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VoL. III.—No. 62.
ST. JOIIN, N. B.

HE city of St. John, New Brunswick, was
founded in 1784, and is situated on a
‘peninsula projecting into the harbour, at the
mouth of the river of the same name  The
general character of the ground on which it 1s
built, us well as that in its vicinity, is rocky and
uneven, but considerable pains have been taken
| to level the rugged surface, and adapt the streets
: to the commercial requirements of a busy and

. flourishing town.

" St. John is well built, and, as approached from
the river, has an imposing appearance. Accord-
ing to the census of 1861, it was the most popu-

lous city in the Maritime Piovinces, having
27,317 inhabitants within its own mits; and if

- the population of Carleton, with which it is con-

nected by - suspension bridge, is added, the'

population numbered 38,817. It will be the!
fourth city in size in the Confederacy, only!
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Montreal, Quebee and Toronto being larger. !
The trade of St. John is large and profituble. i
In 1862, 1644 vessels arrived at the port, and |
1439 departed.  The real and personal estate of
the city is estimated at about S$16,000,000. 1t
1s the seat of the Prosincial Pemitentiary and
Lunatic Asylum, which, with the Roman Catho-
lic Cathedral, the Court House, Institute, and
other buildings, add greatly to its appearance,
The native population is by far the largest in
numbers; the Irish coming next. [ir 1861
there were 16.924 natives, 6901 Irish, 954 Eng-
lish, and 681 Scotch. They were divided reli-
ligiously as follows: Episcopalians 5966 ; Pres-
byterians 3343 ; Methodists 3511 ; Baptists 3177,
and Roman Catlolics 10,967

St. John Las not escaped the scourge to which |
our colonial cities have so frequently fallen a
prey. It was visited, in 1837, by a very destruc-
tive fire, which destroyed one hundred and fifteen
houses, and property to the value of one milliun .
dollars. It is true that thesc figures arc small’
when compared with the results of the great fires

which have desolated Montreal and Quebec, but
it must be*borne in wind that in 1837 the total
number of houses in St. Juhn did not probubly
exceed nine hundred.

Ship-bulding and manufacturing are carrieq

_on at St John extensively, and altogetherat is

quite an enterprising and prosperous city,

With the increased facilities for communica-
ton wllurded by the hne of steamers connecting
with the Grand Trunk Raulway at Portland, the

_commercial relations between Canada and St
. Julim are becoming ¢f n more intimate character.

Already large orders tor flour, butter, &c, have
reached us from New Lrunswick, which, in pre-
vious years, would have been furwarded to
New York; and with Confederation accom-
phished, we may faurly hope to find, in our sister
proviuces, amarket for all our surplus products,
The city of St. John, with 1ts capacious harbour,
fice frum ivo n the most severe winters, must
largely benefit by the intimate commercial inter-
course which we believe waits upon the politicat
uniui of the Bratish North American Provinces,
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THE CHEADP NEWSPAPER.

—

In resnming this subject from onr last dssuc,
we will speak first of ¢

THE MECHANICAL DEIARTMENT.

The work of putting the type together for
the morning paper dues not commence  until
tour o'clock in the afternoon, when what is
cnlled the “ night hands,” or the printers who
set up the paper, come, and without goinginto
precise figures, we may say that upon cach
Montreal daily paper some forty persons are
employed iu the vatious departments, counting
cditorinl staft, reporters, clerks, compositors,
und machinists, not forgetting the occasional
contributor, like your humble servant. The
night hands, when they arrive, find their
wooden ¢ cases” filled for them with type distri-
buted from the morning’s or previous morning's
impressicn, by a number of printers called the
“day hands,” who begin work at 7 o.M, con-
tinuing il 6 py  As distributing type is a
process from three to four times faster than
srtting it up, it of course does not require nearly
as many hauds to throw in the metal letter as
to compose it into colnmns.

“ Copy” is ready for the night hauds the
minute they arrive, swarming punctually into
the office like so many hees. And no pile of
bread and butter, cut up for bungry school-
boys, could go down faster under their opera-
tions, than does that pile of reports, telegrams,
reprints (or extracts from the English and Pro-
vincial papers) and correspondence prepared
for them, which the foreman divides and dis-
penses among themn.  People cry out when they
sce an crrorin a daily paper; butif they saw
the way all this miscellaneous intelligence is
scattered over a whole office, like the fly sheets
at the mouth of the Sybil's cave, they would
rather wonder so much order from so much ap-
parent confusion, could morning after morning
spring. Sometimes, it is truc, 2 baby (or a
birth) will find itself prematurely amongst the
marriages, or a newly-wedded couple start to
discover the chronicle of their auspicious event,
by an ill-omened accident, appearing in the list
of deaths ; but if you watched the multitudinous
seraps of type being © emptied” or deposited by
the compositors in quick succession from their
# composing sticks,” your marvel would be, not
that there was now and then a trifling displace-
ment when all was put together, and the forms
and pages of the paper were placed upon the
machine, to be worked off; but that each morn-
ing, the broad sheet, which you opened at your
breakfast-table, did not prove the ¢ Chronicle
of Chaos.” Yet all moves on regularly, silently,
and I may say solemnly, during the long night
in the large printing room ; the proof passing on
10 the reader, whose low muttered examination
of slip after slip with the copy-holder, you may
just catch a faint sound of from the adjoining
apartment.

About 9 p.u. the night hands are in need of
refreshment ; after that, they remaiu until the
last of the latest intelligenco—miduight tele-
grams—is in type, and all ranged together, to
be rolled of by a different set of hunds.

THE REPORTING DEPARTMENT.

You have seen the mechanical side; but the
literary, political and compiling processes bave
yet to be noticed. If the midnight hands are
asleep when the ordinary public is begioning
the day, the world is awake. The business of
meetings and talking, and of the local courts,
begins at 10 o'clock, and from that out until
(it may be) midnight, the short-hand writers
are abroad in the city, or, it may be, in the
country, or back in their room writing out their
reports for the sub-editor, who regulates their
length according to the space at his disposal ;
and s the pressure upon each day differs with
the number of mectings, inquests, * accidents by
flood and field,” terrible railway smashes, and
crimes which occur, the local town councillor or
post-prandial orator, finds himself curtailed or
lengthened out accordingly A murderofa pecu-
liarly scnsational character has thus often been
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the death of n lung uratur, and city rhetoridians,
when public ¢ palavers” cruwd tou numerously
together on the same day, clbow une anvther out
of print, as a newspaper, lihe o quart bottle,
will only contain a certain quantity. It s,
however, & cumfort to reflect that thuse who
suffer most by the unavoidable abbreyintions re-
fecred to are the orators, and my cxperienco is
that the reports could never be too lung for the
speakers, or tuu short for the readers. There is,
or ought to be, & bouk kept in the repurters
room, in which the © cngagements”™ of cach duy,
a8 they are announced by advertisement or
otherwise, are catered, the sub-editur allutting
the work amongsl i stenographic stadly sv
that each, on luvking in the diary, sees ¢ what
he is down fur,” as the phrase is. Of course
there are numerous uther incidents daily aud
hourly occurring, in the city and out of the city,
of which the world, or cven the newspapers,
have no intimativn, Those who commit bur-
glaries and manslaughtors, get drunk and assault
the police, du not give the journals nutice of
their intentivns,  Destructive fires take place
suddenly, the public aud the reporters are buth
taken by surprise, ' dreadful accidents” are
rarely or never premeditatud, sv that the “ living
intelligencers” must be on tho alert fur them, as
well as fur more formal vecurrences, Perhaps
the repurter is gouing hume tuwards midnight,
after a hard duy's work, when he is arrested by
the sound of the fire-bells, or it may by the sud-
den cry of solitury or imingled voiees, which
Macbeth declared was cven tvo mudh for his
nerves—

The time has been my senses would havo cooled,

To hear a night-lhriek: and my fell o1 hair

Would at a dismal treatise raise and stir,

As lifo wero in't.

All these alarms, however, which to others
are 50 exciting, ‘o the repurter simply means
business, and sound on his car as a sumwmons to
some sensational scrap of news. Or, perhaps,
his last visit to the police stations—the last
round usually made at night—may disclose a
dreadful crime just committed, which causes the
work of the night to recommence just as he
hopes it was ended.

Two or three strangers were one day going
over the establishment of one of our cuntem-
porarics, when they paused at the door of the
veporter's room, when the greater part of the
staff were at tho table * writing out.” One of
the latter had a particalarly gruve and almost
gloomy expression of countenauce, which was
noticed by one of the party, a lady. * What
department,” she whispered to the conductor,
is that sad-faccd gentleman engaged in?”
The conductor having & proclivity for a joke,
and secing a favourable opportunity for indulg-
ing in it, immediately answered, “ That, madam,
is the murder and manslaughter reporter: his is
the sanguinary deparument, and the harrowing
character of hig work has fixed that chrounic
expression of horror which you observe in his
face.” N

¢ Dear me,” exclaimed the lady, quite satisfied
and deeply interested. Then, pointicg to ano-
ther, with an anxious and alert, I might almost
say, psinfully intense look, she asked with bated
breath, ““And that gentleman with red hair;
what is his specialty ?”

¢ He is kept for fires and street robberies,”
was the reply, “and the expression which you
notice is contracted from his always keeping
his earsopen for the sound of the ¢ alarum bell”
or ‘ stop thief!”

The lady remembered reading in Lavater that
the occupation of a person stamped itself upon
the lincaments, and was convinced by ¢this
curious but most remarkable instanco of the con-
firmation of an ingenious theory.”

THE EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.

Besides the editor, there is the sub-cditor, and
sometimes an assistapt-cditor. The nssistant-
cditor is usually the summary writer. He has
to skira the English papers asethey arrive, and
keep himself au coumnt with the telegrams as
they come in during the day and night, giving

the basty reader who likes the heads, and does
not care to be hampered with the detsils of in- |

—

telligence, tho vream of the poliucnl, dumeste
and foreign nows, e, however, 18 nut alwap
pecessarily cngaged in this, he may oceasiong,
ly, tvo, bu traved under tho headings ot « iy
Drama,” ¢« Music,” and the “Fio Arts'—ge
furtunately in tlus dity, not much patcumzed~
Music being generally confined W migger o
gteels (with the houvurable exception vt Goloy
Fand’s promenade concerts,) and the fine arisy
the public exhibitions in the windows ot Dawseg
Brother's and Pell's  establishment, and o
culoured  photography  frum  the studws
Hendersun and Nulman,  True, there aee o
times the pruductions of important and cop
brated artists, as Duncansvun and Friend, Te
line of demareation between the assistant-cdye
and the editor, too, is nut 8o finely or sy
deawn 43 to provent the two beng mutuyy
cu-gperative,

The editor, besides his vther avocations, s e
individual who cunvenuonally bears tie sinsy
the whole establishment.  The public bl
him for cverything that goes wrong mn ue
office or vut of jt, and hie uceepts the respons
bility with <bacming resignation, thovgh 1o s
probably as innvcent with the detuls of 1 el
gence turnishied, or of many effusiuns attntaw
to him, 43 the man in the movn., A surer aare
ship to him is, when, haviog finshed s - leader,
and read his revise, ho puts on lus hat g
home, just as tho telegram boy comes troug
into the office, and places in his hand » hawwe
gram, which upsets his leading arucle, or, wha
18 the samo thing, the calculations on which s
was based, and compels him to begin ngaw, «
at least to undertake a severe revision. This
peculiarly the case in war times, when militay
commanders will suddenly, and at the lw
moment, win or lose battles, without the
slightest consideration for the clever and cor
vincing conjectures in which newspaper waun
(like special correspondents) will frequently
indulge. But there is an cud to everythig
and there is an end to cach day's publicatios,
when all engaged on it may go to bed ; though
unfortunately, one issuc follows another s
quickly, that if it were not for the pause of 2>
day—or the interval of twenty-nine hour's res
which it represents—I belicve Beauport Lunau
Asylum would be filled with newspaper people.
the almost ceaseless wear and tear of nerve ans
fibre being so very trying, If this paper serve
to give the reader any idea of the labour ex
ployed to phutograph passing events on a brosd
sheet of paper, to be placed cach morniug vefore
them, it will have fulfilled its purpose. Tk
Mcutrealers now get o larger sheet, contamicg
more matter, fur & penny, than our forufaiben
did for sixpence; and, strange to say,do o«
appear tobe at all affected with remorse at takimg
so much for so little. Nay, more—grumble s
there being nothing in the papers. One blushes!
for an ungrateful public. ‘

TO OUR SUBSCRIBERS.

Ws have much pleasuro in informiog ox
friends and subscribers, that Mr. R. Worthiogtos
has purchased this jonrnal from the creditosd:
the estate of tho late publishers, As the siey
but just completed,as we go to press, wo ca
merely add, that Mr, W.'s well knowa coetgy
and enterprise are a sufficient guarantee thatibe
busincss management of the Sarurbay Reiom
will in futare be in good hands.

LONDON LETTER.

Loxpox, October 18t

Qucen Victoria still remains in her beloiad
Highland retreat, from which, howerver, s
cmerged for onc day in-order to open the nev
works for supplying the city of Aberdeen with
water, This sho did literally by means of a
arrangement of machinery which made tho oper-
ation as easy 83 could be wished. On bt
oceasion Her Majesty spoke in public for the fsst
time since her husband's death, and 1 thereor
send you her speech, which, though short, is sog
vestive coough. The Queen said:
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* I thank you fur your duitful address, and am
wry scusible of this fresh mark of the luyal at-
vihiment of my neighbuues the people of Aber-
deen. I havo felt that at & tuue when the
attentwn of the country has been so anxiously
dirceted tu tho state of the public health it was
pght ‘wt I should make an exertion to testify
my sense of the impurtance of a wuck su well
wilulated as this is to prumote the health and
comtort of your ancient city,”

i 13 10 such actons as these that royalty does
1o best work,  Her Majesty s presenco ot Aber-
dueen, and sull more her wurds there, will do much
waards sumulaung the present urgent demand
tor that whuch shall be hiterally tho * pure” cle-
ment,

Tuere 1s a paper published 1 Switzerland
cilied the Guzette de Lausanne which has been
licelling the private life of Queen Victoria in o
siylo catlculated to attract unusual attention,
Such attention it has received from the Hon, E.
A. Harois, vur munster at Berne, who represeated
ihe case to tho Swiss government.  Tho latest
news 13 that the editor has apologised, and the
matter allowed todrop. It would have been wiser
t bave taken no notice of the Gazettede Laus-
anne, & paper never heard of out of its vwn 1m-
medaate locality,  The nature of the libel has
uut transpired, and 1t is scarcely worth while to
enyuire for it.

Sull keeping on the subject of royalty, let me
observe that » frustful topae tor discussion of late
has been the health of the French Emperor. There
are thoge who swear that he 1310 a bad way, and
there are those who vow that he i3 enjoying per-
fect health,  They cannot both bo right, and so
we are puzzled what to think upon the matter,

The general opinion of Paris is reflected by the
Times correspondent who maintaing that the
Ewmperor's. life 1s scriously threatened by s
disease; wiile on the other hand he of the
Telegraph » « jolly dog,” who affects to be inti-
mate with socicty in general and every body in
particular, laughs at tho idea, and protests that
bis imperial fricnd is in excelleat ;health. I am
mchined to think with tho pessimists to a cer-
tain extent, A public rumor, with so much
vitality as tlas one has, must possess some
fvundation 1z fact. It will be & mauvas quarte
d'heure, however, when Napolcon does “ shuflie
olf tus mortal cul),” ard the strong hsud und
steady brain leaves the helm of that 1ll-tnimmed
stup La Belle France.

The trade outrage at Shefficld, to which 1
alluded last weck, has excited unsual attention
as well it might. The government and the
town have taken the matter up promptly, as the
:;uomng extract from & Sheffield paper will
show s

* The offer of £500 for information respecting
the perpotrators of the late diabolical trado out~
rage in New Hereford street, Shefficld, bas fajled
to bring the perpetrators to justice, It hasnow
been determined to increase the reward to
£1100, and this large reward ought to have the
effect desired.  £1000 i3 offered on the part of
the town, and_£100 by Government; and the
Secretary of State will advise her Majesty to
grant a freo pardon to any accomplice, not being
the actual perpetrator of the deed, who will give
satsfactory information to the police.”

Simce the occurrence threatening letters havo
been received by some of the masters who have
Just introduced file grinding machiwnes into their
establishments to do work formerly done by
band. Here i3 an extract from one of those
choice effusions. # The blasted place of yours
ought to be blod up, I should like to do it my-
self, I wish I had the chance, and warm that devil
of an engine tenter of yours.” What think you,
Ar. Editor, of such elegance? Last week tho
Rev, Newman Hall, 8 dissenting clergyman of
mark and renown went down to Sheffield, and
called the workingmen around him. They camo
in crowds, to hear somo very plain speaking. I
send you some of it on the principle that « what
13 sauce for tho goose, ig sance for tho gander.”
There may be Englishmen in Canada to whom
the adwvice will be as salutary as to Englishmen
m Bogland. This outspoken truthteller used
words to the following cffect:

% He thonght that working men had a perfect

right to demand whatever wages they could get,
to combine to get those wages, and tu striko if
they could not get them. (Great applauso.) If
he went into Mr. Rudgers's salervom and offered
53. fur a knifo which was worth, in the opinion
of thescller 6., tho latter would “ strike” fur that
amount, and refuso to part with the knife fur less,
and Lo perfectly justified in duing so. Tho
wurking men had time, and muscle, and labour,
and gkill to sell, and they had the right to de-
mand their price, and to combino together and
say they would not work fur less than a stated
sum per day,  If the cmployer offered less, they
could say, * We shan't accept, and we will go
home, and read our gaper, and enjoy oursclves,
(Laughter.) The wurking man had clearly as
great aright to stand out for a certain price fur
his labour as the capitalist had to demand ,one
for his goods, Hear, hear.) But thero was
anpther side to the picture. Suppuse a man
wero to go to another and say, “ 1 have been
working for six shillings a day, and I want
seven, I want you to join mec in refusing to
work for less thanseven,” and if the uther man
wore to reply, «* I trust my cmployer, who says
he can't affurd to give more at present, 1 have
a wife and children, and if I were to lose my
work my wife and children would be in difficul-
tics. I don't feel disposed to du as you ask, but
you can do it if you like, but Isha'l goon work-
ing.” Supposiag tho first replies, ** Very well
a number of us will comnbine together, we will
drive you from the works, and i you persist in
it, we will blow up your house!” That was
tyranny. (Great applause.) If the tyranny of
the men who had never professed to care for
frcedom was a despicable thing, the tyranny of
those who were always denounring'tymnny and
crying out for liberty, was so despicable, thatho
could find no word in the English language
strong enough to express it. (Renewed cheer-
ing.) Outuponguch despotism! Let the work-
ing men deliver themselves from the shackles of
their own elags.”

Would that the working classes always had
such wise counsellors,

We have had another grand reform’demonstra-
tion , the last and well-nigh the greatest of those
gatherings which have redeemed tho dull season
from absolute stagoation. Thistime it was the
smoky commercms] metropolis of Scotland—
Glasgow, that “pronounced.” There was a
processionof some 70,000 working men; and
afterwards an open air meeting attended by
150,000 persons. Mr. Bright spoke at the even-
ing meeting as usual, ana delivered an oration
which, for downright eloguence and force, has
rarely been surpassed. The peroration especially
was a masterpeice of art. I cannot better des-
cribe to you what the great popular orator js
than by using the words of Garth.

" lsgcne'er he speaks, leavon, Low tho listening
ch“?: It‘ho melﬁnﬁ masic of his tongue;
His arguments aro tho omblems of his micn
Mild, but not faint, and forcing though screne:
And when the power of eloquenco ho'd try )
Hero lightuing strikes you—there soft breezes sigh.”
Talking of reform, Mr. Editor, if report be true
youneed onen your  high places” of a pccutiar
character. There 18 some talk here of sending
over half a dozen of our most eloguent tecto-
tallers, supplied with a stock of best arguments,
with a view to the conversion from the worship
of Bacchus of some among your cabinet ministers.
The cause of this is a statement to theeffect that
the late Feman invasion caught the official most
concerned to meet it, in a state of unbecoming
jollification and more disposed to cry. “ Al'right
m’boy, let’s ave ’noth’r bottl'” [than to shout
« Toarms” Wo ought not to fling stones, be-
causs we live in a glass houso ourselves, but this
news has surprised us somewhat. We thought
the « three-bottle men ” were an extinct species.
Now for a * mysterious affair,” duly tragic in
character. Some years ago there lived in Lon-
don & young Turkish student of medicine called
Risk Allah Effendi, This gentleman being hand-
surae and agrecable was receivedinto © society,”
and finally married o rich widow. Shortly after,
the lady died leaving ber husband tho greater
portion of her wealth, tha remainder going to a

young lad, a relative of her former hushand, on

! his attaining his majority. Risk Allah touk this

young man to Turkey, but eventually they turn
up at Brusscls, where, it wag said the latter com-
mitted suicide.  An enquiry tovk place and the
Turk was arrested, but fur want of evidence dis-
charged in a few days. Frum Brusscls he went to
Paris, whero he published o history of his life and
adventures, afterwards he reappeared in Loun-
don, But meanwlile the Belgian police had nut
forgotten him, and managed someliow to get
huld of a letter frum bis Turkish servant which
led to & demand by the Belgian minister hero
for his arrest and exteadition.  He now awaits
trial in aBrusscls prison, A grim rumance is
wrapped up in this litile history which I would
commend to Miss Braddoen of Lady Audley fame.

The publishing scason has now sct in, and I
will cluse my letter with vne or two items of
gossip therconent, Lord Lytton, then, is writ-
ing a new play. May it prove worthy the author
of « The Lady of Lyuns.” Tennyson and
Browaing are each busy on a new poem, snd
Miss Lott, late a governess in the Paclia of
Egypt's establishment promises us * Nights in the
Hurem.” W, Carew Hazlitt ispreparing & new
edition of the ¢ Works and Letters of Charles
Lamb,” and Mr. S. Adums Leo is cditing two
volumes of sunnets, cullected by Leigh Hunt,
Mr. Swinburne, tuo, the young poet, whose
sensuous muse got the better of his judgment
isabout tobring vut“ A Parley with my Critics,”
Mr. J. A. St. John has a life of Sic Walter
Raleigh in hand, and Mrs. 8. C. Hall promises a
Christmas fairy tale, called ¢ The Prince of the
Fair Family.” Thesc are a few selections out of
many, for of the making of books there is now
o end.

BROUGHT TO LIGHT.

BY THOMAS SPEIGHT.
Continued from page 118,

CHAPTER XXVIL.—~JONN ENGLISH TELLS TIE STORY
OF RIS LIFE.

«nce upon a time,” began John, ¢ there was
& young man who knew neither his name nor his
age, nur where he was born.  But I bad better
deap the story-telling stylc, and say what I have
got to say 1 my vwn fashion—My carliest re-
collections, whuch are very faint, aud very vague,
carry me back, as in a dream, to a stately and
beautiful home, where everybody is kind to me.
1seem to sec myself, a very wee fellow indced,
richly dressed, cantering on & pony down a long
avenue of trees , and then I am inside & magni-
ficent room, and alady in rustling silk is besido
me, who speaks to mo in a soft silvery voice. I
fancy she is trying to persum}o me to take gsomo
physic ; butl don'tlike her, in spito of her hon-
eyed words ; and then,all at once, I am in a
dreadful room with barred windows, and great
wooden, high-backed chnirg, and a huge, funereal-
looking bed, to whick a faiat odour of dead peo-
ple scems to cling—abed that becomes absolute-
Iy horrible as the afternoon deepens, Something
whispers to me that behind tb.at sh;oud-liko dra-
pery askeleton is hidden, which will put forth its
bony hand in the middle of the night, and clutch
me by the hair; and the coaviction at length
works so powerfully upon me, that I rush to tho
door, and shrick aloud to be letout; bgt nobody
heeds me, and I fancy that I go off into some
kind of a fit, and am ill for many days after-
wards. o

« Next T am on the sea, and still ill, but in a
different way, and am waited upon, off and on,
by & lame, ugly man and his shrewisb-look-
jng wife, who call themselves my uncle and
aunt ; but I repudiate the relationship in a
childish, obstinate way that makes the lamo
man sbarl and growl, and threaten with an oath
to fling me overbonrd. We seem to be a long
time on that dreary sea; but wo land at
last on a bustling wharf, where I feel more
insignificant and miserable than before. Next
come Scenes, like portions of & moviag pan-
3 in & strange couatry, a8 we¢ move
slowly forward to our new home, whichisin a
wretched little American country town. I will
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not inflict upon you any detail of the misomblo
life led by me during the nest five or six years.
Tho man with whon 1 lived, aud whuse nawe
was Jeremiah Kredi, was a sucgeon by profus-
sion, aud might, uu doubt, have doue wdl lad he
not been suclia drunhen, dissulute fellow, Me he
ever seemned tu hate, aud his teoatmont of wic cor-
responded with the inteusity of his dislike In
bis drunhen fits, he made o poiut of thrashing
me firucivusly, withiur without provoeativn, till,
aftera time, 1 grow tou Wary for Lin, and kept
out of Lis reach till hie wassobur again. Butesen
that did not always sasve e, That s Lead-
struug aud obostinate, wud Lada wilful tunger of
my own, I donot doubt: butin any case, I cans
not thiuh that §deservad sudli cuel teatuent
at his hauds. Thave a gratful recolledtion of
lLis wife having saved we from his clutches on
two ur three ucasivns; ordiuarily, she was a
coarse, sharp-tampercd Wunan enough, with a
Band that secwmed cver ready togive me asly box
on the ears.  After a time, | was sent toschool,
and there anothcr cane was at wurk, buating
knowledge into me perforee, aud a very painful
process found it to be. .

“ The hatred of Jeremiali Kroofe seemed to
deepen as 1 grew older, iudecd, the feding was
4 mutual one.  Sometimes, Whew he was in his
cups, and so far gone a5 tu be lncapuble of pur-
suit, T would tahe my revenge by jecring at him,
and calling him names, and sctting Lim at
defiance generally. lie would suarl and fuam at
the mouth like a caged Lyeua, and fling any-
thing at wy head that came readiest to his hand,
while I performed a sort of impish war-dance
round him, and snapped my fingers contanp-
tuously in his face, Mad I gunc within reach of
his muscular arm at such a time, I feel sure that
be would have killed me outright. What sccined
10 annoy him morc than any thing else when he
was sober was my stubborn refusal to address
bim as my “ uncle,” Nothing that he said or
did could induce me t0 du this. 1 defied alike
his threats and Lis promises. I did more than
that—I told it up and down tle little town that
he was notmy uncle, and when prople ashed
me who my parcuts were, I said I didn't kuow,
but that Dr. Krecfe knew, aud they had better
ask him. And I believe—but Low I came to
know it, I cannot tell—that the minister and one
or two other gentlemen did ask him certain
questions, which Le found it rather difficult to
answer, and I think it likely that the devilish
scheme which his evil brain presently hatched
resulted from his alarm at being thus cross-
questioned.

« Early one bitterly cold morning—as nearly
as 1 can tell, I wus about uiue years vld at the
time—Kreefe rode up to the duor, mounted on
a strong gray borse, and I was told that he wus
going a long journcy, and that I was to accom-
pany him. He seized me rouglily by the shoulder,
and swung mc up behind lum, aund passed a
strong strap round both our waists, aud told me
t0 bold tight, if I didu’t waut to slip off and be
smashed. Thus, at break of day, we rude
together through the slecpy little town, and
Kreefe's wife, standing in the doorway, looked
after us with a wlite, frightened face.  Once on
the hard, rough, country roads, we rode more
quickly—rode all through the shiort winter-day,
stopping now and then for refresbmeats, or to
bait our horse, and thee forward again, till, as
night cawme on, we left the last squatter’s clear-
ing behind us—as in & dream, I heard some
ono tell Kreefe this—and so came out onto a
great rolling prairie, lighted up by the rays of
the full moon. [ had grown terribly weary
long before this, and had fallen into a sort of
half-sleep, without losing all consciousness of
where I was, and was only saved from falling by
the belt round my waist. A more angry jerk
than usual roused me up occasionally, and it
was at ono of these times that I caught my first
glimpse of the prairie. But I was too far gonc
t0 heed even that, aud was soon lost in dreawm-
land again. I have a sort of hialf-conscivusness
of hearing a number of strange vouices, and of
being lifted off the horse, and laid down on
something soft near g huge fire, but I have no
distinct recollection of anything more till I
awoke some time the following morning, to find
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myself surrvunded by strange fuces, and to be
tuld that [ should never sec my tyrant again,

" And Iuever did see Kreefe again—a logs
whith did not grieve me, 1 found myself a
musber of a squatter’s family that was moving
westwand, to ueeupy 4 chuice teact of Jand
which had been won by oue of the sons in a
raflle.  The father, the chief of this strange
Lruud, was a rude, rough-and-tumble old fellow,
Ly nu means bad-hearted, in his own peculiar
way, Who had lived al) lis life on the outskirts
uof civilisativn, and who was equally ready for a
tissle withngrize'y bear or askirmish with the
Tudiaus.  The svns were true chips of the old
block—fice, rolliching young giants while they
wire among {ricnds, but merciless and cruel as
death when their dacher passivus were roused.
‘Tlie mother was dead, two unmarried daughters,
aud the wife of the cldest sun, comprised the
fuircr portion of the fumily—rough, ignorant,
Kind-hearted, passivnate souls, who did theic
best to spuil the parcentless lad thrown so
strangely among them, I think there can be no
doubt that Kreefe bribed the old squatter to
tako me with him into the wilderness, and so
lose sight of an ¢yesvre and danger for ever,
and weahen still further the last frail thread
which buund me in rmemory to a furmer Lappy
life beyoud the sea.  The surgeon's name was
nover cntivued wong ws, I was quite willing
t furgct lum, aud the syuatter had probably
bis own reasvws fur silence on the matter,

* Amung this wild broud 1 lived, in everything
like one of themselves, till I was cighteen years
old. T learncd how to use the axe, and clear
the furest, bow to ride, shoot, swim, and hunt ;
how to track my way across wilderness and
prairie by signus Known only to the red man and
the hunter, and I grev up as tall, as strong,
aud almost as much a savage as the young
giants, my foster-brothers. I lived a contented,
carcless, day-to-day sort of life, happy in dhe
present, and indifferent alike to the future and
the past—not that thc past was forgotten, fur
my memory was tesacious, and carried with it
many recollectious of my earlior life, but I
luvked back upon that time with very languid
interest, as though it bad belonged to quite a
diffcrent person from myself,

“In oune respect, and in one only, was I
trcated in any way differently from the rest of
the family. Twice every year, in the spring and
the fall, the old mon, accompanied by two of
his three sous, all dregsed in their gayest appa-
rel, and riding their best horses, would set out
for the ncarest town, there to make certain
indispensable Lousehold purchases, but I was
never allowed to be of the party on such ucca-
sions. I think if the old man had taken me with
hiw only once, I shuuld have come back quite
contented , but he will not do so, and I deter-
mined to outwit him the ficst opportunity, A
chance offered itself at last, The old man was
1a1d up with sickness, for the first time in his
life, at the same time that tbe eldest son was
coufined to bis house through an accident, and
as the visit to the town could be no longer
delayed, it was decided that the two youngest
lads should go alone. Half an hour after therr
departure, I quietly saddled a horse, and started
after them. I overtook them a few miles away,
and we rode on gaily together, laughing to
think lhow riled « Dad” would be when he
heard of my ¢scapade.

« While wandering about the town, all eyes
and cars, I accidentally heard tbat the com-
mandant of a government exploring ¢xpedition,
who had balted there for a day with his camp,
was in want of a few good hunters to accom-
pany him across the prairies, Here was an
opening that suited well with my budding
ambition, and thirst for a wider range of expe-
rience than would ever be mine while I stayed
with the old squatter. I went, on the spur of
the moment, and volunteered my services, and
was at unce accepted. I bade farewell to my
foster-brothers, sent a kindly message to the old
folk at home, and set out next morning with my
new comrades, as blithe and bold as the best of
them. Then followed two years of wild adven-
ture, of which it is not ncedful that I should
speak further at present ; and then came a great

change. Ono day, while wandcering shout at
some distance from the camp in quest ol game,
Tthought I heard the growling of & bear; and
parting the brushwood cautiously, I advanced i
the direction of the sound.  The growls became
louder. and more menacing, and w few yards
brought me to a small opening among the
trees, in the centre of which & man in o hun
ter's dress was cr, leavouring to keep a huge
bear at bay with th butt-end of his gun; but
Vefore 1 could interfere in any way, the monster,
with a stroke of his paw, sent tho gun spinmag
through the air, and next moment rushed open.
mouthed un its assailant.
last of its life.

 The stranger whom I had so_providenually
réscued proved to be a wealthy Eoghsh gentle
mun named Felix, who was travelling for ples.
stire, and from an innate love of adventure
He bad been visiting among some tribes of
friendly Indians, and bis little cncampment was
only a mile or two away. Mr. Felix was more
than ordinarily grateful for the service I hag
done him. He tuok a great liking o me; aud
a few days later, he visited the commandant of
the expedition, and, by means best known 1
Limself, ubtained my relcase, and carried me
away with him ; and from that day till he died |
never left him,  The squatter’s nawme was Yarp.
old, and I Lad been kuown as Jack Yarnoid,
but when Mr. Felix heard my bhistory, be
said . * You are no Yankee, but a genuine son
of the old country ; and till we find out your
real name, you shall be called John Eoghish,'
and that is how I came by the name I still bear
Even after so long a time, I had not quito for-
gotten the scraps of knowledge which had beea
flogged into me when a lad at school; I could
still read and write, though those processes wero
both difficult and painful. But now that ths
opportunity was offered me, I set to work with
all the energy of which I was capable to remedy
the neglect of years, and to fill up the gep
which lay between myself and men of eves
ordinary education, of the presence of whichl
became painfully conscious from the moment we
left the wilderness bebind us, and came into the
busy haunts of men. A few months later, we
sailed for Europe,
and then went to France,

That minute was the

We spent a winter in Italy, |
A year in Pans

sufficed to give me a tolerable acquaintance with |

the French language. It was the intention of
Mr, Felix to have gone thence to London, bu
a pulmonary complaint, to which he had been
more or less subject sinco lus youth, set 1o with
increased violence, and he was ordered back o
Italy without delay , but it was too late, andsu
months after that, my kind patron was no more.

His death was the greatest loss my life has ever

known. I was not forgotten in his will.

« Mr. Felix aud I, among other things, byl |

dabbled as amateurs in photography ; and when,

after his death, I cast about for some mecansof !

carning a living, I determined to adopt serously
as my profession what I bad hitherto followed
merely for pleasure. I obtained an introduction

to a well-known Parisian firm, and the examples '

of work which I submitted for their inspection
were considered so satisfactory that an engage
ment was at once offered me, and thoe following
tvo years were spent by me chiefly in Rome and
Florence, photographing the most celebrated
architectural features of both cities. At the end

of that time, [ accepted a more luctative engage

ment for a London house, which brought me to
this country for the first time since I was takea
away as a child : and here [ am.”

The little cuckoo-clock in the corner strack .
fivo as Jobn English ccased speaking. Jane |

Garrud, with her apron thrown over her hesd,
sat gaziong silently into the glowing embers. It
was quite dark outside by this time, but the
room itself was filled with a sort of raddy

gloaming from the decaying fire—a warm colow: |

Ing that brought into strong rclief the pals
hindsome fuce of the wounded man, and the
the worn, sharply-cut features of the station-
master’s wife. Jobu, looking out into the dark-
ness, saw the express-train, with its blood-red,
Cyclopean eye, burst suddenly out of the tac-
nel, and watched it as it camo swifly og
breathing fame and smoke, and marking its
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progress with free largess of fiery cinders, Its
wild definnt shrick seemed to break up Jane's
reverie.

" You have not told e al),” she saxd, turning
on Joha abruptly,

* What have I left uneaid ¢

“You have not told me anything that has
happened to yon since you came to Norman-
ford. You have not tald me hotw it is that you
know Miss Spencelaugh so well; nor why an
active, busy, young gentleman like you has
iingered 50 long in such a little out-of-the way
spot as this.”

“ I will tell you overything,” said John, So
he began and told her all that had happened to
bim since his arrival in Monkshire—all save his
lose for Frederica; but there was no need for
un to speak of that; it was a story known to
Jane Garrod without tho telling. He told her
of his recognition of the portrmt of Jeremiah
Kreefe, and of Mrs, Winch's strange behaviour ;
he told her of the noto intended for Lady
Spencelaugh, sent to Cliff Cottage in mistake,
and of s sudden dismissal from Belair the day
following the landlady’s return home; he told
her all that he had gathered from Mr. Edwin,
and of Mrs. Winch's prevarication under Ins
cross-questioning. ¢ And row that you know
everything,” he finished, by saying, « you, in
your turn, must t<il me why you were so start-
led by sceing me that mght at the station, [
have waited patiently to learn this for what has
scemed tomo a very long time. I can wait no
longer.”

“ [ was startled by t'ic strong likeness I saw
in you to some persoi whom I knew many,
many years ago,” said Juune.

% Now that you know me better, do you still
ceo that likeness as strongly as ever?”

“1 do~—1I do.”

“Who was that person whom I resemble so
strongly

Jane Garrod did not speak, but burst into
tears, and fell on her knees by the side of John,
and kissed his hand, and calied him ¢ her darl-
ing, her own dear boy.”

Amazed, and almost ready to think that she
had gono crazed, John stood up, and taking
Jaue gently by the arms, raised her from the
ground. Her straining eyes scanned his features
eagerly. ¢ That face, and the mark on his
arm,” she mutiered, * were cnough to tell me
who he was, without anything more.”

“ Who am [, then?” agked John breathlessly.
“ You kill me ecping me in this suspensel”

 You' are,” she said—and then she stopped,
for just at that moment she heard her husband’s
beg-pardon cough, and heavy footstep on the
gravel outside. Jobn seized her by the gown.
“In Heaven's name, speak! Who am I?' he
said, She turned, and putting her head close to
bis, whispered a sentence in his ear which sent
all the blood to his heart, and left him for a
short time without power either to spesk or
move. Next minute, Abel Garrod, stalwart,
ruddy, entered the room, bringing with him a
waft of keen wintry air, and the dying firo
leaped up for an instant, as if to welcome him,

CHAPTER XXVIIl.—AT PPYSEY BAY,

Jane Garrod went up to Belair the day after
that on which John English had told her the
story of his life; she went up specially to sce
Uiss Spencelaugh; but on reaching the Hall,
she found that Frederica bad been summoned
away by telegraph a few hours before, to visit
an old school-fricnd who was lying dangerously
ill: and as Sir Philip was so far recovered that
no immediate danger was apprchended, sho bad
obeyed the suammons without delay., Jane Gar-
rod went back home intensely disappointed,

Three days later, John’s doctor said: We are
getting on nicely, but slowly, We want change
of air; a more bracing climate, We want
ozone. We must go to the sea-gide for a few
weeks, Say to Pevsey Bny. Quly tweaty miles
away. Warm, but invigorating. 1 will give
you a prescription to take with you, and will
ran over 10 see you once a week, for the pre-
sent” L .
8o John English went to Pevsey Bay, and
took up his quarters at Hammock’s hoarding-

house, where Jane Garrod had engaged rooms
for him. June herself, after staying with him
for n couple of days, and sccing that his com-
forts sere properly attended to, was obliged to
leave Inm, and go back to her home duties ; but
made a point of going over by rail twice a week
to sec how he wus progressing. Both Ly her
and Jobn, Miss Spencelaugh's return was
impaticutly asaited,

Pevsey Bay, even during the height of its
little “ season,” was not a very hvely place,

trains.  He was j it leaving the oflice, when tho
bell rung for the arrival of the down express,
and—with the indulent curiosity of a convales-
cent who has no better employment for his time
than that of looker-on—he lingered to watch it.
Now, Pevsey Bay is a junction-station, and pas-
seugers for Nc mandford, Kingsthorpe, and
other neighbouring hamlets, bave here to changoe
carringes, and not unfrequently to »l'v at
patience for an odd hour or two, yending he
arrival of the branch-train. Among the pas-

but as it generally contrived to feather its nest
pretty comfortably Quring the summer and
autumn, it was wisely content to hibernate
through the cold dead months that came after,
John was literally the only visitor in the little
place, aud it was only natural that Mrs, Ham-
mock should waken up glecfully {rom her state
of wintry emptiness to welcome this stray bird
of passage, and excrt herself to retain .im in &
way that she would have scorned to do duving
the busy scason, when she and Hammock were
obliged to sleep in a damp pantry, so over-
crowded were they with visitors; and their
cldest boy had to be stowed awa) on a snug
shelf in the coal-cellar.

But it mattered nothing to John English
whether Pevsey Buy were lively or dull, he had
enough to occupy Ins mund just then in brood-
g over Jane Garrod's strange revelation.
Jane and he had many conversations together
on the all-important topic, after that memorable
afternoon on which the station-master's wifo
had whispered n certain brief sentencs in his
ear.  The incomplete story of each—for Jane
also had a story to tell, which we shall hear in
1ts proper place—when added one to the other,
formed a whole, which yet had several serious
gaps in it ; but now that the story, so strangely
pieced together, came to be Analysed and com-
mented upon again and again, little bits, pre-
viously unthought of or forgotten, were added
one by onc; cach onggtending to clucidate some
point that had scemed obscure before, orto bring
into stronger relief some fact hitherto only par-
tially known. Stll, they both decided that no
active steps could be taken till Miss Spencelaugh
should return home ; the interests involved were
so many and so serious, and the baronet's
health was so feeble, that the heiress of Belair
naturally came into their minds as the onc who
must be first consulted ; besides which, there
was a family secret in the case, which it would
not doto reveal to strangers until further counsel
should have been sought and given.

Jobn gathered strength . aily; bat with
returning health came & desiie to be up and
doing: the state of ivaction to which he was
condemned galled his ardent spirit like s chain.
He could not bend his mind just yet to reading
or study ; and to beguile some of the hours that
flagged so wearily in the stagnation of the little
tows, he drew vp a précis or abstract of his
case, for the inf- .uation of Miss Spencelaugh ;
beginning with the carlicst facts of his personal
history that were either remembered by himself
or had been made known to him by others, and
30 setting down one fact after another, in order
of time, till he had brought his statement up
almost to the date of Ins writing. He re-wrote
and remodelled his first rough draft four times
before he was satisfied with bis work ; and aext
time Jane visited him, the important document
was placed in her hands for delivery to Frede-
rica, 80 soon as the latter should return  The
next wet day sent Jobn to his desk again,
Nearly a week had passed since he bad finished
his statement, and in reading over his copy of
it this morning, it struck him, after so long an
absence, with an air of strangeness, and he saw
far more clearly than he had cver done before,
how weak his case was, in alegal point of view,
how many important links were still wanting to
it; and how casily, for want of snch links, any
clever practitioner would tear it to rags ins
court of law. Considering these things seriously,
John English came to a sudden resolution—he
bad always been impulsive and headstrong—
which he determined to put into practice with-
out further delay.

Later on, the same day, he walked up to the

station, to make some inquiries respecting tho

sengers who alighted at Pevsey Bay Station, en
this particular afterngon, was onc whom Joha
English's keen glance at onre singled out from
the crowd, and from that raoment he had eyes
for none other,

‘It is the lady of my reame!” lhie murmured
to himself “\yhet happy chance has brought
her bither?”

His heart beat so poinfully for o minute or
two that he could not move; and before he was
able to stir a step, Frederica's gaze, drawn by
Love’s cunning magnetism, was fixed on bis
white intense face and hungry eyes —rested thero
an inst.nt with a sort of doubting, pained sur-
prise, only to melt next moment into a look of
glad recognition. They both blushed as they
drew near each other, but for a little whilo
neither of them could speak, for Frederica’s
eyes were full of tears by this time; and Johm,
after the fashion of little boys when they go
into strange company, seeraed suddenly to have
lost hi3 tongue. But their hands met in a Jong
silent pressure, that told more than many words
could have done.

“Why don’t you offer me your arny, sir?” said
Frederica with an April smile; “For I meanto
monopolise you till the next train comes up.
Can't you guess whv? I want to hear all about
your strange adventurc on Inchmallow, and
about the recent attempt on your life. Merelya
woman's odious curiosity—nothing more.”

“But you are getting better—I can see that”
said Frederica, whea John had done what he
could to satisfy her curiosity; “and I hope to
sce you soon at Belair. Igot the portfolio of
photographs you so kindly sent me; and I have
more commissions for you than 1 =.o remember
just now, so you must make haste and get well,
or I shall have to give them to some one clse.
Docs not my threat frighten you ?”

Jobn declared that he was not in the least
frightened; and tben he added that he should
have much plessure in waiting on Miss Spence-
Iaugh so soon as his health should be sufficiently
restored to enable him to attend to busince-
but be said nothing about the resolution he . .
arrived at ounly that morning, ncither did he
make any mention of the manuseript which ho
had intrusted into Janc Garrod’s hands for de-
livery to Miss Spencelaugh. After that, the
conversation seemed to languish a little, but I
don’t think that either of them felt inclined on
that account to say “to the other, * How dull
you are;* for Cupid is never more dangerous,
never more bent on tying a true lover's knot,
that no mortal fingers can ualoose, than when
he has least to say for himself. .

By ard by came Frederica’s train; farewells
were spoken ; and John Eaglish walked back
to his lodgings more confirmed than before to
carry out bis morning’s resolution.

Hammock's boarding-house was raanaged by
Mrs. Hammock, who, in common with others of
her triho at Pevsey Bay, would bave contrived
to do very comfortably at the expense of the
migratory horde who flocked thither during the
ttgeason,” had not her laudable efforts been
utterly frustrated by an idle, incorrigible dog of
& husband, who demanded to be kept “like g
gentleman” out of tho procecds of the estab-
lishmeat. Mr Ferdinand C. Hammock—tal,
sandy, with high cheek-bones, a ragged mous-
tache, and a quasimilitary swagger, the son of &
bankrupt riding-school master—ncither could
nor would work ; lie nover bad worked, and it
was not likely that, at his time of life, he was
going to degrade himself by doing anything
towards earning his own living. So Mrs. H,
struggled, and slaved, and scraped at bome,
while my lord swaggerad about the little place
as though he were the sole proprietoeg of it; aad

-
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had good clothes and good dinners: and looked
down contemptuonsly on his wite's todgers, and
on his wito too, if tho truth must be told; and
was never without a crown-picce in his pocket
wherewith to make merry of an evening at the
Golden Anckor. But this pleasant state of
aflairs had consequences, one of which was that
the rent had perforee been allowed to full into
arrear, so that three half-years were due at the
tme John English took up his quarters wm the
establishment,  Mr. Dilwood, the landlord,
was a forbearing man; but patienco hus i3
limits, und of late he had been pressing Mrs.
Hamuock rather bardly to clear off some por-
tion at least of what was owing. But that
hard-working person’s little hoard had melted
through the fmgers of her improvident husband
ull but very few golden pieces were left, hardly
sufficient, in fact, to meet the small, unavoidable
expenses arising from day to day during the
months that yet remained before the first sum-
mer visitor would make his appearance. As
for paving the rent—the prospect was an utterly
hopeless one; and Mrs. Uammock had finally
heon obliged to intimate to her husband that it
was Mr. Dilwood's intention to put aman in
possession, and that bankruptey stared them in
the face. So Hammoek went moodily about
the little town, brooding over the dark prospecet
before bin, and pulling s ragged moustache
more than ever, and only brightemng up into a
forced merriment when he found himselt among
aknot of congenial souls in the bar parlour of
the Golden Anchor.

John Englist’s departure frot the little sta-
tion house at Kingsthorpe had been witnessed
by unscen eyes ; aud twenty-four hours had not
passed after his arrival at Pevsey Bay, before
Brackenridge, under the friendly shade of cven-
ing, was quietly reconnoitering the new territory.
A few cautous inquiries at shops in the im-
mediate neighbourhood of Hammock’s followed
his survey of the premises, and then he went
home by thelast train in high spirits.

One consequence of the chemist's visit to the
little watering-place took the shape of a law-
ver's letter, received by Mrs. Hammock the
Tollowing dny, in which she was told that unless
twelve ont of the eighteen months’ rent due
should be paid witbin three weeks, further pro-
ccedings would at once be taken. The secret
of this was that Mr. Dilwood was an old
acquaintance of Brackenridge, and under some
small obligation to him, and a word from the
chemist was sufticient to induce himto ¢ put on
the screw,” as the latter termed it, in the form
ot an attorney’s letter. Next day, at dusk,
Brackenridge strolled into the little watering-
place; and later on, when the usual circle met
at the Golden JAnchor, there he was, an affable
stranger, ready to stand treat for anybody, and
greatly interested in all the new’s of the place.
e scemed to take quite a liking to the raflish,
shabby-genteel Hammock;jand after a time,
when the company had thinned somewhat, he
contrived to seat himself next to him. lam-
mock’s woodiness had melted by this time be-
fore the genial influence ot the compounds pur-
veyed at the Golden Anchor, and the chemist
found him quite ready to drink any quantity of
brandy-and-water at any one clse’s expense, and
1o declaim loquaciously on everything connected
with Pevsey Bay, his own private affnirs excep-
ted. But it was to his own private affairs that
the chemist wished to bring him ; secing, there-
fore, how he shied at the subject whenever it
wag introduced, cven in the 1ost delicate way,
Brackenridge decided that a rougher method of
1reatment must at once be brought to bear; so,
at the close of the cvening, they iwent out to-
gether, arm-in-arm, and, smoking their cigars,
wandered down to the jetty to bave a last whiff
togethier vefore parting.  Now was Bracken-
ridge’s opportunity. ¢ Rather dull here in win-
ter, b said the chiemist,

« Awfully slow work,” said Hammock senten-
tiously.

« Letme sce, I think I have been told that
you keep a boarding-house, or something of
that kind, Isitso? .

« Why—yes—that house on the Parade there.
My wife manages the business, One must live,

-on know, eh??
Y -
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“Just so; as well make a Living that way as
any other,  Rents rather high in these parts, |
suppose 77

“ Why—hum—ycs, 1ather high for houses in
good positions.”

“Ah, well, the profits you make during the
season will easily stand it,  Cowme, now, you
contrive to net something handson, * every year,
don’t you ?

_ “People don't do that sort of thing fur noth-
ing; it ain't likely, But really, we are getting
to talk about matters thate——"

“Then, if the profits are so large,” said the
chemist, interrupting his new friend, “how does
it happen, My, Hammock, that you are cighiteen
months in arrear with your rent ??

Hummock's cigar dropped from between his
lips, and he fell back a step or two in sheer
amazement, ¢ How the devil"——he began,
and then he stopped.

“Mr. Dilwood is a friend of mine,” said
Brackenridge quietly ; “ he mentioned to me the
other day, as a matter of business, that he was
about to sell you up, and that he had already
got another tenant in view of your house. Such
little accidents will happen now and then, yuvu
know.”

Hammock was wiping hishot palms nervously
with his handKkerehief, The idea of his approxi-
mate rain had never been brought so vividly be-
fore him, and his craren heart shuddered at the
prospect.  He at length broke the silence with
a volley of frightful oaths, to which the chemist
histened with exemplary patience. When he had
done, Brackenridge said quietly : ¢« A bad mess,
certamly, for any fellow to be in.  But there
scems to me onc way by which you may squecze
out of it.”

“Curse you! what are you driving at?" said
the other sullenty.

“Listen to wme attentively,” resumed the
chemist. ¢ There is o gengleman staying at your
house just now, Mr. John English Ly name,”
and then he took Hammock by the button, and
drew him closer, and whispered carnestly in his
ear for ten minutes, at the end of which time
the two men walked back arm-in-arm towards
the town. At the cornerof the Parade, they
stopped to bid cach other goud night, * Now,
you thoroughly understand what 1 want ?” said
the chemist interrogatively.  “ You will send
me a daily report of your lodger's doings—how
he spends his time, who cumcs to see him, and
where he goes when he walks out; but, above
all, you will arrange that all letters wrnitten by
him shall pass through 1y hands before being
posted.”

“1 understand,” said IHammock sulkily.
¢ The post-oftice is right at the uther end of the
town, and my lad Jack always takes Mr.
English’s letters for him.  Jack will Jdu any thing
for a cigar, and never peach after.  The young
rascal 15 only cleven, and he has learned to
smoke already.”

“Do what I ask you to do, said Bracken-
ridge, “and I will engage that Dilwood shall
never trouble you again about the back-rent.”

Jane Garrod, on her neat visit to Pevsey Bay,
was thunderstruck to find thatJohn English had
left Lis lodgings on the previous day, and gone
away, noone knew whither. ad he left no
letter, no message for her ? she anxiously asked.
Ncither one nor the other. Mr. English had
written a letter, Jack said, whish be, Jack, had
taken to the post-office; bat it was addressed
to some gent. in London; and Jack having
volunteered this informition, turned round and
winked to himself, and wuttered # Walker "—
Mr. English bad paid his bill, and had left by
the 2.40 r.x. train, adued Hammock, and had
booked himself through to London. Beyond
that, they knew nothing as to the intentions or
movements of their late lodger. Jane, wonder-
ing more than ecver, and suspecting sSomc
treachery, went herself to the station, and there
agcertained that Hammock's statement was
true, After this, there was nothing left for her
but to go back home. Surely Johu would write
ipava, ortwo,and with thisscrap of hope
shie was fain to comfort hersclf, in the midst of
her surprise at his unacountable disappearnnce.

To be conlinned.

CHILDIIQOD.

 Aud whoso ahail receive ono such Jittle child i
my name, receiveth me."—MarTirw xvili. 5.

Ilow, we cherish and adore them-—
Little children;

IFor tho light that goes before them—
Little children;

For the want of worldly traces

1n their frank and fearleas faces,

Ior their gift of untaught graces—
Lattle children.

1Iow we watch their solemn sceminga—
Littlo children;
And the quaininess of their dreamings—
Littlo children;
When the black skies break with thunder,
Ilow we mark their mortal wonder,
‘Fheir immortal awe that's under—
Little children.

How we love their fervent fashions
Little childron;

Candid pains, and quick compassions—
Little children;

How we love the love that's in them,

Love the love that did begin them,

Love our youth's new birth within them—
Little children.

They ave Yife's fair-showing proem
Little children,

They are God's own faultless poem—
Littlo children:

Let us honour them and hiced them,

Lat us reverently read them,

Keuep and guard—{le knows we need thein—
Little chitdren.

For their guileless eyes pursue us—
Littlo chitdren;

And thiey soothe us and subdue ug—
Little children;

Ly their lack of lower leaven,

By ¢heir tender touch of Heaven,

By Christ’s blessing to them ‘given—
Little children,

1lold us backward in the bright time—
Little children;

Help us forward through the night-time—
Little children,

Thou, O God, in manhood send us

More of childdike heart to mend us,

Make us most, Lord, when we end us,

Little children. II.A D,

THE SILVER WATCH,

«FYOUR oranges, Charley, and « bunch o

grapes, the nicest you can buy. I'm afraid
we cannot afford the port wine Dr. Baker las
ordered for poor Frank.”

Ellen Grangers young brother looked wist-
fully up in her face as she spoke. It was a fair,
delicate fuce, although rather pale, with soft
blue cyes, shadowed with long lashes of brown-
1sh gold, and bright chestnut curls hanging
round 1ts oval outline, hke a drapery of sunsimne.
The deep, intense crimson of her lips supphed
the wanting touch of colour in the face that was
so Madonna-like in its sad, sweet repose, while
the perfectly modelled features gave you the
uncouscious impression that Ellen Gianger
would always be beautiful,

« Ellen,” said the boy, with a sort of quiet
tesolution, I am going to sell my silver watch
that papa gave me the spring before he died.”

« No, Charley, I don't like to have you do
that. We'll try and get on without,”

« Wby not, Ellen? You bave sold all your
things, even down to the little locket Captain
Leshe gave you, that you thought so much of,
Ab, young lady, you ncedn't blush,” added the
boy, mischicvously standing on tiptoe to look
into his sister's cyes. ¢ You were & goose,
Ellen, to qurrrel with Robert Leslic, and ho was
a still greater goose to,go off in a tangent to
France, and marry that foreign girl out of the
convent. But I suppose itis too late to lecture
you now, What I meant to say was, that is isn't
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fair for you to make all the saerifices, and me
none. S0 I'H just make the best bargan 1 can
for tho watch, and Frank shall have his port
wine, after all.”

Fllen Granger looked after her brother with
a gentle regretful little sigh, as the sound of his
departing footsteps dicd nway on the uncarpeted
hall below,  She was rather young—this girl
o twenty-two—to b the svle guardian and
protectress of the two orphianed brothers ; and
this narrow suite of rooms in an obscure lodging-
honse was not & pleasant exchange for the stone
manston that had always been her home pre-
vous to her father's bankruptey and death.

wafe is a strange, sad riddle—when shall
we read its solution ?” mused Ellen Granger to
herself.

And as she sat by Frank’s bedside, stitching
mechanicaliy away ut the delicats embroidery
thut was to help pay their rent, her-fancies
mstinctively wandered back to the sweet old
times—oh, how long ago they secmed now l—
when she find been Robert Lestie’s atlinnced
love, and the sbadow of lus great tenderness en-
arcled her whole Lte.

With a quick, sudden movement she dashed
snay the bright drops that fell upon the sitken
fsbnic she was ornamenting.

 Four years ago—is it only four years 7" she
murmured, under her breath. * I wonder if he
ever renembers his old love. Poor Robert, [
think he would pity me a little, if only for the
sake of old times, could he sec me now. Per-
baps he is kappy. I Anow that I am wiserable.”

And so Ellen Granger worked patiently on,
and thouglit—alas, how sadly ! of what might
have been,

. LJ * ® * L -

# think you might give me more than two
pounds for this watch. It is a very good oue,
and has hardly been in use a few mnonths.”

Charley Granger looked down at the despised
silver timepicce as he spoke. To him it had
always seemed a priceless treasure ; and it was
almost like desecretion to see the watchmaker
Landle it so contemptuously,

4 dare say,” said the man, indifferently;
‘but you see jt's a little old-fashioned, and onty
asccond-hand affuir at best, aud I really can't
make you any better offer.”

Charley looked down at his watch, with a
suppressed sigh.

“ Give mo tho money, then,” he said, adding,
wternally, “ Frank must have the wine; and
after all, I don't need the watch so very much.,
Two pounds is a good deal of money—at least,
ittakes Ellen a loug while to earn it at her
needle.  Oh, I wish 1 were » man, to work for
her?

He put the money into his pocket, as these
thoughts passed through his mind.

Aud so it happened that Charley Granger,
with the bottle of rich coloured port wine under
his arm, and the little paper packet of oranges
and grapes in his other hand, came to bo cross-
ing the street, just as a foaming pair of fiery
geeys shot round the corner.

“Take care, boy I”

¢ Stand back, young fellow "

The warning cchoed from a dozen voices.
Cbarley, confused and bewildered, sprang back,
but he was too late. Unc of the shafts struck
lhim on the shoulder, throwing him almost
directly under the wheels.

A great flush of light scemed to dazzle his
eyes, & humming sound filled his cars, and then
he became unconscious for a few seconds,

When he recovered his senses once more, hie
was lying among the purple velvet cushions of
the handsome open phacton that had been the
cause of his mishap, with his dizzy head resting
on the broad shoulder of & bronzed and bearded
geatleman, while the coachman bent over him,
trying to loosen his cravat,

“ He's better now, sir—he's opening his cyes,”
said the man, eagerly, as be met Charley’s vague,
puzzled gaze.

“ That's well,” said the gentleman.
do you fecl now, my boy 2”

“1 am better,” said Charley, with a boy's
disinclination to confess the whirling of his head
and the dull, agonizing pain in his left arm.

« How

THE SATURDAY READER.

¢ Better 7 Then well must be o tolerably bhad
state of things,” rejoined lus companion. * My
boy, 1 think your arm is broken.”

¢ Oh, take care, sic!” cried Charley, instinc-
tively recoiling from the gontle touch that sought
to fathom the extent of his injuries.

“ It hurts, eh ? I thought so. Johw, drive to
Dr. Warnell's,  You're not afeaid to have it set,
are you?' ho added, turning to Charley,

And Charley said # No,” with a great, doubt-
ful throb at his heart.

The setting was a long and painful operation;
but our little hero bore it like a man, and was
only a trifle paler when he re-entered the car-
ringe, at his companion’s urgent desive,

“ And now, my boy, teli us where you live,”
said the stranger, ’

Chuarley hesitated, and coloured—there were
two very good reasons why he did not care to
divulge the sceret of his residence. One was,
that neither street nor locality were what real
estate agents call * highly desirable ;” the other
wasg, that, in spite of the heavy brown beard and
theb ronzed glow of the rich complexion, Charley
thought be bad scen the strange gentleman
before.

# I—I think I can waik home, sir; T am not
much hurt,” said Charley. ¢ Please don’t let
we detain you any longer.”

For he thought within himsclf that Ellen
would not be pleased if hie were to bring Captain
Lestic to the obscurity of her poverty-stricken
liome now,

“ What is yonr name?” demanded Leslic,
looking kindly into the boy's eyes.

* I would rather not tell you, sir,” said Char-
ley, stoutly.

Leslic Laughed,

“ Upon my word, you arc a spirited little
chap. At all events, however, you must give
me your address—I1 certainly shall not leave
you, except at your own door.”

“ Indeed, sir, I would rather walk.”

% Indeed, my boy, you shalt do nosuch thing.
Where is the place ?”

Clhiarley Granger saw the quict deternination
in Captain Leslie’s face, and mentally decided
that it was of no use to resist,

“ It i3 No. 29, Claypole Street,” he said,
feeling the blood rise to s temples as ke named
the squalid locality.

“ Drive to No. 29, Claypole Street, Joln,”
said Captain Leslic, quictly ; and John, with
an imperceptible clevation of his aristucratic
nose, obeyed.

Ellen Granger was beginning to wonder why
her little brother did not come home. The
neighbouring church clock had struck five—the
fire was burning cheerily in the grate—and the
shadows of the clull autumual evening were
beginning to gather over the roofs and chimney-
tops, which were the ouly prospect she cume
manded from the bed-room window.

“ It i3 certainly time Charley was back,”
said restless Frank, from his bed.

 Yes, it is,” said Ellen, uneasity. ¢ If you
won't feel lonesome, Frank, I'll just go down to
the door and scc if he is coming.”

% Go,” said Frank: and Ellen, throwing a
light shawl uver her shoulders, hastened down
the stairs, feeling as if any movement, however
slight, were better than a state of qu ‘scence.

The spirited grey horses were just being check-
ed at the door as she come to the threshold :—
Kllen gave a littlo terrified shrick as she saw
her brothers’s pale face in the carringe,

& He isn’t hurt much, miss,” said the coach-
man, divining instinctively the relationship be-
tween brother and sister. * The arm is set,
and—"

 Indeed, I am not hurt, Ellea,” said Charley,
springing out of the carriage into her arms, and
forgetting, at the sight of her speecbless terror,
all his doubts and annoyances

But Ellen, weak and worn, was not capable
of cnduring fwco shocks at once ; and as her
dilated eyes met Captain Leslic’'s recogaising
gaze, she fainted there on the threshold,

\When life and volition came back to her, she
was in her own room, with Charley, busily
arranging the pillows under her head, and Robert
Leslic kaeeling beside her.
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“ Dowt try to talk, Ellen,” he said, gontly.
“ My poor little one ! what miseries you have
endured 1”

And Ellen turned away her faco with a dim
fancy that it was very wrong of her to feel such
a thrillof joy at the tender tones that sounded
on her car.

“ He is married—ho i3 nothing moro to me !”
she keptrepeating to berself.  And when Robert
Lestio pressed her hand so closely and long
before he went away, Ellen felt almost guilty,

* I may come again to morrow, Ellen

“ Yes,” she faltered ; and then wondered if it
would not have been wiser bad she said ¢ No.”

“ 1 know all about him, Ellen,” said eager
Charley, pressing close to als sistes's side, when
Captain Leslio bad drivenaway. ¢ The French
girl is dead—the girl he married out of the
convent ; she died two years ago.”

“ How do you know ?” said Ellen, in a voice
that was scarcely audible,

¢ He told me so himself, when they were delu-
ging you with cau-de-Cologue ; he gsaid he had
spent the two years since his wife's death in
travelling on the continent and in the Holy
Land ; and that was the rezson he knew nothing
about the troubles we had had. ¢ Oh, Ellen, [
shouldn’t wonder if—if something happeged 1"

“ Hush, Charley! how can you talk such
nonserse 1” said Ellen, with cheeks that looked
ag if two crimson lamps had beon lighted behind
the transparent skin, * Don't jump about the
floor so—you will certainly hurt your arm.

‘¢ Ttis so hard to keep still when all sorts of
things are coming into a fellow’s head,” said
Charley, as be went to Frank's bedside to tell
him ¢ just how he felt” when the horses’ hoofs
were ringing on the pavement close to his head.

Robert Lestie came again # to-morrow,”’
according to the permisgion granted him ; and
that ¢ to-morrow” wasg the turuing-point to Ellen
Granger's life, Beforc he went away, sho had
promised one day to take the place of ths poor
young French girl who was lying under the
daisies at Pere la Chaise, with wreathes of #mn-
morlelles on her tombstone.

“ I suppose we were very happy,” said Leslie
~* at least, she was very gentle,and I tried my
best to be a good husband to her; but I never
loved her as [ love you, Ellen, "My dearest, 1
think the springtime of life is coming back to ug
both.”

And Ellen, blushing softly under the tender
light of his lover-eyes, thought so too.

“ Wasn't it lucky that your horses knocked
me over, Rubert 7 said Cbarley, euthusiasti-
cally, bursting into the whispered cadences of
conversation, ¢ After all, Ellen, it's the old
silver watch that has donc it alll”

Ellen remembered her own despairing words
spoken so short a while before, and thought she
hiad found the solution to life's riddle at last.

WE WERE ONLY COUSINS, YOU
KNOW ?

Nerry and Ihave laugh'd and cha™d
Since chitdhood, long ago;

Our smiles, our tears, were tho samo for yoars—
We were only cousins, you kuow !

Ilecft her a boy: when I came back a man
Sho was lovely in youth's first glow;

I whisper'd, she blush'd, but the mattor was hush’d—
Wo wero ouly cousius, you know!

She woro on her finger ono delicate ring;
It was I who placed it s0;

Softly and swectly oy song sho would sing—
We were only cousins, you know!

We parted; ‘twas but for & foew short years
And I begg'd sho would nover forego—
Hor faithful vows; she promised in toars—

We wero only cousins, you know!

I roturn'd;~a plain ring of shining gold
Deck’d ber tiny hand of snow:
And shelangh'd when ¥ epoko of the days of old—
We wero oxlly cousius, you kuow !
Frxo. H,
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THE LION IN THE PATH

(From the Publisher's advanced sheels.)
(Continued from page 141.)

—

The merchantand the maid servant withdrew,
and when they were gone, and the door had
been closed after them, Lady Hermia began to
pace rapidly up and down the room ; but pre-
gently stopped, looked up, stamped uncons-
ciously with one foot—seemed to strive deter-
minedly, by slight artifices of thatkind, to stave
off the coming storm. But it could not be
staved off. It grew,.and blackened, and big
drops began to fall ; and at last her hand went,
with a passionate gesture, to her face, and her
head dropped ; and then she tasted once more
all the-intensity of the grief, the disappointment,
the despair, natural to the heart of such a
woman, -who saw, after all her long period of
gadness, that had not been quite destitute of,
hope, that there really wes no hope—that her
unknown husband was going to be known to
all the world but her, and known by deeds, she
thought, desperately evil, and leading to an end
that could only be the scaffold!

The maid fortunately did not return soon.
Lady Hermia had time to recover her equani-
mity, and to rid herself of the traces on her
cheeks.

She sat down by the little table where the
merchant had displayed his gems. There was
an extraordinarily beautiful little antique vase
of ivory and silver standing upon it. A scrap of
paper lay in, almost covering the mouth of the
vase. Lady Hermin's glance no sooner fell
upon it, than she divined it had been left by the
stranger—# leaf torn out of that note-book in

d —she hears a great clamour in the neighbouring

The Dark Lady of the Grange.

which she had fancied he had been making mere
business memoranda.

She took the paper, and found written on it
in pencil these words ;—

The price of this diamond, which seems to
meet Lady Hermia's approbation, shall be made
known to her. Till then, the writer begs to
leave it in her ladyship's hands, in the hope that
the price will not be so heavy as the agent has
been obliged to ask.

# Where wag the diamond ?”

Lady Hermia turned up the vase, and the
diamond—one of large size and extreme beauty,
of the finest water, and absolutely destitute even
of the suggestion of a flaw—rolled out.

The merchant had dropped it there ! Surely
the strangest of merchants!

While Lady Hermia gazes on this diamond
almost lovingly—even while there is also in her
breast a consciousness that she may have to
return it rather than pay a price impossible for
her to pay without the knowledge of her father

court-yard.

She goes, in alarm, hurriedly along & corridor
till she reaches a window, through which she
can look into the court. She sees there many
of the servants collected, some with arms in
their hands, and she sees horses being brought
forward.

In breathless anxiety she opens the casement
to listen. Two of the retainers are talking just
below.

¢ Tt must be a queer job! I'm told to mind
the powder’s good, and to keep an eye to my
bullets, that I don’t forget it 1"

« Ay, ay, I guess what its all about, though
mum’s the word.”

« What!"

1 heard in a whisper a certain name men-
tioned ; that explains all.”

« What name! Can't you speak ont ?”

“ Yes, and get my windpipe slit for my pains.
However, if you must know, we're off on a rebel
hunt.”

« Ay, bully-boy, and the rebel’s Lord Lang-
ton I”

In an instant Lady Hermia is back to her own
place, and flying distractedly across the room,
not knowing what she is going to do or whither
to go, but the cry is in her leart at last— .

« Oh, my husband ! Is it thee ? Qught I not
to have known it sooner, when I saw thou
would’st not sell me thy diamonds? And art
thou gone 7"

“Qh, my own husband!
jaws of death I”

CEAPTER XXXI, WHO WAS THE INFORMER!

Scarce half-an-hour had elasped after the de-
parture of the diamond merchant, before Seager
burst into Lady Hermia’s presence, crying
excitedly—

# Oh, my lady, my lady!”

¢ What is the matter!”

# QOh, my lady!” i

« Beager, restrain yourself. Whatis the mat~
ter ?”

«Oh, your ladyship, there are spies in the
castle!” .

Now in the very

«Spies] What on earth can you mean "
«Oh, I am sure of it. We are watched, my
lady.”

« We! Seager, leave the room, and send some
one who can speak a few plain, common-sense
words of explanation, if you cannot do it your-
gelf. Again I demand from you, what is the
matter "

« Oh, my lady, but I was so shocked—so
exeited! Some one must have been watching—

. .




164

THE SATURDAY READER.

|Nov. 10

must have been prepared long ago to watch;
and that wretch, whoever he is, bas told my lord,
your father, that a stranger has been admitted
to audience with you, and been with you along
time.” .

“Indesd! Are you sure of this "

4 Oh, yes, indeed, my lady. And though they
are doing everything as secretly as possible, I
have discovered, through Shrubsole, that men

and horses, are fast getting ready—
Shrabsole himself is one—and that the earl and
Si::t.f}harles are both going with them in pur-
#ait.”

“Do they not know he isa mere diamond
merchant 7

“I cannot say, my lady ; but if they do know
it, I am very sure they don’t believe it. Oh,my
lady, blood will be shed. And whose blood !

“ Ay, Seager, whose blood ? Who can answer
that? Seager, come here, Nay, look me in the
&cer‘ Can [~can your unhappy mistress trust
you

¢ Oh, my dear, sweet mistress, if you would !
If only you would 1”

“I will. You have guessed or discovered my
secret relation with Lord Langton ?”

¢ Forgive me, my lady, for saying—Yes I”

“T do forgive you. I know not how you dis-
covered it, nor does it matter, if only you are
true to me.”

“True as steel! True to the death will I be,
believe me, my dear and honoured lady.”

-“Very well. Do you suspect this diamond
merchant to—be--be—anything but what he
professea 7

€ Oh, it—it—it must be—your ladyship’s hus-
band! I suspected him the moment he came in-
to the room. No diamond merchant ever walked,
looked, spoke, or bore himself like him; and
did it all, too, before one of the most beautiful
and one of the proudest ladiea in the land ! Oh,
my lady, is he not indeed a handsome, noble,
sm»lg gentleman 7”7

* If it be he, I—~I—— But, merciful heaven !
why do we stand here, like two weak, migerable
women, talking, while his life is in danger? In
danger? Oh, that word is weak. He_ will be
dead—slaughtered ruthlessly—within the next
hour, Seager, if we do not save him

“We! Wel What does your ladyship
mean )

“Seager, now heed me—obey me—dispute
nothing with me ; think only, with all the power
of your jutellect, and all your native subtlety of
sex, how to execute the instructions I will give
You. Can youdoit? Are you calm?”’

“I can; I willl Only, please, give a minute
or two, for I was so agitated.”

¢ Sit down. Obey | Drink this glass of wine !
Now—have you courage ?”

“ Yes, my lady, I think so.”

¢ And now, do you feel quiet—able to think—
able to look steadily at difficulties, knowing that
you have me by your side ?”

‘ Oh, yes, my lady ; you shame one into some-
thing like sense and spirit, and—->"

¢ Calmness ?”

“ Yes, yes; that's coming atlast. T am ready,
quite ready, my lady, to do whatever you bid
me.”

“ These horses you tell me of; you have not
heard any leave the castle yet, have you 7"

1 think not, my lady.”

“Very well. Now for your woman’'s wit and
resolution. I must have two of the very best
of those horses, and a trustworthy man to ride
one of them. How is that to bo accomplished 7"

¢« Would Shrubsole do?”

¢ Can he ride 7

“Very well.”

“ And is devoted to you.”

“He pretends so, my lady.”

“ And, therefore, will be devoted to me for
your sake?”

«If he d(_)ean’t do all we want, I'll never speak
to him again—I mean as—as a friend—so long
ag I live.” .

“ Run, then, while T prepare myself. I will
be ready within five minutes at the outside.
Seager, Seager, his life is now a question of
minutes I -

¢I think I know how it is to be managed, my
lady.”

 No words, then. Come back here the instant
you learn whether this arrangement will work;
for if not, I must take far more desparate
measupes.”

The waiting-woman paused, looking as if she
wanted to say something, yet found it impos-
sible to do so, then turned to go, and again
turned ; and then, with a cry of anguish, ran to
Lady Hermia, fell on her knees before her,
clasping her robe, and crying, amid a torrent of
passionate tears—

% Oh, my lady, I must tell you, and try whether
you can forgive me! It is I who have been the
shameful instrament of this calamity.”

“You!” said the Lady Hermia, in wonder,
indignation, and alarm.

“Oh, yes, yes! I did it thoughtlessly at first.
It was Earnshaw, the earl'’s valet, who persuaded
me to keep a watch on all your movements, and
especially on anybody getting to see you. Well,
my lady, I was frightened when Shrubsole told
me of the diamond merchant, for I had half re-
pented of my promise—my, treachery to you;
but—bute—-"

“You did tell him?’ demanded the Lady
Hermia.

#Yes, yes; but oh, my lady, I haveso bitterly |-

repented, and I have come to you now in time;
and you spoke to me so sweetly, so confidingly,
I was obliged to see my own wickedness. And
now, if you will only trustme, you shall find me

| devoted in lifo and in death—you shall, indeed 1”

“ Rise, Seager, and tell me: did you not say
something like this a little while ago, even while
you were betraying me ?”

“ No, no, no, my lady! I meant it then, as I
mean it now ; and I was trying then to tell you
what I have since told you.”

“Ts that so ?”

“1t i8, indeed and indeed, my lady "

“ Certainly, I did think there was a true
woman’s voice in you, Seager, then.”

“There was and is; oh, believe me!”

“Very well. Take, then, my full trust once
more—my fullest trust; and then betray me if
you can!”

Away then went the speakers in different
directions, and the sixth minute had only just
passed when both re-entered—the Lady Hermia
in her riding habit——a dark blue, with dark hat
and feathers—and Seager full of glad excite-
ment,

% Oh, my lady, Shrubsole says that if you are
now ready, and will come to the outside of the
court-yard, he will venture out before the other
man, leading the earl's own horse—for he has
bad to get ready, like the rest, to ride, and the
earl’s horse has been given to him to hold. Yes,
my lady, he will come out, pretending to think
he heard the signal; and then, he says, if you
order him to go with you, he shall consider that
is just the same as if the earl himself had been
there, and spoken, and so he means to.say after-
wards.” i

“That is good, Come, then, Seager. See me
off, and guard me, if you can, from all eyes till
I am mounted ; then I will guard mysclf! But
the route, Seager—the route ?”

“ Oh, Shrubsole knows all they know ; so, if

they are on the right track, you will be so too il

and you will overtake the—the merchant first.
If they are wrong, then we shall be wrong too,
and not come across him, which won’t matter.”

“Keep watch for me till I return, whatever
time of the night it may be. It isan awful
business, this on which I adventure. Pray for
me! Pray for your unbappy lady! Hark! Oh,
God—they are off! Yes; I hear the clatter of
many feet. The whole troop is gone, and [ am
left here defenceless. Have I—have I—mur-
dered him—my own dear husband—by bringing
him here to see me, for that, no doubt, is what
he came for? My senses are leaving me! It is
1, now, who must be calm. Calm! Oh, God, tell
me, 1 beseech thee, where I may look for succour
in this my extremity! Quick, Seager; learn, if
thou canst, which way they have gone, while I
collect my senses. Quick I”

CHAPTER XXXIV. THE DARK LADY OF THE GRANGE.

It was only too true that the earl had come
out sooner than Sbrubsole had anticipated him,
had ordered the gates to be thrown open, and
given the word for & rapid and general depar-
ture.

The earl himself led the van, having on his
right Sir Charles Mordaunt, and on his left his
own confidential body-servant or valet, whom
he had signed to take that position while the
pursuit went on,

It was soon clear what this seeming familia-
rity meant. The earl began to discourse with
him in under-tones, carefully modulated to the
difficulties of the ride, and so kept down that
Sir Charles could hear nothing of what passed.

“ Karnshaw.”

¢ Yes, my lord ?”

¢ Is there any suspicion of you on account of
this officer ?”

“ Not the slightest, my lord. I have so man--
aged matters that no less than two of my fellow
servants are supposed by the rest to have given
the information.”

* Guard your secret : for if you do not, there
is an end to your position, I do not mean that
if you fail, I will not still befriend you ; but ir
you succeed, your fature is in your own hands.”

“1 will succeed, my lord, if I have the
chance.”

“ You say the stranger professed to be a
diamond merchant ?”

¢ Yes, my lord.”

 And you think he is not? Why?"

¢ Shrubsole, my lord, is a great ass; and
though he thinks he tells nothing, he has told
me all, Everything he knows goes to Seager,
and everything she knows comes to me. I found
the stranger had given him half-a-crown to
begin with, in thanks for a refusal to let him
see the gardens; then a guinea, for leave to
roam about in them alone.”

‘ The rascall I'll have him flogged, and sent
off to join a press-gang!”

“ Pardon me, my lord. My only chance of
fulfilling my duty to you is, that no one of my
fellow servants gets any injury for conduct that
might even remotely be attributed to me. While
no one’s hurt, strange things may pass unchal-
lenged ; but if the servants find now one of
them stricken, then another, and no visible
reason why, the place will be too hot to hold
me ; for already, while they do not suspect me,
they know and are rather inclined to be jealous
of the favour they fancy your lordship shows
me.”

¢ Earnshaw, you arc a wise man—fit for better
things. You shall have your chance, remember
that ; not only now, but, if you acquit yourself
rightly, afterwards in a different sphere.”

“ My lord, it would be impossible for you to
offer me anything I more care for than that
which you have just said. Ido belicve, my lord,
I have a brain and & hand at your lordship's
service, faithful, and yet—-"

¢ And yetnot to too scrupulous, eh "

“ And not too scrupulous, except in devotion
to my patron’s interest,”

‘ Are we not now nearing the place where we
ought to come upon him ?” demanded the earl,
arresting alike the conversation and the famili-
arity, when it had reached the right poins.

‘ Not till wereach the other side of this moor,
I fancy, my lord. He must have had a horse,
or we should have already seen or heard some-
thing of him, for I have sent no less than four
scouts out, and I see they are all hovering near,
and showing that they have discovered nothing,’

« And if he is horsed ?”

 Then, my lord, I calculate that, if he went
moderately fast to take possession of his horse,
and then went at a good pace afterwards, he
may about reach the other side of the moor, But
he may, on a matter of life and death, get even
further, and then we shall be less sure of him.”

“On! Faster! On!” shouted the earl, and
the whole party spurred furiously, and the sound
of the galloping horses sounded terrible and
ominous in the wild, weird-looking night.

As they thus swept along the earl had a
strange fancy. He thought he saw or felt—for
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he could scarcely distinguish between the two
gorts of perception—a swift shadowy something
pass by on the right, not far off.

The very whiff of the shadowy something
seemed to reach him in the pulsations of the
atmosphere ; and the earl, though cured, as he
fancied, of all superstitutious notions, could not

-help a certain something unpleasant creeping
over him.

With an effort of will, however, he challenged
the idle fancy—dismissed it—and lo, it was

gone!

Presently Sir Charles, who bad been riding
along in a strangely thoughtful mood, asif not
very much admiring the business in hand, to
make away with the husband of the woman he
wanted to marry, said to the earl ina low voice-——

¢ My lord.”

¢ Yes, Sir Charles?,

¢ Do you see anything on our-left, a little in
advance?”

“ No.”

¢ Did you see nothing pass there just beforel
spoke ?”7

¢ Qn the left, you say ?”

¢ Yes.”

« 1 did not,” said the wondering earl, but
keeping to himself the fact that he had seen
something on the right.

« Strange!” said Sir Charles. “ It was an
optical delusion, I suppose ; and yet—"

There he relapsed-into silence.

Earnshaw had dropped back among the other
men when his master had cased to address him.
He now spurred his horse in order to regain his
former position, for still the furious gallop went
on, and said—

@ My lord, pardon me telling you a stupid

_thing on the part of the men, It's passing all
round among them that the Dark Lady is forth
to-night, and that before midnight some of them
will be lying stark and still, as has always hap-
pened, they say, on one of her visits.”

¢ Pooh, the fools! Tell them to look out and
catch her! Ten guineas for the man that does.

- By heavens! there is-something! Earnshaw,
did you see that 7’

«T did, my lord. Hadn't we better slacken
rein, lest the men suddenly stop, and leave us
possibly in danger? Lord Langton may have
confederates on the watch for him.”

« True R

The word was then passed to slacken rein,
and the party fell into a moderately sharp trot.

It was now no longer possible to doubt the
fact that some form, corporeal or spiritual, was
hovering, first on one flank then on the other,
and a general and pervading sense of alarm
seized the whole party, the earl and Sir Charles
alone excepted, Even Earnshaw, a man whom
the earl believed oapable of any deed, however
ruthless, seemed to lose heart when he had, as
he thought, to confront personages belonging
to another world. He said little, but the earl
noted his trepidation witha bitter scorn, though
aware the “ failing” was one common enough,
even among the brayest and most desperate of
men

« What do you make out of the aspect of this
ghost—if it be one ?” demanded the earl.

« My lord, [—I—~hardly know.”

« You can guess, surely. There—look! surely
it is plain enough now, with that pale gleam of
light- behind it !” )

“ Yes,” shuddered Earnshaw, while doing his
best to look steadily at it.

« Well, now?” said the earl, impatiently,

4 Jt—it looks very like & figure—not & man's
—on horseback ; but the horse i3 concealed—
you scarcely catch a true glimpse of the form 1

« Precisely my idea,” said the earl. * No
doubt your Dark Lady is some confederate of this
rebel, perhaps his mistress, laughing to think
how she is juggling us!”

Earnshaw pricked up his ears; looked again
and again earnestly at the apparition, which,
however fagt the party moved, had been able
always, and seemingly without effort, not only
to outstrip them at pleasure, but even to amuse
itgelf by crossing, now in front, now in the rear,
though generally doing so when out of sight.

¢t Does the Lady Hermia ride a dark herse ?”

he whispered, in significant tones, to the earl,
who started at the question, and, before answer-
ing it himself took & prolonged and anxious
look at the now distant figure.

¥ No,” he said, recollecting the question.

¢ And has my lord no dark horse in the stable
capable of what we see, besides the horses now
with us ?”

“ Certainly not! I expressly ordered every
serviceable animal to be got out. Besides, I
have no horse, neither has my daughter any
animal capable of such feats, with the exception
of Lady Hermia’s white mare.”

“ If—if it were not for the head, of which I
caught a fair giimpse a little while ago, I should
have fancied the dark appearance was merely
the accidental effect of dark drapery, but the
head and neck were unmistakably dark too.”-

¢« Of course, it could not be the Lady Hermia,”

“ No, my lord, that's clear.”

“ It is, then, equally clear who she is, and
what she is doing ; preparing either directly to
mislead us at a critical moment, or else to give
him warning before we can reach.”

“ Yes, my lord, I think that is the case.”

¢ REarnshaw,” said the earl, a minute or so
later, and Earnshaw knew well there was
serious matter in that tone.

 Yes, hy lord 7" said Earnshaw, coming as
close as possible to his master.

% Can you rely on your own weapon "’

¢ Quite, my lord,”

“ Ard should yon object to fire at this Dark
Lady, ifit becomes pretiy clear what she’safter 2"

“ Not the least in the world, my lord. I
should rather like it ; I mean, in that contin-
gency, as a quid pro quo for her supernatural
tricks,”

¢« Hold yourself ready, then ! Keep that one
object alone in view. Don’t scheme just now,
or mind me, or think even of your own future
fortune. Do nothing but secure your fortune by
a great hit at night, and I feel assured the Dark
Lady will have first to be dealt with.”

¢ Ready, my lord ; ay, ready! as an ancestor
of mine used to inscribe on his coat-of-arms.”

“ You a gentleman born ?”

% No, my lord, but a gentleman descended.”

“ All the better. Silence, now I”

< Ha ! Look! There he ig I’ suddenly shouted
Sir Charles.

¢t Where—where 7 demanded the earl, secing
nothing to justify the exclamation.

“ That cottage, with thelight—in the window
about half a mile off. The door was open but
now ; but I saw by the light just for one ins-
tant—a horseman outside, probably asking bis
way ; and then the door, I suppose, was shut,
and I saw no more.”

% On! On! Harder! Faster! On! A hun-
dred guineas, besides the King's proclamation,
to the man who catches or kills!”

With terrific energy, the horses foaming and
half maddened by the ceaseles pain and provoca-
tion, the party swept like a whirlwind on.

Again the Dark Lady passed, and crossed
right in frent!

The men were now in advance, for the earl
and Sir Charles had drawn a little back, not in
cowardice, but in order the better to sce and
judge of what might happen when the first
attack should be made, and both having the
idea that they coming thus, an instant or so
after the first rush, might at once satisfactorily
end whatever of the bloody business might then
remain unsettled.

They might have even owned that they did
rather wikh, also, to have it said that the rebel
lord had been killed by anybody but themselves,
provided he did not escape through any scruples
on that score, upon which they were both equally
determined.

Suddenly there was a general and startling
stoppage.

¢ What's the matter 77 demanded the earl.

“ The Dark Lady has twice crossed us in
front within two minutes, and the men are
getting frightened and mutinous, and swear that
the man who offends her will never reach home
to-night1”

«To the front, 8ir Charles — Earnshaw !’
shouted the earl. ¢ Cowards!” he said te the

servants and retainers, as- he passed. ¢ Afraid
of & woman. Don't you see this ig a trick of that
rebel to escape | & clever confederate he hasgot
to aid him, On| forshame! I you can't lead,
can you follow? If the Dark Lady is the very
devil’s dam herself I'll confront her. On!”

The three swept on to the front, and the
retainers sullenly followed.

And now even the bold leaders came to &
pause, There was a flash of moonlight—quite
an accidental one—breaking through a mass of
dark clouds, and right in the centre of that
light, raised upon a hillock, now rested the
spectral horsewoman, waving its arms, as if in
appeal or menace for the party to stop, or go
back.

¢ [ gee him again,” cried Sir Charles.
sees him too, and thav's why she stops i

¢ Ready ?” whispered the earl to Earnshaw.

% Quite; but it will be useless to fire till
close.” :

“ True! Go gently, then.
parley, and then——"

« 1 understand, my lord.” Earnshaw hung
his reins for safety over his left arm, while still
holding them, but holding them so that he had
both hands sufficiently at liberty to deat with
his pistol,

On they go—gently—~drawing nearer and
nearer.

But the spectral horsewoman recedes at the
same pace, keeping the same distance, and still
waving to them.

# Keep quiet, Earnshaw, in the gallop ; don't
be disturbed. I am going to make arush. Again
1 ask-—ready 7" ’

¢ Ready-—ay, ready I”

« Charge I” shouted the earl,

On they went; and then it became evident
that the Dark Lady was about to sacrifice her
supernatural character. She paused a moment,
as if still expecting they would stop if she seemed
unmoved. But when half the space between
them bad passed she turned, and fled—unmis-
takably fled.

The fright seemed to have affected her speed
for the first time. They gain upon her!

Earnshaw gives ope nervous glance about him,
a3 if to feel for elbow-room.

They are now within fifty yards, and are still
gaining, as if her horse had received some slight
injury.

JThe click of Earnshaw’s weapon is heard. He
has cocked his pistol, purposely only at the
last moment, that no jerk, such as he might be
unable to foresee, should cause a premature dis-
charge.

Within twenty yards now!

The earl looks at Earnshaw, and then checks
himself, and says—

t At your own time! At your own time!”

Within ten yards!

Earnshaw now, with & terrible blow at his
horse’s flank, which makes the red blood spurt,
leaps forward in a series of bounds, till almost
close, and then, leaving his horse to keep up
with the horse in front, prepares for the deadly
stroke, thinking in his own subtle mind that
Lord Langton himself may, if the Dark Lady
falls, come up to them, in hisrage and despair—
if this, indeed, be a friend and mistress of his.

At that precise moment of time Sir Charles,
who had not heard the previous conversation of
the earl with Earnshaw about the colour of Lady
Hermia's steed, imparted to his friend & curious
observation he had made, even through all the
hurry.

o %he horse js disguised! The head is
decidedly grey, so Isaw it,uot aninstant ago,
though the whole body is dark !

« Hold!” shouted the fmptic earl ; ¢ Hold,
Earnshaw ! Butthe words died on his dry lips,
as he saw the bright, sudden light flash, and
heard the report, and knew he was too late !

His own valet had, at his own orders, fired on
his own and only daughter, the Lady Hermia!”

“ She

Make as if for &

CHAPTER XXXV, BONNY BELLi

Suppose We now pause. a moment. to clear up
the mystery of the Dark Lady, and of her extra-
ordinary behaviour.
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After the first terrible sense of helplessness
and despair had passed off, Lady Hermia saw
one gleam of hope, Her own swift and beauti-
ful horse was, of course, left undisturbed in the
stable, while every other animal was taken away
to assist in the ‘‘ rebel hunt” The question
that made her so long hesitate was, could she,
under present circumstances, be seen and known
as riding about, in some wild and unseemly
faghion, in pursuit of a man who, whether he
were a mere diamond merchant, or a friend of
Lord Langton's (as she sometimes fancied him),
or lastly, Lord Langton himself, was not the
personage towards whom she, the daughter of
so proud a family, could take up so demons-
trative a position ?

But when Seager was made aware of her diffi-
culty, she suggested that it surely would be
quite easy to cover the mare with some very
dark fabric of thin texture, that would not heat
the animal ; and the idea was at once caught at,
and carried out in this way :—

The groom brought the mare to the courtyard
for Lady Hermia, she intending (so it was un-
derstood) to follow for a short distance the rebel
chase, and probably meet her father and his
friend and the party on their return.

Away rode the Lady Hermia on her beautiful
grey—a horse of extraordinary power, speed, and
courage, that had no known rival in fleetness
either in her father's or through many a neigh-
bouring stud.

She seemed to know and to feel this fact
keenly and hopefully as she rode forth, patting
the graceful, stately, curving neck, and curvet-
ting elastic limbs, which seemed to arch and to
spring more and more proudly at every touch
and word from its beautiful mistress.

« Ab, my Bonny Bell ! dost thou know—I think
thou dost—what thou must do for me to night?
Save him, darling ! and never shall human form
but mine touch thee; and when thou growest
old, thou shalt roam in the pastures with no
earthly care except that which old age shall
bring. Dost thou hear, my Bonny Bell?
Away ! :

Like the wind swept along the wonderfully swift
creature,. but not for long. The slight touch of
the rein—Bonny Bell needed no more—brought
her to a pause within a half mile or so, for there,
in a little glade of the forest, waited Seager with
a bundle,

Lightly leaping to the ground, Lady Hermia
and ber maid soon enveloped the whole of Bonny
Bell's person in a thin, black, gauzy kind of
covering, which effectually removed all idea of
the true colour or the horse,

‘When ready, Lady Hermia, with an eye unusu-
ally skilled in such matters, looked narrowly
to the bridle, reins, girths; got Seager to tighten
the last alittle more, and then, fancying Bonny
Bell did not like it, had them restored to the former
state, which made Bonny Bell neigh with pleasure,
then, in a moment more, Lady Hermia was can-
tering away, striving to realise to herself the
full import of the one bit of information her maid
had been able to obtain as to the route.

« The Waren I” Thither the party had gone ;
and, it was believed, tbrough some information
that had been picked up.

“ To the Warren, then, Bony Bell! Quick,
darling—quick ! Ifwe do not overtake them,
and within the next few minutes, all is over ”

The night was cold and stormy—just that
kind of night when the very light is suggestive
of darkness and the shades of terror—the sort
of night that, if spirits ever do walk abroad,
they would assuredly choose for such wander-
ings.

?As Lady Hermia swept along, in one continu-
ously rapid gallop, that still did pot in the least
embarrass Bonny Bell, who seemed full ofa kind
of mad enjoyment, she could not but feel old,
childish, superstitious fancies come over ber, and
grow every moment more and more attractive
and awfull

And then the story of the Dark Lady of the
Grange rose before her in such vivid colours,
that she almost fancied herself a representative
of that personage.

And then suddenly the thought seemed to
come, like a great beam of light, into her brain.

i

How fine it would be for her present purpose, if
she could only make those servants and depend-
ants of her father’s fancy she really was no being
of human origin, but a spectral illusion, come to
warn, on penalty of death if the warning were
not taken !

Notwithstanding her sudden alarm and anguish
at the idea of the possible tragedy about to be
enacted, she could not but feel a kind orsombre
satisfaction in the thought of this chance of veil-
ing her own actions under the Dark Lady’s dread-
ful shadow ; and she began, as she fancied she
saw, in the distance, the form she sought, to
shape out her course.

“ Now, darling, now, Bonny Bell, canst thou
do it? (Canst thou not only run like them, but
sweep by them like a meteor now on this side,
now on that, till the minds of men shall grow
fearful at thy weird doings ? Canst thou do it,
darling? And forgive me just this oue touch,
Bonny Bell, to remind thee thow must. This
one—no more !”

In went the sharp spur, and forward several
yards sprang the excited and indignant creature ;
but from that time her  mistress did not again
repeat the provocation. She had no need. Never,
surely, did blood and bone, and muscle and
nerve, and elastic filament, move more harmo-
niously or more powerfully, to a given end.

Bonny Bell soon saw the party, and strained
every faculty to overtake it. Bonny Bell passed
it in triumph, ata little distance—crossed before
it—pansed tolet itcome on-——again passed in
triumph, on the other side ; and this was several
times repeated, till Lady Hermia caught the
faint and distant glow of a light, as from a win-
dow ; then a broad stream of radiance, as if from
an open door; and there she saw, just as Sir
Charles had seen, the horseman at the door.
But Sir Charles could only guess who it was.
She, being much nearer, was certain it was the
diamond merchant!

Then occurred the incidents already narrated,
of her trying to check the party, in her hope to
give the fugitive a better chance of escape; her
failure to keep up the character of the Dark

Lady; and of her being fired on by her father's
orders.

It was an awful moment, and Lady Hermia
felt it in its utmost terror. She was a woman
of superb courage, but still & woman : nnunsed
to scenes ot violence, and, above all utterly un-
prepared for such a hideous outrage as this—a
whole band of men rushing at her, a3 if she were
& wolf or a tigress, her father and would-be-
lover at their head!

For one instant her heart failed her ; a piercing
scream was heard. She dropped on her horse’s
neck fainting, and the miserable earl saw, as he
thought, his daughter dead, or dying.

Catching at the horse’s neck in her last mo-
ment of cousciousness, she did not fall, but clung,
with convulsive grasp—utterly powerless to know
or think, or, indeed, to feel anything—but still
clung, while the alarmed mare again started
with new speed, and rapidly removed her from
the proximity of the earl and his party,

On went Bonny Bell, as if she had received
some word of guidance, or as if she knew her
mistress’ heart: not aimlessly, not back, but
directly forward, after the diamond merchant,

He, on his part, becoming aware of this pur-
suer, began to pause, and endeavour to estimate
who and wliat the pursuer might be.

The pause was for him most dangerous, but
he could not help it, in his wonder at that rider-
less steed, which yet did not at times seem rider-
less.

‘Was some treachery intended ? Was it & man
crouching low, inthe hope of escaping observa-
tion, and making him (Lord Langton) believe
that it was only a runaway steed ? ’

Surely not. And if the steed were riderless,
it was, in fact, coming to his help when he most
needed it, for his own mare was worn out by the
fatigue of a long journey, before this night ride
taxed its powers so far,

Lord Langton hesitated as to whether or no
he would draw aside, and try to evade observa-
tion, if there really was a man on the back. He
knew he could not outstrip him. Could he

evade him? Probably not.
only one alternative.

He stopped, drew forth a weapon, examined
it, and planted himself ready, in the darkest
spot he could discover, 80 as to give himself the
chance of seeing the horse and rider—if rider
there were—go harmlessly by, himself undis-
covered.

But no; the horse was evidently coming as
straight towards him as an arrow from a bow
driven straight to the goal.

“ Very wellt’ muttered Lord Langton. “On
your own head be your blood "

He could not help a little nervous feeling come
over him, as he watched the rapid approach,
and now had a new idea.

¢« Surely floating garments! A woman! Is
it possible? Ah, itis! A woman hanging about
the neck! She has fainted, possibly, or been
gshot! My God! I heard a shot a few minutes
since. Was this aught to do withme? Who
ig it ? Not—oh, Father of Mercies!— not Hermia !
—not my own wife l—not she, come forth on &
mission of love and devotion, to be sacrificed
for my sake!”

Bonny Bell now slackened pace, slower and
slower still, till she came to him, as if he had
been her only master.

One glance told Lord Langton all.

What a moment was that for him! To know
what she must have been doing—for Lord Lang-
ton was perfectly aware of the earl's pursuit—
and yet not to know whether she was even
alive—and if alive, she might still be fatally
stricken!

He is at her side—his arms embrace her—his
eyes seek her face, his lips are on her cheek—
on her lips, but only in a sort of passionate
despairing appesl to ask if there was yet life!

That touch of the lips sent an electric shock
through Lady Hermia’s frame. She quivered
like a reed in the wind, shuddered, opened her
eyes, saw and beheld the diamond merchant,

© Are you hurt? Were you shot?” was the
man’s first abrupt, agitated demand.

“ No, not hurt.” :

“ Not!"

He said no more, but Lady Hermia heard the
convulsive inward drawing of his breath, as if
to enable him to hold fast the perilous secret
trembling on his lips; or rather, perhaps, to
hold fast the perilous mission to which he was
pledged, and which he felt he might sacrifice
were he again tagk those lips, and feel them
respond to his kiss.

« See, seo I” murmured Lady Hermia, after a
moment of eloquent silence, during which she,
too, had been struggling not to say the words of
challenge as to his true character that were
throbbing in her heart.

The merchant looked in the direction of her
finger, and saw the shadowy horsemen-—the
hunters in this rebel hunt—coming darkly on in
a broad line.

#]g it possible that you came to save me?” at
lagt, in a broken voice, said the merchant.

«]If you are saved, I am glad. Here is your
diamond.”

#] will not take it. I prefer to meet that
pack of wolves, clamouring for my blood "

“1 cannot parley with you. You are lost if
you delay ¥

1 am lost in any case, if my being overtaken
means being lost.” :

“How? Why? In God’s name, speak!”

¢ My horse is dead beat.”

In an instant Lady Hermia had slid off her
horse, and stood apart ftom it.

#Mount! No words. I command "

Never did command speak more authorita-
tively. .

Lord Langton sprang into the saddle.

¢ Quick! quick!” she gasped. Off! Not one
word more.”

« What shall T do with her?”

“ When you can spare her, tie up her reins,
and let her loose, and she’ll be home ere long.
Will you go?" she passionately demanded.

“Noblest of women! I have no earthly
power or opportunity now but to obey you.
Farewell I”

There was, then,

‘“ Fareweqll! Throw off the disguise,” she
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called after him.
her or you.”

And then again she cried to him—

“ Go off in the way you do not mean to con-
tinue, and then I can honestly answer my
father’s questions if he comes up.”

# Once more, farewell I shouted the merchant ;
but he did not hear the faint, quivering; tearful
reply which Lady Hermia gave.

And thus were they separated, with no hope
of again meeting under happier auspices.

As the earl and troop advanced, their astonish-
ment may be imagined to find the Lady Hermia
standing alone, in her riding-habit, no horse
near her, for she had driven off the merchant's
horse.

¢ Hermia!
this 7

“ Very little, sir,” she said, in a tone of such
intense quiet, such proud iciness of feeling, that
all who heard were amazed.

The earl began to fancy that she must be able
to give some explanation of her conduct of a
very different character from aught he had sup-
posed ; and that she was, in fact, standing there
in the full sense of the horrible outrage that had
been perperated on her. He knew not what to
say before 80 many people, so wisely determined
to say nothing that could compromise her or
himself any further.

Lady Hermia herself in part relieved him by
volunteering a word or two.

«] thought, sir, I should like to meet you on
your return, but Bonny Bell was so fresh, and
carried me so fast that I was at the Warren
first.”

At that moment, and while the earl was
making one of his men dismount to give the
horse to his daughter, the latter saw something
before any one else could, that armed her to
venture a still further explanation.

She saw her grey mare cantering towards her
from the distance, as though the merchant had,
after all, refused her aid excert for a short
distance—probably to some spot where he had
help ready; or was it only that she herself
might have a chance of getting hold of Bonny
Bell, and so be spared her own personal embar-
rassment as to her ride home ?

Whatever it was, she instantly determined to
do her utmost to screen the merchant from the
danger of her acknowledging any interest in
him, practical or otherwise.

«] am sorry to say, sir, I have had a great
fright. Two figures I have seen—one a man on
horseback, one a woman with him—and they
both appeared and disappeared in such strange
fashion that I became alarmed, and Bonny Bell
trembled from head to foot, and I slid off, and
Bonny Bell fled like a mad thing, as if flying
from those two strange figures.”

The earl coughed, as if wondering that Lady
Hermia should degrade herself by such a pal-
pable untruth, When lo! he heard the neigh—
not of the dark horse tifey had all seen, but of
Bonny Bell, Lady Hermia's grey mare, which
presently came up to her mistress, pushing her
nose into her hands.

Who then could doubt as they looked on the
beautiful creature, destitute of any covering or
colour except those that nature had given her,
that she and the dark lady's steed were two
very different animals, and that they all had
been made the victims of a very clever and
audacious device on the part of a female con-
federate of the flying rebel ?

The earl’s first buginess was to send off a de-
tachment of half a dozen of the men whose
horses promised the longest endurance, and
these he placed under the care of his valet,
upon whom Lady Hermia gazed with an in-
tensity of scorn and abhorrence (as she remem-
bered what Seager had told her) that would
have been unwise had there been light enough
for that worthy man to be able fully to appre-
ciate it.

As to the pursuit, she was quite reassured
when she saw this man and his comrades go off
in the direction indicated by her.

But even while she followed the party with
an eye that no longer felt any special interest in
their movements, she saw them—she felt sure of

“They will not then kpow

In Heaven’s name, what means

it—changing the route just when the leader might
fancy they were beyond her observation.

With the dread of that fact again overshad-
owing her, Lady Hermia rode home with Sir
Charles and her father, who then, in brief words
said to her, without further comment—

“ You will be surprised, Hermia, to hear that
there is some suspicion that this man, who came
to you as a diamond merchant, is a rebel—is,
indeed, so they say, no other than the arch-rebel
himself, Lord Langton {”

¢ Indeed!” said Lady Hermia. “He certainly
made me believe he was a diamond merchant,
and I told him so, rather rudely.”

And then she, too, was silent.

The moment the earl could get hold of the
groom who had led Lady Hermia’s horse out
from the stable he managed to satisfy himself
that she certainly had left the castle without
disguise of any kind, and he became more and
more puzzled.

Early next morning the valet and his com-
panions returned, quite unsuccessful, their horses
all lame-—themselves almost dead with fatigue.

But before going to sleep, or even to take any
kind of refreshment, Earnshaw the valet pre-
sented himself before the earl, who had not gone
to bed, and seemed just as ready asever to go on
with his ordinary duties.

The earl wondered, and then accepted his
man’s services, and waited, convinced in his own
mind he wag going to hear something, which
Earnshaw would only let out in his own subtle
fashion.

And so it was. When the earl, tired of wait-
ing tonger for communications that, after all,
might not be forthcoming, told him to go to bed
~that he should not need him for afew hours—
Earnshaw gratefully retired, or, rather, seemed
about to retire, but then said suddenly, in a tone
as quiet as if he had told the earl he had just
aired his shirt— )

“ My lord, I picked up something in our pur-
suit; would your lordship like to see it ?”

His Lordship was embarrassed with the ques-
tion, but, dreading exposure of Lady Hermia,
but, of course, could only answer—

‘“Yes, if it’s worth showing me.”

The valet went out, and returned with a
small bundle, which he opened. It proved to
be an extraordinary garment, which Earnshaw
took care to do full justice, by spreading it to
the fullest extremity. -

There was no mistaking it. It was the cover-
ing of a horse, hastily made, and made, ob-
viously, by feminine hands,

The earl did not lose his presence of mind,
not for an instant.

Perfectly well aware of Earnshaw’s skilful
stroke, and his hope thus to get power over
both, perhaps, the earl said, quietly—

“Oh,yes! 1 understand! I knew the ¢ Dark
Lady’ was an imposture without this evidence.
She and her rebel confederate, I dare say, find
disguise of this sort necessary. Well, they have
both escaped for ouce. They can’t do it a
second time! Now, Earnshaw, to bed; and
take this rubbish with you, and destroy it. Do
it yourself! Discretion, Earnshaw, is a good
quality!”

“ Qh, yes, my lord.

To be continued.

AN OCEAN WAIF.

IN NINE CHAPTER3.—CHAPTER VI.

I suppose it must have been the devil put it
into my head, for while I was busy lowering
things down into the boat, I thought how easy it
would be to get upsides with the murdering
party as were in the ship. I'd only got to turn
over the cabin lantern, and she’d soon have
been in a blaze, when my gentlemen would
have had enough to do to save themselves, and
the treasure must have gone to the bottom. But
I_shouldn’t have done such a thing, and in ano-
ther minute I should have been helping to shove
off the boat, if that Hicks hadn’t rushed on to
his death ; that was a terrible thing (o think on,
not but that he deserved it richly, and I knew

what I did was in self-defence, and for the sake
of them two poor gals.

1 should say it was about twelve o’clock when
we laid to atit,and rowed straight off right away
into the thick darkness, with not a sound to be
heard but the “lap, lap, lapping” of the water
against the boat's stem, and the splash and rattle
of our oars. There wasn't a word spoken, for
we wanted all our breath, and knew well enough
that all depended on our being well out of sight
of the ship when day broke ; and of course they
would be sweeping the offing with a glass. What
I was most afraid of was, that we might get row-
ing in & circle, and not get far enough off, when
we knew what would be the end of it if they
once caught sight of us. It quite made me give
a shudder and lay back to my oar, till Tom said .
 Steady !” when steady it was again.

There seemed something awful and solemn
about that night : what with the horrors we had
been through, and one thing and another, I felt
quite outer sorts ; and the still darkness we were
driving through, far out there in the midst of the
great ocean, seemed to hang heavy-like upon
me, so that 1 did not care to speak. A regular
long, steady pull, hour after hour, and all that
while not a star to be seen, while I could barely
distinguish my mate Tom when I looked over
my shoulder; and in front sometimes I could
make out something indistinct, which was the
ladies, though not often. But it was hot, steam-
ing hot, that night, for there wasn’t & breath of
wind stirring ; and at last the pull began to tell
upon us both, so that we were glad to take
another sup apiece of the wine; but that did
not take us long, and we were off and away
again fagter than ever.

All at once, with a sort of jump, the clouds
began to tinge, and we then knew what we didn’t
know before, that we were pulling due north;
and then, almost all at once, up came the sun,
and shone upon them two poor things fast
asleep—worn out, as they sat in the bottom of
the boat, with their arms tight round one ano-
ther, and their poor faces that pale and bad, it
was pitiful. Up went the sun higher, and there
was the sea heaving gently and curling over,
and all glowing with the most beautiful colours.
But we had no thought for the glowing morning,
for there was something else to take our atten-
tion—there lay the ship, not half the distance off
that [ had hoped ; and so near, that I knew if a
breeze sprung up, she must soon overhaul us,
If the darkness had only kept on, I shouldn’t
have cared, but there it was, a bright glowing
morning; and I knew, if they looked out, they
must sce us; our only hope being that, half-
drunk overnight, they might be hours yet Lefore
they roused up; and then, dispirited with the
loss of their head man, they mightn’t care about
pursuit.

% Wash your face, Jack,” says Tom,in & whis-
per, as we lay to, looking at the ship, now stand-
ing out quite plain on the horizon—‘ wash your
face and hands, mate.”

I looked at my hands,and gave a shudder, for
they were all over blood, while I suppose my face
was in the same state, and it wasn't from the cut
as I had on my head. So I leaned over the side,
and had a good dip in the cool, pleasant water ;
and whlle I was drying myself upon my hand-
kerchief, Miss Mary gave a sigh, and opened her
eyes, and looked at me as if she didn’t know
where she was, nor anything about it; but,
directly after, the colour began to come into her
cheeks, and she reached over her hand to me,
and I kissed it; and then she reached her hand
over to Tom, and he did the same ; and of course
we did it roughly, but Miss Mary seemed to know
what we meant, and she gave us a sweet, sad
smile, and then kissed her sister, and woke her.
* We were dead beat, both of us, Tom and I;
but I gave a look at the poor old Star, and so
did Tom, and we quite lunderstood one another,
and rowed on with a quiet, steady stroke, for we
were too tired to make a spurt, I got theladies
to sit down in the bottom of the boat, so as to
shew as little as we could, and then we kept on
till they begged of us to stop and have something
by way of breakfast. You see Miss Mary had
ranged pillows and blankets, and made a place
for her sister to lie down, for the poor gal was
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g0 ill she could hardly bold up her head; and
then she had stowed the stores about a bit handy,
and made things straight, in & way just as if she
hadn't been a delicate lady as had never known
trouble before. And now, as I said afore, she
and her sister begged of us to stop and have
some breakfast.

But we couldn’t do it. I knew that every
yard now was as good as a mile by and by. and
though I felt ready to drop, it was pull steady,
though we had a freshener as we went on.

I didn’t think as they knew the ship was in
sight, for nothing was said about it; but as she
was passing a cup of wine over to Tom, Miss
Mary leaned her hand upon my shoulder, and
whispered : “ Don’t let my sister know that the
ship is in sight.”

How that poor girl did work to cheer up the
other, as she lay there ; and to have looked at
her, you would not have thought she had a
trouble upon her, for she had a cheerful word for
all of us; and as I dragged away there at my
oar, it seemed to me that we must have got an
angel in the boat.

I did not waunt to make any more show than I
could help, or I would have soon made an awn-
ing over where the ladies sat; but we laid a
blanket across an oar, and sheltered Miss Made-
line, for the sun came down fierce. I could have
hoisted the sail, too, and let the light breeze,
which now just touched us, give us a help along ;
but I daren’t; and I'd just taken hold of my oar
again, when I saw that the Stur had some sails
shook out, and was coming bowling along after
us fast.

I couldn’t help it: if my life had been at stake,
that groan must have come ; and just then there
wasg another behind me. I turned sharp round
just as Tom’s oar hit me in the back, and there
was the poor fellow swooned right away.

I laid the oars in, and Miss Mary came and
helped me, when between us we got him laid in
the bottom of the boat ; and then, while putting
him comfortable, I found what I didn't know
before—that his head was regularly laid open,
and there had he been working till he dropped,
without saying a single word, or giving a groan.
We bathed it, and tore up one of the sheets, and
tied it up ; and after a bit, he seemed to come to
a little, but it was only to talk wildly, and throw
his arms about, and stare. So when we had done
all we could for the poor fellow, we made a sort
of shelter over him; and then, as I was shading
my eyes, and looking out towards the Stur, to
see what way she made, I found as I couldn’tsee
her, and that things looked swimming and misty-
like, and then back I went across the thwarts, as
if struck down. But I wasn’t long so, for I soon
came to; and as I did so, and the horrible,
deathly sick feeling went off, I felt the blood
come up in my face with a rush, as a regular
wild thrill ran through me, and I closed my eyes,
and lay quite still, as if I dare not move ; for
thers was that face bending over me, and those
soft white hands were bathing my face; while
twice over there was a tender, pitying tear fell
upon my cheek.

“ Poor fellows! what you have suffered for
us,” she said, as I got up and said I was better
now.”

“ It was that crack on the head, you see, miss,”
1 said.

“What! were you wounded, too?” she ex-
claimed.

¢ Oh, not much,” T said; ‘“not much, miss.
One of those blackguards knocked me down in
the scuffle.  But,” I said, trying to put a good
face on the matter, though I could not help
feeling better as I said it—"but I'm only a com-
mon, thick-headed sailor.”

“ Hush 1" she said, with such a quiet, dignified
way as she could put on when she liked— hygh !
Don't speak like that, when you have acted so
nobly, so heroically, and—and—may God bless
you for it?”  And here her voice seemed to break
down, and ghe turned away her head for g
minute ; but directly after, she was quiet, and
still, and reserved again, and tearing up some
more of the sheet, as if to make handages.

“Let me look at your head,” she says all at
once, and though I was against it, and didn’t
wan't her to, she would examine it; and cut

away the hair with a tiny pair of scissors, and
then bathed it, and bound it up; and I suppose
it was a bad cut, for if I didn't goright off again
just as she'd bound it up, and only came to, feel-
ing sick and done up, and without a bit of life
left in me hardly. The sun came down fiercer
and fiercer, so that we were all soon parched
with thirst, and glad of the water, as there was
fortunately a good drop of; and Miss Mary
wetted our lips for us from time to time, for after
about an hour, I gave up,and was obliged to lie
still.

And all this time the ship came slowly nearer
and nearer, and Miss Mary told me from time to
time as I asked her, and she did it, too, without
moving a muscle; and at last, towards evening,
when we knew they must see us as they came
slowly on, Miss Mary kneeled down by me to
put the bandage more comfortable, and then
whispered to me with her face and lips, too,
quite white: “Was any one killed last night
when you escaped ?”

I couldn’t do anything else, and so I said:
tYes.”

‘' Who was it ?” she said again in a voice that
didn’t seem to belong to her,

% 1t was his own fault,” I said : «it was to save
my own life.”

“ Was it that fiend who shot poor papa ?” she
whispered.

“Yes,” I said; and then she closed her eyes
for a bit, and did not speak ; but aftera time she
leaned closer to me, so that I could feel her
breath upon my face, and then she whispered :
“We shall be taken again, shall we not ?”

I could not answer, but I knew that if the wind
freshened ever so little they would be alongside
us by dark. But she wanted no answer, for she
read it all in my face.

% God bless you, brave, noble man ! she said :
“ then we must join poor papa;” and then she
seemed.as if she would say something more, but
did not speak for perhaps balf an hour; when,
as the wind freshened, and the ship came bow-
ling along towards us, she spoke again in a
whisper.

“You know, if we are taken, what is in store
for us; and I suppose,” she said mournfully,
“they will not be merciful to you?”

I gave my head a shake.

“ Then,” she said, with quite & smile on her
beautiful lips, “ I want you to promise, on your
oath as a man, that we shall not—poor sister
and me—fall alive into the hands of those mon-
sters.”

“ What do you mean ?” I says, falling all of a
tremble, and with the sweat standing on my fore-
head. * What do you mean ?”

“For God’s sake—for the sake of your own
mother—by all you hold dear and holy,” she
whispered, ¢ kill us both.”

“1 couldn't—I couldn’t,” I groaned,

‘“ Would you sooner see me do it?” she said
quietly.

I could not speak, for I felt choking. I could
do nothing but gaze in a wild sort of way at the
beautiful creature who was talking so calmly
and patiently of death.

“ There i3 no mercy from those monsters,” she
said—¢ so promise ;” and she took both my hands,
and I promised; for the blood seemed to rush
through my veins again as she held my hands,
and I thought of the cries and prayers I heard as
I hung on by the rudder-chains, and then I felt
that I should sooner ¢lasp her in my arms, and
plunge overboard, than that one of those ruffians
should ever again lay a finger upon her.

“I swear it,” I says; and then, with a choky,
hugky voice I says: ¢ Ard youwll forgive me?”

“Yes,” she says; “ and pray for you, And
now I feel calm.”

On came the ship, with the wind freshening
every minute, so that our little boat began to
dance a little on the waves. The sun sunk
down lower and lower, and the cool breeze
seemed quite to revive me, so that I sat up, and
then helped Miss Madeline to sit up as well;
When, with poor Tom fast asleep, I sat down in
the stern-sheets waiting for the end, with those
two well-born ladies, one on each side, clasping
my hands, and trusting to me to save them, but
not from death. Inthe calm of that golden,

glorious evening there was more than one prayer
said aloud by a sweet and touching voice, as I
sat thinking how hard it was to die so young;
and there we sat, with the vessel coming nearer
and nearer, but not to touch our boat, for with
the boat-hook near at hand I was ready to drive
out a plank or two when I saw it was time; and
there we sat waiting for the end.

CHAPTER VIIL.

¢ Another quarter of an hour, and then death,”
I muttered as I thought to myself; but they
both heard it, and Miss Mary looked up in my
face with so sweet and heavenly a smile as she
said : “ Yes, dear friend; and rest where there
is no more sin and suffering, no more pain and
sorrow. But a little while, and we shall be at
peace.”

It was not for such as me to answer her ; but
her sweet calmness seemed to nerve my arm,
and as the ship came nearer and nearer, I drew
the boat-hook closer to my hand, and laid it
across the boat. The sun was now just dipping,
and roused and excited as I felt then, it seemed
to me that the broad red path which stretched
along the waves would be the one we should
take; and certain as death then seemed, I don’t
know that I felt to dread it so very much, for
there was so much pity, so much sorrow for the
young and beautiful girls by my side.

“ Very soon now,” said Miss Mary ; and with
a wild, strange look, she laid her hand upon my
knife, which stuck in my belt, and taking it,
tried, with her tender fingers, to open the great
blade, while her sister, seeing the movement,
covered her face with her hands, and slipped
fainting off the seat.

“ Poor Maddy! ‘good-bye!” said Miss Mary,
kneeling by her, and kissing her pale face; and
then she glanced at the ship, and then fixed her
eyes on mine as I held the great open-bladed
knife in my hand. “I will not flinch,” she
whispered.

“Not with this,” I said hoarsely; «it's
stained with his foul blood;” and cutting the
lanyard which held it, I threw it overboard.
“No,” Isays, “I could not do that; well go
down together.”

As I looked at her, I remembered some words
I had read in the Testament about seeing
Stephen’s face shine like the face of an angel.
I've said that hers was an angel’s face, but if [
had thought so before, how much more did it
seem 80 now, in its sad, mournful beauty, with
her bright, golden hair hanging down loose, and
the deep glow from the setting sun, half beneath
the water, full upon her; and the sight of this
made me hesitate, for it seemed impossible that
man could wrong one so beautiful ; and though
my hand was stretched out to take hold of the
boat-hook, I drew it back ; when she saw what
was passing, and whispered : “ Your promise ! ”
and then I called up those dreadful cries again ;
seized the boat-hook, and stood up, watching
the bearing down of the ship, with the water.
foaming beneath her bows, and the golden sun-
light seeming to creep up her masts till all below
was in shadow ; and nearer and nearershe came,
as though to run us down.

I gave one look at Miss Mary, whose eyes were
now closed; and with clasped hands, and a
sweet smile still playing on her lips, she kneeled
by her sister, waiting for the end, now so near.

And nearer and nearer still came the ship ;
but now the shadow deepened, for we were where
there was no twilight, but a quick change from
day to night. I could now see plainly the faces
on board, and see that preparations were being
made for shortening sail; and then I laughed,
for I knew what our old ship was, and that she
would shoot by far enough before they could
bring her to.

They saw me standing up with the boat-hook,
and, I suppose, thought I meant to hook on when
they brought up, but, in another minute, it
would have gone through the bottom of the boat
with a crash, I looked towards poor Tom, who
lay asleep; Miss Mary was still on her kuees,
beside her fainting sister; and I felt that the
moment had come; when, with a prayer for
Imercy—one learned years upon years before,
and which now.came rushing to my lips—I
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raised the pole. The ship would pass within
twenty yards of us, I knew ; but it was almost
dark already, and as she came dashing down,
the breeze seemed to freshen as if by magic; and
as the old Star swept by, my arm sank to my
side, and I fell on my knees in the boat, mutter-
ing: “Saved, saved!” for the ship was far
astern, and I knew that before she could bring
to under their clumsy management, it would be
night, for even now it was dark.

The change from despair to hope was so sud-
den that for a few minutes I could scarcely
believe in the truth of our positlon, but a hand
laid upon may arm roused me, and I explained

" how it all was, and that there was yet a chance
of life. Then Iset to and considered a little,
and tried to think what was best to do; but for
a bit my brain was all in a whirl, and I could do
nothing.

It was now dark, but not like the night before,
for the stars shone out brightly overhead, and
there was & brisk breeze blowing. I could just
wmake the ship out, and could see that they had
brought up ; but felt sure that we could not be
seen. Once I thought I heard a shout; then
there was the flash of a gun; and then the fools
began to burn bluelights, thinking, I suppose,
that we were flies ready to go and burn our
wings. ButT saw my way clear now; and set
to work, and shipped the rudder as well as I
could in the dark; cleared and stepped the little
mast ; and before long had the sail set, with a
reef in it, for the breeze blew fresh: and then
knowing pretty well where the ship lay, shaped
to give her the go-by in the dark ; when I felt
sure they would wait about all night, and with
the breeze then on, and the long dark hours
before me, I hoped yet to get clear off.

Just then, they burned another blue-light;
and I hove several points off, and kept on till
we were far enough, when I put the boat’s head
before the wind, and she seemed to leap through
the water, and dashed away like a live thing.
Another blue-light far astern, and then another
when we werea mile off, and again-another faint
glow far astern, and then Ifancied I saw another
but it must have been but fancy, for the bright
stars overhead shed the only light that we could
see.

# Only pray for this wind to keep up, miss,
and if we see her masts in the morning, I shall
be surprised.”

« Then are we saved, indeed?” whispered a
voice; but it was not hers; and on speaking
again, I found that Miss Mary had given up at
last, and was now sobbing in her sister’s lap,
when she, the poor weak one, roused up directly,
and was soothing and comforting her sister,
who had held up so long and so bravely.

Just then, my attention was taken off, for it
seemed to me that the wind sank, and 1 felt my
heart sink too, for it was like losing sight of life
again ; but directly after, the little boat careened
over, and away we went before the wind, at a
rate that seemed tolend fresh vigour tome every
moment. Soon after, Miss Mary was sitting
calm and quiet beside me as I steered, so as to
get all the speed out of the boat I could; and
after a bit, in the stillness of that bright and
beautiful night, she offered up a simple prayer,
and so sweet and touching that it brought the
tears from my eyes, unused enough to such
weakness ; but then I bad been wounded, and
had bad a hard time of it.—I’d heard prayers
read often enough by the captains I'd sailed
with, and been to church times emough, but
never heard words like those that seemed to
move the heart, as they offered .thanks for our
preservation from so great a peril, and prayed
forgiveness for our desperate resolve. And then
there was a deep silence among us for some
time, and the brisk breeze bore us along gn}llant,-
ly, so that one’s heart seemed to bound with the
boat, and it was all I could do to keep from
shaking out more sail. )

After a while, Migs Mary crept forward, and
saw to poor Tom, whostill lay in a heavy sleep;
and then forced some biscuit, wine, and water
upon me; when I made that an excuse for get-
ting them both to take some, and I wanted them
to try and get some rest. But no; they both
said they would sit with me, and they did, too,
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all through that long night, when that breeze,
which was truly for us the breath of heaven,
never once failed, but bore usbravely on, and on,
and on, with hope rising in our breasts, till we
saw the stars pale, the glow in the east, and the
sun once more leap up, and shed the golden
path across the waters, now dancing with life!

Although we were going so free, before the
sun rose [ downed the sril, and when there was
the full daylight, I looked long and anxiously
for the ship, and again and again sweeping the
horizon well ; but there was not a mast in sight,
and so I told those anxious ones, whose lips were
quivering, and who dared not ask the question.
« Not a sail in sight,” Isaid; and I up with our
own once more;—and away we went over the
bright and dancing waters; while so great was
the change which had now come over me, that,
in spite of calling myself a fool for fancying it, 1
could not help looking at apale face at my side,
and thinking how sweet it would be to go on
sailing like this for ever. But directly after,
there came another change over me, and I felt
bitter, and sorrowful, and dull) and I couldn’t
tell myself why it was, unless it was because I
was such a poor common man, though it had
never seemed to matter before.

A GERMAN JUBILEE.

OUBTLESS many of our readers may not

be aware of the fact that there is anything

of importance connected with the 18th more

particularly than with any other day of October ;

but when the date of the year, 1813, is affixed

to that of the month, most will remember that

day to be the anniversary of the great triumph

gained by Germany over the common enemy,
the great Napoleon, at Leipzig.

The city of Leipzig, the chief town of Saxony,
lies in an enormous plain named after itself,
varied towards the west by marsh lands. A
promenade leads to the town. It was, therefore,
easy for the allied Saxons and Prussians to pre-
vent Napoleon from making his entry into the
town itself, as the narrow allée is soon barri-
caded by a handful of brave men, but it is much
more difficult, and demands a far greater know-
ledge of tactics, to pursue, with safety, an army
over such a large tract of land as the plain of
Leipzig.

Bernadotte, Napoleon’s old comrade in arms,
gaid, with truth, in an “ Essay on the Art of
War,”—* One can hardly understand how a man
who has commanded in thirty battles could have
placed his army in such a bad position as Napo-
leon did on that day.” By nine o’clock on that
eventful morning the contending armies had
begun the day’s work. Amongst Bonaparte's
bravest warriorse may be numbered St. Cyr,
Bertrand, Reynier, Victor, and Poniatowski ;
but with theirs and their leader’s combined
valour they proved no match that day for
Blucher, familiarly called ¢ Marshal Forward,”
on account of his bravery; in fact, the great
defeat which Napoleon sustained that day was
only a foretaste of the greater one which befell
him two years later, in which Wellington and
Blucher, the latter of whom was then seventy.
three years of age, shone conspicuously.

By the evening all hope of the French proving
victorious was over, and Napoleon had to make
the best of his way back to France, through a
hostile country, with the remnant of his once fine
army. It suffices to say that 20,000 men, 200
pieces of cannon, and innumerable weapons, fell
into the enemy’s hands. Thousands were drown-
ed in crossing the Elster, in which was found
subsequently the corpse of Prince Poniatowski,
who, as he had nearly reached the opposite bank,
was struck by a cannon-ball. The loss of the
French army was estimated at 80,000, while
that of the allied army only amounted to 50,000,
Napoleon did not dare te set foot east of the
Rhine again, and at the beginning of the new
year the allied flags waved west of the Rhine,
on French ground.

All Germany unites in a mutual celebration
of this, for itself, most glorious and happy vic-
tory; not only Leipzig, but all the principal

townsl of Germany—Berlin, Vienha, Munich

Frankfort, Mayence, and many of the lesser

ones—for instance, Heidelberg and Darmstadt,

in which latter town I was staying during the

celebration of the fiftieth anniversary, now three
years ago. But as what happened ou that day

is repeated every autumn, I will describe the

leading features of the festival.

Early on the morning of the 18th of October,
even the soundest sleepers are awoke by peals
of bells, in every direction, ringing out joyously.
At intervals, guns may be heard booming in the
distance, to make the day more imposing. I
arose and dressed as quickly as I could, not to
lose anything of what might be going on; and
after a cheerful breakfast, during which frequent
allusions were made, by my hostess, and
a pleasant party of fellow guests, to the great
day of which we were reminded by a return of
the anniversary, I hurried out with some of my
kind friends, who were anxious to show me the
beauties of their pretty town of Darmstadt in
its festive garb. We walked through the prin-
cipal streets,—the Rhein and Necker Strassen,
—admiring the tastily-decorated houses, belong-
ing mostly to wealthy burghers, and here and
there we stopped, attracted by an unusual dis-
play of festoons and flowers, to say nothing of
flags and banners.

The Grand Ducal Castle was not behind-hand,
neither were the churches, in celebrating the
joyous day. Gay flags were streaming every-
where in the morning breeze. ,The streets and
market-place were full of life. Instead of the
eager business-like bustle of every-day life, a
quiet, joyous, pleasant expression was visible on
every face ; the Darmstadters all, like ourselves,
were sauntering about for the purpose of seeing
and admiring all the wonders of the town. At
about twelve o’clock a procession took place in
honour of the day. It consisted of a large
number of young girls and youths. The former
led the way, and were dressed in white, with
garlands of flowers in their hair. They carried
baskets of roses and leaves, which they strewed
on the ground. Their waists were encircled by
blue sashes. The youths followed next: they
each had a laurel-wreath, symbolic of what their
grandfathers had done, and a white ribbon on
the left shoulder. A band followed, playing
some inspiring airs from the popular songs of
‘“ Fatherland,” ¢ The Rhine,” &c. The proces-
sion wended its way round the town, and then
filed into the Stadt Kirche, where a short and
impressive service was held, the burden of the
sermon being gratitude for their freedom from
the yoke of France; after which the members of
the procession dispersed, with peals of merry
laughter, to their several homes, All the after-
noon there were amusements for the poorer
classes ; the theatre was throwu open at the ex-
pense of the Grand Duke, and representations of
comedies and farces were going on all day.
Occasionally pieces of paper, which at first
seemed to a stranger very mysterious, were
wafted hither and thither in the air; if you had
been lucky enough to catch one, you would
have found that it contained some doggrel
verses anything but flattering to the memory of
the great vanquished hero.

In the evening bonfires might be seen blazing
on all the hill-tops of the Taunus, the Melibocus,
and the Frankenstein, fed till a late hour by the
eager hands of peasants and burghers, both
young and old. Illuminations and fireworks
ascended on high, and seemed to vie with the
very stars in brightness, Thus the whole of
Vaterland, from the shores of the Baltic to the
mountainous valleys of Switzerland, and from
the Rhine to the frontiers of Poland, presents
one universal scene of light and joy, in memory
of the battle that rid the patriotic German peo-
ple of their Corsican oppressor. It is now im-
possible to say whether or not this custom will
be continued, since’ the Prussian campaign of
1866, and the successful aggrandisement of
Count Bismarck at the expense of the German
people; but I may say with certainty that if it
be dropped, the lovers of the ideal will have
reason to grieve, as well ag that people to whom
such an annual celebration has hithegto proved,
at least & great bond of union. ;W L. M.
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*  PASTIMES.

——

ENIGMA.
Where the great Turkish prophet lies,
Entombed beneath Arabian skies,
‘Where Darnley fell a sacrifice
To his fair consort’s ire;
Where famed Erasmus first drew breath,
‘Where Jones reposes now in death,
‘Where Kapgel f&ined the victor’s wreath,
fain would now inquire.
‘Where Charles the Seventh at lenﬁh was crowned,
Though adverse fortune long had frowned;
‘Where Constantine, & name renowned,
Unconscious first saw light;
I also ask: for in our sphere
A little Blanet does appear,
Which these initials will make clear
To your discerning sight.
2. In the midst of peace and war alike
My first is always seen;
Without my nert, the good or great,
‘Would not be so, I ween.
The eye and ear then claim my next,
The first, too, in their way,
My whole of time a period is;
§ow tell me what, I pray.

DECAPITATIONS.

1. Complete I am transparent ; behead me I
am frequently mischievous ; again behead me and
I am an animal.

2. Complete I am a weapon ; behead mel am
a fruit; again behead and I am partof the body.

3. Complete I am a weapon ; behead me and I
am what my whole is; transpose and the wise
kiss me.

4, Complete' I am at a distance; behead me
and I am near ; again behead me and I am be-

fore.
CHARADES.

1. My first gives light and heat;
My next ’s oft used to cheat;
My whole it means to cheer;
Or ‘“ comfort” those most dear.
2. The sportsman saunters out with gun and dog,
And meets with famous sg;ort upon the bog,
Up starts a covey! takes his aim as erst,
And fires! when presently falls my first.
A bar or impediment is termed m{ second,
My whole,an ornament, by the falr is reckon’d.
3. Along the beach my whole is left,
In mem’ry of the storm just past;
But if of tall 'tis now bereft,
And when transposed, you gain my last.
Which by the singing waves were toss'd,
Had struggled *midst my whole, but lost,

4. I am composed of nine letters.

My 8, 9, 3, 2, 7, 8 was made for my whole.

My 3, 6, 7 my whole is.

My 8, 5, 9, 6, 8 my whole probably expe-
riences.

My 6, 8, 3, 4, 5, 2, 1 isa title in the navy.

And my whole has been the subject of much
recent controversy.

ARITHMOERMS.
BRITISH AUTHORS.
2,202 and take a leek war pay hale.
701 H larks seen.
1,100 “ We won yar butter.
1,000 ‘A hen, A horn.
500 ‘“ Ho toe, he rook.
1,601 “ Earnye.

ARITHMETI€AL QUESTION.

A merchant having some brandy at 22 shillings s
gallon, and also at 15 shillings a gallon, wishes to make
a mixture of 21 gallons, 8o that it shall be worth 18s.
a gallon. How much of each must he take? -

A. A, Oxon.

ANSWERS TO ARITHMOREMS, &c., No. 60.

1.
2.
8.
4.
6.
8.

Arithmorems.— Birds.—1.Cockatoo. 2. Vul-
ture. 3. Partridge. 4. Magpie. 5. Humming
bird. 6. Pelican,  Fishes.—1. Pilchard. 2.
Mackrel. 3. Anchovy. 4. Haddock. 5.
Flounder. 6. Dolphin. 7. John Dory.

SQUARE WORDS.

1. EARL. 2. WINE
ASTA, 1 CES
RIOT. NEV A
L ATE ESATU

Enigma.—Smoke.

Charades.—1. Cur-rent.
3. Knight-hood.

Arithmetical Question.—The 3rd lamp burns
% gallon per hour, the 2nd /¢ gallon. The st
requires to be filled 12 times ; the 3rd twice, and
the 2nd once.

We give the answer to Mathematical Problem
in No. 59, omitted in our last. The ages were 10
and 6 years respectively.

2. Charles Dickens,

MISCELLANEA.

TuE nominal total strength of the Papal army
at the present date is 15,297 men.

Ix the reign of James I, when a person was
invited out to dinner, he took his own knife with
him, aad, on entering the house of his host, found
a whetstone behind the door, on which to
sharpen it

A Mr. Paris who has been some time experiment-
ing on the means for taking South American beef
to England, declares the problem solved, and that
it can now be supplied in perfect condition, and
in unlimited quantities, at from 4d. to 5d. per Ib.

It is scarcely two months since the sale of
horseflesh as food was officially authorised in
Paris, and the consumption is now considerable.
The establishments for the sale of the flesh are
under the surveillance of the government
veterinary inspector. A manufactory of horseflesh
sausages has just been opened in the Avenue
du Clichy.

TareerAPHIC Orricks.—There are 1,000
telegraphic offices in Europe. Africa is connect-
ed with the continent by two lines. Egypt and
India have each two routes. The latter contains
161 stations; the island of Ceylon has four more.
Despatches for China pass through Russia, thence
to the frontier towns of Tartary, where, received
by horsemen, they are delivered through the
empire, reaching Pekin.

A SrrANGE NURSERY.— An old stable, with
one hundred little babes nestling in the horse-
troughs, is something of a novelty, but the
spectacle is daily to be seenin the locality of
Union Street, Borough Road, London. The
work hags been somewhat recently undertaken
by the Rev. George Aldington, who, at his own
expense, secured the old stable to form a unursery,
and fitted it up, for taking care of the babes of
woman obliged to go to char or work, away

from home. The hay cribs remain, and serve as
cradles,

A NEw GUILLOTINE.— Amongst the curiosities
which are to figure in the Exhibition of 1867,
the Evénement mentions a guillotine on a new
model, invented by a Prussian, capable of cutting
off six heads, and even eight on an emergency,
simultaneously. The blade is put in motion by a
beam adapted to & poworful steam-engine, and
is suspended 80 a8 not to fall vertically on the .
neck, but to cut off tho head by a circular and
rotatory motion,

Exmirion or Hors ANp BrER.— We hear
that an international exhibition of hops and
beer is to take place at Dijon, in France, the
centre of the Burgundy vineyards, in the middle
of October. Gold and silver medals, and
other rewards, are offered a®prizes, which will
also be given for meritorious instruments and
apparatus, as well as for papers on the subject.
England, the favourite abode of ¢ John Barley-
corn,” will surely take high honours in this
competition,

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

WaNTED—a lifeboat that will float on a ¢ sea
of troubles.”

“Mrssaaxs carefully delivered,” as the ear-
trumpet said to the old maid.

Waion is the most intelligent, the man who
knows most, or the one who has most nose?

WaarT is the companion game to parlour cro-
quet ?—~Oricket on the hearth,

WnaeN does a man treat a friend most like wa-
ter 2—When he bails him out. ]

“ Jorn did you ever bet on a horse.race ?'—

“No; but I've seen my sister Bet on an old
mare "

Whay is the circulation of the blood sometimes
suspended ?—Because it attempts to circulate in
vein,

. Souz persons seem to obey literally the injunc-
tion, “ Hold fast the truth ;” they never allow it

Lerany lady paint who chooses. If she raises
a hueon her cheek, that's no reasonyou should
raise a hue and cry.

“Snoor Folly as she flies—Pope,” was set up
by a stupid printer,  Shoot Polly as she flies—
Pop.”

A servant girl applied to a druggist a few
days since for six pennyworth of the  glory of
rhyme " (chloride of lime).

WHAT a suspicious monster the man must have
been who first invented s lock ; but what. a
trusting creature the woman who first allowed
a latch-key !

Waaris the difference between an honest and
a dishonest laundress ? The former irons your
linen, and the latter steels (steals) it.

SpopaER says he came across a man the other
day who is so conservative that he refuses to
take a particular medicine because it promises
to work a radical cure.

A NaTCRAL CONSEQUENCE—A man tried for
larceny called witnesses to character, one of
whom said “ he had never heard anything against
his character, as he was hard of hearing.”

A ProMising Prpi.—Lady Harley, writing to
a friend in 1636, speaks of Ned Smith, Lord
Conway's little son, as a fing child, very strong
and witty. ¢ Learns apace, and forgets as fast.”

Soxs 4ND PARENTS.—'* Tommy, my boy, run
to the shop and get some sugar.”’—* Excuse me,
ma ; [ am somewhat indisposed this morning.
Send father, and tell him to bring me a plug of
tobacco !”

K~NowLEDGE.— ¢ Pompey,” said a good-natured
gentleman to his coloured man, * I did not know
till to-day that you had been whipped last
week."— Didn’t you, massa ?” replied Pompey ;
“ I know'd it at the time !”

Norice.—The following was found posted on
the wall ofa country post-office :—‘Lost—a red
kaf. He had a white spot on 1 of his behind
leggs. He wasa she kaf. I will give thre
shilling to evriboddi wot will bring hym hom”

“Is Tiis so?"—For Notes an dQueries. The
uncomfortable limp of & lame sheep dog in the
North first suggested the expressive word Colly-
wabble (?)

Back axp Nosp.—“ What's the matter,
Cemsar ?"— Dat nigger, datlibdown Cat-alley,
hit me on do mout’ wid his fist,”—¢¢ Well, didn’t
you strike him back, Cemsar ?’—¢ No, massa,
but I strike him nose.”

So Nice~-One of the very latest styles of
ladies’ hats now worn is called the ¢ butter-
dish.” They are a cross between a turtle’s shell
and a wash-pan, They are so nice.

Ocusar.—Taylor says, “ my best pun was
that which I made to Sheridan, who married a
Miss Ogle, We were supping together at the
Shakspeare, when the conversation turned on
Garrick. I asked him which of his performances
he thought the best.’—% Qh,” said he,  the
Lear, the Lear.”—* No wonder,”said [. ¢ You
were fond of a Lear when you married an Ogle.”

The following is recommended as an excellent
recipe for a summer drink :—Take one pint of
whisky ; stir in a spoonful of whisky ; then
add one pint of whisky, and beat well witha
spoon. Take one gallon of water, and let a
servant carry it away beyond your reach ; then
put two spoonfuls of water in a glass, immedi-
ately throw it out and fill the glass with whis-
ky. Flavour with whisky to suit your taste.
When it is to be kept long in warm climates,
add sufficient whisky to prevent souring,

CuriosiTies WANTED.—A bunch of blossoms
from a railway plant ; the topmost bough of sn
axle-tree ; & :twig from a branch of trade; g
crust from the roll of the ocean ; a feather from
‘the crest of & wave ; some quills from the wings
of the wind : a lock of hair from the head of &
column ; & hoop from the pale of society ; the
knife used by ringers when pealing bells ; a
broom for sweeping assertions ; a collar for a
neck of land ; a quizzing-glass for an eye to
business ; a rocker from the cradle of the deep;
a few tears from & weeping willow ; and gsome

to escape them,

down from the bosom of a lake.



