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i pone,

t now, and the disils *It rejoice in the deed 1l do ; 1

'MONTREAL, FRIDAY

_dF WARNHAM. ;furtite!y around for a weapon ; be could see I’Verdon stood before the judgment seat ol God,
He moved his hand towards his breast. !
i ¢ Shtop,” said Lee, ¢shtop! move a band:

where bia child bad heen so recently belore him-
self.
All this was many 2 year before the storm

Whatever were his thoughis ar what fis MU far’—he sunk bis voce to a Missiog whisper— ! that startled the storg-telles 1 the Warsham
ings, be seemed to be tracquil and bappy.  To fe pyy you, an’ send you to your place amongst = Arms.

bum was given, as it 1s always given to such al-
flicted creatures, when rtehgion trains them,a

 them, iv her eyes wor to open, an’ her tongue to ;
i pray to save you. Seenow,’ hewent oo ; ‘I'm’

CHAPTER V.

great faith 5 and it mnght be that, with that poe- | pann’ you of a mercy that isa’t my owa ; id’s ' We left the strange visitor, after bis brief stay
tie fancy which supplies for them the wantof fp . prayer—tbe prayer of that poor saint to (b’ | At the country hotel, striding along the road 1o
every other faculty with 1ts sweet grace and | Eternal—that stops my haod. She prayed that | Warsham Castle.  He beeded pesther the wind,

heaven-born blise, Le might have been walking
by the ¢ eternal streams’ with the sozl of the
Jead. Entranced he was i sweet and changng
sisions that fleeted and formed in kis mind with
varying shape and beauty the destiny of tke de-
parted spirit, and hours ratght have fled aver nm
in this musing, whee suddenly he started and
ceemed to listea wlently. A moaning gust of
of the wind arouad the house appeared to deaden
he sound be desired to eateh and eriticise, for

1wny afore once ; id was the might you struck
her an’ cursed her. I was looking through that |
'winda®. I kem in then through that doore out |
side to kifl you, Her pale face was likea pain ; ‘
it was so batther to feel for itssorra. An’she
met me and saw [ meant blood; an’ sbe praved |
and my arms wor bke an infant’s, they wor so

wake., DBud to-night I don’t bear her voce, |

'though God does, and He stops my band from :

Yet 1d was a pity my sowlid be |
She was

murdber,

lte waved Lis bapd impatieatly, and muttered be-
tween bis teeth—

¢ High-sh sh P '

The noisy gust lulled, aed agam nteatly !
Phildy hetened. i

¢ Ay, sard be, as if in answer toa doubt; fay,
1 knew it ; Charley — that’s what ske vsed to
call bim — Charley is ceming. O vo, Ovo! !
she wont welcome him at the door agaio, as she .
ased.  Hist ! now is the time to punich him for
{he blow 1 saw him give her wanet, and the
cruel word worse than the blow, Though she
wouldn’t let me touch him if she lived—What 1s
that 1 what 1s that 27 He owes ter something
sow for all the peace and pleasure he robbed
from ker young beart; ay, an’ ber father’s, too
—ler fatber’s, too. e owes him more thao he
can ever pay ; but be’ll pay some iv td by quiete
1ag him, by tellmg him * purty Napey? was Ivs
wife. [saw id—saw tbem married, an’ ske told
me that she was 2 raal lady, pear a princess, or
something that a-way. Hist! be’s at the
dcore.’

A step at the entrance stopped the sohloquy
of Phildy, aad striding through the ball be heard
the new~comer. With a rapd spring, Pinidy
got behind the hiwge-side of the door. The
handle turned, and with & wild cry of surprise a
young man bounded forward to the bedside.—
a wild lavgh announced the presence of apother
in the death roomi, and the strong arms of Phildy
were o an instant clasped arcund the stranger.
Thus caught, the stranger struggled 1a the grip
of bts unexpected captor; but be struggled 1
vam. With all the strepgth of bis herculean
frame, Phildy held him fast. He might as well
have freed bimself from a giant, as deliver bim-
self by any effort of lus own from the grasp that
closed on him hke a vice. In ignorance of
who held bim =o strongly, after a few vain at-
tempts to get loose, the straoger groaned i bit~
terness of spirit, as he asked—

¢ Who bolds me ?

¢ That’s id,” said Pinldy; ¢ you’re rasonable
at Jast, Charley ; you koow me,” he continued,
letting the young man free, and standing before
hira, € an’ you koow her U

¢T do—T do !*replied the stranger.

¢ That’s you wife,) Plldy weot oo, ¢ your
wife ; T kaow id ; but I know too tbat you bruk
her heart, aud sent her to heaven afore ber time,
An’ look, Charley; I always took you for a
rascal, and an 1mp; and see, sptd he, whilst a
ferocious expression of hate darkened Lis face
with the most gloomy of shadows—the presence
of anger ia a mind uacontrolied by aught except
instinct,—¢ see, 1’0 stirangle you now, tear you
hmb from limb, as a lion 14 tear alamb, if she
wasn’t there now.’

He raised bis voice with terrilying menace as
he went on with his threats; the veins of bis
forehead swelled and stood out 12 knots upon s
brow ; his neck, rising bare and brawny {rom the
loose roiling collar of his shirt, grew purple with
the rush of biood to his bramn ; his bands were
clencbed j the muscles of bis arms showed
their teasion, as they were braced by his excite-
ment, through the covering of bis clothes; and
Iis whole appearance iadicated such murderous
purpose that the stranger cowered before the

ricked in that a way, an’ her Iife lost.
that ever lived ootel she met you. The fust |
evemng you put the comether on her ta that
chance way, you tuk for doin® 1d; there wasa
darkoess put upon Ler hfe. Thin kem your talk
of luv —luv that you toul® ber was burming up
yourlife. Obh, bud id buroed hers.  As hght-
nin’ d blast a fair young saplng 1o the green
forest, o you went on, weat cn—made ber de-
save her poor ould father, an’ you desaving her
all the time to ber early doom. You toul® ber
that she’d be a grate lady if she’d be silent and
marty you tn saycret; bud that your frinds id
be powerful aogry, and desthroy you iv tbey
knew id thin. An’ didn’t ste beheve you, the
poor thrusting girl ; dida’ sbe believe all you'd 1
say as 1v you bewitched her? Didn’t you enax
her from her home,’ he pursued, raising bis voice ;
¢ didn’t you bring her here whin she was married |
be the paor old priest 7 that I know. An’ didn’t
[ bear you, after all that, tell her it was no mar-
riage; that you were a DProdestan’ and aford ;
and that the laws made her—wbat, you willen ?
what 9 :

At this instant, the door behind Phildy opened,
and Peter Verden appeared. Phildy stopped
bis utterances at the noise, and looked for the
cause of the interruption. The old man tripped
upon the carpet, unused as he was to its luxury,
and staggering came to bis knees. DPhildy rush-
ed over to raze him, and as be Lfted him, tbe
report of a pistol rang 1w bis ear. A sharp
stingiog sensation aeross Lia sealp stunned bun
for a moment, and he dropped upon the foor ;
but a wild cry from old Verdon roused him.

¢ What ails you, masther "’ exclaimed Lee.

¢ T"ds all over, Phidy, said tbe old man; see
here !’

The man looked, and the blood was running |
in a torrent from Verdon’s neck. The ball that
had grazed Phildy’s scalp, and only whcted a
flesh wound, had glanced upward, and struck the
miller n a vital part. The large arteries of
the neck were cut across, and he was bleeding
to death.
 ¢Oh, wirra, wirra I’ sud Lee, locking (o-
wards where he bad seen the stranger standing
last. A cloud of smoke was in the spot ; buta
current of air unrolled its volumes, and, the apen
window told how he had escaped.— At this mo-
ment, too, the footfall of a lorse in rapid motion
on the carriage-drive without conveyed the fact
of the escape of the stranger to Phildy’s ear.
He groaned m the torture of his baflled rage.

¢ P’m dying, Dhildy,’ said the old miller ; ¢ lay
me on the grounpd ; an’—an’, when T go, put us
both—Nancy an’ me—together io the clay. It
well, o, its very well. An’ a mercy out of the
beart of God I'm goin® so soon to meet thim [
lost—pray for me, Paildy, fur — fur I cannot
pray for mysell somebow ; and gi’ me some wa-
ther, Phildy — some wather, for I’'m wake, and
my head s dizzy, and my eyes are dwn. O my
God, pardon—pardon—Phildy stop the mill, for
the kiln-fire 1s almost ont, an’ the work 18—lift
me, Phildy, an’ let me see Nancy—light—1light,
til T look at my gér/een—ob, hght—the kiln—
18 out—an’ the work—over—over—Ilay me—’

There was a sigh, a struggle, a shiver that

truculent aspect ot Phildy Lee. - He looked

lasted some moments, and the father of Nancy

nor rain, ser lightaiag, as he walked ¢nickly on-

ward and got over  the road that lay belween:

himself and lis destination without a panse.—
When be reached the gate where Jemmy Me-
Cabe the huntsman was delayed so mueh to bis
chagrin, the sterm had [uvlled; but aller trying
for some time in vain to atiract (be attentton of
the inmaltes of tie lodge to admit him, ke Jooked
around for some means of enfrance. "The clamn-
bering ivy, stretehed up the high wall by strong
tendrils, suggested Ins course at cace. e tried

!the fairest, the heariiest,and the happiest crathur | 1o cross the barrter by ita means, and was not
Hawag gained en- |

long before he succeeded.
trance in this manner, a step or two brought him

{10 the door of the lodge, and a thundering keock

aonounced his apphcation for admssion. Foot-
falls were saoo heard along the passage, sod the

- vnice of Hegh Dalton questioned the stranger,
{# Who is there T

¢ You sheuldn’ want to keow sy name,’” was |
the reply. ¢ Lord Charles Warnlam ought to
be no stranger to Hugh Dalton.

¢ Lord Charles Warnham,” the keeper echoed
back, flinging the door wide. ¢ Lord Chorles
Warnham,” he repeated, holding,a laatern, with
the glare full in the face of the new-comer.

¢ Yes, myse!f; come back, tuo, with scant
welcome.’ '

¢ Your face my lord, it would take time to
koow 1n that guise 3 but the voice is yours.

¢ Ay, the voice is his; broke trom strange
guttural tones behind the nableman. ¢ Ha, b2,
ha.’

Lord Charles turned as he heard the sound
but 1o the thick darkoess he could discern no- |
thung.

¢ What’s that, Dalton 7" be said quickly.

¢ Oh, come in, my lord,” aoswered the man ;
“its only a poor madnan we lately notliced about

this part ;. he stops mostly in the woods round

Warnham, or n the empty stables at the castle.
He comes down here some!imes of a night, and
raps at the door to ask for food, but be never
crmes inade.’

* Ue has an ugly lavgh that reminds me of
some one or other whow I forzet cow. 1’H not
go 1, Dalteu 5 you must leave me at the caslle
to-oight.’

¢They bave no room aired for your lord—
ship=’

s Oh, that’s no matter,” broke in the noble~
wav; *1’ve roughed it tes lonz al sea and on
land —— amongst civilizalion and savagery — to
fear damp sheets or sn upaired rocm. I came
home to this infernal place—anot that I care to
stay bere—but somethiog drove me, and I am
here. Come, Dalton, come.’

To hear was to obey; and they set forward
togetber. As the peer and bis servant walked
along, for some tune he was moody. At lenpth
he broke the silence:

*T’m not growmg youog, Dilton,” he said,
¢and ¢ wicked Ralph’s’ race is likely esough to
end with wicked Charles.  What a career has
mine been ! and you have had a good band io
shaping 1t

¢ Me, my iord,’ said Dallon.

¢ Yes, you! Who pandered to my evil pas-
s10n3 as you did, and cheered me op in that road
that, for its n:emories now, looks hke to end in
Gehaona ?  Who told me, against my con
science—for I kad a conscience—a remsant of
a conscience, at least—to marry t{he miiler’s
daughter ? and then, when tmy extravagagce was
terrified by the muster-roll of my debts, urged
me to cast her off—because it was safe, as she
was a Cathohe,—and prompted me to marry an
hewress, to retrieve my ruined house? Do you
remember all that occurred after that 7 Do you
remember how, ball maddened with brandy, you
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male me go down to the shooting-lodge and tell

870.

her of my determization? Do you remember
how I went, 3nd—brute that I was—when she
faioted at the harsh annooncement, let ber live
erdie? Do you remember how I heard she
was gone— fled—lost, and how I said she would
come bark? Do you remember bow I rode
down here someé mights alter, and you could not
be found 1o accowpany me, and 1 weat alone, to
see ber 7 My God! to see ler!—see ber hke
an accuser before e ; and then o close my 1ill-
deeds towards her with murder! Do you re-
member that, and remember my flight and—no,
only remembter the twelve years af ¢in since—
Hugh Daites,

T
4

sin whaose retribution is Jespair !
you liuve a bad memory.’

 No, my lord, I lave oot,” answered his com-
panion ; 1 remember that every evil of your
lordship™s hfe srose frem your own head-strong
usgovernable will.

¢ Well, that’s gnod,? snid the aobleman. * It
has ecosolatisa in it to whitewash IIugh Dalton,
at least. Dut we are at the door; knock, and
rouse therm to their duty.’

We need not dehineate the startled welcome
given to Linrd Warnham by the two old servi-
tors of lis house —remnants of a splendud reti-
nu¢. They were aoxrr us to accommodate lim
with comfort, but pleaded the want of notice as
their excuse for every shortcoming,

¢ Licht a fire o the study—a goed roaring
fire; bring we a bottle of the old Warslam
port 5 gel me wn easy chair, and don’t mind a
bedroom for thas pight,’

¢ Throth, I b’lieve your lordship is raht.—
The study was the only room in the castle kept
constantly wirmed wid a fire in your lordship’s
absence. 'f'he books would have been desthroy~
ed only for i1, was Jemmy the huelsman’s ane
swer ; ‘an’ (here 1s the lavos of a fire in 1t we
lit this worning.

¢ Lead the way [with a light then,” said the
aobleman ; fthe sooner T am located the better,
Come, Daiton,’ he added.

A balf-hour was herdly gone by when the
study presented the aspect of comfort in tke
preserce of o huge fire, whose flames flickered
and roared up the ample chimney, Seated in
an easy chawr, balf-reclining, balf-propped wp,
waz Lord Charles. A goblet of wine was
placed on 2 table drawa close to his chair, and
a half-emptied hotile incrusted with sawdust, in
which it had lain in the cellar during twenty
years, stood aear it. Hugh Dalton was leao-
ing awainst the antelpiece on the other side,
not presuming to take the hberty of sitting down
in the presence of his master.

¢ Sp thet is the way 1t was Ciscovered wha
they were I’ he asked, as 1f in refesence fo con-
versation they had been carrying on,—¢the
blood ut the lodge and the wrack of the cart-
whee!s [rom it to the mif at Bye Water? 1’3
a bad explanation, Dalton. Tt must bare been
the story of that wdiot Pbildy, that shpped the
marhingale.’

¢ Well, my lord,” said the other, ¢ he was tried
for tt, at ail eventss It seems hLe knew your
lordsinp only as Charley—’

¢t Ay, she kept the secret well;” said Warp-
ham, musingly.

¢ The jury thought he bad killed the old man
umself, lis tale was so extraordinary 3 bat they
were not satisfied, and they found Lim not
guilty, but gol bim zent toa macdhouse. 1 never
heard what became of bim minee.?

Y wish they’d banged bim,” sad the peer;
tle put me in mortal terror of my Lfe, at all
events,—what no man ever did before or since.
What coise is that 7 he asked.

Whist they were talking, the door, which
was not wholly ehut, noiselessly opened and a
figure glided throuzh towards the upper end of
e apartment. A large folding screen, drawn
round the place where the nobleman was ceated,
concealed the stealthy intruder from s eyes;
and Hugh Dalten, as he stood,~Mhs back to—
wards the enlry to the room,—could aot see bim
without turning whoily round. The noize was
cansed by the new-comer attempling to conceal
himself behind the curtamns that hung down from
the casing of the window, Dalton heard the
noise {00 as well as s master, and looked 1n
the direction from whence 1t came.

“Tt’s a dbraft of wind, my lord,” he agswered,
“among the curtains,)

¢ No doubt, no doubt,” said Warnham ; € aad
this subject leaves me excitable. We have had
enough of it to-night. 1 ought to fear nothing
with this,” Le sawd, takmg out a double-barrelfed
pistol from his coat, of exquisite workmanship.
¢ "T'lns aoswers for the lives of two men ; aod I

bam. To-morrow I will startle the neighbor-
hood. Come early, as I shall commence at
once, and gather workmen to put the rastle m
order. I have roamed over all the world since
you saw re, Dalton 1 very restlessness. I have
fived among the buccaneers of the Spanish masn,
and gone adventering amongst the Indiane of
the fir West.  The cities of the Tacaz of Deru
bave lind my footsteps along thew ways; 1 have
traded and I have battlel, and come bome now
the richest Warabam that ever stood amorgst
cor race.  To-morrow I may (el you more ;
but never was the old house to be more splea.
didly revived than by me. Good-night, Dalton,
and come early.’

" Good-night, my lord, said the man.
shall be with your Jordship at cockerow.?

So saying Dalton walked away, shutting tte
door bebind him with a heavy bang. His steps
echoed along the corridor and then rose famtly,
as e turned down into the greet hall which led
him to the door.

‘I

Liord Charles threw a few more logs on the
fice, sipped his wine, and mused for some time,
looking dreamily into the bloze. He grew
heuavy, and Ins eyelids began to droop. Tor o
woment be rovsed himself, lilled ins goblet agam
and drank it at a draught, and then, leaning back
w bis char, composed himself to sleep. The
heat of the cheery fire, the warm awr of the
room 1 Which he was, the fatiguea of the day,
and the wwe which he bad drunk, made him
drowsy ; and in 2 few minutes Lord Warnham
was fast asleep.

How long be slept he knew no?, but be started
from a fearful dream, to be struck with a fearful
veality. Bending over the fire-hght, which had
sunk down fo a red glore, and blazed no more,
was a man of herculean propertions, looking in-
tently at the pstol which Warnham had 1akeg
from his breast before Hugh Dalton. Ife
turned 1t over and over, and examined 1t with
eyes of curiosity. Warnham in Ius terror and
surprise started,

‘Ha, ba!” sad the stranger, turnmg fu'l
round to lnm, ¢ so we meet again Charley.’

Warnbam, with eyes bursting from ther
sockets, scanned the beiog before bun. 1ie win
clad literally with rags. IIis hair unkewpt, h s
beard unthorn, were matted and grizzled ; 1n hus
eyes alone was a brilhant 2nd flashing light, that
redeemed the squalor of his person; but the
hght was like the beacon of the wrecker gleam-
ing to destroy,

¢ Doo’t you know Phildy Lee ¥ sad the man
¢ don’t you know Phildy Lee 7 You wor nearly
shooting me, Charley ; an’ they wor near Langia?
me, because you shot purty Nancp’s father,—
They shut me 10 a madhouse—me that never did
burl nor harm to o human beicg; but I watched,
an’ watched, a0’ watched, and got free at last;
bhow, I woo’t tell you, Charley. I kem down to

ly,—fthe bouse where ber father an’ me tuk
ber ; the house from where I tuk her with her
father bome to the mill again, to berry them
both togelber, afiher you killed them? You—
mind you!—your band an’ your word killed
[them. Ob, but they bad the fine fugeral; I
| wondber,” said he, with abrupt questioning, ¢ wall.
you bave as good? You won’t, oh, you wont ;
it’s ot in nathur you would. They wor good
—good to every body~good to tke poor; an’
shure angels might follow them, they wor so like

Chatley,” be sad with a cunming leer,—do you
koow, now ¥’

¢ How ? tremblingly asked Warnham,

her ; that’s you,” said Phildy, pointing at a paint-
wg above the mantelpiece; ¢ an’ she had the
same 10 her house, -Afther I got out of the
madhouse,’ said he, looking round furtively, ¢ I
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think two more could not beat Charles Warg-

her house 5 don’t you know,’ said he whisperiug, |

themselves. Do you know how I found you out, .

¢ Tkoew you dida’t. Look up at that piet-

s



