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CHAPTER XLVI.
3 RECEIVE A VISIT FROM MY FATHER.

e .ﬂow"wbea Me.- Lawrence Simmonds died, I
was retained, by :his son, and employed by him
in lus factory ;.how he kuwdly, winle koowng
my previous history, advanced me, step by step,
until<] bad:attained a position of trust ; and how
1.found that the education I bad contrived to

v;uck up while ooly a ¢ City Arab,’ became 1o-

¥ i:rmmgly valuable to me—these things I shall

not set dowa in detail. It is sufficient to say

-} -that, some two years after the events recorded

«in-the last chapter, I was a clerk in the count-
"ing bouse of Mr. Richard Simmonds, and had
)oﬁgings in a neat little cottage not far from the
factory, my landlady bring an eldetly widow,
very neat and very deaf
One winter's evgniog about this time, T was
returning from my daﬂy employment, acd had
nearly reached my comfortable home, when I
.was accosted by name by a man, who, in north-
country dialect, axked permission to accompany
me to my lodgings, saying that he bad import-
ant business to communicate. There was no-
thg in his maoner to excite alarm, or even sus-
picion. As far as I could judge by the i imper-
fect light of an oil-lamp close by, ke was a stout;;
elderly, respcctable farmer ; and tbough’l vas
at a loss to conceive the nature of his cgmmum-
cations, 1 bad no hesitation in acceding to his
requestyand in a few minutes we were in the

little sitting room which I was permitted to call
my own, and which was cheerfully lighted up
by a blazing fire and a candle.

¢ You do not know me?’ said lLe, in the
same broad speech, as be seated himself, and,
as it seemed, mvited my scrutiny.

Certainly not. I had not the most dirtant
remembrance of having seen my visitor before,
and I said so. My cooncctions and intimacies
had nﬁ.a;gch fain amo armert. save my guod
friend at Daflodil Farm, m‘!\lent, with whom 1
still kept up an occasional correspondence, and
for whose sake'T was disposed to give the right
kand of fellowship to any azricultural stranger.
And I could scarcely be deceived in setting
dowa my visiter as a toler.bly flourishing mem-
ber of that community. I could noet see his
bands, for the thick gloves be wore, and his face
was partially concealed by a red woollegeom-
forter ; but his ectire appearance and manners
tallied with what I had seen of Yorkshire far-
merhood.

¢ The old womau, said,be, after a moment’s
pause, ¢ be there nubbot ja £ house but she?’

¢ Nobody but Ler, besides.: oux:;tno selves,
I said ; ¢ and if you have anythmg;;to say pri-
vately you need not fear-bemv overheard. The
old lady is very deafs¥ .

¢ For all that,’ Tejoined my strange visitor, in
a tone of voice and in "a mabnner so altered that
I started with sudden surprise, ¢ for all that I
shall take the liberty, Mr. Leigh, of securing
ourselves against intrusion;” and adapting the
deed to lhe word, he rose quickly and turned

be continued, trying the lock, and finding it
fast; “and then he again deliberately seated bim-
self, ™
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I cannot say that T felt no alarm, but a feel
ng stronger than that of mere apprebension had
arisen in my wird, which overmastered it, and
subdued e into silent acquiescence with the
action I hare described.

¢ Who are you, and wiat is your business
with me?? I asked, after a moment’s painful
silence.

My visiter made me no verbal answer, but
first throwing off his gloves agd comfyrter an
thick Whitaéy coat, and” !!mraﬁﬂy divest
ing himself 6f one external disguise after nnothu',
ull my little table was furm:hed with a toilet of
fals> eyebrows, fale whikers, an exceedingly
satural-looking wig, and other minute personal
appliances, my father stood revealed to me ns ]
had last secn him at Thieves® Cistle, under the
title of ¢ the Captamn.’

¢ Youknow me now,” said he, quietly, and in
his natural voice.

‘Yes, I'kdow you now,’ I responded in his
own words, faintly; for T was ovcrcome
with terror.

¢ You need not be afraid, he said, somewhat
contemptuously. ¢ If 1 had the power, I have
not the disposition—at least I have not the in-
tention,~to do you any iojury.?

¢ Why bave you sought me?’ I asked.

¢ Because I wished fo satisfy myseif, with my
own eyes, that you are alive, when 1 had reason
to think you were lost in the shipwreck, and be-
cause I am about to leave the country, probably
never to return,” be said; ¢and whatever yon
may think of my past conduct towards you, 1
would not go away without a last intersierw

the key in the door. «“We are all right now,’with my own and only son. You do not Joubt

our relationship, I suppose 1’ ke added.
I had'no reason to question it, and 1 said sc.

¢ You need not, he went on, ¢ for there can
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