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THE HOUSE ON THE TI1ARSH.

A Romance.

BY FLORENCE WARDEN.

(Continued from page 506.)

As he turned to say this, I noticed a sudden flash o

pass over Mrs. Rayner’s pale features and disappga.?oi‘:o ;
moment before her husband could see her face in ; and I
thought I saw on Sarah’s dark face a look of intelligence
when the order was given her, as if she too knew something
about the expected visitor. I hope I am not very inquisitive
but in a quiet country-house to which some suspicion of
mystery is attached, one cannot help noticing even trifles

I tried not to think any more about it, but I did not suc-
ceed very well until I sat down in the empty schoolroom to
my evening task of translating a page of Markham’s English
History into German. When the translation was finished, I
had still to read a chapter of Guizot's French History ; but
that was pleasant, easy work, and might be enjoyed in the
garden. 1had seen the stranger as I was crossing the hall
after tea. He was a small, slight man, with a fair mustache
who might be old or young; and, although he wore only a gray
traveling-suit, he gave one the impression of being very well
dressed indeed. I had forgotten all about him long before
I made my way, with a heavy volume of history in my
arms, to thepond, near-the. prettiest, reediest corner of which
1 had made myself a nice little nest. Iread my Guizot_ until
the light began to fade, when I heard voices that seemed to be
coming toward me from the house.

The speakers seemed to be coming along the path. ‘Who-
ever they might be, I would wait until they had gone by before
I went in. I could not see them, nor could they see me, I
knew. When they came a little nearer, I recognized Sarah’s
voice; the other was that of & man of a class much higher than
her own. Could it be the stranger? He was talking familiar-
ly and seriously with her ; I could tell that before I%mard any
words. Sarah was speaking in a tone of bitter complaint, and
the first words I heard were hers.

«I won’t stand it much longer—and so I tell you.”

«“Tell him, my dear Sally—if you dare. And now oblige
me by speaking a little lower, for there is nothing like trees
for carrying tales.”

She began again in & lower voice, and, from the occasional
words I heard—for I could not help listening —I gathered that
she was angry because some unknown “he” paid too much
attention to some unknown “her.” ButI could guess who they
were. Sarah, it was well known in the house, had an ad-
mirer, & man some years younger than herself, who lived a
long way off—in London, I think I heard it said—and who
paid her visits at irregular intervals. Mr. Rayner took great
interest in this love-affair, and derived much amusement from
it ; he had somehow discovered that the admirer, whose name
was Tom Parkes, was inclined to pay more attention than was
meet t0 the kitchen-maid, Jane; and it was Mr. Rayner's
opinion tht there would be very little left of Jane if she en-
couraged the fickle gwain's attentions.

So Sarah was giving vent to her jealousy in an earnest
and intimate converaation with her master’s guest. It seemed
a very strange proceeding. I knew that men in the position of
gentlemen do treat women of a lower class with more con-
sideration than is necessary when they are young and pretty ;
but Sarah’s face was more repellent than attractive, and I was
g{a{l l1 could not see it as I heard her flerce words more
plainly.

“Liook what I've done for him ; think how I've worked for
him!” she said. ‘“‘He would never be where he is now if it
wasn’t for me. Does he think his new fancy will plan for him
and plot for him, and risk —” 3

“Hush. hush—don’t speak 80 loud! Where's youold discre-
tion, Sally?” . K
“Let him look for discretion in Miss Baby, with her round
tace and her child’s eyes. Does he think he can make use of
her? Nonsense! It wants & woman that's strong in her head
and strong in her limbs to do the work he wants done, and
not a soft little chit like that!” .

“Depend upon it, however ugeful she might be, he would
never compare her services with yours, Sally. He is only
amusing himself with this little 8 wpleton,” the man said,
soothingly. .

But she interrupted him in & tone of )mlf-suppressed sav-
agery that made me shudder, out of her gight though I was.

«’Amusing himself, do you say? Only amusing himself !
Looking at her, talking to her, not because he wants to make
use of her, but because he likes her—loves her,” she hissed,
*as he has never loved any of his poor tools, though they were
handsomer & thousand times than this wretched girl! IfI
thought that, if I really believed that, he'd find me more than
a match for once. I'd spoil her beauty for her, and for him, if
1 hanged for it!” .

The man spoke again, this time very g;avely. e e

“Sally, don’t do anything foolish,’ said he. Jim isn’'t a
fool, and he knows how to repay services like yours, though he
may be a trifle harsh sometimes. Why, he might have thrown
you over with the rest when——" . )

1 could hear no more ; they had gone too far. I waited till
their voices had died away, and then dashed through the plan-
tation and the hall, up to my room, locked the door, and sat
down appalled. . s

What a terrible tragedy in the s_erva.nts hall we were
likely to have if things went on like this! 1f Mrs. Rayner had
been only a woman, not & statue, 1 would have confessed all to
her ; but, as she was, it would do no good. It was not the
sort of thing I could tell Mr. Rayner, and there was no way
of letting him know without telling him. There Was nothin
for it but to hope that little Jane would be wise and leave o
provoking Sarah, and that Providence would bring Sarah
herself to-a better mind. . ,

But what a dreadful woman to have in the house ! And
why had the stranger spoken of Tom Parkes as “Jim?

The next morning 1 woke up with that strange feeling of
oppression which is caused by gomething uppleasant heard the
night before. I soon remembered what it was, an_d tried to
ghake off the recollection of the talk in the plantation and of
Sarah’s vindictive tones. 1 looked at her gearchingly as.she
came in demurely to prayers with the cook and poor little
Jane, and 1 could not help thinking that Tom Parkes, or
“Jim,” as the stranger had called him, might be excused in
preferring the simple little kitchen-maid Jane to that forbid-
ding-looking shrew.

hat evening, after tea, when, my tra,
the time came for Guizot, 1 remembered, wit )
science, that I had left that nicely-bound book out in the damp
all night, forgotten in my hasty flight. I hm:n_ed through the
plantation, eager to see whether it was much inj ured; but when
I got within a few yards of my nest, I saw Mr. Rayner there
before me, standing with the unlucky volume in his hand.

If I had been conscience-stricken before, when my guilt
was known only to myself, what did I feel now that it was dis-
covered? I had not the courage to face him, but turned, an
was sneaking back toward the house, when he called me—

¢‘Miss Christie!”
I might have known I should not escape his sharp eyes
and ears. T went back slowly, murmuring, ‘PYea. Mr. Rupyngr."
and blushing with mortification. It was only a trifle after all
but lti was a most vexatious one. '
“I am very sorry, Mr. Rayner,” I began, in a low v i
;lvhlch almost threatened tears ; b | brmfghr, that book oofl‘:
ere to read yesterday evening, and I—I forgot to take it with
me when I went in. I know it was most inexcusable care-
less?:s"sfmdeed I will never bring one of the library-books out
“And why not, Miss Christie?” said he, suddenly dispellin:
l‘ny anxiety by looking up with his usual kindly Sll)l,ile. P! ‘1 ug
sure Guizot is dry enough to stand a little moisture, and if
you were to throw him into the pond, you would be his only
lvl:gg?:?kfzor nobod_y1 takes him off hisbshelt but you. Bat
s you spoil your young eyes i
such heavy stuff as thi’;‘! W youns o 7 ploadisg taxgual

] am so ignorant,” said I humbly, “and I want some day
to beable to teach girls much older than Haidee, so that I hav)e
to read to improve myself. And I don't read only dry things.
Thu:x morning 1 found time to read nearly the whole of yester-
day’s paper.”

“Well, that was dry enough ; her: in i
there y gh ; there was nothing in it, was

““Yes, there was an account of another murder in Ireland,
and a long article on the present position of the Kastern diffi-
culty, and the latest details about that big burglary.”

‘“What burglary ¥’

“I-Igwen‘t. ou read about it? A large house in Derbyshire,
belonging to Lord Dalston, was broken into last Wednesday.
and a quantity of valuable things stolen. They say they’ve
got a clew, but they haven’t been able to find any of the
thieves yet.” y

“And they won’t either. They never do, except by a fluke.”

“Well, I hope they will catch this one.”

“Why, what harm has the poor thief done you? You have
npt;hmg to fear from diamond-robbers, because you have no
diamonds.”

«] believe you have more sympath with the thieves than
with the policemen,” said I, laughing. ¥

. “T have, infinitely more. T have just the same admira-
tion for the successful diamond-robber that you have for Robin
Hood and Jack Shep%ard. and just the same contempt for the
policeman that you have for the Sheriff of Nottingham and
Jack’s jail.”

“Oh, but that is different! ™

N Oh, yes, it _is very different, I know!” said Mr. Rayner
tqahciously. “Robin Hood wore Lincoln green and carried a
picturesque bow and arrow, while Sheppard's costume, in
colored prints, is enough of itself to win any woman’s heart.
‘And then the pretty story about Maid Marian! Jack Shep-
pard had a aweetheart, t0o, hadn’t he ¥’

“Well, Mr. Rayner, their very a pearance, which you
laugh at, shows them to be superior to the modern burglar.”

“‘Have you ever seen a modern burglar v

“No ; but I know what they look like. They have fustian
caps, and long protruding upper lips, and their eyes are quite
close together, and their adyloves are like Nancy Sikes.”

«Isee. Then you don’t sympathize with a criminal unless
he is good-loeking, nicely dressed, and in love with a lady of
beauty and refinement ”

“0Oh, Mr. Ra, er,” I cried, “I don’t know what the real
Robin and Jack did; but the Robin Hood and Jack Sheppard of
the novels and poems that I can't help liking and admiring
robbed only rich people who could afford to losesome of their
ill-gotten wealth.”

'1(;113“t all wealth is not ill-gotten,” interposed Mr. Rayner
mildly.
«Jt was then,” I went on hastily—*‘at least generally. And
Robin Hood didn’t rob the rich people, only the bad
ones ; and .most of his spoil he distributed among the poor,
you know,” I finished t,rlumlihant.ly.

«Jt won't do, Miss Christie ; I must destroy your edifice of
arﬁilment at & blow,” said he, shaking his hea mournfully.
“T happen to know something about this Lord Dalston whose
house was broken into; and he is a very bad rich person
indeed, much more so than the poor old abbots whom your
favorite Robin Hood treated so roughly. He ill-treated his
mother, stole and squandered his sisters’ fortunes, neglected
his wife, and tried to shut her u}) in a lunaticasylum; knocked
outin a passion the left eye of one of his own grooms, hi
embezzled money before he was twenty-one, and now owes
heavy debts to half the big tradesmen in London. So that he
is something like a thief. ow, if you were to find out that
the man who had the chief hand—for, of course, there were
dozens at work over it—in planning the robbery of this wicked
rich man’s property was young, good-looking, well-dressed, &
large subscriber to charities, and in love with a pratt{‘. lady-
like girl, you ought, if you were logical, to admire him as
much as you do Robin Hood, and more than you do Jack

Sheppard." . . i

‘Oh, Mr. Rayner,” gaid I, joining in his laughter, ‘“‘how

absurd! In those days the laws werg unjust, 80 that even
ood men were forced into defiance of them ; but now that the
aws are reall{. upon the whole, fair, it is only wicked people

who disobey t em.” .

“Then you don't like wicked people, Miss Christie?”

«“Qh, Mr. Rayner, of course not!” said 1, aghast at such a
question, which heasked quite seriously.

“Ah, you must know some before you deside too hastily
that you don't like them ! ” said he.

‘“Know some wicked people, Mr. Rayner " I gasped.

He nodded gravely ; and then I saw that he was amusing
himself with my horror-struck expression.

«“Y ou won't like all of them, any more than you dislike all
the good people you know. But you will find that those you
do like beat the good peo le hollow.”

«Indeed, I am sure I8 ouldn’t like them at all. I wouldn't
speak to a wicked person if I could help it.”

“And what would you do if, in the coursc of your career
as a governess, you found yourself ina family of whose morals
you could not approve?”

«If I found myself among very dreadful people, 1 should
just run away back to my uncle’s house, where my mother
lives, on the first opportunity, without saying anything to any
one till I was gone, and thout even writing to say I was
coming, lest my letter should be intercepted. 1 should be so
horribly afraid of them.” .

“‘Well, child, I hope you will never have to do anything
so desperate as that ; but the profession of teaching has its
dangers for a beautifal woman,” he said gravely.

The last words gave & shock to me. I had never heard them
applied to me before, and for & moment I was without an an-
gwer. He had been gitting on my seat, and I had been standing
with my back against a young oak tree, a few feet from him
and nearer to the pond. He got up and came toward me, when
a shrill little cry as from out of the ground caused him to start.
It came from the lips of his babydnught,er Mona, ‘who, ragged.
dirty, and withered-looking as usual, had wa_xlked or crawled
through the mud and rushes till she had silentl taken her
place in the long grass a little way from us, an who now,
geeing her father approach, had given vent to her extraordi-
nary dislike of him in her usual undutiful maenner.

For one moment I saw in the dusk a look passover Mr.
Rayner’s face which made me catch my breath: it reminded
me instantly of his tone on that Sunday night when he had
caught Sarah in the garden ; and, quickly as it passed and
gave place to a light laugh, it had frightened me and made
me long to escape. Mona was an excuse. )

“QOh, you naughty little girl to be out so late at night—and
without a hat! Sarah must have forgotten you. Come—1
must take you in now. Be a good girl and come with me.”

1 took her into the house, and gave her to Sarah in the
hall; then I went into the schoolroom to replace the di@-&ipatcd
volume of Guizot that had been out all night among its more
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[To BE CONTINUED.]




