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'CHAPTER XIIL—Continued.

‘“You are right, dear—you might
brlng destruction upon him. Yes, we
must go—go tonight, Rosie. Call
Frank, and tell him we shall be ready
in less than an hour. Oh! Maurice,
my boy, to think that I must not be
with you in your trouble! No, Rose,
I'm not going to be foolish. We must
pack, girl, quick! I see it all now.”
And with streaming eyes Mrs. Eller-
ton hurried from the room. °

Miss Fielding slipped downstairs to
the dining-roem.

“Dainty,” she said, “it is all settled.
‘We shall be ready whenever you want
us. I suppose you still think it best?”
. ';Yes," he replied tersely, “I am sure

8.

That.night Frank Ellerton, his mo-
ther, and Rosie crossed into Nor-
mandy.

CHAPTER XIil
The Courts at Westminster.

Mr. Laroom is -especially jubilant.
The day of his revenge draws near—
that day which is to ‘blast the name
of Hillerton, and to put him, virtually,
if mot mominally, in possession of Miss
Fl\l‘din‘fs estates; while she shall sit
rocking herself in agony at the loss of
her }ands, the disgrace and ruin of
her friends. :So Rolf Laroom pictures
her. To Mr. Laroom the loss of good-
ly acres of arables and pasture-land,
or, for the matter of that, any prop-
erty, would seem to far transcend such
petty privation as the loss of friends
or relations. Mr. Laroom did not in-
dulge in the luxury of these last, and
had been heard at times to congratu-
late himself on standing entirely alone.
A miserable man, with whom no one
wept, with whom no one exulted,
standing in selfish, sensual isolation.
Not. that Mr. Laroom, in his strong,
riotous nature, with faculties and ani-
mal passions all in their full strength,
deemed himself subject of pity.  Far
from it; he laughed at the weaknesses
of his fellows, and derided their crav-
ing for sympathy and companionship.

%‘he shutters of Hillerton & Son are
up at last. That they have been ‘“on
the go” has been no secret in the City
for the last fortnight. It has been, in-
deed, almost surmised that they Kept
open only to facilitate matters in the
Bankruptcy Court—to enable them to
lay hands upon such assets as were
obtainable, and so exhibit & better
schedule before the commissioner. But
they have suspended payment at
length, and speculation is now rife as
to who are to have the picking of the
carcase—who are to be. the liquida-
togs ?

Mr. Laroom has stepped into bank-
ruptcy in the most perfect and fin-
ished way. He still, we must recol-
ject, belongs to the firm, so that it is
his interest to see their insolvency
proclaimed en meost orthodox princi-
ples. He has most unimpeachable
books to produce—is prepared to dem-
onstrate the prudence and sagacity of
their . most disastrous speculations.
This-is no plunge, no topple over, no
being drawn beneath bankruptcy’s
troubled waters; Ellerton & Co. step
delicately, = iike: Naaman, into  the
stregm. . 'They mean but to.bathe Bﬂg
be cleansed—to issué immaculate, w
no leprosy of fraud clinging to their
character—that is, as regards Laroom.

ow, then, is Muarice  Hllerton to
be stricken? Simply through the fore-
closing of those mortgages on the
Fielding estate; upon which occasion
Rolf Laroom intends it to be perfectly
transparent that a great treachery has
been committed. Such knavery, in-
deed, as he deems will lead to the at-
tachment of Maurice for breach of
trust and embezzlement.

Ellerton & Co. are in the Gazette,
and amongst those of the London
world to whom the Ellertons are
known, there is much gossip and
speculation upon the caluses and con-
sequences of such disaster. “Pooh,
bless you! it's a mere nothing,” says
jolly Sir John Trumbleton; “g sort of
influenza getting broke is to these big
city swells. They rise like the what
d'ye call ‘em, from their ashes in a
few months, and renew their wonted
thingemy-bobs—I mean dinners, at the
end of a half-year’s mourning always.
I never get such good hock and turtle
as I do from men on the verge of in-
“ solvency, except from those who've
Just satisfactorily cleared the Bank-
ruptey Court. Catch me refusing EI-
lerton’s ticket to feed mext season.”

“The best of life is but a dinner-
party,” was the unctuous old baronet’s
creed, and he knew none other.

“Always thought he’'d make a mess
of it,” drawls Horace Sylvester; “not
a man of business a bit, you know.”

The speaker's own faculty in this
respect hardly extended to ordering a
satisfactory banquet at Greenwich, or
to the organization of a drag for
HEpsom.

“What a fool the man must have
been not to :nerrv that pretty cousin
of his!” exclaims Lady Mandrake.
“She had money, I know, and he, well
~—he'd opportunities, ‘and .would be
comfortably provided for now. -I won-
der whether Mrs. Ellerton has a good
ointure. If I knew her a little better,
*d call and condole. I should like to
know that.”

And some fr.w—yes, there were pgr-
haps a few—who had feasted, drank,
and made merry in Portland Place,
who honestly grieved and were sorry
for the misfortune that had befallen
the ﬁenla] hostess and her good-tem-
pered, easy-going son. But the world
- goes on, and i1 these days, as they
have been aptly ocalled  (transposing
Wordsworth), “of high living and plain
thinking,” *we have apparently no time
to griéve much for' any one or any-

thing.
Lisbonne est abymee et l'on danse a Paris.

The bankruptcy is progressing satis-
faotorily. Mr. Laroom bustles about
the city, looking far more like a thriv-
ing trader than an insolvent merchant.
Foreclosure of the mortgages on the
Fielding estate has duly taken place,
and that proverty is now virtually in
the hands -of Mr. Laroom, although
nominally in the hands of his agent,
Simmonds. He knows that Maurice
Ellerton is. living in Berners street}
that the house in Portland Place is
shut up (Mrs. Ellerton’s property that,
and unseizable by hungry creditors),
and that the family have left town.
Still Mr. Laroom is not satisfied. Al-
though it was clear to those concerned
in the foreclosure of those mortgages
that Maurice Ellerton and his father
had made away with their ward's
property, yet was there no one to take
¢ognizance of the same. It was whis-
pered about freely in commerecial cir-
cles that the Ellertons had been guilty
of breach of trust; but still, if Miss
Fielding declined to meve, who was
to impeach Maurice on these grounds.
This troubles Mr. Laroom much. He
had counted. on seeing his:foe in the
felon’s dock. There is the fraud un-
doubtedly, but there is no one to pro-
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secute. Rolf Laroom rages inwardly at
this blot in his game. Maurice Eller-
ton had equally overlooked this con-
tingency.

Suddenly Mr. Laroom receives a
slight check /'to his hilarity. It comes
to him, too, in a most mysterious
shape. It is simply a notice of action
of ejectment served upon Mr. Sim-
monds, regarding the Fielding estates,
:nd couched in that young lady's
ame.

“What can that mean?”’ mutters
Rolf Laroom. “What the devil can
it mean?’ he asks himself angrily,
getting more emphatic in his self-
communing the more the puzzle ap-
pears insolvable. He goes down to see
the solicitors from whose office the
notice has been served, but obtains
nothing from them but the driest
politeness,

He mused a good deal on this. Can
there be a ‘weak place anywhere in
his ‘schemes?; Impossible! ~ Yet every
shilling he has of his own—every shil-
ling he hae been able to raise, .is in-
vested in this affair. He may well feel
‘a little -anxious. Pooh! he knows the
estate well, - He has seen, and indeed
had something to say to the drawing
.up of those deeds. He has seen Mr.
Fielding’s will, and knows that  the
Hllertons had power either to sell, or
otherwise deal with the estate under
it. ‘He can swear there is no flaw
there; the property is worth more than
has been raised upon it by perhaps
twenty thousand pounds. Can there
be,a previous mortgage that he knows
nothing about? Not likely.- So many
years as he hes been in Ellerton &
Son’s, he must have known it had
there -been such. What can be th
meaning of this notice of ejectment?
Bah! some frivolous conception of
Maurice Ellerton’s to avoid exposure
and obtain a compromise. Yes, that
must be it. X

It is the week before the long vaca-
tiqn; all London is hot, jaded, and
thirsting for the moors, mountains, or
the salt waters. Half the fashionable
world have fled. Goodwood is over,
and in “the Park” the few loiterers
hail each other with such geniality as
travelers meeting in the desert might
do. Professional men look harassed
and worn, as with limp shirt-collars.
they bustle about their avocations, try-
ing to get as much work finished up
before the holidays as possible. The
flagstones burn through the soles of
your boots, and even the moustaches
of the foreign element- in Leicester
square hang dreooping and disconso-
‘late. The weather has overcome ban-
doline and cosmetique. About the clubs
men smoke cigarettes on the steps, and
talk of yachting and Scotland. Down
in Westminster the barristers are per-
spiring in their wigs, the judges swel-
tering on the bench, and the solicitors
threatening to dissolve into mere
grease spots. It is hot everywhere;
but -if there is one place where per-
haps it is a little hotter than another,
it"is in the courts at Westminster.

There is some languid excitement
obsetvable around the Law Courts
this August day; might probably have
been considerable, but when the ther-
mometer stands close on eighty in the
shade, it'is hard to get-up enthusiasm
about anything except iced -drimksi
{t Hhas been rumored that Fielding ver-
sus Simmonds is likely to be a Very
curious case. This report is by no
means confined to legal circles. Ithas
reached the club smoking-rooms, and
been vaguely discussed there. Still, in
what manner, or why, this is to be an
interesting trial, has in' no way leaked
out. Many have been the conjectures
on 'the subject. Many are the canards
afloat concerning it; but all palpably
unfounded, and merely speculative.
Still the bar are firmly convinced that
it will be a singular and somewhat:
sensational case.

Two men are pacing up and down
Westminster Hall, engaged in deep
and earnest conversation. One of these
is Laroom; his companion is a sandy-
haired, wiry, wizened man, with light
cat-like eyes—eyes that cast furtive
glances about them; that shrink from
encountering direct gaze; that never
dwell but for a moment on any one
object, but which, nevertheless, in
those stealthy glances, take in a great
dedl of what is passing around them
—eyes ever restless, wandering, fath-
omless, and false; lips thin, passion-
less, and treacherous. Of an age that
it would be scarce possible to guess at,
he might have been anything from
five-and-thirty to fifty. This is Mr.
Simrmonds, the defendant in the case
about to be heard, and of whose ante-
cedents there is little favorable to be
related. It is not requisite to say more
of Mr. Simmonds than that he would
have sold any friend he ever had for
a very limited quantity of silver, and
that he is to some extent Laroom’s
puppet upon this occasion. A very
malevolent puppet to boot—not one to
allow the. strings to be pulled longer
than it shall conduce to his own inter-
ests; and capable of turning very
spitefully on his employer, at short
notice, should their joint performance
prove unsuccessful.

“1 cannot make out what they are
going on,” exclaimed Laroom for
somewhere :abqut the twentieth time.
] never knew an attack of the kind
so .consumedly dark. I can’t think of
a flaw anywheére—can you?”

“It looks all plain sailing,” replied
the other slowly; “you know best
whether you are playing with cogged
dice”; and Mr. Simmonds seemed lost
{n_ admiration of his own boots.

“No, I tell you once more,” ex-}
claimed Laroom vehemently, “It is all
square enough as far as we are con-
cerned. If false cards are played, it
will be from the other side.”

“I suppose they've a case,” replied
Mr. Simmonds. “You'll remember I've
got ten thousand in this, to oblige you,
and 1 shan’t feel heavenly if you’ve
made a mess of it. However, Strum-
ley is hard to face in cross-examina-
tion; and if they are trying 'a plant,
I fancy he’ll break it up pretty soon.
It's no use getting anxious, you know,”
concluded Mr. Simmonds, whose eyes
were apparently endeavoring to take
note of something behind him.

But now “Fielding versus Sim-
monds” is called, and loungers from all
sides hurry into court. Despite the
heat of the weather, there is a full at-
tendance, and in a few minutes places
are ‘unattainable. The wigs cluster
thick in the barristers’ benches, the
body of the court is full to overflow-
ing, and the little galleries are filled
with - fashionably-dressed people, at-
tracted by the rumor of a remarkable
case, and that one S0 lately figuring
in West-End circles is somehow mixed
up in it.

The leading counsel for the plaintiff
opens his case quietly. The present
action, he explains, is one for eject-
ment of a certain John Simmonds,
who has unduly obtained possession
of an estate, the property of his client,
a Miss Rose Fielding, a young lady

not yet of age. This estate she in-
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therited from her father, William Field-
ing, who died ten years ago, and left
a somewhate singular will. He ap-
pointed as trustees to his daughter
her uncle, Francis Ellerton, since de-
ceased, and her cousin, Maurice Eller-
ton, both of the well-known firm of
Ellerton & Son, whose recent commer-
clal  misfortunes ' are - probably  still
fresh in your memories. Mr. Field-
ing, in the last year or two of his life,
gentlemen, was strongly Impressed
with the idea that land paid a most
undue proportion of the taxation of
the country. He went the length, in-
deed, of declaring that he would sell
his estate, and invest the proceeds in
divers ways, but that most deciliy
he would have no more to do with
land, which returned him but very
small interest for  his capital, and
which he deemed so heavily and un-
fairly burdened, compared with other
property. Keeping this fact in view,
when, in his last illness he made his
wfll, he had a clausé inserted, .by
which he left to his trustees the power
to sell or otherwise deal with the es-
tate. I am afraid, gentlemen, he little
foresaw what might be .the temptation
of such power left to them; but un-
fortunately the result has  been the
fraudulent mortgaging of the prop-
erty.”

Quite aware of this is Mr. Laroom
Fraudulent, most decidedly, as regards
the trustees, but the mortgage is sounc
and valid enough, he deems, as far as
the deed goes.

“I .am not going to dispute that the
trustees were undoubtedly left with
that power legally, although morally
they had no right to use it. But, 2s 1

&lam instructed, gentlemen, it is the ce-

fendant who will be the victim of a
great fraud. It is the shrewd man of
business who is about to suffer, and
not the innocent girl, who would ap-
pear to have been stripped of her all
by those whose bounden duty it was
to watch over and protect her. Still,
when you give me the verdict, which
I have no doubt of receiving at your
hands, I shall be open to admit that
the defendant has been indeed hardly
dealt with. The meortgage deeds, gen-
tlemen, upon which the defendant
Simmonds claims possession of the
estate, are in effect waste paper. My
case lies in a nut-shell. It depends
almost entirely upon the evidence of
one -witness. If you disbelieve his
testimony, and I am sorry to say you
will find that to be impossible, when
you see who it is that I am about to
place in the witness-box—I shall have
next’ to no.evidence upon which to
ask you to decide in my favor. I am
not disputing the right of the trustees
to contract such a mortgage, although
that is doubtful—I simply question
whether they both concurred in it. In
short, whether both those signatures
are genuine. Gentlemen, the deed in
question is a forgery. I shall prove to
you, by irrefutable testimony, that
Francis Ellerton never broke his trust
by affixing his name to such an instru-
ment. I am about to clear the name of
an honorable man who is no more—
to preserve to an innocent girl her
birthright.”

And here the counsel for the plain-
tiff resumed-his seat, and mopped his
brows with his pocket-handkerchief.”

4] can’t - make. it~ out,”  mutteréd
Laroom feverishly to his coadjutor.

“It's about as awkward an opening
speech as I ever heard,” replied Mr.
Simmonds drily. “When a counsel so
boldly pins his faith on one witness
that he’s about to preduce, depend on
it that one is a clincher. BY heavens,
I see it all—the deeds are waste-
paper. And yet he’d never be such a
fool!”

“Good God! what do you mean?’
exclaimed Laroom. . :

“Ah! here he comes,” said Sim-
monds, as, in answer to his name,
Maurice Ellerton stepped into the wit-
ness-box. Maurice was very pale but
very firm, as, bowing slightly to the
Court, he took his place. He was fol-
lowed closely by his brother, who re-
mained standing Jjust behind the wit-
ness-box.

Maurice having been duly sworn,
the counsel for the plaintiff rose, and
after some preliminary questions, 1:.0
the effect that the witness and his
father were the sole trustees to Miss
Fielding's property, to which Maurice
answered in the affirmative, said:

“And these mortgages were entirely
effected by you?”

“Yes.” "

“In your father’s life-time?

“Yes.” ,

“And with his consent, of course?

“No

“Well, perhaps not exactly with his
consent, but, at all events, with so
much consent as his signature to the
deeds implies?”

“No.”

“Do I understand you, then, to say
that his signature is not his own in
this case?”

“Certainly not.”

«hat it is a forgery, in fact

“Yes.”

“Now, Mr. Ellerton, I am going to
ask you a very serious question,” said
the counsel impressively.
negotiate those mortgages, knowing
that your father’'s signature was a for-
gery?’ :

«Yes—no one better,” replied Mau-
rice in low but steady tones.

“It is a lie!” whispered Laroom
fiercely.

“Jt's one you will have to pay for,”
said Mr. Simmonds bitterly, who al-
ready foresaw what was coming.

“You are not bound to criminate
yourself; but if you knew that signa-
ture was a forgery, you doubtless knew
who was the forger?”’ said the exam-
ining barrister interrogatively. .

There was a dead silence In the
court.. Jury, judge, barristers, and the
crowd, all craned forward to hear the
witness’s reply; but Maurice stood
pale, silent, and troubled.

" «you decline to answer that ques-
tion?” .

“No,” he said at length, raising his

head and speaking in firm, resolute
tones. “I was the forger!”
“«He's committed perjury, by God!”
exclaimed Laroom in a hoarse whisper,
that was nevertheless audible for some
yards in-his own immediate vicinity,
and extorted a cry of silence from the
ushers.

mhe counsel for the plaintiff resumed
his seat, and Mr. Strumley rose to
cross-examine.

“Mr. Ellerton,” he asked, ‘“are you
aware that the extreme penalty for
forgery is penal servitude for life?”

«] nave been given to understand

”

”»

o1

80.
«and in the face of that, you adhere

to the statement you have Jjust made?”

“Yes.”

«“you have no other object in this
statement than to repair ‘the wrong
you have done Miss Fielding?”

“None.”

Even the experienced Strumley was
at a loss how to proceed with a wit-
ness, who vouched for his veracity by

world,

“Did you|,

Lthe heavy penalty his testimony in- |

volved. It was-clear to him that this
was evidence impossible to shake—
impossible to rebut. If the deeds were
forged, they were, of course, waste
paper, and the forger, marvelous to
say, was here for the express purpose
of swearing. to his own forgeries! Mr.
Strumley shook his head and sat down.
This was a case to which the oldest
lawyer there could not call to mind
the parallel. : .
It was speedily finishéd, and ~Rolf
Laroom left the Court an utterly
ruined man; those estates, for ‘which
he had plotied and schemed so long,

'still decre2d the property of the girl

who had spurned him. One satisfac-
tion he had. Maurice Ellerton quitted
Westminster in custody for forgery,
and there was good hope he might see
him in the felon‘s dock now.

A few days later, and Maurice stood
there, to listen to a bitter homily from
the judge on ‘the enormity of his of-
fence, which terminated in a sentence
of “penal servitude for life.” Many
»f the miserable man’s acquaintances
wvere there to witnéss his degradation
—Dainty’s hand-grip "hi8 sole consola-
ion ‘as the doors 'of . the prison-van
‘losed upon him. " ‘For. Dainty: stood
9y his brother loyally to the:last, and
‘'vas by his side as that terrible sen-
ence was prondountced.

CHAPTER" XIV.
In the Quarries.

A bright scorching August sun pours
down upon the stone-quarries of Port-
land, well-nigh as fiercely as it did
some twelve months back upon theé
Courts of Westminster. Not a cloud
upon the horizon—scarce a ripple up-
on the deep blue sea. Standing upon
the extreme eastern point of the isl-
and (if one may be allowed to call ‘it
so) the eye glances over a panorama
of exquisite beauty. Directly facing
yvou is the slightly troubled line of
broken water that marks the
“Shambles”—sand-bank fatal in days
bygone, before the light was placed
there, to many a gallant ship. You
can recognize the shoal easily by the
deeper color of the water and the
ever-continuous ripple, while the ‘sur-
rounding sea is lapped in slumber.
To the east lies ‘the mouth of Wey-
mouth’s lovély bay, with Ringstead
Point and the Burning Cliff standing
uot clear and distinct through the
bright summer sunshine; while in the
far-off horizon one catches the faint
coast-line of the . Isle of Wight. To
the west lies the open Channel, with
the ever-tumbling, dancing waters of
the tumultuous “Race” in the fore--
ground. The faint murmur of the sea
kissing the roeks five hundred feet
beneath falls upofi’ the ear, mingled
with the far-off laughter from the har-
vest fields that lie between the village
of Easton and the cliff.

Gazing over this fair prospect with
vacant stare is. a man in whom that
greatest of all earthly blessings—Hope
—Ilies dead. Think what this means!
Can anything be, sadder? Can one
picture a more awful spectacle than a
man in his primeg,. with the pulse of
life beating strong in his veins, and
no, hope left him _ in this world—a
tndeed, “f¥om which ~he has
virtually - departed—a world :in' which
he is never destiped again to "se€ all
those near and@*dear to him. No pros-
pect - of change or of amelioration ‘in
his lot.
by night—the eternal stone quarry by
day—to look forward to for forty years,
should he reach the threescore and ten
laid down as the average span of our
existence here.

A Dbarrow full of broken, stones
stands behind him as, pausing a mo-
ment from his toil, his eyes wander
listlessly over. the glorious scene be-
fore him. Tall and well-built, clean
shaven, with hair cut.perfectly close,
and complexion burnt to a brick-dust
tan color; such is the man’s outward
appearance. His inner self can but be
guessed at from the sad, weary look
of the blue eyes that. rove so idly
across the glittering waters.

He) stands thers, one of a party of
close upon a score, all attired in the
grey drabbet coats, fustian knicker-
bockers, blue, red-hooped stockings,
and grey, red-striped night-caps, that
constitute the garb of a convict. Men
of all ages, of all characters, of diver-
sity of crimes, all burnt to that same
brick-dust hue, and bearing at first
sight a strange resemblance to each
other. Their clothes are stamped pro-
miscuously with broad arrows. Each
bears on his arm a medallion. Mau-
rice Ellerton’s has this, in black:

“L 485 P S”
The letters signify Life, Penal Servi-
tude; the figures his number. Hideous
distinction! Number four hundred and
eight-five shall quarry stone till his
life be run, is the interpretation of
that terrible badge.

Think what a destiny! to_ wrestle
with the granite rock all your days—
at night the narrow cell and your re-
flections. No change—always this—no
end to it save in death—no hope, how-
ever distant, for you in this world!

But the bronzed,: bearded . warder
who is in charge of the party gives
the word to proceed, and these men,
raising their barrows, wheel them
steadily on to their destination. The
broken stone is thrown out, and then
they tramp silently back to the quarry
whence they came.

A strange sight! Hundreds of brick-
dust-burnt men, clothed in drabbet
grey, with pick and hammer, wrench-
ing the stone from its bed, taciturn
by compulsion, speechless by com-
mand. No sound but the incessant
stroke of the tools as they meet the
rock, the creaking of the barrows, the
falling of the splinters, or the occa-
sional stern voice of a warder. Blue-
coated, cutlass-belted, these stand
scattered through the throng, an .ap-
parent handful amongst those they
control. But as one studies the scene,
one becomes aware of a cordon of sen-
tries, who, with loaded firelocks, hem
in that criminal herd. Clad also in
blue these, and known as -the convict
guard.

A grim spectacle to gaze at, these
silent laborers, outcasts of humanity
of all ranks. Those whom the com-
munity has plucked from its bosom,
and ostracized for crimes of supidity,
passion, or inextinguishable ferocity.
Of all classes, of every grade of de-
pravity, from well-nurtured, well-edu-
cated men of Maurice Ellerton’s stamp,
down to the very sweepings of the
kennels; from those who have yielded
to temptation in a moment of weak-
ness, to the systematic plunderers of
their fellows; from the homicide,
whose outburst of shot wrath has been
followed by bitter penitence, to. the
human tiger who would murder for a
livelihood always, and at times from
the mere lust of killing. For these
latter exist, and there is no large pub-
lic prison but what can furnish its
specimens. Not always brutal, unedu-
cated, clownish. Far from it; the most
ferocious of this kind are generally

Nothing but the narrow cel]|

possessed of -some education, and more
than average intelligence; but, having
once tasted blood, seem to be con-
scious of no moral obligation regard-
ing the spilling of it—taking the life,
indeed, of their fellows with as little
compunction as they would that of a
rat. Their only counterpart is “the
man-killer,” that scourge of an Indian
village. Every phase of crime is re-
presented in that quarry—larceny, ar-
son, forgery, felony, burglary, swin-
dling, manslaughter, murder, etc.
Exponents of all of them are to be
found amongst those grey drabbet;
clad laborers.

Maurice Ellerton drops his empty
barrow wearily at a place where the
rough stone is being squared into huge
blocks by the more skilled workmen;

other..barrows, full of the debris occa-|

sioned by their stone-chisels and ham-
mers, stand ready to be wheeled away
in their turn. That is his employment
at present. He is serving his novitiate
—a_mere scavenger of the quarry, car-
rying away the waste stone for road-
making purposes. In due course he
will be instructed in the more ad-
vanced branches of that toil in which
his life is destined to be passed. As
he « pauses ' for the few+«minutes the
warder ‘grants them before again con-
tinuing their labors, he is greeted with

Ay countenance worth ‘looking at that,
albeit the prison barber, and the’sun,
wind, and dust of the quarries have

assimilated it much, at first sight, to|

those around it. A high forehead, with
hair preceptibly worn away at the
temples, very straight black brows,
under which gleam long, deep-set dark
eyes, high cheek bones, a large full,
sensual mouth, with a heavy jowl and
underjaw—not a pleasant face by any
means. In figure a little above the me-
dium height, spare and wiry. He bears
upon his arm the same terrible medal-
lion that is blazoned on Maurice’s.
Like him, he also is condemned - to
chip stone till his life be finished. This
is one of Maurice Ellerton’s special
aoquaintanées; for, despite all rules
against speech, these men always find
opportunity of exchanging some few
words with their fellows.

Maurice had shrunk at- first from
opening his lips to any one, but few
can stand such dreadful isolation for
long. There is a craving at times to
converse implanted in our very nature.
It is incumbent on our humanity to
use our- power of language.

Had the prison authorities been ap-
pealed to about No. 510—for so stood
Maurice’s acquaintance in their books
—they would have told you that they
had no more unmitigated scoundrel

among the whole fifteen hundred con-'

victs committed to their charge. His
crime had been a robbery character-
ized by circumstances of brutal and
unexampled violence, and it was the
merest accident that he had not been
arraigned for murder, instead of on
the charge for which he. had been
sentenced to penal servitude for life.
They would further have stated it as
their belief that he had led a career

Lof bloodshed and plunder in Australia

to which it would be hard to find..a
parallel,. and. .that he. was perfecfly
capable, of . recommencing ;it, shopld
he ever find himself at liberty. More

'than once had he displayed the innate

ferocity. of his nature since he had
been in Portland. ' Untameable, irre-
claimable, and with a flerce thirst for
blood, whenever the slumbering devil
within him was roused, this man was
a human tiger—a tiger now- happily
caged, but even held in awe. by his
brethren in captivity.. Most of these
shrank from friendship with savage
James Carnoul.

And yet, with all this, he was by no
means an uneducated man; could

talk well and with a quiet manner, |

till something occurred to arouse his
ferocious temper. . Then blasphemy,
execration, and ribaldry, poured like
a torrent from between his lips; and
if he failed .to avenge his fancied
wrongs by brutal personal attack upon
the offender, it was simply because an
opportunity .was not vouchsafed him.

He would brag fiercely of the men he|

had slain beyond the seas at these
times—of the jails he had broken, and
threaten the lives of all those that had
to. do with him. Warders kept a
watchful eye on him, and were wont
to loose their cutlasses in their sheath
when they had special charge of Car-
noul.

Maurice Ellerton as yet knew noth-
ing of this man’s hijstory; the bond
between them was simply that they
had talked together—a bond that
nevertheless constitutes more within
the walls of a prison than it does out-
side by many degrees. One other as-
sociate has Maurice, but he is not in
the quarries. Mr. William Blades is

employed in the blacksmith’s shop, be- |
ing a cunning craftsman in the science|
Indeed, his;

of forging and welding.
dexterity in picking locks and the
manufacturing of skeleton keys has
been his ruin. Hero he ofa celebrated
city burglary yet to be remembered of
the public, should the public think fit
to exercise that faculty; an enthusiast
in his profession, who demands mno

more than to be left alone for twenty- |

four hours with any safe in London—
Hobb's Patent Safety, or other. “Never
saw the strong box yet I couldn’t get
into if I'd time,” says Mr. Blades.
“It's a mere question of time. Nor the
strong box I couldn’t get ‘out of
either!” And then Mr. Blades winks
pleasantly, as much as to Insinuate

that his contihuéd residence at Port-!

land is a simple matter of choice and
convenience.

Not' quite all braggadocio this upon
the part of Mr. Bill Blades; but that
worthy knows perfectly well that get-
ting out of Portland prison is one
thing, but getting off Portland Rock
afterwards is another. Mr. Blades
would inform you, in confldence, that
he could very soon be outside the pris-
on if that was any good to him, but
that his private impression is that he
should be back there again within four
and twenty hours, only to be punished
for such misdemeanor. That Maurice
had made acquaintance with this man
was only natural, Their cells ad-
joined, which, of course, gave many
an opportunity of exchanging a word
or two. Then, to one utterly pros-
trated as Maurice was, there was
great attraction in the irrepressible
vivacity .of Bill Blades’ disposition.
Nothing seemed to daunt that jovial
burglar. His vanity was extreme.
“Lagged for ten years I am,” he once
whispered to Maurice; “but, damme, it
was the job of the year, and I ought
to be introduced to visitors when they
come round—that’s what hurts my
feelings. I'm a great public character,
and these swells here have entered into
a combination to erush my reputa-
tion.”

Still pours down the flerce August
sun, which the gfey Portland stone re-
flects back with intensity., Not a
breath of air.comes across the hot
dust-burdened quarry, while the chil-

dren of crime continue their task with
brick-dust-hued cheeks. The very
warders mop their brows and fumble
at their collars, to loosen the stiff
military stock which their uniform en-
tails' upon them. Suddenly the prison
clock strikes the half after-eleven,and
almost simultaneously clangs out the
recall bell, the signal for all working
parties to withdraw.. The men fall in
by squads, upon gaining the parade
ground within the prison gates (for
be it clearly understood that the quar-
ries lie outside the prison walls, and
| are perfectly free for the public to pass
through), draw up in double ranks to
i be searched.
| A great feature this searching in the
discipline of our;government prisons.
The authorities are incessantly search-
ing, and yet, with-all their vigilance, it
is perfectly surprising what the pris-
oners will continue to smuggle in and
conceal in their . cells, though these
latter are constantly overhauled while
| their occupants are .at work. The
| prisoners lift off their caps, to show
Ithere is nothing in .them; then stand
| with uplifted arms,.as: the warders,
with practised -hdnds,.aun . over their
dress from knee #o: -arm-pit. -This
ceremony over, they' are marched off
to their respective. halls: -
The universities of crime assimilate

colleges, or, as they are here termed,
halls. (Is there not _a St, Catherine’s
| Hall at Oxford?):iThese  halls are
built in the form:®f ‘a parallclogram.
Spacious double entrance doors at
either end open upon a broad corri-
dor, from the centre of which springs
a light fron staircase, running up for
three ‘stories, and breaking off into
jairy iron galleries on each landing.
| Along the sides of the hall run the
“three tiers of cells—Lilliputian apart-
| ments, about seven ‘feet by ‘four, and
| some seven or eight in height. These
constitute the homes of the unfortu-
| nates. Such - light..as they receive
| comes from the corridor, through the
{ window in the door, or from the lamp
ilet into the panel beside the door.
| That lamp is only to be opened from
{the corridor, and consequently not to
i be interfered with by an inmate of
any cell, except by breaking the glass.
| Maurice Ellerton’s abode is on the
ground floor, at the extreme northerly
{end of B Hall. The last cell of all is
| tenanted by -that genial burglar, Mr.
| William Blades, but Maurice’s comes
|next. Once again the lock is turned
upon him, and He has recourse to the
sole employment of his lonely hours—
the eating his heart out. Time was
when all this was new to him, when
the petty privations and indignities
stung sharper than they do now, when
i his stomach recoiled from the unac-
| customed food, and the daily toil
seemed a strain greater than his un-
tutored muscles could endure; then
Maurice thought h¢ should soon' suc-
cumb, to the Punishment laid upon
! hi He knew better- now. He is
i fain to confess that he'never was in
. better ‘health. ~As for the rough,
! homely fare -that he was at first un-
‘able to swallow, his sole complaint
inow is that he does not get enough
| of it. Yet he is leading-a horrible life
[—to ‘an educated man a terrible life,
I'a “mere  mechanical - ‘existence. All
'mental life is dead in him. It is apt
'to -die down when hope lies slain, and
| nothing but an impenetrable blackness
| represents the future. Alive, .but
'burted! Of this world, yet with the
| pall thrown over him! 3
| Maurice Ellerton sits’ uvon his
| pallet-bed, musing upon the past, and
! peering, with dull, despairing gaze, in-
to the years that lie before him. It
lis not that he disputes the righteous-
{ness of the doom meted’ out to him,
although the sentence was harder than
| he had anticipated. He acknowledges
| his sin frankly, complains not at the
| punishment that it has entailed upon
|him. But to be without hope, that is
ihard; to think that he is never again
to see other room than_ that cribbed,
confined cell, of seven®eet by four,
lin which he sits; to know no other
glimpse of the outside world than
those grey, dusty quarries; never
again to see a tree, the grass, the
corn-flelds, the purling brook, to hear
the sweet birds ‘singing, the cawing
of the rooks, or gaze upon the
| autumn’s golden' grain; Prometheus-
’like, bound to the rock, with the vul-
| ture of despair battening upon his
Such the future that

{

fhea,rt- trings!
[ lies before him.

CHAPTER XV.
Portland on Sunday.

It is Sunday at Portland. Far and
wide, in pleasant country villages
throughout England, the sweet bells
are ringing—‘“music's laughter,” - as
Hood calls them. ' In the big-cities the
air resounds with the: soft sonorous
chime. Gaily-dressed crowds flock. to
their .different temples, to pay thank-
ful reverence to their Maker, to bring
away holier and better aspirations for
the morrow, it may be hoped. Even
the solitary bell of Portland’s prison
| seems mellowed as it summons its in-
mates to church this gorgeous sum-
mer morning. All. aglow with color
are the public gardens fronting that
edifice. Saucily froths - and - tumbles
the Race, reminding one of a merci-
less coquette, whose relentless cruelty
is not to be guessed at, except by
those who have found themselves
| within the nets. Innocent and pretty
enough looks that broken, dancing
water, this bright September morning,
and yet not a Portlander but could
tell wild legends of the pitiless Race.
‘Woe betide - the ship that should be
entangled in the Race in its wrath,
when it seethes and bubbles like a
cauldron of Hecate’s own brewing!

But “the Halls” are emptied, and
their grey-jacketed inhabitants march
silently and orderly in their respective
squads to church. A very curious sight
to look upon this. Picture to your-
self upwards of a thousand of these
brick - ¢ust - countenanced outcasts,
ranged right and left of a cruciform
building; on raised seats at every ten
paces ,a blue-coated warder, with
belted cutlass. Five hundred or more
prisoners to the right of you, flve
hundred or more to the left of you.
The pulpit and priest in front. The
convict guard, with loaded firelocks,
behind. t

Quietly and solemnly is the service
conducted, as in any other place of
worship. How far it touches those
untamed natures, it were bootless to
conjecture. They are much like any
other congregation the writer has ever
seen. Some listen attentively, some
reverently, some with dull apathy, and
others with evident weariness. But
the blessing is at last spoken, and
that congregation troops off, to enjoy
the greatest boon that prison discip-
line accords them.  On Sundays they
are allowed to walk round the prison

-the secondg two;.

yards together, and indulge in 1
ited - conversation. No rsstrlctilf\i’)m'
placed upon how they pair off; fq,
hour they may mix as they list _,
free to consort with each other -d;
pleases them. '
These unfortunates are classifi
to three grades, such classificat
noted always by that dread me

s

a

1
)
it

It not only denotes the number i
are known by, the punishment
are condemned to, but the color
determines the class to which
belong. They all commence i
third, symbolized by the black
dalion, such as is worn by Ma:
Ellerton and Carnoul. Good conqy,
for a certain period transmutes
into a yellow one, and certain
lgges accrue to that grade. I
time and good conduct changes
badge to blue, with yet further
leges attached to it. For instan
the third class is accorded

hour of this liberty of converse;
to the first,
This -privilege is allowed only on 1,

time. Maurice Ellerton 8till wears tp,
black medallion, because time has p;
yet allowed of promotion to the Sf‘mn&
class; James Carnoul, because g hy.
man tiger is not likely to find favor
or mitigation of his sentence—ne.
cause - the prison cat has been bygy
with his back—because the dark cejs
and himself are familiar with ege)
other—because nothing but timely {n.
terventiébn saved' his adding yei op
more murder to the catalogue his
crimes. There is a night “’SWhIna:
now, though a warder once, nvh'g
limps as he goes his rounds yet from
the feroclous assaults of that wiqg
beast clothed in likeness of humanity
Pity for his own and mankind’s sake
that the gallows had not closed his
career some time past. It may seenm
shocking to say, but there do appear
at times In the annels of crime men
irreclaimable, irredeemable, untame.
able, who,.both for their own sakeang
that of society, were best done away
with. ~James Carnoul was one of
these.

Maurice Ellerton is as yet strangs
to Portland and its ways. It is but
some few weeks that he has been an
inmate there. He had been sent, in
the first instance, as'is customary, to
Millbank, where much solitude and
reflection had plunged him into that
dull'apathy of despair which still pos-
sessed him. He leads a purely me-
chanical life at present; shudders when
he thinks of the past—shudders stil
more when he thinks.of the future,
Life to him seems but a dreary road,
illumined by no ray of sunlight—an
abyss of blackness, which no gleam
of love or hope can ‘ever brighten
He has nothing left to look forward
to but the end—the cynic exultation
that, when his soud escapes its prison,
then also shall his body break lock
and ward; and yet he thinks sadly
what weary years must be lived down
ere he, in the very prime of his man-
hood, can hope for that.

He paces mechanically and deject-
edly round the yard this Sunday
morning, sole one of all that chatter-
‘mg- throng who walks in" sitence and
#lone. “'He “Shrinks '?rom “the ™ coary
companionship ‘of his fellows; he is
at no ‘pains to make acquaintances
Of the two that he has some slight
knowledge of, Carnoul is in "trouble,
and consequently debarred from this
indulgence, ‘while the vivacious Mr
Blades is gossiping with some ons
else.

But suddenly Bill Blades is struck
by the woe-begone air of his neigh-
bor in B. Hall. Though a most irre-
claimable scoundrel, Mr. Blades is a
man of very kindly feeling, and he
felt a sort of pity, to use his own
vernacular, for “a swell so down on
his luck.” He crosses to Maurice, and
exclaims:

“Well, mate, you don’t look like
having a deal to say, even if you'd
some one to say it to; but it's a rellet
to have a chap gabble something in
your ear when you've got the dismals,
ain’t it? Bless you, I know it. I was
struck all of a heap like, the fusttime
I was quodded, but it ain’t nothing
when you're used to it. It's a healthy
life, and you’ve mo anxieties about the
future. Say! put your hand again
mine when we come to the far end,
and -T'll give you a ‘chaw.”

“You're very Kkind!” replied Mau-
rice, “but I.can’t manage tobacco in
that form.”

“Then the sooner you qualifies the
better,” retorted Blades. “You see a
smoke ain’t to be brought off, anvhow.
If you don’t chew what are you 10
do?”

“But how do you manage to
tobacco?”

“Well, you ain't fly to much, thats
certain. Howsomever, in course You
ain’t. Why, if you can pay for it, and
are clever at smuggling things in. you
may contrive to have a good many
little comforts. It ain’t often I'm
without tobacco, I tell you.”

“But how do you get these things”
inquired Maurioe,

“Well, 'you see, there’'s a good many¥
things besides stone to be found in
the quarries, for those who knows
where to look for ’em. There's plenty
of people outside who know hos
hide what we wants if they're
paid for it. The officers and warders
know it goes on just as well as we G0
They does their best to stop it It's
just smuggling all over. Sometim
they seizes a lot, and sometimes We
run it all right.”

“But how do you get money ?
you get letters?”’

“Well, my pals find the mone%
The people outside who make a bus-
ness of it charge high, but they
on the square—yes, they’re tolers
fair,” said Mr. Blades meditativell
“they: make you pay about four shil-
lings for a shilling’s worth of D '
but -they run -a good bit of risk. I
your innocence! there are plent:
post-offices in the quarries that *
knows of. Getting a chance to VI©
'em’s sometimes difficult, and
gling in what you find there some
harder still; but there is excl
in it too. I never enjoyed a quid "
side so much as I does one here.

“I should like to send away a ¢
ter,” remarked Maurice musing!y.

“D'ye mean it, mate?”’ asked
companion.

“Yes, very seriously.” )

“’'Spose you never thought ab
how you were to write it?” obser
Mr. Blades, grinning.

“My God, no! I forgot that 1
neither pens, paper, nor ink.” )

“Ah!” replled the burglar wi
glance of compassion, “it struc!
you'd want a bit of learning !
you begin to correspond with
Home Secretary about the injustics
been a-doing you. Shall I teach

Maurice nodded assent.
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(To be continued.)
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