 

“I did what he most wished, one he loved.” 
mother,” replied Dainty ln a low voice, “i can fancy that,” replied Miss 
“and It was consolation to him in his Fielding softly; “but,” she continued, 
misery to think that you Were spared emphasizing her words, “the mother 
ln some measure all the gossip hie must see him again!” 
crime called forth. I think myself he “Impossible!" replied Dainty as the 
Judged rightly in the matter.” smoke-wrèaths curled between his lips.

“Ah, well," she replied mournfully, “There is nothing impossible to a 
“It is sad grief to a mother when woe man, sir,” retorted Rosie sharply, 
comes upon her children. It Is bitter Bllerton gazed at her for a moment 
agony when she finds herself debarred in no little astonishment, and then re- 
from whispering her own love, and pued quietly: 
sympathy into their ears. It has been 
hard—It is still hard—to bear. I 
know, Frank dear, you have done the 
best you could for all of us, but, my 
boy, I must sorrow for Maurice till 
my death.”

Dainty said nothing, but pressed 
the little hand that rested on hls arm, 
and turned hls head away. The sight 
of his mother’s patient, woe-worn face 
was wont to bmlg a choking sensation 
Into hls throat, that necessitated some 
effort to master.

“We must wait a little for Rosie," he 
said at length, for Mies Fielding had 
loitered some little distance behind 
them; not wishing to Intrude upon the 
first interview between mother and 
son; but she was not many paces in 
the rear, and upon seeing that she tyas 
waited for, speedily Joined them.

It was a quiet, but not altogether 
dinner that the trio went 

Sobered ln

most likely for want of assistance 
afterwards," replied the girl senten- 
tlously. "Will you try, Dainty, to res­
cue him?"

And once more Miss Fielding looked 
anxiously Into her cousin’s face.

"No," returned Bllerton somewhat 
roughly. “But come, It Is time' to go 
home, and cease planning hopeless 
conspiracies.”

"It were easily done if there were a 
man to do it,” replied Rosie bitterly, 
as with a swift step she turned home­
wards,

“She must love him very dearly,” 
mused Dainty Bllerton as he strode 
along by her side. “But her schemes 
are preposterous!”

Indignant with the reception of her 
plans, Miss Fielding bade her cousin 
a somewhat cold “good-night,” and be­
took herself at once to her pillow. As 
for Dainty, he stood for a quarter of 
an hour gazing out Into the moonlit 
street, and musing over Rosie’s affec­
tion for Maurice—thinking how sad It 
was that this, also, should be added 
to the ' bitter cup It had been their 
fortune to taste. He smiled as he re­
flected on Rosie’s romantic notions, 
and thought bow awkward would be 
Ills situation as an officer In Her 
Majesty’s service, aiding and abetting 
a criminal to escape from one of Her 
Majesty’s prlsdns. Well, be need not 
trouble himself much about that; a 
very "castle in the air” the Idea of 
rescuing Maurice from hls fate, and 
their all settling down ln some foreign 
land! Yet Dainty thought he could 
leave the regiment with much less re­
gret now than he could have done a 
few months back. To start afresh in 
some country where their stpry was 
unknown, was a picture not without 
its charms to him in his present state 
of mind.

CHAPTBR XV.—Continued.
"Well, to begin with, blacking and 

water don’t make bad ink, and I "could 
very soon find a bit of steel or some­
thing I’d make a pen out ol But as 
you ain’t handy, I'll tell you what I’ll 
do. Til Just get a sheet of note-paper 
or two, a pen and some ink on my 
own account, and hand ’em over to 
you. I reckon you’ve 
money, haven’t you?”

“Yes. Not a great deal, perhaps, 
but——"

that would be very painful fur 
of you. We must trust it ma> 
happen. But come in, won’t 
she continued, as they arrived 
cottage.
.A very picturesque dwelling 
that of Captain Holdershed, a nr„Uv 
little one-storied cottage, half-*,,, , ’ 
ered in Jasmine, passion flower 
Virginia creeper. The little ' 
that separated it from the 
gay with flowers, and the walks, 
plots, and -borders kept with 
loue neatness.

Only on account of hls idol Dainty, 
but he knew them both. The house 
had been ever open to- him on his 
stray visits to London, and be was 
immeasurably grlèved at the result of 
Maurice’s trial. Be and Jennie had 
moaned over It together; like a true 
son of Brin, he grew more amorous 
as he grew more pathetic; and after 
having relieved himself of a monody 
concerning the Ellertons, Tim was 
wont to endeavor to console both 
himself and his auditor with a little 
love-making. He asked Jennie indeed 
to marry him every few weeks, and 
was gravely and regularly, refused. It 
seemed to make no manner of differ­
ence ln their relations. Mr. Weaver 
upon these occasions threw much 
tragedy Into hls leave-taking.

Fare thee well, end If for ever,
StHI for ever fare thee well,

"tvvr 

at the

was

friends with Rai­
ma!

grass
.. The dining pari,...... .
the right was fitted up with 
sideboard, chairs, etc., of Spanish 
hogany, not your gimcrack n 
article, but mahognay dark as , j„h, 
and shining like patent leather f! 
the left was the sitting-room—nri, 
drawing-room, please to bear in 
A comfortably furnished room 
with divers easy-cbairs, and 
old-fashioned sofa.

"Who could come down with a ten­
ner when necessary,” interrupted Mr. 
Blades. “That’s the ticket! I'll put 
you in communication with 'em by 
Portland special post. We don't want 
the Governor running 
love-letters—do we? 
worthy with a wink; "and when we 
write to Inform the Home Secretary 
that the Governor ain’t fit for hls posi- 
tieh, it isn’t likely *e should think him 
just the feller to forward our com 
plainte. I say, wot was you lagged 
for?"

Maurice’s face flushed slightly as he 
replied quietly;

"Forgery."
"Ah!”’ said the loquacious 

Blades, "that’s wot I calls educated 
burglary. When you’ve edlcation 
go m for forgery, and lays hold of the 
mopusses that way; when you ain’t, 
why, you sticks to the legitimate, as 
I do. There wasn't a better man In 
the profession than I was—and they 
knew It, exclaimed Mr. Blades en­
thusiastically—the man’s vanity com­
pletely overmastering him. “Why 
there waen’t standing room In the 
Court during my trial, and those— 
what d’ye call ’em? — sun-likeness 
chap was a-ehootlng me all day. The 
picture-papers, top, sent specials to 
draw me—rand 'the dallies’ fellers to 
talk to me about how I did it.”

“I recollect your trial,” said Maurice.
safe deemed lm-

’ Hil

hls eye over our 
continued that

-ugh, 
a huga 

A modest book-
case contained a supply of som-wha, 
old-fashioned literature. The Waver- 
ley Novels, those of Marryatt (much 
Prized by the Captain these last) th« 
“Vicar of Wakefield,” Burns, Scott s 
poems and Campbell’s, Dibdin’s songs 
a few odd volmes of the Spectator' 
etc. But the room contained no 
piano, for the best of all reasons- 
there was no one to make use of j't 
had it been there. Nor were there 
any feminine frivolities, ln the shape 
of work littered about the tables 
Crochet, tatting, and embroiderv were 
to Jennie as the mysteries of Eleusis 
But there was a ball of twine, a mesh 
and c. netting needle on the mantel­
piece; a half-tied fly, and one of 
Dickens’s novels lay on the little 
In the window. A couple of tishing. 
rbds reclined In one corner of the 
room, and a landing-net In another 
A small glazed sailor’s hat, with a blue 
ribbon, hung against the wall, while 
vases of fresh flowers were 
where.

was a very, favorite quotation of his 
as he shook hands. To which Jennie, 
with a merry laugh, was wont to re­
ply, “Ah, mind you come over on 
Wednesday, if It’s a fishing day! I 
want some trout, and you help me to 
want

replied
’

trout, and you 
to kill some.” 

muttering something 
about crushed feelings and wound­
ed pride, Mr. Weaver would bid 
Miss Holdershed a stately good-night 
Much emphasis on the "Miss Holder­
shed"—he always called her Miss Jen­
nie except upon these momentous oc­
casions. But he would reappear again 
in a day of two, apparently quite ob­
livious that “me heart and me for­
tune” had been rejected. The one was 
a cullender, the other a myth; but it 
was only in these moments of roman­
tic enthusiasm that Tim ever laid 
claim to the latter.

At last

some
must help me 
Indistinctly

you

table

Jennie rouses herself, and 
exclaims, “Come, Nance, It’s time to 
trot home."

"Will you mind what I've been tell­
ing you?" asked Nance. ^

"What was that, child ?W 
“To beware of that maS. What is 

it they call him? Ellton—Ellton—El- 
liton, ain’t It?"

"Pooh, you little goose! I’m not 
(ikely to see him again for one thing, 
and he’d work me no harm If I did, 
for another.”

“Oh, Miss Jennie! Miss. Jennie! 
lon’t be wilful,” cried Nance earnestly, 
It was ‘the Lady’ herself showed it 
ne ln the Well. Whatever she shows 
.ou there at midnight always comes

Jennie made no answer. She knew 
perfectly that the child emphatically 
believed in the "Lady of the Well”; 
that she was wont to sit by Its side 
peering tote its deep, clear waters 
these summer nights, and fancy she 
saw pictures In its shadows. She was 
a child of dreams, with faith in fairies, 
brownies, apparitions, and visions. 
Connected with the world her belief 
was limited to unmeasured love and 

Who else had ever 
kindness,

themselves ln her?—little passionate 
Pagan that she was, with a warm, 
affectionate heart under her ragged 
frock, and a puick intelligence be­
neath her unkempt disheveled locks all 
the same—locks, 'too, that she did 
make great efforts at times to render 
smooth in obedience to Jennie’s re­
bukes for their general untidlqess. 
.JPtlm'Vtyey. 6AA Ascended 
the path through the wood, and were 
but a feW feet above the' stream. The 
Well is only a pool, through which 
the brook flows, and around two sides 
of which runs a low stone parapet 
Glancing through the bushes, Jennie 
Is aware of a man resting on this 
parapet. Her heart gives a little 
Jump—Just possible, she thinks, that 
it may be he with whom her mind is 

esent ocou 
peep' (shows her 
Weave*.

He is gazing vacantly into the wa­
ters beneath him, and no sooner does 
Nance descry him than Jennie feels 
a sharp tug at her dress, and over her 
shoulder comes a quick, earnest 
whisper.

“Hist! Miss Jennie; maybe she’s 
talking to him.”

But Jennie refuses to yield to her 
follower’s superstition, and a pebble, 
displaced by her feet, rolling down the 
bank, causes Mr. Weaver to raise hls 
head.

“Ah!” he exclaims, rising, “I've been 
to look for you at the cottage, and as 
you weren’t there, I thought, maybe, 
you might be somewhere else.”

"Very glad to see you,” replied Jen­
nie, as she. shook hands with him, 
laughing. “And you thought some­
where else meant here.”

"That’s so,” returned Mr. Weaver 
gravely. "Well, Nance, my woiflan, 
have you found the ‘good people’ 
yet?"

"No,” replied the child. “Do you 
think there are any in Dorsetshire?”

” 'Tis positive I am as that I’m in 
these parts,” replied Tim, with a droll 
twinkle in hls eye. “Bedad, Nance, 
we can’t have ye throwing doubts up­
on the neighborhood in that way.”

The child locked at him for a minute 
with a troubled expression, and then 
replied petulantly :

“If you mean the folk about here 
are good, they ain’t—except her,” and 
Nance nointed to Jennie.

"Hush, Nance, you little spitfire!” 
said Jennie gently; “you don’t mean 
that, you know.”

“Yes, I do,” replied the child dog- 
"Nobody is ever good to me

During the remaining three days of 
hls stay, Rosie returned continually to 
her point, with all a woman’s perti­
nacity. He might pooh-pooh her, 
laugh at her, growl at her, snub her, 
but she Insisted on talking about it. 
She Insisted that it was possible. She 
insisted that it was his duty to rescue 
Maurice from his degradation—to pour 
balm once more into his mother's 
heart Dainty might pish and psha, 
and vow she talked the veriest non­
sense, but Rosie was Inextinguishable.'

When a pretty girl dedicates three 
days to drumming an idea into our 
heads, although we may deem it a 
fallacy, regard it as an absurdity, and 
even laugh at the fair but illogical 
propounder, yet we do not forget it. 
We may never act upon it, but it re­
mains with us, a sweet bit of fooling, 
perhaps, but, withal, to be looked 
pleasantly back upon.

Now, this was precisely Dainty 
Ellerton’s case; that wild notion of 
Rosie’s was Implanted ln hls brain, 
had taken . no definite shape as yet. 
but was still there to be turned over 
and reflected upon. As he steamed 
back to Newhaven, Dainty meditated 
more upon It than Miss Fielding could 
have conceived possible, considering 
the contempt he had held it ln during 
the last three days. But Bllerton, as 
we know, was ln a morbid frame bf 
mind concerning society Just now. He 
was incessantly attributing motives to 
society of which society never even 
dreamt. He conjured up the mocking 
finger iff- seorn pointing towards him, 
when no such finger was ever baised. 
He mistrusted the world, and deemed 
it gibed at him when It only smiled.

A man ln this state Is not unlikely 
to lend himself to wildest chimeras, 

himself clear of all

A few prints, chiefly of a 
nautical description, decorated the 
walls, Interspersed here and therewith 
an unframed chart or two—reminis­
cences to the Captain of some 
of years gone by. 
bower, in to which, tossing oft her 
neat boating straw hat, she 
ushers Mr. Weaver.

Jennie is somewhat undecided in 
her own mind as to whether to 
fide to her visitor that she has good 
reason to suppose Dainty Bllerton is 
in the neighborhood. Nance’s vision 
and dreams are nothing new to Jen­
nie. , She has been the confidante of 
many such, but she believes that 
this occasion Nance has really seen 
Dainty, and that it Is no vague whim 
of her imagination; still, thinks Jen­
nie, it is quite possible he does not 
want his presence in these parts to 
be generally known, and quick-witted 
Jennie does not deem her open-hearted 
admirer Just the person to entrust a 
secret to. Better keep such knowledge 
to herself, she thinks—at all events, 
for the present. And then suddenly 
it flashes across the girl that he may­
be here to endeavor to communicate 
with hls imprisoned brother. A Port­
land-bred lass like Jennie is quite 
aware of the illicit traffic carried on 
with the prisoners. She knows that 
there are those on the island who, 
compelled by the activity of the coast­
guard and revenue officers to abandon 
the more daring and open smuggling

questionable pennies, which they term 
honest, by the conveying of letters 
and divers other contraband articles 
to those within the prison walls, whose 
friends enable them to pay royally for 
such luxuries. All this glances through 
Jennie’s mind, in less time than in has 
taken me to write It. Her heart thrills 
with exultation as she whispers to 
herself. If this is so, he will want me.

Mr. Weaver, albeit he has contem­
plated the lady of hls love for some 
minutes with mute admiration, is by 
no means addicted to such taciturn 
worship ; on the contrary, he is a most 
loquacious adorer, end now breaks 
silence with—“Troth, Miss Jennie, 
there’s a dumbness come over you. 
It’s may be you're thinking of how 
cruel you have t>een to me lately. If 
you could but imagine how much 
sweeter It Is to give than to refuse, 
and how much more becoming a yes 
is to your pretty tips than a negative ?"

"What again, and so soon, sir!” 
laughed Jennie, while she admonished 
him with her forefinger. “Don’t you 
know you’ve no business to get in 
earnest again for three weeks yet.”

“Och, faith?” exclaimed Mr. Weaver, 
laughing, "who could make love by the 
almanac ?, By me soul, I suppose you’d 
have me only ask your consent when 
the moon’s at the full. It'd be a 
mighty bad compliment to be paying 
you.”

“How so ?” v
“Well, they do say,” rejoined Tim, 

hls eyes dancing with devilment, “that 
weak-headed folks are not just re­
sponsible for their actions 
times.”

“Mr. Weaver,”
It all now. It’s only when you’re not 
quite yourself that you go so far. Ah, 
she continued, clasping her hands in 
mock anguish, "to think that I have 
but one admirer, and that, by his own 
confession, even he’s a lunatic.”

“Arrah, Miss Jennie, you know bet­
ter, it’s only funning 1 am. By the 
rock of Cashel, I am in downright 
68.rn6st ! **

Again the laughter pealed from the 
girl’s lij)s as she exclaimed, “Undone, 
undone ! It's only funning he is, m 
downright earnest.”

you mean laughing at everything 
I say,” responded Tim tartly, “maybe 
the sooner fm gone the better.”

“Nonsense,” said Jennie, “you know 
you’re never angry with me. If I have 
offended I ask pardon”; and as she 
spoke she rose and dropped him a 
curtsey. “Will that do, sir?”

"Ah, don’t tease,” 
humored Irishman’s reply; but at this 
instant fell upon their ears the noise 
of wheels, and above the noise of the 
wheels rose gruesome nautical invect­
ive, succeeded again by a deep bass 
voice trolling out in sonorous tones—

“You broke open a 
pregnable.”

The burklar Indulged In a low laugh 
as he replied :

“Yes, and, wot’s more, Bill Blades 
never yet saw the bolt, lock, or bar 
that could beat him, if he’d a mind to 
go through ’ém.”

“Why do you stop here, then? ex­
claimed Maurice 

Mr. Blades’s face fell.
“I’ll tell you,” he replied, speaking 

slowly. “I could break out of this 
prison easy enough, if I set to wofk 
to think about It, but I couldn’t get 
clear of the island. Th%t’s where It 
is! I have no mind to bfeak out only 
to be brought back again within twen­
ty-four hours, to undergo dark cells, 
or ‘the separates' on breadrand-water. 
But bush! times’s up; here come the 
warders to march us back. I’ll not 
forget the note-paper and pen." And, 
with a nod to Maurice, Mr. Blades fell 
Into hls squad, and was duly walked 
away to hls “private apartment.”

When Maurice found himself once 
more locked up, be sat down upon hls 
bed and began to think. For the first 
time since ills sentence, interest was 
aroused ln him. It was very rarely by 
the prison regulations that he was al­
lowed to write or receive letters. True, 
he could count upon such from hls 
mqther, brother, Rosie with certainty, 
when they were permitted; but, of 
course, these were read in the first in­
stance by the officials, as were also 
his replies. As regards Dainty and 
hls cousin, the knowledge of this para­
lyzed their pens. They could not bring 
themselves to write otherwise than 
guardedly when they knew that what 
they wrote was to be first perused by 
the eye of a stranger. It was only the 
all-powerful love of a mother that 
could rise superior to this. She alone 
dared to pour out all that was ln her 
sore-stricken heart, reckless of who 
saw it, so that It greeted her son’s eyes 
at last. Careless of comment or re­
mark, so that she succeeded in miti­
gating his weasjr lot in some respect.

Still it is easy to enter into the feel- 
lnb which swayed Dainty and his 
cousin. Most of us would write with 
leaden pens, if we thought that our 
careless words were to undergo scru­
tiny before they reached their destina­
tion. Such supervision Is, of course, 
a necessity to a prison; but it strikes 
hard upon those who still weep and 
sorrow for the captive; who, though 
they have nought to urge in extenua­
tion of hls crime, yet cannot help shed­
ding bitter tears over hls marred, lost, 
broken life;—who yet love him, and 
cling to him though society has cast 
him uot. And even the greatest crimi­
nals have, as a rule, some one who Is 
bowed to the dust with grief,—I won’t 
say for their wrong-doing, but for the 
consequences it has entailed on them. 
When there is none left to drop a tear 
him out And even the greatest crtml- 
what it may, pray God-that the grave 
may close over you quickly, unloved, 
unwept, why linger here? Better the 
quiet oblivion of the tomb, with a 
meek trust ln the all-merciful good­
ness of the Creator.

Maurice, ruminating on hls quaint 
companion’s words, begins to think 
that he sees a way of communicating 
with those dear to him constantly—of 
writing and receiving letters that shall 
undergo no supervision of the authori­
ties. He wants nothing more—only 
letter*. For the earthly Joys of Mr. 
Blades, such as tobacco and occasional 
small bottles of spirits, he has no crav­
ing. But to hear often from those he 
loves will brighten his life wonder­
fully. The doubt and uncertainty, too, 
about that smuggled correspondence 
will once more give zest to hls exist­
ence. He will have something to live 
for. . ^ , -r

It is surprising upon what a mini­
mum of hdpe men will feed, to what 
straws they will cling, at what shad­
ows they will clutch. As the song 
says

voyage 
Such is Jennie'sgaged in earnest conversation, 

she looks frail,” replied the

suddenly.
con­

sults of his iniquity, 
simply committed two crimes Instead 
of one, that he had elected to defraud 
hls creditors instead of hls cousin, 
would not have been noted, ■ nor en­
tered into by the world generally.

But Mr. Laroom’s suspicions, and
known

upon

the grounds for them, were 
only to himself and one or two of his 
coadjutors. Even his fierce exclama­
tion in the court had made no perma­
nent impression, although it had occa­
sioned some sensation at the time. 
Whether he was right or not in hls- 
conjecture time may show. trust in Jennie, 

shown much or interestedCHAPTER XVI.
The Sewing of the Seed.

Slowly pacing the pier at Dieppe, 
and glancing occasionally over the 
bright, sunny waters at the smoke of 
a still distant steamer, are two ladies; 
the elder attired in deep mourning, and 
wrapped in her own reyerie.s, w$h face 
pale and sad, seems to pay bu£ little 
ieed to the prattle of her young com­
panion. This latter, too, is marvelous- 
y sobered in manner since we last 

saw her a year ago. The terrible blow 
that has fallen upon the house of El- 
lerton has wrought a great change in 
Rose Fielding. The capricious little 
Siiry we once knew has been trans­
muted into a loving, watchful woman 
by the sorrow that has come upon 
them. Her devotion to Mrs. Bllerton 
is immeasurable. She hovers over her 
with untiring assiduity, ever ready to 
weep with her, or to talk softly over 
the bright bygone days that are fled; 
to throw what comfort she may on the 
future; to picture forth such relief as 
she can conjure .up to their present 
grief and desolation; to whisper, with 
fond caresses, that mitigation of such 
sentences always comes with time— 
that the mother will yet clasp her boy 
In her arms again. Who so clever as 
Rosie at pleading extenuating circum­
stances for her cousin’s crime? Who 
so satisfied with the results of her 
special pleading as she, when winning 
a faint smile from that woe-worn face.

Dieppe, gossiping, Inquisitive, tike 
any other small watering-place, Is per­
fectly aware of the history of that el­
derly lady to deep mourning, and the 
pretty fair-haired girl who Is always 
by her side. Dieppe, somewhat sore 
from sharp encounters with adven­
turers and "mauvais sujets," with 
bitter recollections of distinguished 
English people who had left it abrupt­
ly, and with strange oblivion of vari­
ous outstanding accounts, had turned 
up its virtuous nose in the first in­
stance, and eyed with cold disdain 
these relations of one “who is expiat­
ing his crimes at the galleys,” as they 
phrased It. But the quiet, unobtrusive 
life the two women led, and especially 
the promptitude with which their 
modest bills were always settled, had 
Induced Dieppe lately to regard them 
rather with sympathy. It Is true 
Dieppe society, that tittle mixed cos­
mopolitan hotbed of scandal, had, after 
much gossip and shaking of Its head, 
decided that the tine must be drawn 
somewhere, and that “really It was 
quite Impossible, you know. They 
were very sorry for Mrs. Bllerton; be­
lieved her to be a woman much to be 
pitied; but you can’t call upon a con­
vict’s mother, you know.” And then 
Dieppe society shook Its head once 
more, and waited to hear what you 
had to say to that. Rosie and her 
aunt were happily ignorant of the 
fierce discussion that had gone on 
about them. Desiring to live in com­
plete retirement, It had never entered 
their heads that Dieppe society had 
agitated its august mind as to whether 
they might be received into its bosom. 
Perhaps things had turned out for the 
best, for Dieppe would have probably 
resented the refusal of the hand of 
fellowship had it been proffered, while 
most assuredly it would have been re­
jected If extended.

It was tittle likely that Mrs. Eller- 
ton and Rosie, bowed down by their 
sorrow, should covet the making of 
mere watering-place acquaintances. 
The mother seemed all insensible of 
the disgrace that attaches Itself, how­
ever unjustly, to the near relations of 
a great criminal. She thought only of 
her son, of his misery, of hls punish­
ment. How the world might regard 
her was a petty consideration, that had 
as yet scarce crossed her mind. With 
Rosie It was different; she was keenly 
sensitive on this point Not that for 
one moment she ever blenched at such 
ordeal. But she was painfully alive 
to the curious stare, the half-whis­
pered commentary, that so constantly 
attended their appearance ln public. 
To all this Mrs. Bllerton was utterly 
blind. She put on mourning as soon

full

and to wrench 
associations with savage exultation.

Chewing the cud of his morbid 
imaginings off storm-beaten Beachy 
Head, we must now leave Dainty for 
the present. pled;

the
but a second 

t It Is only Mr.
at

CHAPTER XVII. 
The Wedding Guest.

"It’s truth I’m telling you, Miss 
Jennie. I was peeping aboutV last 
night, trying if I could see some of the 
‘good people’ Mr. Weaver’s always 
talking about It Is hard; I look so 
often for them, and I never find 'em. 
Mr. Weaver said ‘she’d likely help 
me,’ ” continued Nance, waving her 
hand in the direction of the Well, "but 
though I've often asked her she won't,”

“But where was It you saw him?” 
inquired Jennie Holdershed. The pair 
were on the top of that grassy knoll 
that overhung the Wlshing-well, and 
which commanded such a lovely view 
of Weymouth Bay. The identical spot 
indeed, at which our story commenced.

"Well, it was just by the edge of the 
wood there; I was creeping alqng the 
wall, when he suddenly sprang over 
the stile. I saw the face well, for the 
moon shone down upon it, and then 
he disappeared down the hill. Mind, 
I think It was only his wraith,” said 
Nance dropping her voice, "but it was 
the face of that gentleman who used 
to go out fishing with you so often 
before Mr. Weaver came. I hate him."

"Nonsense, Nance,” replied Jennie. 
“If it was he whom you saw, I’m sure 
he was always very kind to you. You 
shouldn’t hate any one—but certainly 
not without rhyme or reason.”

The elfish child opened her eyes 
wide, and shook her - unkempt locks 
off her face as she replied:

'Why, you hate him too! Do you 
mind your wish the day he bid you 
good-bye; the day you threw your 
glass Into the Well? It’s because he 
angered you that I hate him.”

“Hush, Nance," returned the girl, 
thing back the child’s hair caress­

ingly, while the blood mounted in her 
own cheek». “We often say more than 

I was tired and vexed that 
—: he’s been in sad trouble

“Nor anything unimaginable by a 
woman.”

“I Imagine nothing but what Is pos­
sible,” rejoined Miss Fielding.

"If you would give your Imaginings 
definite shape, I "should be a better 
Judge of that polift,” replied her cousin 
curtly.

Rosie stopped abruptly ln her walk, 
paused for a moment, and then éx- 
clalmed in clear ringing tones:

“If I were a man, I would never 
rest till I had Màurice out of Port­
land, by fair means or foul. Now, do 
you understand what I mean?”

As Dainty gazed upon the fresh 
young face lifted up to the moonlight, 
and lit up with all the enthusiasm that 
the wild thoughts within her brain had 
conjured up, he thought he had never 
recognized his cousin's delicate beauty 
before.

"NOr” he replied at length, “I don’t 
think Î do.”

"You are dull of comprehension, 
then,” she retorted angrily. “What I 
mean Is this: Prisons have been broke 
before now. Surély a tittle assistance 
from without, and Maurice might 
be clear of Portland.”

A faint smile played over Dainty’s 
face as he replied :

“The days of Jack Sheppard are 
over, child. Men don’t escape from 
their bonds so easy in these times.’

“Oh, that I were a man ,for his 
sake!—or that I had any friend who 
would be a man for my sake,’ as 
Beatrice says,” exclaimed Rose pas­
sionately. “Will you affirm to me that 
no one ever succeeds ln breaking out 
of prison ln these days?”

“I can hardly say—I don’t know—I

those
unhappy
through that evening, 
great - measure though Rosie was, still 
the elasticity of her years could not be 
altogether- repressed, and a gleam of 

stiti flashed out occasion-

cried Jennie, "I see

the old fun .. .
ally. Nor was Mrs. Bllerton the least 
the kind of woman to frown upon 
such sallies. If she herself was still 
unable to put away that great sorrow 
that had befallen her, yet she could 
rejoice to see that her children had 
to some extent got over It. True, as 
she contemplated Dainty's face ln the 
mellow lamplight, she could but recog­
nize- a certain set hardness that had 
been altogether wanting there little 
more than a twelvemonth back. For 
Dainty, too, Is changed. That “in­
souciant” hussar, who had floated so 
carelessly down life’s summer stream, 
has become silent, reserved, and some- 

defiant of the world of late. He

soon

gedly. 
but you."

“Och 
not a
Weaver brusquely.

■T ain’t" sure,” said Nance.

mane that I’m 
Inquired Tim

,'ye kitten! d’ye 
friend to ye!" “If

“I be­
lieve you're telling me lies about the 
'good people.’ ”

“Troth, I never told ye I’d seen thlm. 
I only told ye I’d heard of thlm. May­
be,- neither you nor I will ever see 
thlm. I never saw ‘the Lady’ here, 
but It don’t follow, Nance, I never 
will.”

This last bit of casuistry completely 
vanquished the child, and she bid Mr. 
Weaver a gracious good-bye before 
tripping

“Did 
Jennie.
attend an old shipmate’s wedding, and 
I am afraid he will return in what he 
terms a nor’-nor’-west-by-north state. 
He usually does from such festivi­
ties.’’

"No I looked in, but the Captain 
wasn’t at home,” replied Tim. “The 
ould gentleman’ll be for seeing the fun 
out, I’m thinking. But I’ve something 
to tell you. Who do you think’s at 
Portland?”

Jennie started slightly, and then re­
plied, “I don’t know.”

“Maurice Bllerton,” said Tim very 
gravely; “and it seems he’s been for 
some time, though I only knew it yes­
terday. It’s very sad, you know, for 
me It’d break the heart of me to run 
across him in the prison dress. I quite 
tremble when I come near a lot of 
them now, for fear maybe I’d recog­
nize him among them.”

“Yes,” murmured the girt softly,

we mean, 
day. Besides, 
since, and I’m very sorry for him.”

“I don’t like him,” rejoined Nance 
doggedly.
harm. I saw it in the Well one night, 
and I dreamt it twice.”

“And what did you dream and 
see?” Inquired Jennie with no little 
curiosity.

"Always the same thing," whispered 
Nance. ” ‘She’ showed it me first. 
You were struggling in the water to­
gether, and I saw you sink lower and 
lower, and your struggles grew weaker 
and weaker, till at last you were both 
quite still; and then,” muttered Nance 
ln awestruck tones, "you both sank 
slowly out of my sight, and I knew 
that you were, drowned. All your hair 
was loose and tangled, your face so 
pale and still, your eyes closed; but 
I can never see hls face just after the 
first. I wonder why this is?” said 
Nance meditatively.

Jennie made no reply. She was lost 
in thought 
this year had her love for Dainty 
Bllerton been growing up. She had 

him—never heard from

jkm’t .
“Stop!” she interrupted vehemently. 

“You say you know those parts. Did 
you never hear of a prisoner escap­
ing?”

“Well, yes. By Jove! now I come 
to think of it, there was one fellow 
who got as far as Dorchester; I recol­
lect his being taken in the town when 
I was quartered thère.”

“Ah!" she exclaimed triumphantly— 
“I knew it Had he but friends to 
have helped him, he would doubtless 
have got clear off. You must try it 
Dainty. Of course, he would have to 
fly abroad, but he could go anywhere. 
There are places where he would be 
safe—anything sooner than that he 
should pass hls life In the misery he 
does now—anything that may place 
him once more by hls mother’s 
side."

She ceased and stood looking up 
Into hls face ln mute passionate ap­
peal; the moonbeams playing through 
her chestnut tresses, and irradiating 
her clear-cut, delicate features.

“I am afraid you are talking non­
sense, Rosie,” he replied at length. 
“Escapes from Portland are very rare; 
and those who have achieved them 
have, I fancy, been invariably recap­
tured ln the course of a few days.”

“What has been done can be done 
again. It they were re-taken, it was

what „ , „
mixes but tittle in society now, and Is 
keenly sensitive to any appearance of 
slight that may be put upon him. He 
who a short time back, In hls self- 
contained, indolent way, never dreamt 
but that his presence must be accept­
able anywhere, now regards hls recep­
tion jealously.

Society Is tolerably callous and hard 
of heart, It must be allowed. Still It 
seldom goes the length of tabooing an 
acknowledged favorite for the sins of 
his relatives—not quite so merciful 
perhaps with regard to the other sex 
—but to a man it is usually lenient. 
Still to a man In Dainty’s present 
mood, It Is not easy to be civil and 
hospitable. When a man is anticipat­
ing slight or affront, he rarely falls to 
discover them. It is Impossible he 
should not do so; he takes umbrage 
at shadows ; twists the most common­
place observation into a remark to 
hls own disparagement. There is no 
dealing with such warped, Jealous na- 

Llke. the thief who

“He’s born to work youHope directs the fancy, saving mortals 
from despair;

And we all forget onr sorrows, building 
castles ln the air.

was the good-

But it is when hope ties slain within 
us that we taste the bitterness of 
death. It is seldom, perhaps, that such 
awful doom descends on man in this 
world. In his direst necessity, to the 
cruellest lot ever meted out to him, 

ln the far distance, ln

to her cottage, 
you see my uncle?” asked 

“He went Into Weymouth to

across

There was little Tom Linstock, of Dover, 
Got killed, and left Polly in pain:

Poll cried, but her grief was soon over, 
And then She got married again.there Is ever, 

the dim horizon of the future, a faint 
ray of heaven-born hope. A mere 
glimmer It may be, but to how many 
ntiserable lives, to how many pinched 
homes, to how many stricken hearts, 
to how many struggling human beings, 
does that far-away gleam constitute 
the whole poetry of existence, the one 
thing that makes this sordid every­
day life endurable? Sole gift of the 
gods not lost to mankind through 
Pandora's fatal curiosity.

And for some months Maurice Eller- 
ton had been without hope. It is but 
a small blessing that he had even now 
to look forward to, but it will be some­
thing to scheme, to work for. Letters ! 
Yes, letters that shall be unread of the 
prison authorities, that Is hls aim and 
ambition now. He Is possessed already 
with a feverish impatience to com-

"Now then, you swab, who the, etc.,
etc., told you to lie-to------”

“Jasmine Cottage, Captain,” re 
the flyman, touching hls hat.

“’Spose it is—’spose it is Jas’m vol­
tage; what of that, sir?” demander 
the veteran, fiercely. "Gentlemen i! > 
always want to go home, 
cool my head a li’le. Go on, you win;- - 
faced, ’sumptlve-looking, shiny-hc 

of a grampus!” t6E
The gallant mariner wqsr,£eatci 

an open carriage, wlthoiflqnls ha<- i- 
face beaming, and occasionally i 
ping the perspiration fro mhis bn 
with a huge silken bandana, vvt; ’ 
ever and anon he RecUcniaieci viole: U 
with hls telescope, y

Want : ’
Slowly but steadily all

son
never seen 
him, but she heard plenty about him 
from Mr. Weaver. He It was who 
brought over the paper, and made 
manifest to her the terrible blow that 
had fallen upon the Ellertons. The 
honest, impulsive Irishman was sorely 
distressed about the whole affair, not

sees antures.
officer ln every bush, so they discover 
Jibe or sneer in every sentence ad­
dressed to them. Dainty of late has 
taken much offence upon positively no 
foundation. He feels his brother’s dls- 
gracé 
with

so sorely, that he picks quarrels 
society upon quite Imaginary (To ha continued.)
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CHAPTER XVII.—Coj

to mut’ny ?” sal 
hold wrong ns 
thing. Make

“Mean 
tain. “<3°t
pveriaetin’° what call it, 

And here the- bibulous 
threatened hige 

„.,hman fiercely with hi 
“Oh, come out, Mr. Wea

nor'-nor’-by-nort
must get ‘him 

si

man

a very
rtoele!” cried Jennie,
.be little garden path. 
th“Yes. my dear,” replied 
-whars matter?”

"Do come m. 
o noise, I’m quite ashamec 

pretty sert o’ shins, zie 
-fl the veteran, from his 

addressing an imagina 
home li’le tired fr 
ceremony, and a 1 

like you comes out.

You're

fly,
“Co
-portant 
dence "

drink and sing, ban
sorrow.

The halt 
He that’s

Then
er was made -for

Forget thHow’s go on?
“Come along inside, Cap 

nosed Mr. Weaver. “I’m di 
something to drink.

“Not-ware asked you t 
retorted the Captain, with 
liness.

“ ‘May we ne er want a 
a bottle to give him,' ” sang 
er, unabashed. “T*
D've mean to say ye 11 nc 
thirst that’s consuming m 

The Captain stared fieri 
assailant for a minute or 

“Let m’out,” he exclaime 
“You’re good fellow î I lik 
ser Weaver! Not a ’mudg 
Give us arm; heavy sea < 
young as I was.”

With Mr. Weavers ass 
veteran was at length g< 
house; an operation a lit 
by his pertinaciously end 
place both the telescope a 

within Mr. Weaver’s;arm
resisting any other dispos 
former article. At the 
paused, to point out to Mr.

of ever getting man 
explain that the seeing ai 

succumb to such pit 
had quite upset h

folly

ness,
afternoon. I

“Shocking shing, sir! Sol 
depraved! Now, could 

of it? Made many poor fe 
drink.

so

Jack Junk wass ill-need by j 
And so took tp guzzling t] 

TIH he tnmm'led in old Da 
And z’here he got liquor

I say, s’hrikes me, Mi si 
want something to drin 

Jennie, I say! Branny ai 
“Nonsense, uncle ! ” re 

niece.
can’t want any more, and 
have any more.”

“WelJ, by------ !” cried t
rising, ‘Til break the” b 
‘cupboard open if you do 
key !”

• “Hist, Miss Jennie!” wl 
wtfcri irishman : “Best Jet .hi 
more tumbler; he’ir be 
trouble t® you then.”

The girl. took Mr. Weav 
and at once produced the 
and a carafe of fresh wat 
Weaver had predicted, the 
man got tranquil immed 
after a portentous gulp 
mahogany-looking tumble 
mixed, exclaimed :

“Snug and comfortable. 
Tell you all about ’mazing 
saw this morning. Just vvai 
my pipp.”

But this was not quit 
Putting a long clay pipe 1 
lips, the Captain lit a pied 
and holding it some t\y 
inches off the bowl, com 
puff with great gravity ; 
half a minute, he threw the 
the grate, and considering 
all aglow, although the fla| 
bacco had of course never 
contact, commenced smo 
miir-h solemnity.

“Tell you now ’bout tti 
accident,” puff, puff. “Cud 
gone out,” said the veterad 
another piece of paper, pi 
go through the above cered 
“Tell you all ’bout it no 
marked at length, puffing 
vigor at the still unlit pij 
just walked down to the pid 
Ser came in. Well, as shd 
don’t know what snevil's d 
the pipe,” and once more i 
solemnly lit a piece of ] 
holding it about half a fod 
bowl, puffed till he was b 
face.

Mr. Weaver could stand j 
but burst into a tremd 

faw. The Captain contend 
outbreak with a fixed star] 
seconds.
upon his mind that he wa 

Mr. Weaver’s mirth. 1 
astonishment his feature! 
changed into an expressio 
indignation. Suddenly rais 
fending pipe, he brought l] 
a crash upon the table, andi 
tered into fifty pieces, ej grily:

‘‘What the devil 
at, you”
Puppy? Never see a g 
with a pipe that would 

It was in vain Mr. "Vj 
fu to apologize the u 
to be appeased. Gulpil 
mainder of his brandi 
f, draught, and growl 
thunder out of which!
. SuIted in my own h| 
Jackanapes,” etc., wel 
anguished, with erratl 

sought his own »
For a few seconds! 

weaver sat silently ■ 
eceding grumbling ofl 

when suddenly fell 
Jack Junk was i 

vfocker,” followed by 
k ancient mari
ahîh ,bl*dke into a bu 
able laughter. 

p°or uncle!”
isn’?118^ not to IauS jsn t often,
|bat he
1 îîîyer saw him so u 

Faith. I’ll go ba
now till mor

Weaved SO°d"niS

Sirl sat tor 
ÿft aloflfs, mush 

t“ke<J-for appearance 
b°4 What could he
‘ure^asXVr13’ °

» « Is.” she 
i shalLzee him aga

to7h?eed
learn * ivay of what 
see hi W"1 be veidarlinim „agaln- a|th, 

n6, you must ne

we

You don’t want a

Slowly it bega

are 
blank, blar

said

Mr. Weav 
gets as bad
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