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BOOK I.
COAPTER §. A DRIVE IN RAMMERHAY,

BRIGHT September sun was shinin  over

the great midland town of Hammerham.
Lvery dingy brick and grey flagstone reflected
back an ovca-like heat. The shining brass
plates on the shop-fronts and office-doors dazzled
. the spéctator's cyes like so many burning-
glasses, and polished bell-handles and brazen
knockers were hot cnough to scorch any unglov-
cd fingers that might be applied to them.  Not-
withstanding the heat and the glare, however,
the streels of Hammerham had leen thronged
from an carly hour in the morning by the people
of all ranks und classes; and the pavement of
the principal thoronghfares was polished by the
tread of innumerable feet.

Hammerbam was (and is) a great working
town. Its tall chimneys puffed forth their clouds
of smoke into the upper air as usual; the clang
and whirrof wheels had not ceased , and the long
rows of factory windows (conventionally called
there *shop” windows) still trembled and vibrat-
cd to the metallic pulse of machinery. But a
stranger, who should have stood at the central
point of the town, where scveral principal
streets converge towards the spot on which
stands some of its chief public buildings, tmght
bave fancied that the busy bives of Jabour had
been emptied of their occupants, and that men,
women, and children had ananimously taken bo-
liday and abandouned their toils for the day.
Though it was now late in the afternoon, crowds
still lingered, with the inexplicable patience
that belongs to an assemblage of idle people,
outside 1tbe wooden barriers erccted oppo-
site to the principal entrance of  irge building,
from the open windows of which rich waves of
sound rolled forth into the still autumn air. It
was the last day of ¢’ ¢ great Music Meeting at
Hammerham, and the concluding choras of |
Handel's Messiah was being sung ia presence of
a densely packed audience, which filled the spa-
cious ball from floor to ceiling. In their ap-
pointed scquence the various instruments and
voices took up the noble theme of the sinal
fague, succeeding each other with an irresistible
force and majesty that left animpression on the
mind of power and vastaess, such as is made by
an Atlantic tide rolling grandly in upon some
western shore.. Peal after peal of harmony
shook the air. Bigherand higher roso the soar-
ing voices. Faller and fuller swelled the tones
of the instruments uantil they all met and blend-
ed in the massive final chords with an over-
whelming volume of sound, through which the
mighty pulse of the great organ_throbbed tu-
multuously.” There was a moment's silence,
then & loog-continued hurricane of applause,
and the Music Meeting was over. And now
the long linc of carringes in waiting began to
move, and the policemen on duty in the rond-
way waved their white-gloved hands to bowil-
dered coachwen, and shouted boarse injunctions
to them to “movo on,” or to “pall up there,” or
to “keep the line” Behind the barriers erected
to prevent thé pressure of the crowd from ob-
stracting the approaches to the ball, a sudden
novement took place also. The closely packed
multitode, who had been standing thero for
several bours without any symptom of impa-

lience, All at once appearcd to be possessed wath
an overpowering sense of the value of time, and

an unanimous desire to get away feom tho spot
without losing an instant, They conscquently
hustled, pushed, and struggled, the stronger
making their way through the the throng by
dint of rathless clbowing and foot-crushing,
while the weaker or more timid (a category
which in o Hammerham crowd by no means in-
cludes a majority of women) were driven hither
nud thither wavering and staggering, and utter-
ing loud remonstrances against the roughuess of
there neighbours, but all cqually intent on get-
ting away with the greatest possible speed,

A sudden cheek to the movement of the front
ranks ol the crowd forced those behind back
upos. the barriers, at the moment when a lame
man, lolding by the hand a little girl of some
nine or ten ycars old, made a dart across the
roadway from the hall, and endeavoured to
dive under the horizontal timbers. He had suc-
ceeded in getting just within the paling, drag-
ging the hatle guel after him, swhen he was met
Ly the receding wave of crowd, and the child,
furcibly separated from him by the pressure, wae
pushed back into the road, and fell under the
wheels of a handsome carrisge drawn by two
spirited borses,

A cry of horror rose from all who saw the
little creature drop. The corchman palled up
with 2ll the force lie could, nearly throwing the
horses on their haunches, but uaable to stop
them before one of the front wheels had passed
over the child, who lay motionless, close to the
hoofs of the plunging and frighiened buasts,

A young gentlemun instantly sprang dowa
from the box, but before he could reach the
chnld, sbe had been lifted up in the strong arms
of & stalwart policeman, who held her with great
gentleness, though in a sort of cool official mau-
ner, devoid of auy excitement whatsoever,

«“ Good God !” exclaimed the young gentleman,
makiog Ins way through the throng, “ 1 hope it's
nothing serious. She’s—shie s not killed, is she ?”

For the child's face was still as marble, and
almost as white. It was a pretty little face,
with delicate features and a mass of thick gold-
brown cuels falling back from the forchead, as
she lay with ber head drooping over the police-
man’s shoulder.

¢t No, no, sir,” rejoined the mas who held her
“Not killed certamnly. “She bas fainted away.
She'd best be took to the hospital at once. A
doctor 'ud soon say whether there’s any bones
broke or not.”

Meanwhile the lame man, who had been sepa-
rated from the child in the crowd, and had been
vainly sceeking for ber, perceived nothing of the
accident until he heard the pitying exclainations
of the bystanders, and saw the little white face
raised up above the crowd. He turned and made
for the spot where tho child was, with frantic
haste, limping along at a surprising speed, and
makiug his way through the thickest of the
throng, which opened for him to pass, as though
informed by some mysterious means that the
child who bad been run over belonged to him.
He arrived in time to hear the policeman's re-
commendation. “No! he panted speaking in
a thick voice, an labouring painfuliy for breath.
% No, never! Take her home. Give her to me.
She sball not go to the hospital. Corda, Corda,
roy pretty one! My poor darling!”

Then turning to tho late occupart of the car-
riage, the lnwmoe man shook his fist in his face
with & frightful oath, and cried frantically that
he had murdered the child, and should be
brought to justice. And then he fell to moan-
ing and whimpering over the impassive little
faco that Isy still and pitcous on the police-
man’s dark-blue breast.

“ Come,” 8aid the constable, sternly, ¢ noac o
that. Tho nccident’s nobody's fault but yours,
for leaving a little child like that in soch a

crowd. I scen the ‘ole affair. If the coacliman
hadn't pulled up when he did, she'd have been
cutin two by the wheels, If you won't let her
go to the hospital, you'd better take her home
at once and send for a doctor, instead of blub-
bering and blustering here.”

“ I am deeply distressed,” said the young gen-
tleman, whom the lame'man had assailed with
such fury, “I am deeply distressed that the acci-
dent should have happened ; thongs I cannot
think my man to blame, He was unot driving
carclessly, and the poor little thing was thrown
almost under the wheels. But if you will tell
me your address, T will put her into the carriage
;un,! have her driven home quickly and smuoth-

“ Oh yes, yes; let me get out, pray, and put
the child in my place,” snid a sweet trembling
voicc. The young girl to whom the voice be-
longed leaned eagerly forward, and made as
though she would have opened the carriage door.
Two other ladies sat within the vehicle , one, 2
hard featured, richly dressed young woman, sat
very quict and observant of the scene, the other
had thrown herselfback in her scat, and putup a
pair of daintily gloved hands so as to conceal
her face, .

The lame man looked from one to another in
a helpless way, seeming to be divided between
anger against the occupants of the carriage, and
apprehension for his daughter. But the police-
man, with a muttered expression of his opinion
that enough time had been wasted in® jaw™
settled the matter by lifting the still insensible
child into the carringe, and layiog her on the
cushions, with her head resting on the lap of the
young girl who had spoken. ¢ Now,” said he
witha highly disapproving glance at the child's
father, “look sharp and tell the gentleman's
coachwan where to drive , and move on there,
will you? You're stopping all theline.” With
thege words the guardian of public security re-
sumed his post anmidst pluuging horses and roll-
ing wheels, directing the confusion with imper-
turbable sclf-possession,

““Good Heaveas!” exclaimed the lady who
had hidden her face, revealing, as she remored
her Lands, a countenance of striking beauty ;
“ good Heavens, Penny, what are they doing ?
Jackson 18 positively driving off. And this un-
fortunate but dreadful child ! Suppose she should
dic here!  Ob, ivs too terrible. Where is Cle-
went?  What shall we do 7”

% Don’t be & fool,” rejoined tho clder Iady,
dryly. #Of course Jackson must drive off. We
couldn’t stay here all day. I suppose they have
told him where the child’s house is. Some back
slum, no doubt. I dop’t understand why they
could not bave put her into a cab.  Bat it's one
of Clem's idens.”

She spoke witk & havd repuisive manner, and
her small steel-bright eyes and projecting chin
were not pleasant to look upon. Nevertheless,
she bent forward and spread her handkerchiet
over the little curly head that lay bare to tho
scorching sunshine,

The young girl on whose knees the child rest-
cd looked up with cyes foll of tears.  She was a
very young girl, not more, apparently, than six-
teen years of age, aud she was trembling and
pale.” © Oh, poor little dear,” she said, softly.
o Js she not a sweet-looking little creature, Miss
Charlewood ? Look at her poor pretty curls all
soited with dust. Ob, I do hope she is not
seriously hurt?

The carriage bad now got clear of the crush
of other vehicles, and the coachman was arging
his horses on at & smart pace. Suddenly the
beautiful young lady stood up in the carriage,
belancing herself with difficulty, and exclaimed
imperiously, “Jackson. Stop! stop! Do you
bear mo?  \Where aro you takingus to? Penny,



