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CHAPTER 1—DOROTHY TG ELEANOR.

Dearest Eleanor—You have so often reminded
me how rapidly the most startling facts pass from
the memory of mao, and I bave so oiten there-
upon promised to write down a full account of
that mysterious offair in which T was providen-
tially called upon to bear so important 2 part,
it 15 with sbame I reflect that the warning has
been unbeeded and the promise unfulfilled. Do
not, dear iriend, accuse my affection, but my ea-
grossing dutier apd occupations, for Lthis ne-
glect, and believe that I pow take advaotage of
my first quiet evening for many months to falfil
your wish. Betty has just brought me a cup of
tea, and I have tald the gurl to be withia call ;
for ooce a heroine is not always a heroine, dear
Nell. 1 am full of childish terrors, and I assure

ou it 15 with no small mental efforts that I bring
mysell to recall the terrible events of the year
1813.
Oddly enough, 1t was on the first day of this
year that I made the acquaintance of Mr. Geo.
Manners. Ob, Eleanor, thitk of my position
at that time. Our father and mother dead ; un-
der the care of aur only brother,who,as you know,
dear Nell, was at ooe time feared to be a com
plete 1diot, and kad, poor Loy, only so much ser s>
as to make bim sane i the eyes of the law. You
know the fatal obstinacy with which he pursued
ap 1dea once mstilled, the occasional fits of rage
that were oot "less than insanity. Knowing all
this, my dear, imagioe what I must have suffered
when angrily recalled home. I was forbidden to
thiok of Mr. Maoners again. Tn vain I asked
for reasons. They !ed none, aad yet a thousand
to gve me. When I thik of the miserable
stories that were raked up agaiost him,—the
misconstruction of everytbing he did, or said, or
left undone—my own impotent ndignation, and
my poor brother’s senseless rage, and the insult

ing way in which I was waiched, and taunted,
snd tortured ;—oh, Nefly ! it is agony to write,
1 did tke only thick left to me—I gave bim up
and prayed for peace. I do pot say that I was
right ; [ say that I did the best I couldin a
state of things, that threatened to deprive me of
reason.

My submission did uot produce an amount of
harmony 10 the honse in apy way proportionate
1o the price T paid for it. Harriet was obliged
to keep the slanders of my lover constantly in
view, to quiet the self.reproach which I think
she must sometimes bave experienced. Asto
Edmund, my obedience had somewhat satisfied
kim, end made way for another subject of tn.
terest which was then engrossing bis md.

A man in his estate rentisg a farm close to us,
who was a Qusker, and very *atrict’ in his reh-
gious profession, bad been for a long time grossly
cheating him, relying, no doubt, on my poor bro-
the)’s deficient intel'ect. But minds that are in-
tellectually and in resson deficient, are often
endowed with a large share of cuoning aad ecau-
tion, especially in monetary affars, Edmund
guessed, watcbed, and discovered ; but when the
proot was n his hands, his proceedings were
characteristically pecuhar. He did not dis~
charge the man, and have done with it ; be re-
tained him in lus place, but seemed to take a—
let me— say—insane delight in exposiog him to
the religious circle ;n which be bad been a star,
and from whieh be was gnommiously expelled ;
and in heapiog every possible apnoyance upon
him that the circumstances admitted. My dear,
Ltbink T should bave preferred his wrath upon
myeelf, to being the witness of my brotber’s mis-
erable exultation over the wratched man, Parker.
Hig chief gratification lay i the thought that,
exquisite as were the vexations be heaped upon
bim, the man waa obliged to express gratitude
,for his master’s forbearance as regarded the

aw.

‘He said be should never forget my considera-
tion for bim till death! Ha, ha [’

My only puzzle? I seid, *19. what can -
-duee bim to stay with you.?

And then the storm turned upon me, Eleanor.

You will ask me, my dear, how, meanwhile,
bad Mr. Manners taken my letter of dismissal.
Tknow now, Nell, aod so will not revive the
mystery that then added weight to my distress.
He mrote me many letters, — but [ pever saw
one'|

. - » » . L] -

And now, dear [riend, let me pause and gather
tourage to relate the terrible eveatsof that
ultry, horrible—that accursed June.

CEAPTER If,~THE TERRIELE JUNE.

" 1t was about the middle of the month. Har-
net was spending some hours witt a friend, Ed-
mund was out, and I_bad been left alone 2l day

for the first ime since T came beme. 1 remem-
ber everything that bappened with the utmost
distinctoess. I spent the day chiefly in the gar.
den, gatheriog roses for potpourri, beiog dism-
chged for any more reasonable oceupation, partly
by a vague, dull feeling of dread that made me
restless, and which was yet one of these phases
of feeling in which 1f life depended on an ener-

getic movement, one must wrifle. In this mood,
| when the foreclouded mind, iostinctively shrioky
{ from its own great troubles, httle things assume
an extraordivary distinctness, 1 trode carefully
in the patterns of the terrace pavement counted
the roses on the white bush by the dial (there
were Uwenty six), and seeing a beetle o the
path, moved it to a baok at some distance.—
There it crept into a hole,and such 2 wild, weary
dex're seized on me to creep alter it and hice
from what was coming, that—1I thought it wise
to go in.

As I sat in the drawing room there was a rose
still whole 1» my Jap. T had begun to pluck off
the petals when the door.bell rang. Though I
beard the voice distinetly whes the door was
opened, I vow to you, dear Nell, that my chief
desire was to get the rose pulled to pieces before
I was disturbed, I had flung the last petal woto
ny lap, when the door opened und Mr. Manoers
came ioto the room.

He did not speak ; he opened his arme, and I
ran straight into them roses and all. The petsls
rained over us and over the floor. He talked
very fast and I did nothing but cling to him, and
endure 1n silence the weight which is presence
could not remove from mv mind, while he pleaded
passionately for our marriage, He said that it
was the extreme of all that was unreasouable,
that our lives bappmess should be sacaificed to
the insane freak of a hardly responsible micd.—
He complained bitterly (though T could but con-
fess justly!) .of the sulting and iatolerable
treatment that be bad received. He had come,
he said, in the first place, to assure himself of
eay constaney— in the second, for a powerful and
Snal remonstrance with my brother—and, if that
failed, to remind me, that I should be of age
next month ; and to convey the eatreaty of the
Tophams that, as a last resource, I would come
to them and be marred from their bouse, T made
up my mmod, and promised ; then I implored
him to be careful in his interview with my bro-
ther, for my sake~—to calm his own natural anger
and to remember Edmund’s infirmity, He pro-
mised, but 1 saw that he was sligbtly piqued by
my d«elling so much on Edmund’s feelngs ra-
ther than on his. Ah! Nelly, be bad neverseen
one of the poor boy’s rages.

It may bave been half-past six when Mr Man:
ners arnved ; it had just struck a quarter to
mine wheo Edmund came in and found us toge
ther. He paused for a minute, clicking his ton-
gue in bis mouth, na way he had wben exeited :
and thea he turned upon me, and heaped abuse
on wsult, loading me with accusations and re
proaches. George, white with suppressed rage
called incessantly upon me to go; and at last T
dared disobey no looger; but as I went I
touched bis arm agd whispered, ‘remember! for
my sake,” His intense ¢ T promise, my darling,’
comforted me thep — apd afterwarde, Nelly, [
weat 1nto a httle room that opesed to the ball
and waited.

In about twenty mmnutes the drawing-room
door opened ard they came oul. Iheard George’s
voice saying this or something equivalent— (ai-
terwards I could not accurately recall the
worde)-— :

¢ Good mght, Mr, Lascelles; I trust our next
meeting may be a different one.’

The next sentences on bothi sides I lost, Ed-
mund seems to have refused to shake bands with
Mr. Manpers. The last words [ heard was
George’s hall-laughing—

¢ Next time Lascelles, I shall not ask for your
band—T1 shall take it.

Then the door shut, and Edmund went 1oto
bis study. An bour later, he also went out, and
I was left alone once meore. I went back into
the draming~-room ; the rose leaves were fading
on tbe flaor ; and on the table lay George Man
pers’ pepknife, It was a new one, that be had
been showing to me, and had left behiod him.—
I kissed it and put it in my pocket ; then I knelt
down by the chair, Nell, and wept till T prayed ;
and then prayed till I wept agam; aod then I
got up and tidied the room, snd go\ some sewWs
ing : and, hike other women, sat dowo with my
trouble, waiting for the storm to break.

It brake at eleven o’clock that might, when
two men carried the dead hody of my brother
wto his own kitchen—foully murdered.

But when I knelt by the poor body, lying aw-
tully still upon the table ; when I kissed the face,
which 1 death had curiously eaough rezained the
appearance of reason as well as beauty ; when .
saw and knew that hfe bad certainly gone,—that
was pot all, The storm bad not fully broken
till T turned and saw, standing by the fire,
George Mangers, with bis hands and coat dab-
bled with blood., I did nat speak or scream ;
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but a black borror seemed to settle down like u
mist upon me. Through it came Mr. Manners’
vouce (I bad not locked again at him)—

¢ Miss Dorotby Lascelles, why do you not ask
who did it 1’

1 gave a sharp cry, and one of 1he laborers,
who bad helped to bring Edmvund in, said grave-
lg—

¢ Eh, Master, the less you say the better. God
forgive you this night’s work.’

Georg e’s hoarse voice epoke agais.

¢ Do vou bear bim? and then it faltered a
little—* Doralice, do you think this ¥

i was his pet name fov me, (be was an Itahan
scholar), and touched me wexpressibly, and a
conviction seized upon me that il he bad done it,
be would have cot Lave dared to appeal to my
affection, I tried to clear my mind that I mght
see the truth, and theo I looked up at him. Our
eyes met, and we looked at each other for a full
minute, god I was content. Oh, there are times
when the instinctive trust of ooe beart 13 so far
more powerful than any prools or reasons—that
faith seems a higher kaowledge. 1 would have
pledged ten thousand lives, if I had them, on the
honesty of those eyes, that bad led me lkea
will o’-the wisp in the ball-rcom halt a year ago !
The pew-year’s dance came back onme asl
stood there—my ball dress was in the drawer
up starrs—and now ! oh dear! was I gowng mad ?

CHAPTER Ili.—THE TIME OF TRIAL.

Meanwhile he was waitiog for my answer. 1
stepped forward, iotending to take his hand, but
the stamns drove me back again, Where so
much depends upon a right— or 2 misunderstand-
g, the only way is te speak the farr truth. 1
did so ; by a sort of forced calm holding back
the seething of my brai.

¢ George, I should hke to touch you, but—1I
caonot! I beg you to forgive the selfishness of
my grief—my mind 13 confused—TI shall be bet
ter soon. God has sent us a great sorrow, 1o
which I know you are as ibnocent as Iam. 1
am very sorry—1I think that 18 all’ And I put
my baond to my head, where a sharp pain was
begisniog to throb. Mr. Manners spoke em
phatically— '

* God bless you, Dorelice !
mised. Thask you forever,’

* If you tancy you bave any reason to thank
me,’ 1 said, ¢ do me tbis favor. Whatever hap-
pens, believe that I beheve !’

1 could bear no more, so I went out of the
kitchen, As I went I heard a murmur of pity
ruo through the room,and I kaew that they were
pityiog—not the dead man, but me ; and me—
not for my dead brothber, but for bis marderer.
When T got 1nto the passage the mist that bad
still been dark before my eyes suddenly became
darker, and I remember no more.

When my senses returned, Harrret had come
home. From the first she would never bear
George’s name, except to accuse lim with frantic
bitterness of poor Edmued’s death ; and se no-
thicg would nduce me to credit lus guilt, the
subject was as much as possible avoided. I can-
not dwell on these terrible days. 1 was veryill
for some time, and after I had come down stairs,
one day I found a newspaper containing the fol-
lowing paragraph, which I copy bere, as 1t is the
shortest and least painful way of telling you the
facts of poocr Edmuad’s death :—

You know 1 pro-

* THE MURDER AT CROSSDALE HILL.

¢ Unmiversal horror has been excited in the
neighborbood by the murder of Edmund Lascelles
Esq., Crossdale Hall. Mr. "Lascelies was ast
seep alive a little after ten o’clock on Friday
night, at which time be left the house alone,
and was oot seen again hving. At the wquest
on Saturday, James Crosby, a tarm laborer, gave
the followwg evidence :—

¢¢ I bad been sent iwto the village for some
medicine for a sick beast, and was returntng to
the farm by the park a little before eleven, when
uvear the lower gate I saw a man standing mith
bis back to me, The moon was shinicg, and I
recognized lim at once for Mr. George Man-
ners, of Beckfield. When Mr. Manners saw
me be seemed much excited, and called out,
§ Quick ! help! Mr. Lascelles bas been mur-
dered.” T said, * Good God! who didit? He
said, ¢ 1 don’t know ; I found him o the ditch;
help me to carry bim ia.’ By this time I had
come up, and saw Mr. Lascelles on theground
lying on his side. I said, * How do you know
he’s dead P He said, ¢ I lear there 18 very litle
hope ; be bas bled so profusely. 1 am covered
with blood.” I was examinmng the body, and as
I turoed it over I found that the 11ght hand was
gone. It had been cut off at the wrist, I said,
¢ Look here! Did you know this?* He spoke
very low, and only said, ¢ How borrible /” I
sard, ® Let us look for the haod; it may be

I]tbe ditch.’ He said, ¢ No, no ; we are wasting

time, Briog him iv, and let us send for the
doctor.’ 1 rau to the ditch, however, but could
see nothing but a pool of blood. Coming back,
I tound a thick hedge-stake covered with blood.
The grass by the ditch was very much stamped

I sa1d, ¢ There has been a desper
He said, ¢ Mr. Lascelles was a
I said, ¢ Yes ; as strong as
you, Mr. Manners.” He said, ¢ Not quite;
very nearly though.,” He said nothing more (ill
we got to the hall; tken he said, * Who can
break it to us sister 77 1 said, ¢ They will bave
to know. 1t’s them that killed bim has brought
this misery upon them.” The low gate isa quar-
ter of a mile or more from the hall.’

¢ Deeth seems to have been inflicted by twe
instruments— a wounding and a cutting ove. As
yet, no weapon but the stake has been discovered,
and a strict search for the missing baod has prov-
ed fruitless. No motive for this wanton outrage
suggests ttsell, except that the vnlappy gentle
map was io the babit of wearing on bis right
band a sapphire nog ot great value. [An beir-
loom ; it is on my fioper as I write, dear Nell,
Oh, my poor boy.] All coriosity is astir to dis
cover (he perpetrator of this horrible deed ; and
it is with the deepest regret that we are obhged
to state that every fresh link in the cham of evi- |
dence points with fatal accuracy (o one, whose
position, character, and universal popularily
would seem to place him above suspicion. We
would pot willingly intrude upon the privacy of
domestic interest, but the foltowiag facts will too
soon be matters of public notoriety.

¢ A youoger sister of the deceased appears to
have formed a malrimonial engagement with
George Manners, Lsq., of Beckfi Id. It was

strongly opposed by Mr. Lascelles, and the ab-
jection (which at the time sppeared unreason-
able} may have been founded co a more intimate
koowledge of the suitor’s character than was
possessed by others, The match was broken off,
and all intercourse was suspended uill the mght
of the murder, when Mr, Maoners gained admit-
tasce to the hall in the absence of Mr. Las-
celles, and was for some hours aloue in the young
lady’s company. They were found together a
little before nine o’clock by Mr. Lascelles, aad
a violent scene ensued, in the course of which
the young lady left the apartment. (Miss Las.
celles hag been ill ever since the unhappy event,
and is 80 stull, Wer deposition was laken in
wiiting at the hall.) Trom the young lady’s
evidence it appesrs, 1st, thal the passions of both
were strongly excited, and she admits hav-
ing felt sufficient apprekeriion to raduce her to
twice warn Mr, Manoeis to self control. 2adly,
that Mr, Mancers avewed himself prepared to
defy Mr. Lascelles’s authority in the matter of
the marriage ; and 3rdly, the two sentences of
therr fical conversation that she overheard (both
Mr. Manners"), were what can hardly be inter-
preted otherwise tbhan as a threat, that * their
aext meeting should be a diferent one,’ and that
then ¢ be would not ask for Mr. Lascelles’ band, |
but take it.” The diabolical character of deter-
mined and premeditated vindictiveness thus given
toen otherwise unaccountable outrage upon lns
victim, goes far to take away the feeling of
pity which we should otberwise heve felt for the
murderer, regardiog lim as under the maddening
influences of disappointed love and temporary
passion, DPerbaps, however. the most fatally
conclusive evidence against Mr, Manners Jies
the time that elapsed betweea fus leaving the
hail and being found in the park with the mur-
dered body, He left the bouse at a quarter past
nipe~—he was found by 1be body of tie deceased
a httle before eleven ; so that either it must have
taken him more tban ag hour aod a half to walk
a quarter of a wle—which is obviously absurd
—or he must have been warting tor nearly two
bours 1a the grouads, Why did he vot returp
at once to the house of Mr. Topham 7 [where
it appears that be was staying]. For what—or
for whom —was be waiting. If be were in the
park at the time of the murder, how came it that
he heard no cries, gave the unhappy gentleman
no assistance, and offers no suggestioo or clue to
the mystery beyond the obstinate denial of hus
own guilt, thongh he confesses to have been in
the grounds during the whole time of the deathe
struggle, and though be was found slone w.th
scratehed bands and blood-stasned clothes beside
the corpse of s avowed enemy. We leave
these questions to the consideration of our read-
ers, as they will be for tbat -of a conscientious
and impartial jury, not, we trust, blinded by the
wealth and position of the criminal to the hideous
pature of the erime.

¢ The tuveral is to take place to~morrow.
George Maoners is fully committed to take bis
trial tor milful murder at the next assizes.’

The above condemning extract only too well
represented the state of public feehng. Al
M:ddlesex—nay, all Eogland—was roused to -
dignation, and poot Edmond’s youth and mirmi-
ties made the crime appear the more cowardly
and detestable. :

CHAPTER IV.—DRIFTING TO THE END,

My misery between the time of the murder and
the trial was terrtble (rom many causes: my
brothers death ; George’s position ; the koow.

and trodden.
ate struggle.’
vety stroog maa.’

tion ot hus guilt in every one’s mind, and Harrat’s
ceaselgss reproactes. I do not think I should
have lived through it, but for Dr, Penn. That
excellent aod revered man’s Lindness, will I
trust, ever be remembered by me with dl’le gn;tl-
tede. He went up lown coustantly, at his own
expense, and visited my dear George 1y New-
gate, administermg all the consclations of bis
high office and long experience, and being the
bearer of our messages to each other, From
bin also 1 gleaned all the news of which other-
wise 1 should have been kept in ighorance ; how
George’s many friends were making every pos-
sible exertior on his behalf, and how an excellent
counsel was retamed for him. But far beyond
his great kindaess, was to me the siunple fact that
he sharad my belief n George’s mrocence ; for
lherg were times when the universal persuasion
of his guilt almost shook not my faith, but my
reason.

Our clref dificulty, I confess, lay in the ques-

ttion tbat the world had by this time so terribly

answered—who did it? 1f George were inno—
ceat, who was guilty? My poor brother bad
not been popular,and T do not say that one’s
mind could not have fixed on a man more likely
to commit the errme than George, under not less
provocation. But it was an awful deed, Nelly,
to lay to any man’s charge, eren in thought ; and
Bo particle of evidence arose to fix the guilt oq
any one else, or even to suggest an accomplice.,
As the time wore on, suspense become sicken.
ing.

“ €, T said to kim one day, ¢ I am breakiog
down. 1 have brought some plants to set in
your garden. [ wish you would give me some-
thing to do for you, Your shirts to make, your
stockings to darn. I I were a poor womap I
should werk down tmy troudle. As it 19"

¢ Hush? said the doctor ; you are what Grod
bas made you, My dear madam, Janet tells
me, what my poor eyes have hardly ohserved,
that my ruffl2s are more worn than becomes a
doctor io divinity, Now for myself—’

‘Hush ” sad I, mimicking. ¢ My dear sir,
you have taught me to plot and conspire, and tiis
very aftercoon T shall hold a secret interview
with Mistress Janet. But say something about
trouble. 'What will bappen 7—How will 1t end ?
—What shall we do 7

¢ My love,’ be said, ‘keep heart. I fully be—
lieve in b3 innocence. ‘There is heavy evidence
sgaist him,but there are also some strong points
0 s favor ; and you must believe that the jury
have no object to do anythmg but the truth, and
that they will find accordingly. And God defend
the right. P

Eleanor ! they found him gwity !

I have asked Dr. Pean to permit me to make
an extract from s journal in this place, 1t s
less barrowing to copy than to recall, I omit
the pions observations and reflections which
grace the original, Comforting as they are to
me, it seems a profamity to make them public;
besides, 1t is his wish that I withhold them, which
is suficient.

¢ When be came into the dock he looked (so0 1t
seemed to me) altered since I had last seep bim ;
more apxious and wora, that iz, but yet compased
and dignified. Doubtless I am but a prejudiced
witoess ; but his face to me lacks both the con-
fusion and effrontery of gwit. He looks like one
pressed by a heavy afiliction, but enduring it with
fortitude. 1 think bis appearance affected and
astonished maoy 1o the court, Those who were
prepared to see a bardeaed vuffian, or at Jeast a
cowering criminal, must have been startled by
the intellectual and noble style of his beauty, the
grace and dignity ot his carriage, and the modest
simplicity of s behavior. Iam but a loting
old man ; for I thiok on no evidence could 1 con-
vict lim 1w the face of those good eyes of bis, to
which sorrow bas given a wistful look that at
times 1s terrible; as if now and then the agony
within showed 1its face, at the windows of the
soul. Oace only every trace of composure van-
isheg—1t was then sweet Mistress Dorothy was
called ; then be looked simply mad. I wender
—butno! no!—~he did not commit this great
crime,—not even in a fit of insanity.

* Mr, A—— 15 a very able advocate, aod, in
his cross-examination ot the man Crosby and of
Mistress Dorothy did bis best to atoce for thz
cruel law which keeps the prisopes’s counsel at
such disadvantage. The counsel for the prose-
cution had pressed bard on my dear lady, espe-
cially in reference to those farewell words over-
beard by her, which seem teo give the only
(though thar, I eay, and incredible) clue, to what
remaios the standing mystery of the event—the
missiog band. Thea Mr. A—— rose (o cross-
examine. He said: - :

¢4 During that part of the quarrel wben you .
were present, did the prisoner use apy threats or
suggestions of persenal violence? -

s + No,? ) - . .

¢¢1p the fragment of conversation that you

ledge of his sufferings, and my inability to see ar
soothe them—and, worst of-all, the firm eonvic-

.overbeard at the last, did you at the time under<



