N

* ¢ Hold up your lantern,’ be whispered.
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t Robert,’ I said, ¢ it has gone over a gate —
we must go too!  Where are we 2

ror—
¢ Miss Dorothy ! Think what you are doiog,

and let us tura back wlile we can! You’ve had
sore affliction ; but it’s an awful thing to bring
an innocent mae to trouble /°

¢ The innocent man 18 in trouble ! T said pas-
siopately. ¢ Is 1t pothing that he should die, it
trath could save save bim ?  You may go back
if you like 5 but I shall go en. Tell me, whose
place is this 7’ )

¢ Never mind, my deer young lally,” be said.
éootbn:glr. ¢ Go on, and the Lord be with yon !
But be careful, You're sure you see it now 7

¢ Certain,” I said. ¢ It s moving. Come on.’

‘We went forward, and I bard a click behind
me.
¢ What was that ? T sard.
¢ Hush,? ke whispered ; ¢ make no noise! Tt
was my pistol.  Go geetly my dear young lady.
It s a farm yard, and you may stumble.’

¢ Tt bas stopped over a building !” T whispered.

¢t Not the house !’ be returped hoarsely.

¢T am gomng on,” I sai¢. ° Here we are.—
What isit ? Whose isit?’

" He came to me and whispered solemnly—

¢ Miss Dorothy! be brave, and make no
noise/ Weare in farmer Parker’s yard; and
this is a bara.’ :

Then the terror came over me.

¢ Let us turn back, 1 smd. °* You're right.
One may bear one’s own fronbles. but not drag
in other people. Take me bome !

But Robert would not take me home ; and
my courage came back, and I held the lantern
whilst be uofastened the door. Then the
ghastly band passcd into the barn, and we fol-
lowed if.

¢It has stopped in the far corner) I said.
¢ There seems to be wood or something,’

¢ It% bundles of wood,’ he whispered.

¢] know the place. Sit down, and tell me if
1t moves.’

I sat down, and waited long and wearily,
while he moved heavy bundles of firewood, paus-
g now and then to ask, ¢ Is it bere still #” At
last he asked no more ; and in a quarter of an
hour he only spoke once; then it was to say—

¢ This plank bas been moved.?

After a while be came away to look after a
spade. He found one,and went back again.
Al last a smothesed sound made me spring up
and rush to bim; but he met me, driving me
backo

1 beg of you, dear Miss Dorothy. keep away.
Have you a handkerchief with you ?

¢ ] bad one, and gave it to him. His hends
were covered with eartb. He bad only just gone
back again when [ gave & cry—

¢ Robert ! It has gone I’

¢ He came up to me, keeping one hand behind
him. .

¢ Miss Dorothy ; if ever you were good and
brave, bold out now !’

1 beat my hands togetber—* It has gone ! 1t
has gone !?

¢ 11 bas not gone ! be smd. Master Edmund’s
hand is o this handkerchief. It bas been buried
under a plaok of the flooring.’

I pasped. ¢ Let me seeat!

Baot he would not. ¢ No, no, my dear lady
yon must not—cannot. I only knew 1t by the
rogJ

Then he made me @it down again, whilat he
replaced the firewood ; and then, with the ut-
most quietness, we set out to returp, I holding
the lantern m one band,and with the other
chogieg to bis arm (for the apparition that bad
been my guide before was gone), and be carry-
iog the awful relic to his other hond. Ounce,as
we were leaving the yard he whispered—

* Look /?

* I see notbing,’ said I.

' There 18 nothing but the dog-kennel,” T sail.

¢ Miss Dorothy,” he said, ¢ the cog bas not
barked to-night.)’

By the time we resched bome, my mind had
fully reuhzed the importance of our discovery,
and the terrible sbort time left us w which to
profit by it, supposing, a8 1 fully believed, that it
wan the first step to the vindication of George’s
1nocence.. As we turned nto the gate, Robert,
who bad been silent for some time, broke out—
. *Muss Dorothy, Mr. George Manners i2 a8
ionocent as I am ; and -God forgive us all for
“doubting bum.  What shatl we do 7’

has a lodgiog close by the prison: I bave the
address. At eight o’clock to-morrow the king
himself could not undo ths injustice. We bave,
let me see, how muny bours.”

¢ 1t 1s twenty minutes to twelve.

¢ Rather more than eight hours. Heaven
help vs.  You will get somethiog to eat, Ro-
bert, and put the horses at once 1nto the chariot.
I wili be ready.?

I went up stairs and met Harriet at the door,
I pusbed her back into the room and took her
hande. :

¢ Harriet ! Robert has foond poor Edmund’s
hand with the ring, burted under some wood 1n
Thomas Parker’s baro. [ am gomg up to town
with him at ooce, to put the matter mto Dr,
Penn’s bands, and to save George Manners’ life,
if 1t be not too late,? .

She wrenched ber bands away, and flung her-
self at my feet. I never saw such a change
came over any face. She bad time in the (what
must bave been) aoxious interval of our absence,
for some painful enough reflection, and my an-
nouncement had broken tbrough the blindoess of
a selfish mind, and foond 13 way where sbe sel-
dom let anything come—to her feelings.

¢ Ob, Dolly, Dolly ! will you ever foraive me ?
Why did I oot te!l you before ? But I thought
it was only a dream. And indeed, indeed I
thought Mr. Manners had done it. But that
man Parker. If it bad not been for Mr. Man—
ners being found there, I shou!d have sworn that
Parker bad dome it. Dolly, I saw him that
pight. e came m and helped, And once I
saw bim leok at Mr. Moanzers with such a
strange expression, and be seemed so anxious to
make bim say tbat it was a quarrel, and that be
bad done 1t 1n self defence. But you know I
thought 1t must be Mr. Manoers—aod I did so
love poor Edmund.’

And she’lay sobbing in agony on the ground.
I said—

¢ My love, I pray that it 13 not too late ; but
we must not waste time. Help me now Har-
riet.?

She sprang up at once.

¢+ Yes, you must have food. You shall go. I
shall not go with you. Iam not wortby, but I
will pray tll vou come back again.’ :

I sard, ¢ There is one most important thing for
you to do. Eet no soul go out or come wto the
house till I return, or some gossip will briog it to
Parker’s ears that we bave gone to London.”

Harriet promised, and rushed off to get me
food and wine. With ber own bands she filled a
hot-water bottle for my feet in the chariot, sup-
phed my purse with gold, and sewed some notes
upon my stays ; and (as if anxious to erowd wmto
this ene occasion all the long witheld offices of
aisterty kinduess) came in with her arms full of a
beautiful set of sables belongimg to her—cloak,
cuffs, muff. &c.—and io these she dresced me.
And then we fell into each other’s arms, and I
wept upon her neck the first tears T bad sbed
that day. As I stood on the door step, she held
up the candle and looked at me.

¢ My dear ! she said, * how pretty your sweet
face does look out of those great furs! You
shall keep them always.’

Dear Harriet. Her one idea—beauty. |
suppose the * ruliog passion,” whatever 1t may be,
is strang with all of us even 1o the face of death.
Moreover, hers was one of those shallow miads
that seem instinctively to escape by any avepue
from a painful subject ; and by the time that I
was in the chariot, she bad got over the first
shock, and there was an almost :nfectious cheer-
folness i her farewell.

¢ 1t must be all right, Dolly.?

Then I fell back, aad we started. The warm
light of the open door became a speck, snd then
nothiog ; and in the long dark drive, when every
footfall of the horses seemed to consume an age,
the sickening agony of suspense was almost in—
tolerable. Oh, my dear, never, never shall 1
forget that mght. The black trees and hedges
whirling past us 1o the darkoess, always the same
like an enchanted drive : then the endless sub-
urbs, and at last the streets where people lounged
in corners and stopped the way, as if every sec-
end of lime were not worth a king’s racsom 3 and
redan chairs trotted lightly home from gzay par-
ties, as if life were not one long tragedy. Once
the way was stopped, once we lost it. That
mistalce nearly killed me. At last a watchman
helped us to the little by-street where Dr. Pens
was lodgmng, near which a loud sound of earpen-
ters work and burrying groups of people puzzled
me-exceedingly, After m:ch knocking, an upper
window was opened and a bead put out, and my
dear friend’s dear voice called to ns. I sprang
ont on to the pavement and cried—

_ ¢Dr. Penn, tiis is Dorothy.’

He came down and took us in, and then (my
voice failling) Robert explained to him the nature
of our errand, and showed him the ghastly proof,
Dr. Pean came back to me.

¢ My Jove,” be said, ¢ you must come upstairs
and rest.’

d you are
He

‘1 sm gowg up to town,” I esid, ¢ an
goiog mth me. We will go to Dr. Pena.

¢Rest”’ T ebrieked, “never. Get your bat,

doctor, and come quickly. Let us do something. !
We have very litlle time; and he must be
saved.’

I believe I was unreasonable ; X feared that
T delayed them some minutes before good Dr.
Peno could persuade me that I should onlv be a
hindrance, that he would do everything that was
posable, and could do #0 much better with no
one but Robert.

¢ My lrve) be said, trust me.
better than to sacnifice.’ .

1 went upstaws 1te the dingy little sitting
room, and he went to call bia landlady—¢ a good
woman,) be said; ¢I have known her Jong,’—
Thenp he went away, and Robert wmith bim, to the
bouse of the Home Secretary.

It was three o’clock. Five hours stil.

T sat staring at the sprawling paper on the
walls, apd at the long snuff of the ecandle tlLat
Dr. Peon had hghted, and at a framed piece of
embroidery, representing Abrabam sacrificing
Isaac, that hung upoa the wall, Were there no
succoring angels,

The door opened. and 1 looked wearily around.
A motherly woman ; with black eyes, fat cheeks,
and a fat wedding ring stood curtseyig at the
door | said, ¢ [ think you zre De, Penn’ land-
lady 7 He says you are very good. Pray come
w.’
Then I dropped my head on my hand 2gain,
and stared vacantly as before, Exhaustion bad
almost become stupor, and it was 1o a short dream
that T watched the stout figure moving softly to
and fro, hightwg the fire, and bringing an air of
comfort over the dreary httle parlor. Then she
wasg gone for a little bit, and I felt 8 little more
lonely and weary ; aod then I heard that cheer-
ful clatler, commonly so grateful to femigne ex-
haustion, and the good womsn entered with a
toasted glow upon ber face, bearing a tray with
tea and such hospitatle accompaniments as she
eould command, She set them down and came
up to me with sn aif of determination.

¢ My dear, you must be a good young lady and
take some tea. We all have our troubles, but a
good heart goes a long way.’

Her pitying face broke me down. How sadly
without fermnine sympathy I had been through
all my troubles, 1 had cever felt as T felt it now
that it bad come., I fairly dropped my head
upon her shoulder, and sobbed out the apparently
irrelevant remark—

¢ Dear madam, T have no mother.”

She understood wme, and flingiog ber arms
around me, sobbed louder than 1. It would bave
been wicked to offer further remstance. She
brought down pillows, covered them with a red
shawl, and propped me up till the Lorsebarr sofa
berame an easy couch, and with mixed tears and
smtles, T contrived to swallow a few moutbfuls,

¢ And now, dear lady,’ she sard, * you will have
some wa:m water, and wash your hands and face ;
and smooth your hair, and go to sleep for a bit.?

¢ can not sleep,’ T suid.

But Mrs. Smith was oot to be baffled.

¢ I shall give you something to make you,” she
said,

And 5o, when the warm water bad done it’s
work, T had to swallow a sleeping-draught, end
be Izid easily upon the sofa. Her last words as
she tucked me up, were oddly enough—

¢ The tea’s brought back a bit of colar to your
cheeks, aud, I will say you do look pretty in
them beautiful sables.’

A very diferent thought was working in my
head ss the sleeping draught tingled through my
veins,’

¢ Will the birds sing at sunrse’

Nelly, T slept twelve hours withont a dream.
It was four o’clock on the afternoon of Monday
when T awoke, and only then, I believe, from
the mesmeric nfluence of being gazed at. Ele-
anor ! there 18 only one such pair of eyes in all
the world. George DManners was kpeelng by
my side.

Abraham was still sacnficiog his son upon the
wall, but my Isaac was restored to me. I sat
up and Jung myself into his arms. It was long,
long before esther of us could speak, and, oddly
enough, one of the first things he said was
[twitching my cloak with the quamnt curiosity of
a map very ignorant about feminise belongmgs. |
¢ My darling, you seem sadly ], but yet, Dora-
lice, your sweet face does loek so pretty n these
great furs.’

To obey 18

My story 15 ended, Nelly, asd my promise
fulfilled. The rest you know. How the de-
tective who left Loondon hefore four o’clock that
morning, found the rusty kmfe that had been
buried with the baod, and epprebended Parker
who confessed his guilt, The wretched man
said, that bemng out on the fatal night about some
sick cattle, he had met poor Edmund by the low
gate ; that Edmund had begun, as usual, to taunt
him ; that the opportunity of revenge  was too
strong, and be had murdered him. His first idea
bad been flight, and being unable to drag the

diteh. Oa bhesriog of the findiag of the body,
carve 1t out, with what almost fatal success we
bave seen. He dared not then sell the ring, and

so buried 1t 0 bis bare.

Need I tell you dear friend, who know it so’

well, that 1 am happy.

Not, my love, that such tragedies can be for-
gotten ; these deep wounds leave a scar. This
one brooght my husband’s white haire, and took
away my girlhood forever. But if the first blush
of careless gaie:y has gone from life, if we are a
little ¢ old before our time,” it may be that this
state of things bas Ms advantages. Perhaps,
baving known together such real affliction, we
can not now afford to be disturbed by the petty
vexations and worthless misuoderstandings that
form the troubles of smoother lives. Per.
haps, having beea 21} but so awfully perted, we
can never afford, 10 tlis short hfe, to be other.
wise than of oge heart -and one soul. Perhaps,
my dear, n short, the love that kept faith
through shame, and was cemented by fellow-
suffering, can hardly do otherwise than floursh
to our heart’s best content in the sunstine of
prosperity with which God bas now blessed us,

THE HOLLOW ROCK.

—

(Tronslated from the Freuch of Emile Souvester for
the Cathohe Mirror.)

—

BY MISS L °* * *

Near the coast of Brest, towards the extremity
of the promontory called the Peninsula of Kelern,
may be seen a hamlet sougly nesthng m a grove
of birch, elm and ash trees ; 1t is Roscanvel, and
its belfry, towering zbove all surroundiog okjects,
13 baled as a cheerful beacon by the weary
traveller in the distence. Ths little village con-
tains scarcely thirty houses, in the centre of
which, stands the bumble Village Church sur.
rounded by a small grave-yard, overshadowed by
two gigantic walout trees.

A few steps from one of these, we observe a
newly made grave ; the modest black cross, the
tomb-stone of the lowly rustic church yard, has
Just been planted and 1s still moist with tears.

A man with head uncovered and bowed in
anguish towards the earth, kneels spon the grass,
and two sweet children are praying beside him.

That loose mound of earth covers the mother
of the latter, the wile of the former. A good
and patient creature, who, duriog ten loog yeara
bad meekly endored anxiety, misery, poverty and
sickaess, aud yielded her pure soul nto the hands
of her Maker without breathmg one word of
complaint.

After a long and fervent prayer for the repose
of her to whom be so lately bade a last, a long
tarewell, Claude Morvan arose ; s children fol-
lowed his excmple, and a sad trio in slence took
the road that led to Xelern.

The death of his faithful Catharine was a cruel
blow to the heart of the poor peasant, for be iad
loved her as the pure, the good, and honest-
minded man alone can love woman ; but, grief
stricken zs be 1s, his courage fails not. Away
in bis heart of hearts be hides his sorrow, as one
conceals a frightful wound, uowilling to besr (be
sight of 1it,  And thus, burying his affliction, he
continues to love the deal! wife and mother in
the children she has left bim.

Haviog followed for some distance a foot-path
that wound along the aide of a hill, Claude and
his motberless children at length came 1o sight
of therr lowly cabin situated ball-way betweéen
Roscanvel and the citadel of Kelern. As his
eyes rested upon the thatched roof now reflect-
g the last rays of the setting sun, poor Claude’s
heart sunk within him.  lo spite of himself the
past arose before him. Agan be heard Catha
rine’s voice in the distance, apnouncing the fa-
ther’s coming to the children ; agam the joyous
shouts of young Pierre fell like mast welcome
music on lis ear, as with childish glee, be ran
band in hand with the little Renee, to meet and
embrace him es he returned Irom his daily toil.

Now a silence deep and mournful as that of
the grave veiges all round! Alas! death has
entered that once cheerful dwelling, and robbed
it of its hfe and its joy. Claude sighed deeply,
took his httle ones by the hand and drew them
towards bia. Hencefor:h, they were to be s
strength and consolation.

Meanwhile, a tura in the road brought them
just in front of their cabin, and seated upon a
large stone near the door, was M. Royer, evi-
dently awaiting their arrival.

Royer formerly kept a restaurant at Brest,
bot had lately retired to Roscapvel, where be
purchased some property which included the
bouse of Morvan. Royer hved a short dise
tance from the town in an old balf ramned manor,
and was by no mezos a favorite with the country
folks, who accused him of avarice and crueity,

ring from Edmund’s hand, which was swollen, he
bad cut it off, aud thrown the body mto the

and many were the charges brought against him.

for having 11l treated his workmen.

On a
aod of poor George’s position, be determmed to

bim.

Foyer remai i
e ha{. t remained seated without efen touching

¢ Well, your wife is dead at last,” said he, in
that tone of sarcastic ndifference which vulénr
and bard bearted men affect towards those whom
they cousider therr inferiors ; ¢ do you know that
it 1s a great misfortune for you 7’

* T ought to kaow it, sir,” replied Claugde ms
sad tove ; ¢ for I knew her worth better than
auy ane else.’

* But the worst of it is, that sbe bas been the
cause of you lostng a good situation with M.
Lenor, What possessed you to neglect your
work for eight days?’

1 bad to take care of Catharine.’

f Catharine, Catharine indeed !
have lett her with the children.
would not get over it anybow.’

fWe pever like to believe that the one we
love must die, sir said Claude in a simple and
affecting manver ; % as loog as she could look at
me and speak to me, I couldo’t think she would
leave me 50 soon.’

The hardened man shook bis head, saying,

! You see what you have doae, fool/ Your
wife is dead—and dead eight days too late ; for
M. Lensir could not wait for you, and got a
man from Brest to attend bis brick-kilns. Where
will you find work now 7

T will laok every place.” replied Morvan.

“ And you won’t find it,” added the old tsvern-
keeper ; ¢ you know as well as I do that this is
the dull season. There are more hands than
:'eortk; And besides, you owe me three months

of.

¢ I did pot forget that, sir,” said our poor pes-
sant, ‘ and I will pay you as’soon as [ t?an.’ Pes

‘ How mll you pay me? With the pig you
sold to buy medicines for your wite, or with the
furniture which you gave to procure her a coffin,
a praveand e cross 7 As if the charity tuneral
and prave were not good enough for her 1’

CAlas! air} said Morvan, ‘it was the last
thing I could do for ver; we canhot command
our feelings at such a time. Tn relusing her a
decent burial, T would think that I insulted her
memory. She who hived and died for us, should
at least he honored after death. The cross,

you could
You knew she

though poor enough, will mark her orav
we shall koow where to kneel and praygf:r lez’e:.[’ld

Royer shrugged bis shaulders.

¢ Some more of your superstitions,” he mur-
mured ; ‘but that’s nothmg. ‘The fact is yeu
are roiaed, and I suppose, not ahle to pay me.?
¢ It 1 true, 1 am penniless now,’— sighed Mor-
van.
¢ Well then, you may look for another house?
said the cruel landlord ; ¢T have another tensnt‘
and you must leave to-morrow, this man has of-'
fered me two crowns more than you pay,’
Allhnugh_ Clande was taken aback, by this
abrupt dismissal, he neither made any resistance
uor showed ill-humar. ’
¢ Every one is master of his own,’ said he,
* and since you have found a better reat for your
house, TM not deprive you of it. T have a cousin
ltving at the bay of Dinant, who T am aure, will
not refuse me a home. I will go there to-mor-
row with my chldren.’
¢ But see here, said Royer, who bad arisen,
¢ when you once leave bere, T may whistle for
fmy rent ; we must settle our accounnts first.?
¢ 1 thought I told you, sir, that I bad nothing -
now,’ said Claude, somewhat embarrassed,

‘I uoderstand that well enongh, rephied

Royer ; 4 but you bave (wo children, leave them

with me to miod my cattle, zpd I wili forgive the

debt you owe me.

At this unexpected propesition, Pierre ani

Renee who, unni then, had listened with ehildsh

indifference, suddenly looked up.

‘ This would be a great advantage for you’

added be, ¢ yon would theo be rid of these Jitile

urching, and [ will make them work.?

" The children clung closer to the poor fa-
er.

¢T don’ want to go with you! exclaimed the

little girl, looking at him feartually.

¢ Aod 1"l not go to the manor,’ added the bay

equally frightened.

* What ! what’s that you say 7’ scresmed the

sngry Rogyer, seizing the latter by the ear, I

believe they bave made you stubborn.’

‘Yon will go when I take you, you little

scoundrel,” -

‘Yor must excuse me, sir, interrupted
Claude, who drew his son towards bim ; ¢ that I
don’t wish to leave my poor motherless chil
dren.? . '

¢ What ! do you refuse to give them to me 7
exclaimed the excited fandlord. , ‘

¢T would rather keep them near me ! replied
Clagde with mueh emotion, ¢ They have never
been away from home and 1t would go: very hard
with them, to be smong strangers now,” =

oAbl But T ot be put off that wiy, m-
deed?! ,I offer’ you ‘the means ‘of “payiag gour



