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THE \WORLD BEFORE THEM.

. CHAPTER I
MRS. GILBERT RUSHMERE.

HE dinner was so well cooked, and so
nicely served, that in spite of the un-
usual hour, Mrs. Rowly and her daughter
made a very hearty meal. .
Mrs. Rushmere’s easy chair had been
drawn to the head of the table, and Do-
rothy sat beside her and carved, Gilbert
being unable at present to cut his own
food. Dorothy longed to do it for him,
when she observed how unwillingly his wife
performed this necessary service.
VOL. IIL B
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“I am a great trouble to you, SOphy,”‘

he said ; ‘but directly my arm is llealed," -

I shall soon learn to help myself, as 1

"have seen others do, who had met with

the same misfortune.”
*“Itis a good thing to have a wife to
help you,” suggested Mrs. Rowly. -
“Yes, but it makes a fellow feel so
dependent. He has to submit through
sheer necessity to pefticoat government.” .
“A’ don’t think ‘that even one arm
would make me do that,” said Rushmere,
“tho’ I believe a’ had the best wife in
Christendom.” .
Mrs. Rushmere laughed good-natured-
Iy. - :
 Oh, LaLwrénce, men be often under
their wives’ government, an’ as ignorant
of the fact as babies.”
"~ “You speak, I suppose, from experi-
ence,” said Mrs. Gilbert, in her gentle
low voice. “1I should have thought the
old gentleman a very difficult person for
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MRS. GILBERT RUSHMERE. 3

" any wife to manage.. I find Gilbert a hard

case, in spite of his one arm.”

“There’s only one way. to rule me,
add that’s by kindness,” returned Gil-
bert. ‘

Without meaning it, perhaps, his voice
assumed a serious tone, almost amounting
to sadness. He looked up, and his eyes
and Dorothy’s met; forcing an appearance
of galety, he said, ‘ What have you to,
say on the subject, Dorothy ?”

“I never give an opinion on subjects I
know nothing about. I am the only per-
son in the room who cannot speak from
experience. I should think your plan,
however, must be the best.”

- “It is a pity you have not an opportu-
nity of trying it, Miss, What’s your name,”’
said Mrs. Gilbert, “in which case you
might perhaps find out that kindness can
be thrown away.”

“1 expected to find Dorothy married
when I came home,” said Gilbert. 1

B 2
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thought it impossible that the young
fellows in the neighbourhood could suffer
her to remain single.” o

“She waited for you, Gilly, till she
found it o’ no use,” cried Rushmere pass-
ing the bottle to his son.

“Obh that I had 3waited for her,” was
the thought that flashed through Gilbert’s
mind, charcred with a deep regret.

« Father will have bhis joke,” said Do-
rothy, colouring like a rose,- “vithout
thinking that it may be at the expense of
another.” .

Mrs. Gilbert left off eatiugf, and listened
keenly to what was passing.

“Believe me, Gilbert, that there is
no one'present who - congratulétes you
more sincerely on yoml' marriage than 1
do.” ‘ o
“ My ded child, will you help me up
stairs P’ said -Mrs* Rushmere, apprehen-
sive of mischief from her husband’s blunt
indiscretion and want of delicacy.
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Gilbert rose, and j\:ibh his left arm sup-
ported her to the foot of the stairs. * Oh,
Dorothy,” he said, ‘‘ no wonder that you
despise me. God only knows how I des-
pise myself.”

It is too late to repent now, Gilbert.
You must try like me to forget. You owe
it to your wife, as much as to me.”

- She passed her arm round :Mrs. Rush--
mere’s waist, and left Gilbert at the foot
of the stairs. He put the cuff of his empty
sleeve to his eyes. Was it to wipe; away
atear?

His wife looked dlaggers at him, when
he returned to the table. His father pro-
posed a walk round the farm after dinner,
an invitation that Gilbert eagerly accepted,
and the mother and daughter were left
alone together.

““ We shall have a nice time of it here,”
said Mrs Gilbért. , “Let us go out,
mother:, and take a look round the

"premises. One might as well be in a
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prison as conﬁned to this dark, dingy -
room.’

“I can see no garden attached to the
place,” said Mrs. Rowly, looking out of
the deep bay window which only opened
upon the stone-paved court: * That girl
who helped at dinner could tell us all
about it.”

“ Don’t call her, mamma, I have a per-
fect horror of that woman. I am certain
that Gilbert and she have been very inti-
mate. He never took his eyes off her
during dinner.”

“You mneed not be jealous of }wr,
Sophy; I am certain that she cares no-
thing for him. You are foolish to trouble
your head with any love affairs he bad
previous to his marriage.’ _

“But [ am sure he cares for her, and
I don’t meah to play second fiddle in his

- father’s house to any one but Mrs. Rush-

mere. If this girl remains in the house
I must quit it.”
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¢ And would you like to nurse the sick
mother P’ - , .
“I hate sick people. Let her hire a
' nurse.”
¢ She may not be able to do that. I
see no indications of wealth here. A car-
petless sanded floor, and furniture old
enough to have come out of the ark. One
room which serves for drawing-room,
dining-room and parlour. I dare say these
poor people have enough to do to keep
themselves.” ‘
-¢ But Gilbert said that his father was
rich.”
“Pshaw! You see now Gilbert has
exaggerated matters.”
 But what are we to do? I can’t and
won’t live here.”
“ Till your debts are paid, you must.”
“Oh, dear, I wish I were single again,”
and Mrs. Gilbert began to cry.
‘Sophy, when you were single you
~ were never contented, always lamenting
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that you were not married. No one ever
asked you to marry until I gave out that
you would have a fortune.” '

“ And what have I gained by that lie ¥

«’A handsome, honest fellow, if you
would only think so. Hewould not have
been so badly off either, if he had not been
forced to sell his commission to pay your
debts. He had a fair chance too, of rising
in the army, if he had not met with that
misfortune. I think you very unreason-
able to throw all the blame on him.
What now remains for you to do, is to
make yourself agreeable to his parents, °
and secure a home, such as it is, for
us.” -
I can’t pretend to like that old man,”
and Sophy shrugged her shoulders.

¢ He’s rather an amusing variety of the
species,” said Mrs. Rowly, “and the
easiest person in the world to cajole.
But once more, let me tell you, Mrs.
Gilbert Rushmere, it is no use quarrel-

-
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ling with your bread and butter.  Put on
_ your hat, and let us take a turn in the
~open air, perhaps we may chance to meet
the gentlemen.”

'~ And now they are gone to spy~out the
nakedness of the land we will tell our
readers a little of their private history,
and how the young soldier was deceived
in his fortune-hunting speculation.

Mrs. Rowly was the widow of a custom-
house officer, and for many years lived
very comfortably, nay, affluently, upon
the sboils which he gathered illegally in his
office. Their only child, Sophia, t’hough‘
very far from pretty, was a genteel-looking
gir], and educated at a fashionable board-
ing-school ; but just as she arrived at
womanhood, the father was detected in
his unlawful pursuits, and so heavily fined,
. that it"caused his utter ruin, and having
incurred heavy debts to keep up an ap-
pearance beyond his station, he ended his
days in prison, leaving his wife and daugh-
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ter to shift for themselves in the best-
manner they could.

With the assistance of a brother, who
was in the grocery line of business, and
of whom they had always been ashamed
in their more prosperous days, Mrs.
Rowly set up a small boarding-house, in
one of the little cross streets in the
Minories, and just contrived to keep her
head above water for several years, until
Sophia was turned of seven-and-twenty.
The young lady dressed and flirted, and
tried her best to get.a husband, but all
her endeavours proved futile.

‘She was ambitious, too, of marrying a
gentleman, and looked down with con-
tempt upon shopkeepers’ assistants, clerks
in lawyers’ offices, and mechanics, until
~ the time had nearly slipped by when she
could hope, without fortune, to marry at
all. _

It was then that her mother, finding
herself deeply involved, circulated the re-
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port in her neighbourhood, that Sophy
had been left six thousand pounds on the
death of a cousin, a consumptive boy, who
could not reasonably be expected to live
many months. ‘

Thé bait took. Miss Rowly was invited

to houses she never before had hoped to

enter; and at a ball, given by the mother
of an officer in Gilbert’s regiment, she met
the handsome young man, just raised to
the rank of a subaltern, who had so gal-

lantly saved the life of Captain Fitzmogris.

Though still rather countrified in his
appearance, she was instantly smitten by
his frank, free manners, and his fine
manly figure. Some foolish fellow, in
the shape of a friend, whispered in Gil-
bert’s ear that the young lady would have
a fortune. In a rash moment, when a
little heated by wine, and won by her
soft flatteries, he made her an offer of
marriage. This was instautly 4accepted,
particularly as Gilbert, boy-like, had

.
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boasted of his old ancestral home, and
the noble family from which he was de-
scended. And besides all this, hé‘-~was
an officer in the army, and likely to rise
in his profession, under the patronage of
a wealthy nobleman like Lord Wilton.
Miss Rowly was charmed with her future
prospects. ,

Gilbert proposed to take her down to
Hadstone as his wife, directly the cam-
paign was over. But his charming Sophia
was too fearful of losing him during that
indefinite period, and got’her‘ mother to
propose to him that they should be married
before he left for Spain, and that she
would accompany him abroad.

They were married ; but the affectionate
bride, when the time for his departure
drew nigh, forgot this part of her promise,
and preferred staying at home with her
mother, to encountering all the hardships
attendant upon a soldier’s wife, whose hus-
band was on actual service in a foreign land.
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During his absence, Mrs. Gilbert and
her ynother enjoyed every comfort on the
credit of their supposed fortune; and
when he returned sick and disabled from

Spain, he had not been many days at Mrs. ’

Rowly’s before he was arrested for the
debts his wife had contracted since their
marriage.

It was then that Gilbert discovered
what a dupe he had been; that the wo-
man he had taken to his bosom was a
miserable deceiver ; and he had to sell his
commission to avoid the horrors of a
‘Pprison.

After much recrimination and mutual
upbraidings on the part of Gilbert and his
wife, they at last came to the conclusion
that it was useless to quarrel over what
could no longer be remedied; that it was
far better to sit down calmly and consider
what was to be done.

All Mrs. Rowly’s furniture had been
seized and sold for the benefit of her

0
e
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creditors, for she was as deeply involved
as her daughter.

o

“Why can’t we go home to your

father’s ?” asked Mrs. Rowly. «I am

sure your parents will be glad to see
you.”

Gilbert had some doubts on that head..
He knew how bhe had deserted them ; and
never Baving received a line from them,
to assure him of their forgiveness, (though
this had been his own fault, in omitting
to tell them where and how to direct him,)
he was sadly at a loss how to act.

And then he thought of Dorothy, and
wondered if she were unmérried, and
living still with the old people. If so,
bow should he be able to meet her, and
introduce her to the cold selfish woman

‘he had preferred to her? No, he could

not, he dared not go back to Hadstone.

“Why don’t you answer, Gilbert?”
urged his wife. ‘“ What prevents you from
going home ?”’
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“I parted with nry father in anger. I
am dbubtfgl, for he is an qbstinate man,
us.” . : :

“ Don’t put him to the trial,” ‘said Mrs.
Rowly. “Let Sophy write, and tell him
we are coming, and start without giving
him time to send a refusal. - We must go

somewhere; to remain here is impossible, -

for you cannot draw your pension for the
next six months, and we cannot live upon
air.” ' ’

Gilbert was terribly'perplexed. While
pride forbade him to seek an asylum with
his parents, necessity compelled him to
do so, and though he now almost loathed
both his wife and her mother, he was too
manly to leave them in distress.

He therefore sold his watch, his sword
and regimental suit, to procure money to
prosecute their journey; and when he
arrived at Hadstone, he had only a few
shillings left in his purse.

whether he  will B’Q willing to receive
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The kind reception he met with cut
him to the heart, and the sight of that
beautiful girl, who might have been his,
almost maddened him with grief and re-
morse. ,

When he proposed that walk with his
father, he fully intended to open. his mind
to him, and tell him how he was situated,
but shame and pride kept him tongue tied.
Besides, was it not his father’s fault that
he had not married the woman he loved ;
and could he expect an avaricious man to
sympathize with him in the misery he
endured, or feel for his present poverty
and degradation. So he walked by his
father’s side over the old fields that had
witnessed his labours with Dorothy, with-
out saying a word upon the subject nearest
his heart. It was with feelings of inward -
disgust that he saw his wife and her
mother coming over the heath to meet

them.
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CHAPTER II.

HOW PEOPLE ARE TAUGHT TO HATE ONE
ANOTHER.

RS. ROWLY had been chiding her

daughter for showing her temper

* before her husband’s family, pointing out
the imprudence of her conduct in such
forcible language, that the young lady had
promised to behave more cautiously for
the future. :
She greeted Mr. Rushmere with her
blandest smile, and, slipping the little
white hand within his arm, told him- in
her softest voice, ¢ that -he must teach
her all about farming, as she did not
voL. IIL 0
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know wheat from barley, or a pig from a -

calf.”
¢ Lord bless yotir ignorance, my dear.

In what part o’ the world were you

-

raised ?”’ .
“Oh, I'm a cockney, born within the

~ sound of Bow Bells. What else can you

expect of me? I never was out of London
before. 1 am afraid I shall rival the
renowned citizen, who immortalized him-
self by finding out that a cock neighed. I

" don’t think however that I could be quite !

so foolish as that.” :

Old Rushmere was highly flattered by
the attention paid to him by his daughter-
in-law. He complimented her upon her
sweet little hand and foot, and told
her that he envied Gilbert his pretty

' wife.

Though, if the truth must be spoken,
young Mrs. Rushmere had no beauty of
which to boast, beyond a slight graceful
figure, and the small hands and feet
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~which had aﬂz*acbed the farmer’s attention.

Her face was something worse than plain.
It was a cold, arrogant, deceitful face,
with harsh, strongly marked features,
and a pair of long narrow eyes, that
‘never looked honestly or (op_enly at any
one, reminding you of some stealthy

animal, ever on the watch for a deadly

.

spring.

She loved to say things that she knew -
would annoy and irritate, in a cold-blooded

contemptuous way, and under those half
closed eye-lids lurked any amount of
malice and low cunning. .

Though weak in intellect and very vain,
she was as obstmate as a mule, and
“though moving in a different position from
Martha Wood, there was a great congeni-
ality of disposition between them.

Sophia Rushmere was a petty tyrant.

Martha Wood, though less cold and cal-

culating than her ‘mistress, knew how to
rule over her, and make her a tool and a
c2

B S
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slave. The pair were well worthy of each
other. . , ’
Mrs. Rushmere, though simple and
natural as a child, had read Sophia’s
character at a glance. She looked in that
dubious face, and felt that it was false.
She listened to that low, soft studied
voice, and was convinced that the owner
could speak in far other and less musical

- tones, and she wondered how Gilbert

could have taken this artificial woman in
preference to her Dorothy, and the good
mother pitied him from her very heart.
~ Mrs. Rowly, though sharp and angular, -
with a ridiculous assumption of conse-
quence, was not so disagreeable as her
~ daughter.. She looked like a person who
could speak her mind, and that in the
coarsest and most decided manner, and
carry her point against overwhelming odds,
by sheer pretence and impudence, but she
could not conceal, like Sophia, her real
disposition. If she betrayed like Judas
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for money, it would not be with a kiss.

‘ What do you think of my poor Gilbert’s -
wife ?”’ said Mrs. Rushmere to Dorothy,
that afternoon, as the latter sat beside
her bed. 5 _

“ Don’t ask me, dear mother. I have
no opinion to give.”

“He is an unhappy man, Dorothy, as
all men deserve to be, who sell themselves
for money. He had better ha’ died in yon
battle, than tied himself to that woman.”

Dorothy thought so too, but she gave
no expression to her thoughts. She
merely remarked, ¢ that the marriage
might turn out better than Mrs. Rushmere
expected.”

The meeting between Dorothy and her
lover had been less painful than she haa
anticipated. . She no longer reo‘retted the
separation which had occasioned her so

- much anguish, but fervently thanked God

that his providence had so ordéred it, and
she knew from the deep senmse of grati-
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tude that overflowed her heart, that it.
was for the best; that Gilbert Rushmere,
though greatly improved in his appearance
and manners, was not the man to make
her happy. )

The enlargement of her own mind, and
the society of intelligent people, had made
her crave for something higher and better,
mentally and morally, than he could ever

~ bestow. She entertained for him much

of the old éisterly affection which she felt
for him when they were boy and girl, but
ndthing beyond.

She did not like his wife, but excused
the hostility of her manner towards
herself. If she had been made aware
of the relation which once existed between
her and Gilbert, she thought it perfectly
natural. Placed in the same situation as
Mrs. Gilbert, she might feel a little jealous
of an old love too. In this opinion,
Dorothy greatly underrated the high sense
of moral rectitude which actuated her
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general conduct. Under the greatest pro-
vocation she would have despised herself
for wantonly wounding the feelings of
another. ‘ ‘

She longed to leave the house, for she
dreaded the insolence of Mrs. Gilbert and
her mother; but Mrs. Rushmere had so
pathetically entreated her to stay and
nurse her, that she felt that it would be

- the height of ingratitude to refuse a last
request made by a dying friend, and of
one to whom she owed so much.

She wanted to go and consult Mrs.
Martin, who would point out the best
course to pursue in avoiding unpleasant
collisions with Gilbert’s friends, but she
was kept so fully employed, that no
opportunity presented itself.

In the meanwhile, Martha Wood had "

- not been idle in the kitchen; by the dint
of cajoling and flattering Polly, she had
- wormed out of her some of the family
secrets, which she lost no time in turning
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into ca{pital{ When called by her mistress
to attend her to her chamber at night, she
came with a face full of importance, as if
she had something very particular to com-
municate. / ‘

“ Well, Martha, how have you got
through .the day ?” cried Mrs. Gilbert,
opening her eyes a little wider than usual, -

as her confidant approached to undress

“ Oh, badly enough, ma’am; that Polly
Welton is a horrid low creature, not above
six months out of the workhouse.”

“You ought to have a fellow fepling

for her, Martha,” said Mrs. Gilbert spite-

fully.
1 was not a workhouse bird, Mrs.

R}xshmei'e,” returned Martha, swelling
and puffing out her broad cheeks. ¢ You
know that well enough. My father was

‘a gentleman, and I was brought up at a

private institution, at his expense.”
“You need not try to fool me about
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that, Martha. You have attempted often-

enough, but it won’t go down. Your
father might, or might not have been a

gentleman. You were a.natural child,

and your mother a poor creature, who
g6t her living on the streets. So mno
more of your fine airs to me. What
have you been doing with yo’ufself all

¢ Sitting in the kitchen nursing Jewel,”
said the girl, with a sulky scowl.

. “You might have been doing some-
thing. Why did not you offer to help the
girl wash the dishes ?” |

“ When you are mistress here, I will do
what you bid me. 1 have no call to wait
upon them.”

 But ~they will not keep you for no-
thing, Martha.”

«I don’t want them. If you are not
satisfied, give me my release and let me
go. I could soon get a better place.”

““Nonsense! You must do as I bid

B
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you, and see that you help that girl Polly
in her work to-morrow.” ’

“ You would not wish me to help her, if
you knew all the vile things she said of
you,” replied Martha, in an audible
aside.

“Of me! What could she say of me?
She knows nothing of me or my affairs.”

¢ She did not say she did. But she said

" that you were old and ugly, and not to be
. compared with Miss Dolly. That you had

not a single good feature in your face.
What do you think of the picture ?”

“ The wretch! But how came she to
say all this P”’

¢ Just because I asked her who the
plain dark girl was that Mrs. Rushmere
called Dorothy. She fired up, like a
vulgar vixen as she is, and defended her
friend by abusing you. I thought we
should have come from words to blows,
for T could not sit by and hear my own
mistress abused after that fashion. But
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if you wish me to help her of course I

bR

can.

“T’ll tell Gilbert. TI'll complain to Mr.
Rushmere,” sobbed Sophia, crying for
rage. “If he suffers me to be insulted by
his servant [’ll leave the house. I've mno
doubt that Dorothy is at the bottom of it
all—<who, and what is she 2”

‘“ Some child that Mrs. Rushmere adopted
years ago. Polly told me, that it was for
love of her that Mr. Gilbert ran away and
listed for a soldier, because the old man
would not give his consent, and this Do-
rothy refused to marry him.”

Mrs. Gilbert’s misery was now com-
plete. She sat down in a chair, with her
fair hair -all loose about her shoulders,
staring at the incendiary in a wild vacant
manner. At this unfortunate l‘nomen't,
Gilbert entered the room. Hurrying up
to his wife, he demanded the cause of her
distress. :

“ Are you a man, Gilbert Rushmere ?”
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she said, slowing rising and confronting
him, “to allow your wife to be insulted by
your father’s menials ?”

“How, and in what manner, Sophy ?”
She repeated the tale of her wrongs as
Martha had told them. Gilbert's eve
flashed—he turned them angrily upon
Martha, who was secretly enjoying the
mischief she had made.

“Go to ybm‘ bed, girl, and let me
never hear any of this vile tattling again.
It is such stories, carried from one to the
other, that ruin the peace of families.”

Martha knew that the arrows she had
launched had struck home, and left the
room without a word in her defence.

Gilbert turned sorrowfully to his wife;
who was crying violently.

“Sophy, if you will encourage that girl
in bringing you tales about other members
of the family, how can we ever live in
peace ? You know the imperative neces-
sity of curbing your temper, until I am
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able in some way to provide a: living for
you. Why will you frustrate all my
plans for your comfort by this childish

folly

“ How dare you talk to me, sir, in that
strain ; when you had the dastardly cruelty
of bringing me down here to live in the
‘same. house as your former mistress?”
She rose and stood before him, with her
hand raised in a menacing attitude, and a
smile of scorn writhing her lip.

““ Good heavens ! Sophia, what do you
mean ¥’ : o

“I mean what I say, sir. It is useless
for you to deny facts so apparent. Will
you have the assurance to say to me
that you do not love this girl—this Do-
rothy Chance ?”

“ The love I once felt for her ? Certainly
not.” .

“The love you still feel for her ?” de-
manded the angry wife. -

‘ Sophia, I am a married man.”
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4. “Yes, sir, I know it to my cost. But

. that is no answer to my question. I de-

Splbe the hypocritical evasion. You know

in your heart that you prefer thls woman to

; * _' your wife.”

L “You will force me to do so, Sophia, if
you go on at this unreasonable rate. You

must be aware that Dorothy Chance was

brought up with-me under this roof, and

it was natural that I should feel some-

? thing more than brotherly love for a crea-

| _ ture so be;autlful and good.”

: “Stop! Hold your tongue. I won’t -
hear aﬁother word,” screamed Sophy.

“Such a confession is ‘enough to drive

me mad.”

It has nothing to do with you, wife.
All this is past and gone, and happened
| before ever I saw you. If my father
1 would have given his consent to our
Sl | marriage, you would never have been so
unfortunate as to become my wife, and I
should never have been tricked into the -
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belief that you loved me, and were a
woman of fortune.” He laughed bitterly,
for he saw that this latter observation
had completely silenced his wife, who
slowly and sullenly retreated towards the
bed ; and he continued : v

“ My love for Dorothy, at that time,
was a species of madness. I loved her
with all my heart and soul, with -every
faculty of mind and body. She was
young, gay, and light-hearted, and, I
thought, returned my passion very coldly.
I was impatient of delay, and very jealous.
I urged her to marry me without waiting
for the old man’s consent. She had pro-
mised Lim not to do so, and stood to her
word, refusing my hand before his very
face. ' '

“My God! shall T ever forget the
mortification and rage of that moment.
I could have killed her. My red-hot
love turned to ice. I left the house wish-
ing mnever to see her face again, and,
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perhaps, had I known thatvshe was still
here, I never should have thrown myself

in her way. Are you satisfied now,

Sophia? T think you ought to be, after
such a degrading confession.” '

His wife did not answer, though she
heard every word. She had slipped into
bed and pretended to be sound asleep.




"CHAPTER IIL
A DEAD DOG.

EFORE Gilbert went to sleep that night,

he fully determined to tell his father

the real state of his affairs, and throw
himself and his family upon his charity,
until something should enable him to get
a decent living. The loss of his arm was -

had the reputation of being an excellent
practical farmer, which made him enter-
- tain strong hopes of being employed as a
- bailiff, or overseer, on some gentleman’s
estate._

vor. . : ' D

a great drawback, he well knew ; but he . ‘
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He trusted that Lord Wllton would

‘assist him in procuring such a situation,

and, probably, would employ him on his
own property, in return for the service he
had rendered his son. .

He knew that-his father was a close
calculator of domestic expenditure; that
he would soon be tired of keeping such
a large addition to his family, without re-
ceiving an equivalent from them in money
or services. He might grumble now and
then of having to board him and his wife
gratis; but the additional expense of
Mrs. Rowly and the servant, for any
length of time, would make him outra-
geous. o

In everything pertaining to household
matters, -Sophia was as ignorant as a

- child. She had been brought up to catch

a rich husband, not to soil her pretty
white hands with work, to spend her time

“before the glass in adorning her person,

or to lie on a sofa reading novels. He
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had urged hef, before leaving London, to
part with Martha, but she obstmately-
refused to do so.

“The idea of waiting upon herself,”
she said, ‘“was not to be tolerated for a
moment. Martha’s term of apprentice-
ship had not expired, and she was
bound to keep her. And as to dear
mamma, she must accompany them, for
she had no money to procure a lodging
elsewhere.” ' .

What was to be done with such imprac-
ticable people, was beyond Gilbert’s power
to devise. He turned and tossed all night,
and the day broke and found him as un-
decided as ever.

In the morning he walked out after
~ breakfast to the hay-field with his father,
and had an excellent opportunity of
gétting the trouble that perplexed him off
his mind, but his courage failed him
altoorether, and he put off the dreaded dis-

D2
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closure that he was utterly destitute from

18 day to day. -

i His wife at last suggested that he had .

w " better tell his mother, and leave it to her

- to break the matter to Mr. Rushinere, en-
treating himn, at the same time, to spare
her in the relation as much as he possibly
could. )

Since the day of their arrival at Heath
Farm, Mrs. Rushmere had rapidly de-
clined, and was now entirely confined to
her own room, which Dorothy never left;
without it was to arrange with Polly the
cooking and the necessary work of the

MG

day.

Gilbert generally went up to spend an
hour ‘with his mother during the absence
of her kind nurse, and in one of these in-
terviews, he informed her of his humiliat-
ing position, and implored her advice and
assistance in his present emergency.

-~ Mrs. Rushmere was greatly distressed
by his communication. Simple and na-

Te
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tural as a ‘child herself, she possessed a
great insight into character, and though
she seldom saw either of the women with
Whom her son had unfortunately con-
nected himself, she had read their charac-
ters, and foresaw, in case of her death,
the miserable life that her dear old part-
ner would lead with either of them as
mistress of the house.

Dorothy, of course, would have to leave,
directly she had followed her to the grave.
She reproached herself for keeping the
poor girl in her present disagreeable posi-
tion, but Dorothy had promised her to
put up with every insult and slight pa-
tiently for her sake, and Mrs. Rush-
mere rightly conjectured that the time
of her emancipation was not far dis-
tant. ‘

“ Well, my poor son, T win speak to
your father about this sad business." ¥ou
must not be 1mpatlent, if he feels a.no'ry
and resentful. I know how he re301ced
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in. the idea of your being a rich man.

. This will be a cruel disappointment to

him.”

*Oh, mother dear, it was his -fault.
Had he been only a little less avaricious,
I might at this moment have been a happy
man.” He laid his head beside her on the
pillow; and wept like a child.

That night, Mr. Rushmere was duly

~ informed of the communication Gilbert had

made to his mother. He had, however,
carefully concealed the duplicity of his
wife, with regard to the fortune, by say-
ing that she had fully believed that she
was to be heir to her uncle’s property, and
was as much disappointed as himself.
Old Rushmere sat for some time beside
his wife’s bed astonished and almost
stupefied. '

“Qh, dang it, wife,”  he broke out at

last, “ this is'a confounded bad;;:bixsiﬁess,
_and ruination to us all. To think-that the
boy should bé sich a simple fool, to go an’
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marry a woman older nor himself without
being sure o’ the money. Sold his com- .
mission too, and to pay her debts—worse
an’ nothing but the pension

and worse
for his wound to depend on to keep his
wife an’ mother from starving. Well,
well, that ever Lawrence Rushmere should
be father to such a simpleton.”

¢ Lawrencé,” and Mrs. Rushmere took
the large brown hand of her husband
between her thin pale hands, you must
forgive him for my sake.” :

““ Dang it, wife. How am I going to
keep all this posse o’ people. It’s un-
reasonable, that it be; a’ won’t do
it.” '

“ He be your only son, Lawrence, all
that will soon be left to you o’ me.”

“QOh, Mary, you are not going to leave -
me, not yet, not yet. A few more years
~ and then we must both gb. But oh, not
- yet, not’ yet,” my dear, good wife. Get
hearty and well, and old Larry will do all
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you require o’ him.” The stout old yeo-
man bent over the pillow, and kissed the
pale meek face of his wife, and the tears
from her gentle blue eyes.

““Well, Larry, dear, you must do this
for me whiles I be living. Give your son
an’ his family a home, until such time as
poor Gilly’s arm’s healed, an’ he be able
to help himself. You are not a poor man,
husband, an’ can spare this much for an
only son. An’ remember he might have
done better if ye would only ha' let
him.” o v

«“ Aye, I'm sorry for that now. Doll
would have made him a better wife than
his butterfly o’ a woman. If so be, I have
to keep her, Gilly must set her to work,

- an’ the old mother likewise. I’'m mnot
‘going to keep a house full o’ sarvants to

wait upon them.”

“ Neighbour Sly wants a girl, an’ will’
take Polly off your hands, Lawrence, an’
this Mattha Wood can fill her place. But -




A DEAD DOG. 41

leave me Dorothy, my darling Dorothy,
till I be gone. It won’t be long.”

On the whole, Rushmere behaved better
than could be expected. At dinner, he
told Gilbert that his mother had informed
him of his troubles, and he was willing to
take him as partner in the farm; he was
to manage the concern and dispose of all
the produce, sharing the returns equally
with him.

Dorothy looked earnestly at the old
man, when he made this proposal. She
knew enough of human nature to feel
convinced that it would mever work well.
That old Rushmere would never consent
to act under the direction of his son, and
that his labourers, who were very fond of
him, would never serve two masters.
But her influence for good in that house
was over. Advice or remonstrance with
a man of Rushmere’s obstinate character
was alike vain. ' o

Gilbert was profuse in his expressions
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of graiitude, which were echoed by the
ladies. ‘

““And now, my dear,” said the old
man, turning to Mrs. Gilbert, ““I can’t
afford to keep idle folk. What can you do
for a living ; can you cook ?”

“1I never was brought up to kitchen
work, father,” returned Mrs. Gilbert, in a
very bland voice, “but I can try.”

¢ Dolly can teach you.”

“1 shan’t trouble her,” muttered the
newly installed mistress of the house. “A
woman of sense surely may acquire a
knowledge of such trifling matters without
any particular instructions.” (

¢ Ah, my dear, but it requires experi-
ence,”’ said Rushmere. ¢ It don’t want a
person to be-able to read an’ write, to
brew good ale an’ make sweet butter, an’
‘bake light bread ; but it do want practical
knowledge o’ such work, as Dorothy here
can tell_you. She be a first rate Louse-
keeper.” '
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“You need not refer me to Dorothy
Chance, Mr. Rushmere, while my own
mother is present. She always was con-
sidered a capital manager.”

“I dessay, I dessay,” quoth Rushmere,
nodding pleasantly towards the lady in
question.  “Mrs. Rowly looks like a
woman well acquainted with work, an’
it would be strange if you could not
manage the louse an’ dairy between
you.” '

“I think, Mr. Rushmere, there will be
no occasion to employ so many hands
in the kitchen,” said Mrs. Rowly, glan-
cing significantly at Dorothy. ¢ Surely’
my daughter and Martha, with the assis-
tance I can give them, ought to be suffi-
cient.” , .V
““ Certainly, certainly,” cried old Rush-
mere, ‘those be exactly my ’.s’entfi‘nients,
‘ma’am. Too many cooks spoil the broth.
Polly goes, when her month expires, to
Mrs. Sly’s; an’ ]jordthy, when my dear
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old wife—" The farmer stopped shorb
He could not finish the sentence.

¢ Cannot I nurse Mrs. Rushmere ?’ said
Mrs. Rowly. 1 have had a great' deal
of experience in that way.”

 No doubt you could,” said Rushmere.
“ Howsomever she won’t suffer any one
to help her but Dorothy.” .

¢ [ shall leave you, father, the moment
my services are no longer required,” said
Dorothy. ¢ 1T have a good home and kind
friends to go to. Itis only on dear mo-
ther’s account that I have remained so
loﬂd I shall gladly resign to Mrs Gilbert
my place in the house.”

The next morning, on going into the
kitchen, Dorothy found Mrs. Gilbert and
her mother up to their eyes in business,
examining the contents of cupboards and
pantries, and .making a great litter and
confusion everywhere.

She was. told when she offered her as--
sistance in restoring the place to order,
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that her servic's were not required by
Mrs. Gilbert, whom she must now con-
sider as mistress of the house, that she
must not presume to interfere with Martha
Wood and her work, but confine herself
entirely to Mrs. Rushmere’s chamber.

And Mrs. Gilbert commenced her reign
over Heath Farm, by treating Dorothy
and Polly as creatures beneath her notice,
and decidedly in the way, while she en-
couraged Martha in her mischievous tat-
tling, until she set Polly and her by the
ears together.

0ld Rushmere grumbled over the badly
cooked dinners, the heavy bread and sour
butter, and blamed Dorothy for what cer-.
tainly she could not help.

One morning Dorothy went down into
the kitchen to prepare a- little broth for
the poor invalid. The fire was out, and
everything in the greatest confusion. A
greasy unwashed floor and dxrty towels .
and dusters scattered around on tables and
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chairs. It was impossible to get the least
thing done without worry and difficulty.
“Polly,” she said very gently, ¢ while
you remain here you should .do your
duty to your employers. Why is your
kitchen so dirty, and your fire always
out, when I want to cook broth or gruel
for your poor sick- mistress? - Things
should not be in this disgraceful condition,
and you have Martha to help you.” - ‘
¢ Martha help me. Lauk, Miss Doro-
thy, she be no help to a body, she make
all the dirt and muddle she can. She do
take my nice white dish keeler to wash her
missus’ dirty daiwg. I can’t prevent her.
I says to her only yesterday, if a’ do
that agen, I’ll tell Miss Dorothy. <Go to -
the devil,” says she, ¢ with yer. Miss Dero-
thy she be no missus o’ mine. Mrs. Gilbert’s
_ missus here now. I'd like to hear Doll
Chance dare to set me to work.’ My
heart’s a breakin’ wi’ her dirty ways and
her saucy impertinence. I'm right glad
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T'm going:); to-morrow ; the old house a’nt
like it wor.” .

“ But this don’t excuse you, Polly, for
letting the fire out.’

¢ Mrs. Gilbert told me hersel to let the

fire go down directly the breakfus wor”
over. ‘Miss Dorothy wull want it,’ says
I, ‘to make the old missus her broth.’

‘Let her want,’ says she, ‘or make it

hersel. - 1 don’t - mean  to attend to ‘her
~wants, I can tell vou .

¢ Alas, alas!” sighed Dorothy, « What
a house of misrule. Poor old father, how
Vil it be with him by and bye, when
they becrm .to abuse their power so
early ?”

Like the sallors, she saw breaLers ahead,
but had no power to steer the vessel off
the rocks. ’ )

 Missus Gilbert,”_ continued Po]ly, :g'lad'

of getting some one to whom she could
tell her griefs, ““is: allers jawing me, for

‘p"ot : doing the work. But while her fat | o

-
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lazy girl sits doing naught, but towzleing
the dawg, I'm not a’ goin to kill mysel wi’
work.” : ‘

“Bear it patiently for a few hours,
Polly You will soon be free now. Run,
there’s a good girl to the woodstack,
and bring some sticks to rekindle the
fire.” ‘

In a few minuates, Polly rushed back to
~ the kitchen, and flung an arm full of
sticks down with a bang upon the hearth
that could be heard all over the house, and<
holding up her hands cried out at the top -
of her voice. ‘A’s been an’ gone an’
done it. I knew a’ wud, directly a’ got
“a chance.” e

“ Done what "’ demanded Dorothy, her
cheeks blanching with terror.

“Ow’r Pincher ha’ chawed up yon lump .

o’,white :wool.”
¢« Killed Mrs. Gilbert’s little poodle ?””
~ ¢« Ah, as dead as a door nail.”
«I am sorry for it, very sorry. She
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- will make an awful fuss about it, Polly.
Did you see Pincher do it ?”’

“ No, but Martha says a’ did it. She
oughter to know. ‘See, she be coming
in,-crying an’ roaring as if it wor a dead

child.” )

Martha ran into the kitchen carrying |

the dead dog in her arms, screaming and
shouting in a state of great excitement.

“Oh the precious .Jewel? the darling
pet! What will my mistress say? How
shall I tell her ® Oh, oh, oh.” ,

Hearing from the next room the out-
cries of her servant, Mrs. Gilbert hurried
in and demanded what all the noise was
about. :
¢ Oh, ma’am, just look here at your
beautiful dog,” sobbed Martha, holding
up the little creature, from whose throat
the blood was dripping all over the
floor.

“ Who has dared to ill use my dog?”
cried Sophy Rushmere, not yet aware he
" voL. 1L E

v =y
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was dead, and she turned and glared at
Polly with the ferocity of a tigress.
-““Oh, he is dead!” screamed Martha,

- “ stone dead.”

¢ Who killed him ?”

¢ The horrid brute Pincher.”

“(Call Mr. Gilbert to shoot the mon-
ster.”

“A’ can’t do it, ma’am,” said Polly,
very innocently. “ A’ ha’ got but one
arm.”

““ Hold your tongue you impudent jade.
I have no.doubt you ‘set the other dog to
worry him.” Mrs. Gilbert took the dead
dog in her arms and cried aloud.

Dorothy went up to her, and very
kindly offered to examine the little animal,
and ascertain whether he was really dead.

“Don’t touch him!” screamed Sophy,
pushing her rudely away. ‘I dare say
you are glad of his death, and know more
about it than you choose to say.”

Dorothy drew back with an air of dis-
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gust. “Ican excuse your -grief and an-
noyance at the death of the poor dog,
who was a pretty harmless little creature,
but not your insulting those who never
injured him. Perhaps if it were a fellow-
creature,; you would not feel the least
distress about it.”

¢ Martha,” said Mrs. Gllbert paying
no heed to her, “go and call your master.
I will be revenged on that ferocious beast.
If he refuses to Llll hlm, 1 will kill him
myself.”

Dorothy became suddenly aware of the

danger that threatened her old favourite.
“Good heavens!” she thought, ¢ this
cruel woman will never execute her threat.

Al

Gilbert will not suffer her to destroy the |

- good old dog.”

“Mrs. Gilbert,” she said in a voice of

entreaty, “I hope you do not mean to
hurt the dog. It is the nature of these
animals to quarrel and fight with each

other. The death of Pincher would do

E 2
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you mno good, while it would greatly
distress Mrs. Rushmere, who loves the
dog.”

¢ Oh, I suppose you care nothing about
him, when I see you feeding and caressing
him gvery day. You have no regard for
my feelings. There was nothing in the
world I loved so well as my dog.”

“Not even your husband, Sophy?”
said Gilbert, who just then came in.
“Now don’t expect me to be very sorry
for the death of my rival. When Martha
came running to me in the field, I thought
something terrible had happened.”

¢ Could anything be worse?”’ sobbed
his wife, kissing the head of her dead
favourite. ““If you have any regard for
me, Gilbert, you will just go out and kill
the hateful wretch that murdered him.” .

“Kill Pincher! I would lose my other
arm first.” ' -

“God bless ybu, Gilbert !” cried Do-
rothy, with her eyes full of tears. I felt
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certain you would never kill such an old
friend.”

- That speech, meant for his good, de-
cided the fate of poor Pincher. A sinister
smile passed over Mrs. Gilbert’s pale face.
She dropped the body of ‘Jewel upon the
floor, and left the room.

After she was gone, Gilbert took up-
the animal and carefully examined the
wound.

¢ Pincher never did this. The dog has
been stabbed with a knife. The jugular
vein is completely severed. I never
cared much for the creature, who gave
more trouble than a child, but it was a
“dastardly thing to do.”

“I saw Pincher do it,” said Martha,
sulkily. _

“You saw no such thing,” retorted her
master. ‘It is a base lie. It is more
likely you did it yourself.”

Martha gave way to a fresh burst of
hysterical crying and ran upstairs to her
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mistress.  Gilbert called Polly to fetch
a spade and bury the dead dog in the

- garden.

 Martha,” said Mrs. Gilbert, as that
worthy came into her chamber, * shut the
door and come here to me. I will give
you half a crown if you will hang the dog

Pincher.”

‘ La, ma’am, keep your money. It’s
Dorothy Chance’s dog, and I'll hang him
to spite her. She’s fonder of that ugly
cur, than ever you were of Jewel. It will
vex her dreadfully if anything happens
amiss to him.”

“So much the better,” cried the
amiable Sophia. “I shall then be re-
venged on them both.”

So Pincher was hung without judge
or jury, as innocent of the crime for
which he paid the penalty, as many a
poor creature condemned upon circum-
stantial evidence had been before him.

Dorothy was the first to discover her
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old favourite, dangling from the low
branch of an apple tree in the orchard. A
cry of anguish and surprise brought
Mr. Rushmere and Gilbert to the spot.
“Dolly, girl! What’s the matter?”
cried the yeoman, ¢ your face is as white
as a sheet I’
Dorothy answered by pointing to the
~dog, and walked away to hide her tears.
‘ 'Gilbert, ‘hardly less distressed than
herself, guessed the truth in a moment.

His father, flew into a frenzy of passion,

and threatened to inflict all sorts of pun-
ishment on the dastardly rascéals who had
killed his faithful brave old dog.

“A man would never have done it,”
muttered Gilbert. ¢ This is the work of a
jealous woman.”

And-he felt the déepest abhorrence for

the author of the outrage.

Bei



CHAPTER IV.
" DEATH IN ANOTHER SHAPE.

N the afternoon Mrs. Martin walked

up to the farm to see Mrs. Rush-
- mere and Dorothy, and to call upon their
new friends. Dorothy- had not been to
the parsonage for three weeks, and her
place at church and in the Sunday school
had been vacant. Mr. Martin and his
wife suspected that all was not right with
Dorothy; that either her mother was
worse, or that she was so fatigued with
overwork that she was unable to attend
to these important duties; both were con-
vinced that Dorothy would never desert
her post unless compelled to do so. Mrs.
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Martin had been confined to the house

by the dangerous illness of little Johnnie,
whom the doctor had only pronounced
that day out of danger. Anxious as she
was to learn in what manner Dorothy
had borne the meeting with her lover, and
whether his wife and mother were agree-
able people, she had not been able to leave
the sick-bed of her child to satisfy her
natural curiosity. When Dorothy opened
the door, she was startled by her pale
face and altered appearance. C
“ My dear girl, are you ill?”

“Not ill—only heartsick, weary of the

world and its ways. If it were not for
the love of a few dear friends, I could
leave: it to-morrow without the least
regret.”

As she said this, the poor girl looked so

sadly and earnestly into Mrs. Martin’s

face, that it brought the tears into her
eyes.
“You must have thought that we had
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forsa',ken you altogether ; but Johnnie has
been very ill, alarmingly so; and I could
not leave him to the care of the servant.

Henry would have been up to see you,

but since Mr. Fitzmorris has left us, every
moment of his time has been occupied, as
he is obliged to take the charge of both
the parishes, with the additional care of
the Sunday schools; I have been unable
to attend my class, and your absence
threw all the work upon him.” '

¢ Mr. Fitzmorris gone ?”’ Dorothy turned
pale and almost gasped for breath. © What:
took him away ?” ’ o

¢ A sad, sad accident. Did no one tell
you of it.” ‘

“My dear Mrs. Martin, how should 1
hear the news of the parish. I am con-

‘fined all day, and sometimes during the

greater part of the night, to my mother’s
sick-room. But tell me about Mr. Fitz-

_morris; I have felt grieved and hurt at

his seeming desertion of us, when Mrs..
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Rushmere grew so much worse. Is any-
thing amiss with Lord Wilton ?”

“ His lordship has written once to his
nephew, since he left England. In his
letter he spoke very despondingly of the
health of his son. Mr. Fitzmorris’ sudden
departure from Hadstone had no refer-
ence to the Earl or his affairs. In truth,
Dorothy, it is a sad tale. His brother is .
dead. Lost his life by a fall from his
-horse in a steeple chase. Mr. Fitzmorris -
was sent for in all haste. He started im-
mediately, and though his brother was
, he was

living when he arrived at -
unconscious, and never recovered his
senses before he dled Poor Mr Fitz-
morris feels this dreadfully, and keenly
regrets that he was not able to prepare
‘him for the awful change from time to
eternity—that his brother should die in
his sins among gamblérs and men of the
world, who had dissipated his fortune "
and led him astfay.” |
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“It is dreadful!” said Dorothy. I
know how he feels it; I believe that if he
could have saved his brother’s soul by the
sacrifice of his, own, he would have done
it. But will he ever return to Had-
stone ?”’

¢ Directly he can arrange his brother’s
affairs, which are in a state of great confu-
sion. His reckless extravagance has in-
volved the estate, and Gerard is afraid,
that when everything is sold, there. will
hardly be enough to satisfy the creditors.
You know how honest and upright he is,
and how it will pain him if he thought
these people would §ﬁﬁ"er loss through

any one belonging to him. He carries
this romantic sense of honesty so far, that
Henry is afraid that he will give up his
property to pay these debts.

'~ “Heissonoble! How I honour him
4 for it!” cried Dorothy. *“How cruel it
was of me to blame him for neglect, when
he was not only at the post of duty, but

R
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suffering such anguish of mind. How
cautious we should be in judgingvthe ac-
tions of others. I can scarcely forgive
myself for harbouring against him an
unkind thought.”

“And how is dear Mrs. Rushmere ?”
said her friend, anxious to turn the con-

<

~ versation into another channel, when she
saw the big, bright tears that trembled on
Dorothy’s eyelids.

“She is fast sinking. We may mnot
hope to keep her here much longer. I
read- and pray with her whenever she is
able to bear it. But, oh, dear Mrs. Mar- -
tin, my reading and praying is so different
‘from his! I did so long to see him and
hear him again.”

¢ Do not look so despondingly, Dorothy.
You will soon see him again. In the

~ meanwhile, tell me about Gilbert, and how
you met.”

«“ As friends—nothing more. I might
add, scarcely as friends. I am so thank-
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ful that my heart was weaned from him
months ago. I now marvel at myself how
I ever could have felt for him the passion-
ate affection I did, or how his desertion
could plunge me into such intense grief.”
Mrs. Martin pressed her hand warmly.
“T expected as much. And his wife ?”’
“Don’t ask me what I think of her;”
and Dorothy waved her hands impa-

L tiently.
“Your silence is eloquent, ,Dorothy.
o 4 And when can you come to me ?”’

““When dear mother no longer requires
_ my services. At times she suffers cruel
b agony, but she bears it with angelic pa-
bE tience. She will be delighted to see you.”

! Dorothy led the way to the sick cham-
ber. They found Mrs. Rushmere awake

% and in a very happy frame of mind; she
greeted Mrs. Martin with unaffected plea-
i sure, and talked cheerfully and hopefully
| of her approaching end. She made no

comment on her son’s marriage, and

’
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scarcely alluded to his wife, expressing
great thankfulness that she had been per-
mitted to see Gilbert before she died.

¢ Dear Mrs. Martin,” she said, ‘I need
searcely ask you to be kind to Dorothy
when she has no longer a mother to love
and care for her, or a home here in which
she can live in peace. A loving daughter
she has been to me, a faithful and devoted
nurse. The blessing she has been to me
in tlis cruel and loathsome illness, the
good God who gave her to me alone
knows. That He may bless and reward
her when I am in the clay is my constant
_ prayer. May she never want a friend in
her hour o’ need.” _

Mrs. Martin stooped and kissed the pale
earnest face of the dying woman.
¢ “God will raise her up friends, never
fear. The good Father never forsakes
those wholove and honour Lim.”

Mrs. Rushmere threw her arms about
her visitor’s neck, and drew her head
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down to the pilldw, while she whispered |

in her ear, ““Take her out o’ this, Mrs
Martin, as soon as I am gone. These
strange women are killing her with their

hard, unfeeling ways. It is a’most break-

ing my poor heart to see the dear child
‘pining day by day.”

¢ She wiJl have her reward, my dear old
friend, no’ one ever loses by suffering in a
good cause.’

Mrs. tMartm sat for some time with the
invalid, and explained to her the cause
why Mr. Fitzmorris and her husband had

_not been up to see her, and promised that
Mr. Martin should visit her on the mor-

row. On inquiring of Martha Wood for

Mrs. Rowly and her daughter, she was

not sorry to learn that they had walked
down to the village.

“In the humour 1 feel towards them,”
she said to Dorothy, “I would rather that
they made the acquamtance of my hand-

- wntmg than of me.’

3
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It was Dorothy’s practice to visit Mrs.
Rushmere the first thing in the morning,
and carry her a cup of tea before the in-
mates of the house were stirring. Mr.
Rushmere slept in the salﬁe room with his
wife, but, since her il_lﬁess; “occupied a
separate bed. As Dorothy unclosed the
chamber door, she was startled by a low,
hoarse moaning, that seemed to proceed
from the bed of the invalid. Alarmed at

‘such an unusual occurrence, she hurried

forward ; the cup dropped from her hand,

~ and, with a wild cry, she flung herself

upon the bed, and clasped in her arms the
still, pale figure that, for so many years,
she had loved and honoured as her
mother.

Mr. Rushmere was kneeling upon the

- floor, his face buried in the coverlid, hold-

ing in his trembling grasp the thin, white
hand that no longer responded to the
pressure.
‘¢ Mother ! dear, blessed mother I’ sobbed
VOL. IIL F |
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Dorothy, ¢ speak to me again. One word,
one little word. You must not leave me
for ever without your love and blessing !”’

“Alas! my child, she cannot, death

has silenced the kind voice for ever,”

groaned the stricken old man. My wife !
my precious wife! I never knew half
your value until now. All that you were,
and have been to me. Oh speak to me,
Mary, my lost darling, smile once more
upon me as in the happy days gone by.
Say that you forgive your Larry for all
that he has said and done amiss. You
were allers an angel of kindness to a stern
husband. I have been a hard man to
you ; but I loved you with my whole heart,
though I could not allers tell you how

dear you were.”

‘¢ She was quite sensible of your affec-
tion, dear father, and would grieve to
hear you reproach yourself; we have all
our faults of temper. Mother made every
allowance for that. She knew how truly °

-
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vou loved her, that your heart was in .
the right place. How did she die ?”

The old man raised his head, and
looked long and fondly on the still calm
face of his dead wife.

¢ Sleeping as you see her there, Doro-
thy, as sweet and peacefully as a little
child.  The Lord bless her. She was
surely one o’ his gentle lambs. She
generally spoke to me when the sun
rose, an’ told me to call up the folk to
their work. About half an hour ago, I
heard her own dear voice call me three
times. ¢ Larry, Larry, Larry! it be time
for thee to wake up out o’ sleep. The
Lord calls upon thee to rise. The night
% far spent, the morning is at hand in
which thou must give to him an account
of the deeds done in the flesh.” I jump
up, all in a cold sweat an’ cries out trem-
bling all over with a deadly fear. ¢Mary,
did’st thee call ” An awful stillness filled
the room. No answer came. The sun

. r 2
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shone right upon the still pale face, an’
told me all. It was a voice from heaven
that spoke, the dear angel had been dead
for hours.”

. Again his heart sank upon the coverlid,
and the strong frame shook with the still
stronger agony that mastered him. Do-
rothy thought it best to leave nature to
deal with him, who is ever the best physi-
cian and comforter of the wounded heart,
while she went to rouse the household,
and take necessary steps to perform the
last sad offices for the dead.

In a few minuates all was hurry and
alarm, as the suddenly aroused inmates

of the house rushed half-dressed into the -

chamber of death.

In vain Gilbert Rushmere tried to lead
his father into -another roomr; the heart-
broken old man resisted every effort to
separate him from his wife. The com-
mon-place condolences of Mrs. Rowly and
her daughter were alike unheeded. It

- A
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was useless to tell him that it was a mer-
ciful release from great suffering, that Mys.
Rushmere dying in her sleep had been
saved the pain and agony of a separation
from her family, or that she was now an

angel in heaven.

but looked upon her death, as far as he
‘was concerned, as the greatest calamity.
A loss so terrible and overwhelming, that
he disdained to ask of heaven fortitude to
bear it, and he drove these Job’s com-
forters out of his room, in the frenzy of
his great sorrow. 7 ,

“Do not torture him,” sobbed Doro-
thy, ‘ with this cruel kindness. However
well meant, his mind is not in a state to
bear it. Leave him alone with his dead
for one little hour, till nature softens his
sorrow with the holy balm of tears. The
shock has been so sudden that his mind
is prostrated with the blow. He will re- .
cover himself when left alone with the

The bereaved old man admitted all t}ii:;j
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beloved. The silent eloquence of that
sweet calm face will do more to restore
him to peace, than all we can say to re-
concile him to his loss.”

Oh, if she had only spoken to me
before she died ;” groaned Rushmere. I
should not feel so bad. I could bear my-
misfortune like a man. If she had only
said in her soft kind voice. ¢God bless
you, Lawrence,’ it would ha’ been some-
thing to think on, in the long lonesome
nights afore me; but she left me - without

a word. How can I sleep in peace in °

my comfortable warm bed, knowing her
to be alone in the cold earth. Oh, Mary !

- my love, my treasure! How can I live

a’ wanting thee.” :

After a pause of some m,i/nutes, he
looked up from the dead wife to his son, who
was leaning against the bed-post, his face .
covered with his sole remaining hand.

“ You may well mourn for your mother,
Gilbert, many- a salt tear she shed for
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you. The g'rief‘\she felt for your cruel
desertion broke down her constitution,
and brought her to this.” '

“ Father, I was not alone to blame,”
said Gilbert, in a hoarse voice. ‘

“Yes—yes, lay the fault on the old
man, he has no one now to take his part,
but that poor lass whose heart he nearly
broke.” |

“ Father,” whispered Dorothy, gently
taking his hand. ¢ Mother forgot and
torgave that long ago. Sheloved you and
Gilbert too well to cherish apimosity
against either. We are all human and
prone to err. If she could speak, she
would tell you to banish all these sinful
heart-burnings, these useless recrimina-
tions, and prepare to follow her to the
better land, where she 'has found peace
and assurance for ever.”

“I will, I will, if so be I cduld only
find the way,” responded Rushmere, with
a heavy sigh. “Oh, God forgive me!
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I am a sinful man. I wish I could follow
her dear steps, for I am a’ weary o’ my life.”
He laid his head upon the pillow beside
his wife, and the tears streamed from his
closed eyelids down his pale cheeks.

“ Cgme;, let us leave him,” said Do-
rothy. ‘“He will feel calmer soon. And
here is dear Mr. Martin, who can better
soothe him in his grief than we can. Obh,

I am so glad you are come,” she whis-
~pered to the good curate, as she followed

the rest of the family from the room.
“He is dreadfully afflicted. Poor old
father, he loved her so much.”

The four days that, intervened between
Mrs. Rushmere’s death and the funeral
were very tryinglto Dorothy. She had to
receive 50 many visitors, and listen to so
many unfeeling remarks and questions
regarding her future position in the Rush-
mere fawnily, put to her with the coarse
bluntness of uneducated people, who could
not realize her grief for the loss of one
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who was not a blood relation. * Was she
going,” they asked, ““to remain at the
farm, or to take service elsewhere?” and
they expressed great surprise that young
Mrs. Rushmere had suffered her to re-
main there so long. Then, she was
asked to give minute particulars regard-
ing the terrible disease of which her foster-
mother had died; of how she bore her
sufferings, what doctor she‘employed, and
what remedies had been applied ? All this
was trying enough to a sensitive mind;
but they went further still, and utterly
regardless of ‘the wounds they were in-
flicting, demanded of the weeping
girl, -“If Mrs. Rushmere had left her
‘anything, and who was to get her
clothes ?”

This important piece of information,
was urged by no less a personage than
Letty Barford, who in company with her
mother-in-law and Miss Watling, called
to look at the corpse. ‘
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“I think Mrs. Rushmere .has done o
enough for her,” said Miss Watling as
they descended the stairs, “keepmg her
for so many years after all the trouble she
has made in the family.” . -
~ This was not said in Dorothy’s hearmg,
but addressed to Mrs. Gilbert and her
mother, to whom the party were offering
their condolence.

“These interlopers are always a
nuisance in families,” said Mrs. Rowly.
¢ This Dorothy Chance is a good enough
girl, but my daughter will be very glad
to get rid of her. , It does not do to have
two mistresses in a house, and she has
been used to have her own way in every-
thing.”

“It was but natural,” suggested the
elder Mrs. Barford.  She was more than
‘a daughter to them, and it must have
been trying to Dorothy to give up the
place she had held for so many years,
with such credit to herself, to strangers.
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I pity her with all my heart; when
‘does she leave you Mrs. Gilbert?”

“ As soon after the funeral as possible.
It is only on the old man’s account that
I allowed her to remain here so long.
She is the only creature in the house
that can manage him, but it is high
time that all this should be, put a stop
to.” ' ‘
“You are perfectly right, Mrs. Gilbert,”
cried Miss Watling. “1I think you have
shown great forbearance in tolerating the
presence of such a dangerous person in
the house so long. While she was kept in
* her place as servant of all work, it was all
very well; but since the Earl has taken
her under his especial patroilage, “there
- is no bounds to her assumption and in-
solence. Would you believe it, ladies, he
is paying for her education, and is actually
having her taught to play upon the
_piano.” ’ ‘

“ Strange, that we never heard a word -
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of this before,” cried both the ladies in
a breath. “Is she his mistress’?”

“ That’s the inference which most people
have drawn from such strange conduct
on his part,” and Miss Watling shrugged
her shoulders significantly.

“I don’t believe a word of it,” cried
the elder Mrs. Barford. “I heard just
now, that Dorothy was going to live with
Mrs. Martin, and she is too good a

.~ woman to tolerate such doings in her

house.” :

““Tt-is an easy thing for a man of Lord
“Wilton’s rank and wealth to bribe people
to hold their tongues,” sneered Miss Wat-
ling. ¢Itis nothing to me what she is,
I shall never give my: countenance to a
pérson of doubtful character, and one
80 every way-my inferior. It is a good -
‘thing for you, Mrs.. Gilbert, that it has
pleased God to take'the old woman, or this
_artful g1r1 might make mischief between

. you and your husba?d/ D
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-~

“Oh mé.igrm, I have no fears on that

“head,” replied Sophia tartly. “1I am not
afraid of such a mischance. I saw very
“little of Mrs. Rushmere, and considering
the nature of her complaint, I think her
death a happy release; and if tlte old man
were to follow his wife, it would not
break my heart—"’ '

¢ Sophia, you shou]d not speak your

mind so freely,” said her mother shaking.

her head. *¢ But indeed, ladies, my daugh-
. tef has been treated with so little respect
by the whole family, that you must not
wonder at her indifference at the death of
a mother-in-law, who hardly said a civil
thing to her since she came into the

house. . Of course it was the interest of -

this girl, Chauce, to set the old folk against

us, in the hope, which I have every reason -

to believe she éntcrtainéd, that t-liey
would leave her all -their personal pro-
perty.”’ ' : '

~ “ Has the old woman left her a legacy P
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demanded Letty, with breathless interest.

“ Not a thing. Her sudden death pre-
vented that. The old man wanted to give
her all his wife’s clothes and some of the
fine linen, which he said belonged to
Dorothy ; but Sophia lifted up her voice
against it, and the creature refused to
accept the least thing, when she found
that she could not get all.” ’

¢ Just like such domestie sneaks,” cried
Miss Watling. “TI am so glal she was
disappointed. It will serve as a warning
to others like her.”

Shaking hands with Mrs. Gilbert in the
most affectionate manner, and hoping
that they would soon become excellent
friends, Miss Watling and the two Bar-
fords took ‘their leave, all but the elder
of.the twain, delighted with Mrs. Rowly
and her daughter, whom Miss Watling
pronounced, a very sweet, lady-like young
person.

Until the morning appointed for the

sttt s
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funeral, the poor old yeoman had confined
himself entirely to his own room, beside

the coffin which contained the mortal.

remains of his W_ifc." On that morning,
however, he rose early; washed his pale,
bagoard face, and shaved himself, and put
on with unusual care, the mourning suit
his son had provided for the melancholy
occasion. Kissing with reverence the cold
brow of his wifte, he screwed down the lid
of the coffin with his own hauds, ‘ that
no one,” he said, “should see her again,

or rob-him of that last look. It was now -

“time for him to gird up his loins and act
like a man.” .

Dorothy hearing him stirring, brought-

up his breakfast, for he had tasted nothing
but bread and water for the last four days,
and she knew that he must be weak and
faint from his long fast. She found him
standing behind the closed curtains of the
window, looking mournfully into the court
below. At the sound of the light well

B
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known footsteps, he turned to her and held
out his hand. Dorothy threw her arms
about his neck, and for some minutes they
mingled their tears together. At léngth,
rousing himself, Rushmere placed his
large hand upon, her bent head, and
solemnly blessed Her. ,

“Dolly,” he said, “Dolly, my dear

_child, had I only known the woman that

now fills the place in this house that you
ought to have held, I would ha’ seen my
right hand struck from my body afore I
would ha’ refused my consent to your
marriage with Gilbert. I ha’ been pun-
ished, terribly punished for my folly and
sin, ever since yon deceitful woman came

into my house to lord it over me and

mine. Night and day I hear Mary’s
voice, repeating to me over an’ over
again, the words she said to me on that
sorrowful morn that Gilly first left his
home, an’ I turned you out friendless
upon the piriless world. You, who I
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ought to ha’ protected to the last hour o’
my life. ¢ Larry, as a man sows, so must
he reap.” Oh, my daughter, what sort o’
a crop am I likely to reap with these
women when you be gone ?”’

“They will be kinder to you, father,
when I am away.”

“ Not a bit, not a bit. It is not in their
natur, child. People cannot act agen
natur. The only thing that reconciles me

- to my Mary’s death, is, that she will not"

have to put up with their evil tempers,
and that you, Dolly, will be removed from
their malice.”

¢ Dear father, don’t vex your mind with
anticipating troubles; they always come
soon enough without opeh'ing the door to
call them in. Come with me into the
neft room and eat a bit of breakfast.
You have been fasting too long, and look
as weak as a child. I have cooked the
steak with my own hands that you might
have it nice.”

VOL. I11. ' . .G
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“ Ay, Dolly, you wor allers a first-rate
hand at miaking good cheer. You Lunnon
fine lady wu'd starve a body with her
dirty ways.” |

“Don’t think of her, father,” said Do-
- rothy, leading him by the hand like a

child into the adjoining room, where she
had a small table neatly spread, and his
breakfast all ready. ¢ You must do jus-
tice to my cooking. It is the last meal
your poor Dolly will ever cook for you in
the old house.”

“Oh, that it wor the last a’ would ever
“want to eat,” sighed Rushmere, wiping
his eyes, and consenting to partake of the
meal so temptingly spread before him.

After moving the dishes, Dorothy en-
treated him to go down stairs, and take a-
turn in the open air, to revive him after
his confinement in the close atmosphere
of the death-chamber. But this the old
man could not be persuaded to do.
I wu’d not ha’ minded, Dorothy, had
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the day been wet.” And he looked sadly
toward the window, where the gay sun-
beams were glancing through the closed
white drapery, “but such a fine morn as
this, wi’ the birds singing gaily, as if they
_never knew sorrow or care, an’ the blessed
‘beams o’ the young sun laughing in the
glistening drops o’ dew, an’ all things o’
God’s making, but man, looking so bright
and cheery, just maddeng me wi’ gricf, to
think that my Mz;ry will never look upon
this beautiful world again. It doth seem
grievous to the wounded heart, that
natur is allers happy; an’ to-day I can’t
-stazld the smile on her gladsome face; it
wuN comfort me to see it covered up in
storm and cloud. You know the old say-
ing, Dolly, ¢Happy is the cquse that the
rain rains on.’”’ »

If there was any truth iif“the old rhyme,
" Lawrence Rushmere’s wish was gratified.
The beautiful morning rapidly clouded
over, and just as the funeral procession

¢ 2
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left the house, the storm burst over the
melancholy train in awful thunder-claps,
accompanied by floods of rain. Kvery
one was, drenched and looked uncomfort-
able, but the chief mourner. He held up
his sad, pale face to the pitiless shower,
as if its.desolating progress was in unison
with his own sad heart ; nor did the tem-

pest abate its fury until the sods were
" piled upon the narrow bed which sepa-

rated him from the love of his youth.




CHAPTER V.
THE FALSE ACCUSATION.

OROTHY was not sorry to leave the
old homestcad. All the old associa-
tions that had endeared it to her, and
surrounded its gloomy walls ‘with an at-
mosphere of love, were broken up or
changed so completé]y, that she could no
lonzer recognize them. Even the joyous -
bark of old Pincher, rushing forth to greet
"~ her, on her return from church or market,
“had been silenced,” oh, how cruelly. She
.could not bear to recall the treachery
* that had robbed her of an humble, faithful
friend. } o
I cannot recognize the presence of
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God in this place, as I once did,” she
thought, ‘where every word spoken to
me is a provocative to evil,ito do as th(}y

do, not to do as I would be done by. /I
have daily prayed to be delivered from
evil, and kept from temptation, and have
too often yielded to the snares laid to en-
trap my soul. It is hard to dwell with

- the scorner, and escape free from contam-

ination.”

She was just cording her trunk, ready
for its removal to the parsonage, when
Mrs. Gilbert suddenly entered the attic.

“T wish to look‘into that- trunk before
vou take it away.”

“May I ask why, Mrs. Gilbert Rush-
were ?”’ '

“To see that you have taken nothing
but what belongs to you.”

¢ Certainly, if you are mean enough to
suspect me of such baseness,” and the
hot blood rushed into Dorothy’s cheeks,
and her dark eyes flashed with a bright
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light, that made the cold flaxen haired
woman recoil before them. But hold,”
she cried (as Mrs. Gilbert laid her hand
on the trunk,) “I shall not give you the
key, except in the presence of cbmpetent
witnesses, lest the heart that conceived
such an insult should belie me also.”

Springing .down stairs, and scarcely
feeling them beneath her feet, she en-
countered Gilbert in the hall.

“Come with me upstairs, Mr. Gil-
bert.” =

“Dorothy, what ails you? Why are
you so dreadfully excited? Have you
seen anything?” He had heard of her
encounter with the supernatural on the
heath, and for a moment was possessed
- with the idea that she had seen the appari--
tion of his mother.

“ It is no risen angel,” cried the ex-
cited girl, “but a human fiend! I want
you to see. Follow me, Gilbert, if you
“ever loved me, and vindicate m§ honout.”
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Alarmed, for he had never seen Dorothy
in such a passion before, and anxious to
learn the cause of her distress, he followed

“her swift footsteps into the attic, where

he found his wife still standing beside the
half-corded trunk, tapping the floor with.
her foot, and humming the tune of a

‘country dance.

She smiled disdainfully, as Dorothy put
the key into Gilbert’s hand. |

‘“ Here is the key of my trunk; vnll you
please to open it, and empty the contents
upon the floor ¢’ T

 What for Dorothy ? you amaze me—
what have I to do with it ?” -

“To satisfy the suspicions of that

woman, I cannot call her lady, the lie

would choke me. She has demanded the

inspection of its contents, lest I should -
leave the home of my childhood, on the
night of my beloved mother’s funeral, with
stolen goods in my possession.”

At the mention of Mrs. Rushmere’s
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name, who had so loved and trusted her,
the hot fire of anger was quenched, and
she turned so faint, she had to lean against
the low wall of the attic, for support.

“What a fine piece of acting,” sneered
Soplna, “1t’s a pity the 0'111 had not been
brought up for the stage.’

“Is it possible, Mrs. Rushmere,” and
Gilbert looked and spoke sternly, that
you can have disgraced yourself and me
in  this oﬁtragébus manner, and cruelly

insulted a noble girl, whose shoe latchet
/ you are not worthy to unloose.” '

““Open‘the trunk. Don’t talk in that
style to me; I have my doubts as to this
fineyoung lady’s honour, and I don’t mean
to leave the room until they are satis-
fied.” '

‘ Mr. Gilbert, do what she requires, or,
after I am gone, she may accuse me of
theft, when I am not here to defend my
character.”

“ That cannot be recovered, that was
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lost long ago,” said the cold-hearted
woman. ~
_Gilbert reluctantly opened the trunk,

~and his wife, cooly kneeling down upon .
“the floor, proceeded to toss over its neatly

arrancred contents ; presently she “dived

‘down among the clothes, and, qulck]y

withdrawing her hand, *held up two silver.

~ table spoous.

““Who do these belong to?’ she cried
with a laugh of fiendish triumph. -

“They are not mine,” said Dorothy,
trembling from head, to foot. ¢ They were
never placed there by me.” '

*“ Oh, of coursenot. Every thief is honest

till they are found out. I suppose you .

never saw these spoons before.”

“T have' cleaned them a thousand

times,” said Dorothy calmly, for she saw
that she was in her enemy’s power.
“ They were on the dinner table to-day.

“ I have not seen them since. In what

manner you have contrived to produce

T
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them out of my trunk, God only knows.
This I can declare in His holy presence,

~ - that I never placed them there.”

“You need not assert your ipnoéence,
Dorothy,” replied Gilbert, who had seen
an expression on his wife’s face that
convinced him that she was the incendiary.

I know you too well to believe you

guilty for a moment.” .
~“That’s all very fine, Lieutenant Rush-

_mere, but facts aré stubborn things. I

<o
gy

like to unmask hypocrisy, I would there-

_fore thank you to send one of the men to

town for a constable, to convey this virtu-

- ous, honest Miss Chance to jail.”

“I want farther conviction of her
having committed an act deserving
such rigorous measures,” said_Gilbert.

| “ What farther do. you need? This is
\———-ne-case of circumstantial evidence. You

have the proofs in your hand. Do you
‘think, sir, that I would condescend to
deceive you ?”’ v
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““%S death ! Madam,” cried Gilbert in a .
t'éweri;ng pasdion, “it would mnot be the
first time;” and, still keeping the Spoons
which he had taken from her in his han‘d,
he. went to” the dpor and called Martha
Wood. The girl came up stairs on hear-

ing her mastee’s voice. He went into the
- “*Passage to meet her, so that no eye tele-

graphing could take place between her and
her mistress. _

¢ Martha, did you wash the two large
silver gravy spoons after dinner ?”

“Yes, sir. What do you want with
them #” .

‘ That’s nothing to you. Did you put
them into the plate-box ?”

““No, sir, I gave them to Mrs. Gilbert :
she said she wanted them for a particular

~ purpose. I need not be so nice in clean-

ing them, she said she would have a
good joke to tell me about them before
night.”

“ Woman, do you hear what this girl-
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says P’ asked Gilbert, stepping back into
the room. “ Who deserves to be sent to
prison now #”’

His wife only answered by recommen-
cing the same tune in a louder strain,
as she glided snake like from the room.

“Oh, my God, I thank thee!” said
Dorothy, raising her clasped hands.
“ Thou hast delivered me from a doom far
worse than death!” Taking Gilbert’s
sole remaining hand, ‘she pressed it
warmly between her own. ¢ How shall I
thank you, dear brother, for saving your
poor orphan s1ster from disgrace and
ruin P’

¢ Remember me in your prayei’s;;Doro-
thy. T can no longer pour out my heart
to you, as in the old happy days, when
we were all the world to each other; but
there is no sin in asking you to pray for
e, a disappointed and most -unhappy

bR

man.

He left the room, and Dorothy’s lips

’
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quivered, and tears again welled up in her
eyes, as she caught a half smothered
moan, that told more than words could
do, the bitter anpuish that was eating out
his heart. ,
She found the old man moping on the
stone bench in the court-yard, his head
bowed upon his hands, his face completely.
hidden by the snow-white locks that fell )
over it in tangled confusion—the beautiful
silky hair of which his wife had always
been so proud, which she loved to brush
over her fingers, before he went to church

or market. Who washere to take pride
in the handsome “0ld ¥ 1" now P Gilbert
had - grown reserved and shy; there
seemed little confidence or affection be-
Jfween the father and son. Dorothy’s
- heart bled for the lonely old man, left so
desolate and uncared for in his heavy
affliction. - ‘

““ Good-bye, dear father, don’t fret
yourself ill; I shall see you at church
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every Sunday, and we can bave a nice
walk together after service on the com-
‘mon, to talk over the good old times. -
You will be sure to come, won’t you ?”’

“Yes, my darling, if only to see her
grave. I know you can’t bide here, Doro-
thy, that woman would be the death of us
both: But if I wor sick or dying, would
you come and nurse the old man who used
" you soill¥”

“Yes, that I would; if Mrs. Gilbert
were to bar the door in my face, I would
climb in at the window. But, cheer up,
father, God is good, there may be many
happy days in store for you yet. You
must try and live for my sake.”

She put the white locks back from the
old man’s ample forehead, and, kissing
him tenderly, went her way without
casting a backward glance on the old
house. o

Before we follow Dorothy to the
pleasant home of her friend, Mrs. Mar-
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tin, ‘we will step into Mrs. Gilbert Rush-

mere’s chamber, and hear what is passing
there. ‘

When, detected by her husband in her
design to ruin ’Doroﬁ]xy, she had borne the
exposure of her cruel treachery with an
air of insolent nonclml‘mce, and left the
room singing—a commgp artifice with low-
bred people, who attempt to hide their
malignity by an affectaiion of gaiety and
perfect indifference. The snake hisses
before he strikes his vietim, perhaps. to
give him timely warning to make his es-
cape. The human snake hisses to hide
its disappointment, that it has shown its

“fangs in vain. .~

It was terrible when alone to witness
the rage that disfgured the countenance
of Sophia Rushmere when she found her-
self baffled in her cold-blooded treachery.
The tune was changed to curses loud and
deep, and threats of vengeance against
the innocent object of her jealous hatred.

o

«®
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She rated Martha Wood in no measured
_terms for the defeat :of her well laid plot.
That individual answered her with cor-
responding insolence.

“How should I know what you were
after with the spoons ? If you had told
me, I could have sworn that I' saw
Dorothy steal them. What’s the use of
making a mystery about your doings to
me? I should think I knew too much
about your affairs before your marriage
for that.” ‘

“But you must have been very obtuse,
Martha,” said her mistress, softening
down, ““mnot to percewe what I had in
hand.”

I should, if I had got a sight of iyour
face. In the manner that Mr. Gilbert
stood in the open doorway, I did not see
that you werein the room until the blunder

~ was out.”
\ “Do you know what he said about it
after I left P . ‘

VOIL. 111, H
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“No, but I saw Dorothy go up to him
and take his hand, and he bent down and
kissed her. I saw that through a crack in
the door!” ‘ o

¢ The shameless wretch !’ cried Sophy,
stamping with passion.h “But for your
folly, T should have had her transported.
Than’ God ! she’s gone. T have got her
out of the house at last, and I'll take good -
care that she never comes into it again.”

«“ She is too near at hand, I should
think, Mrs. Gilbert, for your -peace. If
your husband is as fond of her, as I hear
folks say, that he once was, it is a very

“easy matter for them to meet on that

lonely heath, even in broad day, and no
one be a whit the wiser.”

The artful girl was heaping fresh fuel
on the fire she bad kindled in the breast
of her weak employer, and when she had
nearly maddened her with her base insinu-
ations, she went away laughing at her as
a consummate simpleton.
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Mrs. Rushmere did not go to bed. She
sat up nursing her wrath, and- wait-
ing for her husband. The venom of
Martha’s poisoned arrows was rankling in
her breast. She considered herself the
-injured party now, and no longer dreaded
the indignant expréssion of his displeasure
" at-her conduct to Dorothy. She would
begin the battle first, accuse him of infi-
delity, and bear him down with a totrent
of words. R

Following out this idea, a ferrible scene
of mutual recrimination took place between
the husband and wife, which ended, as
. such scenes generally do, in ‘total alie-
nation on his part, and frantic jealousy
on her’s. ’

Gilbert Rushmere had endeavoured to
make the best of a bad bargain, and
though he could not respect the woman -
who had tricked him into making her his
-wife, he had treated her with more consi-
deration and kindness than she deserved.

B 2
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The consé‘i'&?usness of having marriéd
her for money, involved a moral sense of
degradatioﬁ, which made him more lenient
in his judgment, of the deceit practised
against him; for had it not been mutual,
he could not blame her without in-
cluding himself in the same condemna-
tion. ’

For a long time he listened in silence
to her maddening speeches, trusting that |
the heat of her passion would wear -out,
that her tongue would grow tired with con-
tinual motion, and that, not meeting with
any opposition, she would give it up as
a useless task, and go to sleep. He was
fully aware of her weakness, but not of
her obstinate strength of will.

¢ Sophia,” he said, when utterly wearied
with her reproaches for imaginary injuries,
 after the disgraceful scene this afternoon
in the attic, it would be wiser in you to
hold your tongue andqg‘o to sleep. If you
wish me to retain any affection for you,

e




THE FALSE ACCUSATION. 101

let me never have a repetition of such
- conduct again.”

I shall not keep silence, sir, because
you dare to tell me to hold my tongue.
I shall speak when I please, and as I
please, without asking your leave.”

“Well, don’t expect me to Aisten to
such nonsense. My heart is overwhelmed
with grief for the death of a dear mother.
You surely take a strange time to distress
me witlf' your foolish and groundless jea-
lousy.”

“ And you to show your preference for

that vile woman, that hired mistress of.

")

your patron, Lord Wilton
- “Good heavens ! Sophia, what do you
mean P’ :

“] mean what I say, what all the
world knows but yourself. - Do you think
that I will condescend to be placed below
this infamous creature in my husband’s
estimation, to be told that I am not
worthy to untie her shoes. You don’t
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know Sc.)phia Rowly, if you can imagine
thgt I will submit to such an indignity for
a moment. I, who was born a lady, re-
ceived the education of a lady, and was
always treated as such, until I became
the wife of Gilbert Rushmere, the son of
an ignorant illiterate tiller of the soil.”
 Who has given you a home when you
had none, madam, when the debts you
dishonestly incurred during my absence

_had made beggars of us all. This illiterate

tiller of the soil made you mistress of his
house, and placed you at the head of his
table ; and this is the way you abuse his
generosity. It was an evil day for him,
and those dear to him, when your foot
crossed his threshold.” -

“You would rather have seen Dorothy
Chance at-the head of the table ?”

- ““She” would be the ornament of -any
table. You cannot make me believe the
vile scandals propagated against Dorothy -

- by such women as Nancy Watling. They -
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are just as true, madam, as your accusa-
tions against her this afternoon, when
nothing would appease your hatred to this
beautiful girl, but sending her to prison,
or getting her transported. It was mur-
der, however you may disguise the fact;
and in perjuring your soul to ruin hers
you dared the wrath of God to damn
yourself.” '

“ Fine language, this, to address to
your wife,” said Sophy, cowering before
her husband’s withering and contemptuous
glancé.
~ “You deserve it !” he cried, in a voice
of thunder.

“1I scorn it

‘”

she returned, with a -
faint laugh, and pointin‘g at him with her
finger. i
“It is time, Sophia, that you and I
. came to an understanding,” said Gilbert,
becoming suddenly calm. < If you mean
to persevere in this line of conduct, we
must part !”
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“The sooner the better !” she said in
the same taunting tone, though inwardly
terrified lest he should carfy out his un-
looked-for proposal ; for, cold and selfish
as she was, she entertained for him a
passion that shed a vivifying heat into her
toi‘pid nature; it would have been love,
had she been capable of the devotion and
self-sacrifice that are the leading charac-
teristics of that glorious sentiment. She
saw the gulf that yawned at her feet, but
was too obstinate to yield. Gilbert now
spoke in a more earnest and decided
manner. o

““ Sophia, do you really mean what you i

-say P’ There was something in the look

and manner that was startling ; he, at any
rate, meant what he said. She would not
retract, but remained obstinately silent.
« Will you answer me ”’

“ Can you give me a separate mainten-
ance P’ she sobbed out at length. * Will you
turn me and my mother out to starve ?”’
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This difficulty had not occurred to him
before. It was insurmountable. He had
no means but what he derived from his
father, and though as perfectly divorced
in affection as the sanction of a legal
~tribunal could have effected, he was
compelled, by a dire necessity, to wear
the chain that avarice and ambition had
rivetted.

They might henceforth sleep in the
same bed, eat from the same board, and
in public act towards each other as hus-
band and wife, but they were as much
divided in heart and confidence as if the
wide ocean flowed between them. Gilbert
kept his own ‘secret. Sophia Rushmere
gave hers to Martha Wood, who told it,
as a greater secret, to Mrs. Rowly.
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CHAPTER VI
:LA "PROPOSAL.

DOROTHY felt like a captive long in-
carcerated in prison who has just
got his release, and awakes once more to
life and liberty. A year ago, and she
would have considered it impossible for
her to feel glad at leaving Heath Farm,
or any place that Gilbert Rushmere called
his home. Gilbert she had ceased to re-
spect, and where he was could no longer
be a home for her. .
She pitied him because he was miser-
able, but he had brought his sufferings
upon himself in a manner that she could

" mneither excuse nor justify, and her com-
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passion was of that mixed sort that made
ber feel ashamed of its object.

The insults she had received from his
wife were still rankling in her breast ;
their low, base character made them un-
endurable to a -sensitive mind, and she
- thought less of her former lover when
associated with this woman whom he had
accepted in her place for six thousand
pounds. His bargain would have been a
dead loss to him at treble that sum. He
had ventured his all upon it, and had lost
everything which makes life desirable : the -
love of a true heart, his own self-respect,
and the fair prospect of domestic happi-
ness. Dorothy felt it painful to witness
his degradation, and the situation in which
she had been placed precluded any at-
tempt on her part to elevate his mind, and
inspire hopes of a more exalted nature.
She had a sad foreboding that this false
step, though the first, was not likely to
be the last, in a rapid downward career.
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What better could be expected from con-
stant association with such a partner as he

.~ had chosen ?

The mother, whose loss at that moment
was pressing heavily ‘on her heart, to
‘whom Gilbert had always been an earthly
idol, had been mercifully taken from the
evil to come, and, much as Dorothy had
loved her, she no longer wished to recall
her to life, to preside over a home that
Mrs. Gilbert’s temper would render a
domestic hell - 7

Dorothy was thankful for her emancipa-
tion from that house of misrule. She

- breathed more freely in the fresh air, and

her heart once more expanded to the
genial influences of nature. The evening
was warm and balmy after the thunder-

- storm, and the golden sunset shed upon

wet leaves and dewy grass a glory as from
heaven.. The birds sang in the glistening
bushes by the roadside, and the air was

rife with delicious odours; as if an'angel
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~had scattered his censor over the re-
baptized earth.
The holy tranquillity of the scene chased
away the dark shadows that, like spirits
of evil, had been brooding for several
weeks upon her mind, thoughts which
were not of heaven, the remembrance of
all those injuries that had been heaped
‘upon her, making her angry and resentful,
“and anxious that her tormentors might be
. paid in their own coin.

Nature’s vesper song to her Creator,
poured from a thousand warbling throats,
once more attuned Dorothy’s sad heart to
prayer and praise. Her soul fell prostrate
to the earth, the green footstool of His
glorious throne, and was gently raised by
ministering spirits, and lifted towards
heaven.

" Near the parsonage, she met Mrs. Martm/
and the children coming to meet her.
what joy she kissed and embrace
all. What charming little tales

SMawoeos
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to tell her of domestic life. Their rabbits
had multiplied, their pigeons had all ac-
cessions to their families. Harry had dis-
covered that very —morning a nest of
young kittens in the stable, belonging to
Mrs. Prowler, the cat, and they were not
to be killed or sent away, until dear Dolly
had picked out the prettiest for little
Arthur, who was going to name it Dolly,
in honour of their dear friend. Then they
told her that Johnnie had been ill, but
was able to sit up now, and he wanted to
hear all the nice stories she used to tell
‘him, and sing to him his favourite hymns ;
and Dorothy’s weary heart overflowed
with happiness to find herself once more
among faithful and loving hearts.

After having taken her the round of the
garden, to look at all the flowers she had
helped them in sowing and planting, and
pointing out the prettiest blossoms, and
gathering her a choise nosegay, they went
gamboling before her into the house, wild
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with joy that she had come. to live with
them never to go away again.

¢ There is another friend very anxious
to see you, Dorothy,” said Mrs.. Martin,
as they passed the well known study door.
¢ Mr. Fitzmorris arrived by the mid-day
coach.  He looked ill and fatigued, and I
persuaded him to lie down for an hour or
two, until Henry returned from Storby,
where he had to attend a vestry meeting
after poor Mrs. Rushmere’s funeral. I
wonder if he is awake. She gave a low
rap at the door, and Dorothy’s heart
leaped to the sound of the gentle voice
that bade them come in.

“Go and speak to him, Dorothy. The
sight of you will do him good, and help
to dissipate his melancholy.”

At that moment the door opened, and
Gerard received them with his usual frank"
kindness. Dorothy’s black dress informed
him of what had happened. He took her
hand and led her into the room, making

-~

’
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" her sit down in the study chair while he
~ drew his seat beside her.

‘““ My dear friend, I see how itis. You
have lost.tbat excellent mother. I .did
hope I should see her again, and admi-
nister to her the glorious symbols of Christ’s
undying love, before she sank to rest.
God has ordered it otherwise. Did she
suffer much in that last conflict, which all
foolishly dread and shrink from ?”’

“She was spared all its terrors, Mr.
Fitzmorris ; she died in sleep. To judge
from the beautiful serenity of her face, her
waking was in heaven,”

I too have looked on'death since last
we met. In death itself there is nothing
terrible ; it is but the returning wave of

life flowing back to Him, and may be re-

garded as the birth of spirit to its higher
destiny. But oh, Dorothy, the death
that I lament, that I would have given
my own life to avert, was one of such a
painful nature, so sudden, so unlooked,

=
W A
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for, by the dear thoughtless being, who
cared not for his soul, scarcely knew that
he possessed one, that I can feel little 4
hope in his case. Struck down in a
moment in the vigour of manhood; of all
the wasted years of a misspent life, he
could not redeem one hour from time, to
prepare for eternity. It is terrible, heart-
crushing, but it is God’s will, and what
am 1 that I should dare to murmur at a
just decree!”

“But did you ever warn him of his
danger P’ asked Dorothy.

“I have nothing to reproach myself
with on that head. After my own con-
version, I besought him with tears and
prayers, with all the eloquence which con-
viction can give, to turn from the errors
of his ways. He laughed at my enthu-
siasm, and called me a madman and a
. fool, refused to listen to my earnest ap-
peals, and finally shunned my company.
- I'loved him too dearly to be baffled thus.
VOIL. III. “Re g



114 THE WORLD BEFORE THEM.

I wrote constantly to him, and laid my
own heart bare, in the hope of winning
* his, but he refused to answer my letters,
and at length returned them to me un-
opened. I had no other resource left, but
to pray for him. But my prayers have
returned into my own bos&mg&fand my
brother went down to his grave, and
gave no sign. He lived two days after his
acéident, but was never conscious for
a moment.” ’
< It may be better with him than you
‘'suppose,” suggested Dorothy. * Though
unconscious to you, his soul may have
been vividly awake to its spiritual danger ;
and petitions for mercy which he could not .
utter in the hearing of man may have been

heard and answered in heaven.”

“Thank you for that thought, | dear
girl, it is suggestive of some comfort.
The thief on the cross might have been ,
as regardless of his duty to God and' his
fellow men, as my poor brother; yet,
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his petition received a gracious hearing
and a blessed promise. We cannot judge
others as the great Searcher of hearts
judges them. Many a criminal in our
estimation may shine hereafter a gem in
His crown.” ,

There was a pause for some minutes,
and Gerard Fitzmorris continued pacing
the study with rapid steps, so wrapt up.
in his own thoughts, that he had almost
forgotten the figure in black that sat so
pale and still in his easy chair.

¢« Come and take a turn with me in the
open air,” he said, suddenly returning to
her side. * The atmosphere of this place
1s close and stifling, the evening ex- .
cessively warm. I can always think and
speak more freely beneath the canopy
of heaven.”

Dorothy had not removed her bonnet
.and. shawl, and they * strolled out lipon‘
the heath. During their ramble, he made
her recount all that had happened since

12
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Gilbert’s return, and was shocked at the
manner in which she had been treated.

~ “There is only one way to punish such
people,” he said, “to return good for evil.

- It is not only the best, but: the easiest
way, and the peace and satisfaction it
confers, repays the injury a thousand
fold. I have tried it in many instances,
and have experienced its happy results.”

- “It sounds excellent in theory,” said
Dorothy, * but I find it a hard doctrine to
reduce to practice.”

“ Nay, Dorothy, -it is the theory which
18 difficult; for our sinful human nature
with its perverted reason, rebels against
it, the other course being more in unison
with its vindictive feelings, and the
spirit of retaliation by which we are more
or less governed. If, however, we make
the slightest effort on the side of mercy
and forgiveness, the Spirit of God work-
ing with our spirit, makes it not only
easy, but brings with it the utmost peace
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and satis'faétion, verifying even the old
pagan maxim, ‘that virtue is its own
reward.” Our blessed Lord would never
have promulgated a doctrine which could
not be reduced to practice, and which he
carried fully out in his own person.”

“ But then, He was so different from
us.”

“Not while He partook of our mnature.
He was subjected to temptations as great,
or even greater than those that He taught
us by precept and example to shun. If
there had been no conflict with evil, there
would have been no victory. Remember
He fought the battle for us alone and
single handed, without praying for the
legion of angels to assist Him in the awful
struggle. We have not only His example
to help us, but the powerful aid He pro-
mised to all who would take up the cross
and follow Him. Our very weakness con-
stitutes our strength when upheld by'His
saving arm.”



118 THE WORLD BEFORE THEM.

'Aft.er a walk of some minutes in silence,
he said in a more lively manner. ¢ Doro-
thy, you must forgive this cruel woman,
and ohly indulge the God-like revenge of
doing her good for the evil she has done
to you. Take her conduct as a life trial,
and bear it with the courage of a Chris-
tian.” '

¢ T will endeavour to do so,’
Dorothy, ¢and when you are mear to
advise and strengthen me, I do not feel it
so hard to restrain these resentful feelings ;
but, directl'y, I am left to myself, I grow
fierce and angry, and wish that my perse-
cutors may meet with thé punishment they

’ returned

deserve.”

¢ Dorothy !I” said Mr. Fitzmorris, stop-
ping and looking earnestly into her face.
“ Will you answer me truly, a simple and
straightforward question ?’ His com-
panion looked up with a wondering
smile. “ Would you like to remain always
with me, Dorothy ? Will you be¢ome my
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bosom friend—my faithful counsellor—my
beloved wife, bound to me by that blessed
and holy tie, ‘the love of Christ.” One
Wlth me in heart and purpose, in the bond
of faith and love and charity with all man-
kind. Answer me, Dorothy, fully and
freely, with the beautiful candour which
makes you so charming in my eyes. Can
you love me, as well as you loved Gilbert
Rushmere ?”’

“Yes better than anything on earth ”?
whispered Dorothy, without venturing to
lift her eyes, or wipe away the tears she
was unable to restrain, and sinking into
the arms which were held out to receive
her. I never knew what it was to love
truly, devotedly and with my whole heart
until now.”

“We are one, my own Dorothy, my
beloved, in heart and soul, and hence-
forth I trust for ever,” and he sealed
the contract of their engagement with a
kiss as pure from the dross of passion, as
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the young mother bestows upon her first-
born child.
. ““Oh, Mr. Fitzmorris, I am not worthy
of your love;” sobbed Dorothy. “A
highly connected man like you should
seek out a fitter mate than me.” '
“You should have thought of that
before you gave your sanction to my pro-
posal, little wife.” And the old beautiful
smile lighted up his face. “1Itis too late
to draw back now. If I did not love you
better than the world and its foolish con-
ventionalisms, I should not have asked you
to be mine. I value the gift that God has
bestowed upon me, too highly, to give
it up for the prejudices that belong to °
wealth and caste. You have made me
very happy, Dorothy darling, as little
Henry calls you. Poor little fellow, I am
afraid that he will feel very Jealous of his
big rival.” - -
And Dorothy was happy, too happy to
waste her joy in words. As she leaned
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upon the strong arm of her mnoble pro-
tector, she realized the delightful cons-
ciousness, that she was no longer alone in
the world. ’

The lovers lingered upon the heath
talking over their future prospects, until
the moon rose and shed her melancholy
loveliness on ocean and heath.

They were not to marry until after
Lord Wilton’s return, and Gerard thought
it advisable, that both should write to
him and make him acquainted with their
- engagement. He did not wish it to be
kept secret. He thought that Dorothy’s
claim upon his protection would prevent
unpleasant scandal, silence the foolish
tattling of her former acquaintance, and
conduce to her own peace and comfort.
His character stood too high for his con-
duct to be attributed to base and dis-
honourable motives ; and as his affianced
wife, Dorothy would rise in the estimation
of her worldly neighbours.
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They found Mrs. Martin waiting tea for
them, and wondering what had detained
them so long from the social meal. The
shy, conscious look on Dorothy’s face re-
vealed the mystery, which Gerard wholly
cleared up, when he pleasantly introduced
her to his old friends as his future wife. ‘

“Lady Dorothy Fitzmorris,” said the
curate, rubbing his hands with great glee,
T wish you much joy.”

“The title is rather premature,” re-
turned Gerard, gravely, ¢ though it may
fall to her only too soon. You know,
Henry, that Gallio careth for none of these

things. For the last three years I have . -

been looking for a wife that would answer
Solomon’s description, ¢ A woman whose
price is above rubies,” and I am fully per-
suaded that I have found my ideal in the
dear girl before you. It little matters to
me whether she be a peasant or a princess.
The highest of all titles is comprised in
that of a Christian.”
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¢ Mr. Fitzmorris, I honour you for your
choice!” cried Mrs. Martin, *“and rejoice
at the good fortune of our young friend.”

Dorothy, overwhelmed with the unex-
pected turn that her affairs had taken, sat
with downcast eyes -and averted head, in
order to conceal her quivering lips and
fast-coming tears; yet she was happy, far
too happy to speak, and would gladly
have left the table, to escape observation
and commune with her own heart in the
solitude of her chamber.

Gerard saw her confusion, and in order
to, restore her self-possession, called out
gaily, ‘“I hope, Mrs. Martin, you have
reserved for us a good cup of tea, and
have not been guilty of destroying Henry’s
nerves by giving him the strength of the
pot.” I assure you, I feel viciously hungry
after a long day’s fast, and am not yet
sufficiently spiritualized to live wholly
upon love.” ’
Strangely enough, this speech, which
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was meant to raise Dorothy’s spirits, re-
called forcibly to her memory the conver-
sation between herself and Gilbert Rush-
mere at the stile, when she had rallied
him for saying, in suchvpassionate terms,
“That if she refused to marry him, he
would die of love.” And now she was the
betrothed of another, with a heart over-
flowing with joy and gratitude that she
could never be Gilbert’ls wife, while he
had united his destiny with a woman
whom *he could neither love nor honour,

and was more likely to die the victim of
i . avarice than love. ¢ How inscrutable,”
. she thought, ¢ are the ways of Providence.
" How little human wisdom could predict
such a result.”

Dorothy was no longer. banished from
the sacred study. Gerard insisted on her
;- taking possession of the great leathern
‘ chair, while he composed those heart-
searching sermons that were making his
name known as an eloquent preacher. '
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When absorbed in his own meditations,
the pale, fair-haired priest seemed scarcely
conscious of her presence; but if, by
chance, he encountered her look of devo-
tiopal tenderness, the wonderful eyes
responded with an earnest gaze of love
and peace—their owner sometimes observ-
ing, with a sigh, ‘“ Dorothy, darling, I am
too happy.” Then Dorothy would creep
to his side, or sit down on the stool at his
feet, just to feel the pressure of his large
white hand on her ebon ringlets, and hear
him say, in his rich, deep voice, ‘ God
bless you, my dear girl.”

And when the writing was laid aside for
the day, and she accompanied him in his
visits to the poor and suffering, she en-
joyed with unspeakable delight the walk
over the heath, and the share he allotted
to her in his ministrations of charity.

Poor old Francis died during Mr. Fitz-
morris’ absence, but he still continued his
visits to Hog T.ane, to read and pray with




o T T ST T
AN 2 e N e S

A

z

|

|

i

?.

!
&
3]

y®

126 THE WORLD BEFORE THEM.

its half-heathen inhabitants. He had made
slow progress in the conversion of old
Mrs. Bell, but her grandson, Ben, had
become a reformed chai’act'er, and was a

* monitor in Storby Sunday-school. Speak-

ing of the grandmother, he said :

It was difficult to make any religious
impression upon minds whose feelings and
faculties were deadened and rendered in-
different by age and infirmity. If they do
not seek God in youth or middle life, they
seldom draw near to Him after reaching
the appointed age of man.” '

Returning from one of these parochial
visits, Dorothy reminded ‘her lover of a
promise he had once made to her, of tell-
ing her some of the events of his former
life, and the circumstances that had'led to

- his conversion, and ipduced him to be-

come a minister of the Gospel.

1 am glad you have asked me, Doro-
thy, I feel qu1te in a communicative mood
this evening. You have made me ac-
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quainted with every page in your short
eventful history; it is not fair that you
should be kept in ignorance of mine, un-
interesting as it may appear.”

They sat down upon a sloping bank,
crowned with a screen of tall furze bushes, ‘
among whose honeyed blossoms, bees and
butterflies were holding a carnival. The
sun had not yet set, and his slanting rays
gleaming over the wide heath, obscured
every object with their - golden radi-
ance.

It is a shame to turn our backs upon
that glorious sunshine,” said Dorothy,
“but my eyes are dazzled and blinded by
excess of light.”

“ What a type of the beautiful but falla-
cious visions of youth,” said- Gerard,
“when we behold everything through
a false medium, coloured by fancy to suit
our own taste. Truth lies af the bottom
of the picture, like the ragged landscape
that the golden sunset hides from our’
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view. While attracted by the brilliancy
of his'beams and building castles among
the clouds, we forget the barren soil and
the bare rocks beneath our feet. Mine is
no tale of romance, gentle wife, though T
have been a great dreamer in my day,

- but one of sad reality; and that I may

avoid trespassing too much upon your
patience, I will endeavour to be as brief

~ as possible.”




CHAPTER VII.
A CONFESSION.

B Y father, Colonel Gerard Fitzmor-

ris, was brother to Sir Thomas,
the father of the present Earl of Wilton.
Gerard was many years younger than his
brother; a large family having died be-
tween their respective births. He held the
rank-of colonel in the army, and served
- the whole of the American War of Inde-
pendence, and had gained the reputation
of a brave and dxstlncrmshed officer. After -

the termination of the struggle, he _re:.” g

‘turned to England, and married Lady
Charlotte Granville, sister to the Lady
Dorothy Fitzmorris: "These beautiful and
ovop. mn K "
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accomplished women, were the only child-
ren of the late Earl of Wilton.

“ This was an excellent match for my
father, in the common parlance of the
world ; but was one entirely of conven-
ience on his part. He was a handsome
dashing soldier, and was held in great
esteem by men of his own class, who con-
sidered him the model of a perfect gen-
tleman and a leader in the ranks of fashion,

- where he shone as a star of the first mag-

nitude. In short, he was one of those
easy-going reckless men, who are known
among their companions as excellent
fellows. Men, whose hearts are in the
right place, who spend their money freely
and are only enemies to themselves. They -
may drink, and swear, and gamble, and
br ak - God’s commandments with im-
punity ; drawing others into the same mad-
dening vortex by their vile example; but
the world, for which they live, excuses all

their faults. They “are of it, have sworn -
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allegiance to it body and soul, and as long
as they retain wealth and influence, it
will continue to make idols of them.

“ Colonel Fitzmorris, in addition to all
these conventional advantages, possessed
the act of pleasing in an eminent degree,
and was admired and courted by the other
sex as the beau ideal of manly beauty and
élegance. Doubtless it was these external
graces that captivated and won the heart
of my mother. |
~ “ People wondered that the proud Earl
should give his consent to the marriage of
his daughter, with a man of moderate for-
tune and dissipated habits; but she was
the child of his old age, the sole fruit of
a second marriage; another ‘petted idol
of his heart.- From a baby she had been
* used to have her own way, and the doating
father could not withstand her passionate

appeals to his parental 'aﬁ'ecl:ion, to be
" allowed to marry the man. of her. own
choice. o

K 2
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“ The Earl, in this case, appears reluc-
tantly to have yielded to her wishes; and
delayed the marriage until after she had
attained her majority ; hoping that time
and the gaieties of London would divert

‘Aher affections from my father, and concen-
trate them upon a more eligible object.
She, however, remained firm to her
attachment, and their marriage was cele-
brated with unusual magnificence. A
prince of the blood royal gave away the

bride, who inherited a fine fortune from -

her ‘mother, which, I fear, was the sole
inducement my father had in making her

' his wife.

“My poor deceived mother, I have
every reason to believe, was passionately,
fond of her husband; but retiring in her
habits, she lacked the art to secure the

. affection of a man of the world, and such

a general lover as Colonel Fitzmorris
“was known to be. , c
« She was his legal wife, but not the
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mistress of his heart. In public he treated
her with marked attention and politeness,
which he considered due to a woman of
her rank; in private she was neglected
altogether, or regarded with cool indiffer-
ence; and having no inclination for the
ostentatious show of a life spent in public,
my dear mother passed most of her time
~in the country with her infant somns, at
the Dbeautiful seat which had  formed a
part of her noble dower.

“ While she continued to love my
father, his conduct must have occasioned
her great anguish of mind. A faithful
female attendant has since informed me
that’ most of her solitary nights were
spent in tears. After every tender feeling
had 'been torn and estranged, and indif-
ference succeeded to love, she, unfortu-
nately, transferred the affections which
had -never been reciprocated by her faith-
less partner, to a man who, had she kpown
previous to her ill-starred marriage, would
_have been wori:hy of her love.
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¢ General Halstead commanded the bri-
gade in which my father was colonel, and
was a constant visitor at the house. He
was a man in middle life, with a fine,
gentlemanly presence, frank, brave, and
independent, had read and travelled much,
and could talk well on most subjects. He

- was very kind to us boys, and we both

loved him, for we saw a great deal more

of him than of our father, who never

kissed or played with us as General Hal-
stead did.
“But to hasten a sad story. General

. Halstead sought and won the heart my

father had trampled and spurned, and my
mother eloped with her seducer to France.
I have often since wondered how she
could leave her two young sons, who were
rendered worse than orphans by her rash

desertion.

“1 can just remember my mother. _She

- was always gentle and kind to Francis

and me. We so seldom saw our father

i i B R
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that we loved her with the most ardent
affection. I recollect the fatal night of
her departure as well as if it were but
yesterday. The weather. was July, and
oppressively warm, and Mrs. Starling, the
nurse, put us early to bed, that we might

not disturb Lady Charlotte, who was

dressing to go to a large party, she said,
¢ and could not play with us that night.’
“I was a nervous, irritable boy. I
could not sleep for the heat, and lay
awake watching the moon, ‘and the
strange. shadows thrown by the vine-
leaves that encircled the window, upon
the white curtains of my bed. AtlastI
grew frightened by the grotesque shapes,

- which my too active imagination endowed
with life and motion, when the summer.
breeze from the open window stirred the

drapery.

4“':I began to cryfﬁitebus]y.
« A figure gtded into the room, and sat
down beside me on the bed. It was my

W
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mother. She was dressed for a journey,
and wore a dark cloth riding habit, and a
broad black velvet hat and white feathers.
She was a tall, elegant-looking woman,
more remarkable, I have been told, for her
exquisite form than for her face. She
was, if anything, too fair, with dark blue
eyes and flaxen hair like my own. She
used to call me her dear, white-headed

boy, and congratulate herself on my being .

a Granville—her maiden name—and not a
Fitzmorris. That night she looked very
pale and sad, and seen in the white moon-
light, appeared more like a ghost than a
creature of warm flesh and blood.

‘¢ What ails my darling boy ?* she said,
and .took me out of the bed into her lap,
pressing me tightly to her breast, and

kissing the tears from my wet cheeks.

“<] am afraid, mamma.’ I trembled
and looked timidly towards the curtains.

¢ Afraid of what? and her eyes fol-
lowed mine with a startled expression.

S




-

A CONFESSION. 137

‘¢ Of those things dancing on the bed
curtains. Don’t you see the black, ugly
creatures, mamma ?’

“<They are only shadows; they cannot
hurt you, Gerard.’ |

“<Oh, yes, they can. They are coming

for me. Don’t let them carry me away.’
I clung to her, and hid my face in her
bosom. ¢OL, do stay with me, dear
mamma, until I go to sleep! Don’t leave
me alone I’ ‘

I felt her warm tears falling fast over

my face. She kissed me over and over

again, then tried to lay me down quietly
in the bed. I did pot want to go to bed,
and I flung my arms round her neck, and

“held her with desperate energy.

¢ DOP’t go! If you love me, mamma,
don’t go !’

¢ ¢I must go, my dear boy.’

R What to-night, mamma !’

e Yes to-mght the carmage is Walt-
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“Her lips quivered, she wrung her
hands with an impatient gesture. ‘Don’t
ask any more questions, Gerard, I am

- going a long journey with a friend. Now

lie down like a good boy, and go to
sleep.’ _

“¢And when will you come .back ¥’

“She was ,weeping passionately, and
didn’t answer.

¢ To-morrow ?’

¢ She shook her head.

¢ ¢ Then take me, too. I will be a good
boy—indeed I will. But don’t go away
and leave me.’ ‘ o

“<I can’t take you, Gerard. Where I
am going, you cannot come.” She tried
to unclasp my clinging arms, but it was

-some time before she succeeded, I held

her so fast.
“<Oh my poor little boys! my poor

o Tittle boys !’ she cried, in an agony of
 grief, as she bent over me and kissed my
. sleeping brother. ‘What a wretch I am

B
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to leave you to the care of such a father.

- Gerard,” she said softly, ‘if I mnever

come back, will you sometimes think
of me, and continue to love your poor
mother ?’ o

“I was growing sleepy, and was too
young to comprehend the terrible truth
concealed by those words. I dimly re-
member; as in a dream, a tall man leaning
over us, and extricating my mother from
my clinging arms.

“¢He is going to sleep, Charlotte,
dearest, you should have spared yourself
this trying scene.’

“¢<How can I live without them,
Charles ?’ she sobbed, and stretched her
arms towards us.

¢ You must now live for me, Charlotte.

~ We have ventured too far to go back.
" Come away, my love, it is time we were
** ‘on board.’

“That was the last time I ever saw
my mother. Before she left the room I
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was asleep, in blissful ignorance of the
great calamity that had befallen me.
. “Though guilty of a terrible crime, I
have never been able to banish her from
my heart—where she must ever remain,
as one of the most beautiful viéions_ of
childhood. |
“Poor, gentle, affectionate, ill-used
mother, with a heart brimful of love and
kindness, how dreadful the conflict must
have been, between duty to a husband -
who never loved her, and fidelity to the
man by whom she was passionately loved.
Terrible must have been‘hiér mental strug-
gles, before she resolved to burst.those
sacred ties asunder, and leave for ever

* the children so dear to her. ’

“Was she more guilty than the -hus-
band, - who in defiance of hls marriage

VOWS, “lived in open adultery withe another o

woman, :on whose children he bestow" -
the parental love heswithheld from those
born in lawful wedlock, wasting the nc-
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ble fortune he obtained through his in-
jured wife among disreputable companions,
in low scenes of debauchery and vice.

fault of the male offender, and lay the
blame solely upon his unhappy . partner;
insinuating- that faults of temper, and 2

- want of sympathy in his tastes and pur-

suits, was most probably the cause of his
cstrangement—unscrupulously * branding
her name with scorn and infamy.

“There is One, however, who Wéighs
1o ‘an equal balance the cause and the
effects produced by it in the actions of men,
who will judge her more leniently. The
merciful Saviour who said to the erring
woman, dragged into His presence to be

" made a public example .and ‘put. to a cruel

death, ¢ Woman where are those thine
accusers P Hath no man condemned thee ?
Neither do I condemu thee, “go and sin
no more.’

L ¢¢ Oh how my bosom thrllled and my

3

—

“The world can always extenuate the
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heart burned within me, when I read
that text seriously for the first time, and _
thought of my poor mother, and was
comforted with the blessed hope that she,
too, might be forgiven.”

Gerard’s voice faltered, and Dorothy
felt the strong frame tremble with emo-
tion, but the stronger will conquered the
human weakness, and he continued :

“ My father’s sense of homnour, in the
world’s acceptation of the term, was
stung by the desertion of his neglected
wife. He learned that the fugitives had
been seen in Paris, and lost no time in
tracing them out. A duel was the result,
in which my father received a- mortal
wound. His body wag brought home and
buried with due pomp in ‘the family vault.
My brother was seven years of age; my- *
self a little chubby boy in frocks and
trowsers, and we had to act as chief
mourners in that melancholy pageant. We
saw the coffin that eontained the mortal
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remains of our father, the once handsome

and admired Colonel Fitzmorris, placed
in due form among the forgotten members
of his ancient house; and after the nine
days wonder was over, he was as much
forgotten by his fashionable associates as
if he -had never been. The night before
my father died by the. hand of the man
who had dishonoured him, he made a will

leaving everything he possessed to my

brother Francis. The settlement made

from my mother’s property on younger

children, alone falling to -my share. As
there were no other younger children, and
the property was considerable, I was
nearly as independeni as my brother.

“We were left to the guardianship of

the Earkof Wilton, who you will remem-
ber was our maternal grandfather. The
brothers Fitzmorris having married two
daughters of that mnoble house, and
females not being excluded from the suc-
cession, Sir Thomas Fitzmorris, the pre-

o
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sent Earl’s elder brother, was the heir
presump’tix"é to the title and estates.

“ Lord Wilton was a cold proud man of
the world, and the slur that my mother’s
elopemert, and subséquent marriage with

~ General Halstead, had ‘cast upon the

family, did not enhance his love for her

children. :
“ He took more to Frank than he did to
me, though he said that he greatly re-

sembled his rascally father. He was a -

handsome dashing boy, with the same
winning popular manners that had con-

_ tributed to the ruin of Colonel Fitzmorris.

Fond of money, but only with the intent

to spend it, from a child he paid great

court to his wealthy grandfather, in the
hope of becoming heir to the immense
private fortune he had the power to be-
stow. In this fortune hunting, Edward
Fitzmorris, the present Earl, was quite as
much interested as my brother, but he
pursued his object with a great deal more
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tact. The Fitzmorrises, though an old
family, and highly connected, were not a
wealthy family, and Captain Fitzmorris
was a younger son, with little more to

1y

.

" depend upon than a very handsome per- S

i

son, and his commission in the army. ~T
‘ He watched us lads with a very jea- »
lous eye, giving us very little cause to
regard him with affection. He was many
_years our senior, his father having married
early, and ours late in life—in fact, he
was a man, when we were noisy boys, not
yet in our teens. It was only during the

holidays that we ever met, as we were sent
to Eton and then to college.
“Itis of no use to tell you, Dorothy,
i of all the thoughts and follies, which too
often mark a schoolboy’s and a student’s
life. Suffice it to say that your grave
Gerard was no better than the rest. A
more frolicsome mischievous imp, never
.drew the breath of life, always in trouble
and difficulties of some sort or another,
~ VOL. III. L
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and when at Oxford, the most daring
leader of the wildest and most reckless
set of young fellows that ever threw away
fortune, health and respectability, at that
famous seat of learning. How little T
thought of religion in those days, still less
of ever mounting a pulpit, or teaching the
poor and ignorant.

“ At twenty-one, I received from my

grandfather a cadetship for India and went
out as a soldier, to fight under the present
Lord Wellington, who was then Sir Arthur
Wellesley.

““ You start, Dorothy. Your future hus-
band a soldier! Tt is pleasant to read
your astonishment in those large won-
dering eyes. I bear the marks of some
hot service too, in sundry ugly scars which
I regarded as badges of honour in those
world-loving days. It was while suffering
severely from one of these wounds, that
I was sent home, to see if my native air
could restore me to health.

s ARAS g A b v e 1 T
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¢ Before leaving India, I determined, if
possible, to obtain an interview with my
mother. I had nevet met her husband,
though I had eagerly sought an oppore
tunity to revenge upon him the death of
my father.

“My mother, I found, had been dead
several months, and her husband had been
appointed to command a division in Spain.
I was terribly disappointed that I could
not shoot this man, who had been the best
and kindest of husbands to the woman he
had led astray from the path of duty, and
was reported as almost mconsolable for
her loss.

“When I returned to England, great
changes had taken place. My grandfather
was dead. My cousin Sir Thomas was
likewise dead, and the present Earl, who
had been for some years. a widower, had
come in for the title, and all the immense
private fortune belonging to hlS grand-
father. r

L2
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** Of course, Francis and I felt ourselves
very much aggrieved, that we were not
mentioned in his will, and my brother who

“had been living a life of reckless extrava-
gance, and hoping to pay off his debts
with his share of the spoil, was terribly
disappointed.

My aunt, Lady Dorothy, for whom I
had always felt the deepest regard, invited
me to spend the time I remained in En-
gland, at her beautiful residence in De-
vonshire. It was here that I first met her
charming cousin, Miss Julia Curzon, with
whom I fell in love at first sight. .

“Don’t be jealous, little one, more
episodes of this kind occur in the lives of
men than women, and the first love,
- though remembered the longest, is not
always the wisest or the best.

i ._ I did love this fair accomplished girl .
1 - with all the energy of youthful passion,
and my love was not only returned, but
accepted, and I looked forward to our
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- union, as the consummation of my earthly

happiness. I did not then suspect that
she loved the world better than she did
me, and was more afraid of incurring
its censure than of rendering me miserable
for life.

¢ Several months glided away in that
earthly paradise, and in constant com-
panionship with the woman I adored, I
considered myself the happiest of men. 1
saw no clouds in-my smiling horizon, and
never anticipated a storm. The dark
days came at Iength, that shrouded
the sunbeams of hope in gloom and
obscurity. -

~“The summer had set in with intense
heat, and much sickness prevailed in the
neighbourhood A slight cold I had
taken was ‘succeeded by typhus fever of
the most malignant type. When the
nature of my malady was made known to
the household, all the leading members

* becoming ‘alarmed for their own safety,
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left the house, and fled to the sea-side.

Julia deserted me without venturing to

bid me farewell. Even my brother, who
was on a visit with Lady Dorothy,
abandoned me, as all supposed, on my

_death-bed, to the care of hirelings, who

were indifferent about me, and more
anxious that I should die than live, as in
the former ' case, it would remove from
them the sense of danger and responsi-
bility. ‘
¢ Oh, Dorothy, selfish and worldly as I
had been, unguided by the holy precepts
of religion, I hardly think that T could
have deserted any one so near and dear to
me as a betrothed wife and an only
brother in such sore extremity. I was

anxious to keep Julia and Francis out of

danger, but their selfish conduct went
home to my heart. I thought about it
continually, and raved about their cruelty

~ during the hours when fever and delirium

were in the ascendant.

ad
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“One friend, however, remained con-
stant to me in the hour of need, never
deserting his post by my bed-side, a most
tender and self-constituted nurse. He
was the son of a small yeoman, who for
the sake of good wages, with which he
helped to maintain his widowed mother
and her family, had undertaken the care
of my horses, of which I possessed seve-
ral splendid animals, being a keen sports-
man. '

¢ Charles Harley had formed a strong
attachment to me, though I often laughed
at him for his pious propensities. The
young fellow, v_however, was SO con-
scientious in the discharge of his-duty,
that he had won my respect, and, for his
humble opportunities, was a man of
superior endowments, possessing a fine
intellect and strong good sense. In my .
rational mood he took great delight in
reading the Scriptures to me. The mono-
tony of his voice wearied me. I was so
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much indebted to him for his kind atten-
tion to me in my helpless state, that I did
not like to wound his feelings by tellng
him to desist, that I wanted faith to
believe in his dogmas, but I considered
them a great bore, often pursuing my
own train of thought without listening to
him. :
- ““The first night that the fever took a
_ favourable turn, and my burning eyelids at
s last closed to sleep, I had an awful dream,
or inspiration, I will call it, to rouse me .
from a state of careless indifference to: the '
future, and set before me the urgent neces-
‘sity of self-examination and repentance.

T thought I was travelling with a gay
and joyous set of companions, fellows to
whom I was well-known, through a beau-
tiful and highly cultivated country. My .
father and brother and my affianced bride
formed part of the pleasure-seeking crowd.
Some were on horseback, some on foot,
and sdme in splendid carriages, but all

L
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intent on one object, and evidently bound
to the same place.

“As I journeyed onward, somewhat
behind the rest, there gradually rose
before me in the east, the walls of a mag-
nificent city, sloping back from the banks
of-a wide deep stream, in the depths of
whose clear pellucid waters, towers and
spires and majestic trees were reflected in
golden splendour, the very sight of which
created in me an intense desire, and im-
pelled me forward to reach the height on
which it stood. )

“ While feasting my eyes upon the
novel spectacle, so different from anythiné
I had ever before seen, a sudden halt took
place in the foremost ranks of our jovial
company, when noisy shouts and acclama-
tions were changed into groans and shrieks
and melancholy wailings.

“I hurried forward to ascertain the

-cause of the delay, and learn the reason

of such frantic lamentations.
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“It was then that I first discovered
‘that, between us and the shining river
that flowed beneath the walls of the
golden city, extended a fearful gulf, of
“unknown depth, and shrouded in utter
darkness, which completely intersected
the country, precluding the possibility
of any advance in that direction.

“From the yawning jaws of this f'rlorht-
~ ful abyss, a lurid mist continually floated
up; hiding the celestial city from my
view. ‘Into this hideous chasm, as if
driven by an irresistible impulse or dire
necessity, the crowd, so lately full of
noisy merriment, slowly and surely dis-
appeared. Some made desperate efforts
to escape, and clung to the rocks and
bushes, and called upon their comrades
to save them ‘from destruction; others
plunged sullenly into the awful. gulf,
with stoical indifference to their fate,
without asking assistance from their

7
?‘n R




A CONFESSION. " 155

companions in misery, or uttering one
prayer for mercy.

“I watched them one after another
disappear, till my mind was overwhelmed
with horror—till my hair stiffened on my
head, and my limbs were paralyzed with
fear. »

«T could not utter a sound, or make
an effort to escape from a doom which
appeared inevitable. But my soul sent
‘up a cry through that dense darkness,
which reached, though unspoken, to the
throne of the great Judge—Save me,
Lord, for I perish !’

- «“A flash of vivid lightning dispelled
for a moment the black horrors of the
scene, and revealed to me a cross tower-
‘mg above the dreadful abyss, and planted
upon a rock, and one bound thereon like
unto the Son of Man, pale, bleeding, and
dewed with the death-agony, and written
above his head, in characters of light,
which revealed all the ghastly horrors of
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that dismal scene, I read these words:
¢ Look unto me and be ye saved, all the
ends of the earth.’

“ That light pierced my soul like a two-

" edged sword, and pointed out the only

way by which I could escape. I sprang
forward. I toiled on hands and knees
up the stéep acclivity, and sank down
gasping at the foot of the cross, embrac-
ing it with desperate energy in my arms.

“I awoke bedewed with a cold per-
spiration, and trembling in every limb.

¢ ¢ Thank God, it is but a dream! 1
cried, as I felt the clasp of Harley’s hand,

‘who had heard me scream in my sleep,”

and had hurried to my assistance. But
such a dream—oh, such a frightful dream !
So terrible—so real—it looked like truth.
“He gave me a composing draught,
and, after a while, begged me - to tell
him what had frightened me so much in
my sleep. . .
“] was ashamed to tell him my dream,
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for fear he should think me a coward
for quailing before a mere vision of the
night. But it haunted me continually.
Waking or sleeping it was ever present
to my mind. I still imagined myself
standing upon the brink of that dreadful
precipice—still heard the cries of my lost
companions ringing in my ears, as the
cloud received them in its sable folds,
- and the yawning gulf swallowed them
up for ever.

“I no longer turned a deaf ear to
Harley’s prayers, or listened with indif-
ference while he read to me ‘the Word
of Life. My heart responded to every
petition, and I listened with™intense in-
terest to his simple exposition of passages
of Hely Writ. My heart was now opened
~ to conviction, and hungered and thirsted
~ for a knowledge of divine truth with
desperate .eagerness. A horrible con-
sciousness’ of guilt pressed so heavily
upon my mind that it'is a wonder my
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brain did not yield to the mental pressure.

‘ After a long struggle with pride, I
revealed to Harley the state of my mind,
and with many tears besought his advice
and assistance. With what joy he em-
braced me, and mingled his tears with

mine, and assured me that I was in the-
right path, that no man without repent-

ance could ever hope to see God. That
my dream was a solemn warning sent by
Him, to show me the danger of delay,
and called upon me to abandon my wicked
. courses, and,lay down the burthen of my
sins at the foot of the cross. He be-
sought me, in the most eloquent lan-
guage, not to neglect the lieavenly vision,

lest I should share the fate of those T had

seen in my dream.

«I was still too weak to leave my bed
or read for myself, and I fear I taxed
the poor fellow’s strength too much, in
making him read to me for hours at a
,time. And then I prayed.

e




A CONFESSION. 159

¢« Oh, Dorothy, have you ever experi- -
enced the mingled joy and agony of
earnest, heartfelt prayer. When shocked
at the cold indifference of your own heart,
you have bowed your head in the dust
as one bereft of all hope; when a sudden
gleam of light has shot into your soul,
revealing glimpses of heaven, and filling
your mind with contentment and holy
peace. Such a happy moment came for
me at last, which repaid me a thousand
fold for all my past sufferings, and the
image of Christ was formed in my” soul
the hope of glory. I awoke to a new
life—awoke to rejoice in Him for ever-
more, and cheerfully took up the cross
to follow Him, and suffer—if called upon
to do so—gladly for His sake.

“ The first trial that awaited me after
my recovery was the death of my dear
friend, Harley, who took the fever from
which a merciful God had suffered me to

escape. 1 nursed him with the same de- -
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votion he had shown to me, and it was
in my arms he passed from earth to
heaven. ‘

“If anything had been wanting to con-
firm my faith, and strengthen the reso-
lution I had formed, of devoting myself
to the Master’s service, Harley’s death-
bed would have done it. His faith in
Jesus was so perfect, his victory over
the last enmemy so triumphant, that it
left no room for cavil or doubt.

“ When my friends heard of my inten-
tion of leaving the army, and studying
for the church, they pronounced me mad;
and it was publicly reported through the
country that I had lost my senses during
the fever. My conversion was a standing

Jjoke.among my gay companions, and my

brother was never tired of quizzing me
about it, and making it the subject of
ribald jests. This was hard enough to

"bear; but when Julia Curzon whom I

loved so truly, joined with the rest in ridi:
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culing my absurd fanaticism, as she was

pleased to call it, and declared that if I .

persisted in such folly she never would
become my wife, I was sorely tempted to
- step back into the old path, and resign
for her sake my new-born hopes of hea-
ven. Fortunately for me I was saved
from such wickedness by the young lady
herself, who ran off with a rich country
squire, with whom she had been flirting
desperately at the sea-side during my
illness. - | , ,

-~ This ended my romance of life. I felt-
heartily ashamed of myself for having loved
such a worldly-minded woman. My love for
her was sincere, but I had no other basis
to support it than mere beauty, and a .
certain amount of fashionable accomplish-
ments. My castle was built upon the
sands, and the foundations yielded readily
to the first shock, and when it fell, though
~ humbled and mortified, I regained my
freedom. After this disappointment, I re-

voL. ur. ; M
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turned to college to redeem the time I had
wasted there in the days of my reckless
youth, and to study diligently for my
profession. It was more than two years
before I was satisfied with the sincerity
of my belief, and my fitness for so sacred
a calling, when I gladly accepted from
Lord Wilton the parishes of Hadstone and
Storby as Vicar under hip. ‘

“ And now, little wife, you are acquain-

~ ted with the leading points of my history,

and nothing more remains to be told, so

“let us up and be walking homewards, or

- ation this evening.”

we shall be too 13te for the school examin-

Kissing the small hand that zinsinl_lated
itself into his own, he lifted her from her
lowly seat, and they returned to the “par-
sonage in time for tea.




CHAPTER VIII.

MR. FITZMORRIS READS A TEMPERANCE
) LECTURE.

l\ R. FITZMORRIS lost no time in

writing to Lerd Wilton, and in-
forming him of his engagement with
Dorothy Chance, not-because he considered
that the Earl had any power to influence
her choice, but as a matter of courtesy,
he having proved himself a kind friend to
the orphan girl.

That she was his daughter, he had
little dgubt. If a legitimate child, such a
wordly-minded man, as he knew the Earl
~ to have been in his younger days, would
never have consented to see her the wife

M2
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of Gilbert Rushmere, a man so much
beneath him, in birth and education. The
idea was preposterous, and fully convinced
him that she was the offspring of some
unfortunate connection, in which the Earl
had suffered loss of honour, and perhaps
a woman whom he bhad passionately
loved. |

Henry Martin represented him as a
conscience stricken and unhappy man, who
seemed anxious to make atonement for
‘the evil acts of his past life, by deeds
of benevolence and kindness.

“He has stumbled upon that great
stumbling stone,” said the good curate,
“.in thinking it possible to obtain the
forgiveness of sins through acts of charity
and self-sacrifice. 1f this could be done,
‘there was no need of an atonement, and
the cross would never have groaned
beneath = the weight of the Son of
God.” -
Whatever was the nature of the tie
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that bound Dorothy to the Earl, it was
involved in mystery, which Gerard Fitz-
morris cared very little to solve. His
love for Dorothy was so pure and disin-
“terested, that had he found her begging
along the highway, and been convinced
of the noble qualities of heart and mind
with which she was endowed, he would have
thanked God, witlr-all the fervour of his
large heart, for giving him such a wife.

He made no allusion in his letter to

these matters, but merely stated, that the
admiration he felt for Dorothy Chance, and
her unaffected piety, had kindled in his
heart a sincere and ardent attachment,
which had overcome the prejudices of edu-
" cation and caste, and induced him to make
her his wife. That having lost her foster-
mother, she had nowplace which she could
properly call her home, or any legai pro-
tector to silence the shafts of calumny,
that wera already assailing her character
in all directions. That he was happy in



166 THE WORLD BEFORE THBEM.

having secured the affections of the
woman he loved, and he was certain that
his noble kinsman as a friend to both
parties, would rejoice in this happy
union.

And Dorothy wrote to her absent friend
all that was in her heart.

_ -« Hadstone Parsonage.
¢ Dear Lord Wilton,

“T am no scribe, and never attem
to write a letter before in my life; so you
must excuse the cramped hand, and all the
other blunders and blots, which really I can-
not help. I wasin great trouble when I
got your kind letter, for my poor mother
was dying a cruel, painful death from
cancer, and my heart was very sore with
having to dress her wounds and witness
her sufferings.

“Iread your generous expressions of
love and friendship, with the deepest
gratitude, and entered into your sorrows
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with tears of true and heartfelt sympathy,
wondering who I was to awaken such an
interest in the mind of a great lord.

¢ Pondering this over and over in my
own way, a sudden thought struck me. I
will not mention it for I know it would

pain you, perhaps; id-—me.
reference to my " unknown
mother, and I felt very angry, and hoped
that what I expected might not be the
case, and that I might still continue to
love and honour you, as heretofore, which
indeed T could not do, if those wicked
thoughts were true.

“ They took such a hold of my mind,
that I was going to tear your letter, and
the draft you sent me to pieces, and tram-
ple them under my feet. -

I was saved from committing- such an
outrage, by my poor friend Mrs. Rush-
mere, who told me that I was acting very
foolishly; You may know by this, that I
am not so meek as I'look, but a very vizen
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when bad thoughts get into my head.

“Oh, my good lord, you need not have
told me that you were not my lover. Tn..
ded, indsed, I never was so vaineor pre-
-sumptuous, to imagine such a thing,
though if I had been such a little simpleton,
it would not have been half so bad as
~ the other crime of which I suspected

.

I thank you much for youl: generous
gift, but I have had no occasion to use it,
and when you come back, I will return the
draft to you. . ,

‘““ A great manyAthjngs have happened
since you went away. Gilbert came to
visit his parents, and brought down with
him his wife and her Iriother, and a very
disagreeable servant girl, which put me
sadly about, and mother so sick.

“ When I saw Gilbert agéin, I won-
dered how I had ever loved him so much
and made myself so miserable. He is
- far handsomer, is better dressed, and
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externally improved in every way, yet |
I felt glad that I could never be his
wife.

“ He was kind enough, but his women
folk treated me very cruelly, and insulted
me in every way they could. Their con-
duct was such, that if I had not promised
dear mother to stay with her till all was
over, I would have left the house the very

- day they entered it. :

““ They were not contented with insult-
ing me themselves, but set the vulgar im-
pudent girl they had with thew to harass
and' annoy me in every way. |

“ These women called themselves ladies,
but to me they seemed like ill-bred pre-
tenders, who asserted their claims to re-
spectability by treating with insolence

- and contempt-those whom they considered
inferiors. :
“Oh, my lord, I was really ashamed of
shedding so-many tears about their un-
kind speeches and unwomanly remarks,
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but T found their conduct was making me
as wicked as themselves. B
“You knew my old dog, Pincher, the

~Scotch terrier, that you said should be

called old Faithful, because he loved me
so well. The vile girl, Martha Wood,
actually murdered her mistress’s pet
poodle, that she might lay the blame upon
poor Pincher. Tom, our farm servaut,
told me he saw her do it over the hedge.
And Mrs. Gilbert Rushmere gave the
wretch -half a crown to hang my noble
Pincher. T believe this treacherous girl
wbuld have betrayed our blessed Saviour

~ for thirty pieces of copper. This, which

will appear but a light matter to your
lordship, caused me the keenest grief.
When we have few friends to love us,
the attachment of ‘these simple creatures
Seems to me so* tou@hmg

- % My®dear mother was found dead in

' 7 her bed on the, teqt}i“ﬁf last July. She
had had a long conversation with me about

»
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8
~ herend, (which everybody saw was fast
approaching) the night before, and was so
tranquil and happy, and spbke so cheer-
fully of it, as a blessed release from great
suffering, and of the perfect peace she en-
Joyed in the assurance of her Saviour's
love, that it seemed an act of impiety any
one wishing to detain her from her pro-
mised rest.

- “I stayed until after the funeral to com-
fort the dear old man, and restore some-
..thing of order to the house. * While I was
"'busy packing up my few things, to re-

move to dear Mrs. Martin’s, young Mrs.

Rushmere came into the room, and de-

manded of me the key of my trunk, that
she might see if I had taken anything that

did not belong to me! It madefgue feel
_dreadful. Oh, my lord, your good gentle

Dorothy was turned into a fiend. But for
- the restraining hand of God, I believe T
should have murdered her. Well, mylord,
when sbe did examine my trunk—for I
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called up her husband, and made her do

- it before him, did she not produce the two
large silver gravy spoons that belonged to

the old covenanter, Sir Lawrence Rush-
mere, of whose picture father is so proud,
as if by magic from the bottom of the box ?
Though I knew I was innocent, I am sure
that I looked as if I was guilty. I could
not have felt worse, if Satan himself had
accused me before the throne of God.

“T was so bewildered, that 1 did not
know how to defend myself, and when she
told her husband fo call in a constable,
and send me to gaol, to be tried for theft,
and I knew that the evidence might hang
or transport me, I felt dumb with horror.
Gilbert, however, suspected# treachery,
and proved my innocence past a doubt,
through the evidence of Martha Wood,
whom she had only partially made ac-
quainted with her scheme to ruin me, and
so a merciful Providence turned the tables

against her.
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“You may be certain that I was not
long in leaving a house that contained
& ‘such inmates, pitying Gilbert the posses-

sion of such a wife, and doubly pitying
the poor forlorn old man, who must de-
. pend upon her for all his future comforts.

“And now, my lord, that I have
wearied you with an account of all my
troubles, I must tell you something that
has made me very glad—so glad, that I
consider myself the happiest woman in

~ Iingland.

“Mr. Fitzmorris loves me, and has
asked me to be his wife. I koow that
I am not worthy to be the wife of such
an eXéellent man, but if I am always with
Lim, I cannot fail in becoming wiser and
better, for I love him with all my heart,
and feel in very truth that our union
cemented on earth will last for ever.
~ «Mr. Fitzmorris has recently lost his
brother, and our marriage ‘will not take

K""‘”“'4-'plzuze .before' the spring. ith sincere
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" wishes for the speedy recovery of your
son, and that your lordship may enjoy
- many years of health and happiness,
T remain, \
“Your grateful little friend,
“ Dororny CuANCE.”

Lord Wilton received this quaint and
singularly candid letter a few days after the
death of his son, and just as he was em-
barking for England, to carry the loved
remains to their final resting place in the
family vault.

This was not exactly the sort of letter
Lord Wilton had waited so impatiently
to receive. He had expected sentiment
mingled with a dash of y’outhful romance,
and he found only an unvarnished truth-
ful statement of plain facts. One passage
-in. Dorothy’s epistle, however, instantly
riveted his attention. ‘ :

¢« Francis Fitzmorris dead!” he ex-
claimed, *and Dorothy’s future husband
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heir to the earldom and estates. How
strange! What an unexpected inter-
position of Providence to save me from
exposure and disgi'ace, while she will lose
nothing by that sad affair remaining an
impenetrable secret.”

What the Earl alluded to has yet to be
explained. L

Dorothy's engagement to the Vicar
could not long be concealed in a small
village like Hadstone; whether through
servants, or the shrewd observation of
neighbours, it soon leaked out.

Miss Watling was in arms in a moment,
and stoutly denied the facts wherever
she went. While old Mistress Barford
insisted that the report was trug, ‘that .
she had heard it from the very best au-
thority, from Mrs. Martin herself.

The dispute was at its height when the
“two women stepped into the hall at
Heath Farm, in order to return a friendly
visit from its present mistress.
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““Have you heard the news, Mr. Rush-
mere P’ said Mrs. Barford, addressing the
old gentleman, who had greatly failed
since his wife’s death, and was composing
himself for an afternoon nap in the great

- chair.

“What news?” quoth he, < there’s
very little news that can interest me
now.” »

“Your old favourite, Dorothy Chance,
is going to be married.”

“ Ay, that’s summat, though,” and
he leaned eagerly forward, and quite
wide awake. ¢ She’ll make an excellent
wife whoever has the luck to get a’.
Who’s the man ?” '

“No less a person than the Vicar,
young Mr. Fitzmorris. There’s a chance
for her.” '

“ What our Dolly marry the parson !”

‘ and he rubbed his hands in great glee.

““ Good for her.” _
¢I beg, Mr. Rushmere, that you will
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not believe a word of it,” cried Miss
Watling. “ A very likely thing indeed,

for a man of his condition to marry the
child of some miserable ~vagabond. It’s
a story all got up, between Dorothy and
Mrs. Martin, to throw discredit on Mr.

Fitzmorris, who everybody knows, is not

a marrying man.’ M

“No discredit, I should think, to him
or to any ome,” said Gilbert, turning
with a flushed face -from the window,

. where he was standing, * if marrying a >\
beautiful virtuous woman can be a dis-
grace.” ‘

“ That’s right, Gilbert, speak up for
your old love,” sneered Nancy, : unre-
strained in venting her spleen by the
lowering brow of Gilbert.

“ But, ladies,” she continued, “is it
probable that this man, who is now Lord
Wilton’s heir, will ever make such a
woman as that a countess 7"’ ' ,

-~ VOL. DL " N .
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“ Ah,” said Mrs. Barford, “I told you
more than a year ago, Nancy, that we
might live to see Dorothy Chance ride to
church in her carriage.” ‘

“T’ll believe it when I see it,”’ re-
marked Mrs. Rushmere; “I should as
soon expect seeing Martha Wood a
countess.”

““The girl is very pretty,” said Mrs.
‘Rowly, “there is no denying that; but
.I don’t believe that she is either virtuous
or over honest. My daughter caught
her stealing silver spoons.”

¢ How—what’s that, who dares to call
Dorothy a thief?”’ cried old Rushmere,
starting to his feet. ¢ If it were Goliath
of Gath, I would tell hlm he lied. That
a’ wud.” |

“ My wife did,” replied Gilbert sul-

‘lenly,” ““and had to eat her words. I
 think, Sophia, considering the part you
took’ in that infamous affair, it would
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have been better for you to have held
“your tongue.”

‘¢ Always against yo,ut wife, sir. But I
know the reason why you are so savage
this afternoon. You don’t like to hear
that Dorothy Chance is going to marry a
better man than yourself,” replied Sophia,
in her softest tone. -

¢« She deserves it, as much as Idid a
better wife.” ,

He left the room slamming the- door
after him. Miss Watling raised her eye- -
brows, shrugged her shoulders, and cast
a pitying look towards his- wife. Sophia
smiled, * that’s a warning to all young
unmarried ladies, Miss Watling, not to
be too eager to get a husband. I can
assure them, that it is far better to remain
single.” " |

“You may spare such advice, Mrs.
Rushmere, it will never appear rational,
except to the initiated,” said Mrs. Bar-

' N 2
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ford. ¢ From the time of Eve down-
wards, old maids and young maids never
will give up the hope of getting married.
I had a maiden aunt of sixty, who put
this proviso in her will: ¢I leave all my
personal property to my nephew, James
Stanton; but in case of my marrying, an
event not impossible, though rather im-
probable, I revoke the said bequest.’”
“If men are such badfolks,” said old

‘Rushmere, “I want to’ know, Mrs.

Barford, why all thé ‘widdies are so
anxious to thrust their heads again under
the yoke P”

“ They have met with one bad husband,
and hope to get a better,” returned Mrs.
Rowly, thinking that in duty bound’she
ought to speak up for them. * There is
one piece of advice, however, which I,

who have been some years a widow,

would give to both widows and maids.
Never to marry a cross superannuated old
- F
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man |” and she cast a scornful glance at

. the master of the house.

““ Sour grapes,” muttered the old Rush-

“mere. “One she-fox is enough in a

house, without having two to eat the
grapes.”

“ What did you say about foxes, Mr.
Rushmere P’ asked Miss Watling, very
innocently. ¢ Have they been troubling
your poultry lately ?” '

“Yes, Nancy, eating me out of house
and home. I wish a’ could get rid of such
troublesome vermin.” »

“ You must feel the loss of your wife
very much?” remarked the same kind
individual. N

*“More an’ more every day. While

~ Mary lived, ‘I had a quiet comfortable

ho%,wbut now, I am no longer master o’
my own house. Ay, times are changed,
but it won’t be for long.”” And taking up

" Lis staff he hobbled out.
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““ The poor old man is failing very fast,”

‘said Mrs. Barford. What a hale strong

man he was a year ago.’

“Oh, he frets, and fumes, and ﬁndq
fault with everything,” returned Mrs.
Gilbert. ““It’s of no use attempting to
please him—in fact, I now never.try.
A nice house it would be if I allowed him
¢ interfere. Between him and his son I
lead the life of a dog.” h

“How do you get on with the dairy,
Mrs. Rushmere?” asked Mrs. Barford.
« Heath Farm was always celebrated for
its butter and cheese.”

“T have given all that up,” returned

- Mrs. Gilbert. I can tell old Rushmere

and his son that they won’t make a dairy-
maid of me.”
¢ But how will you live without it ? The

farm is fit for nothing else ?”

“I don’t care. I just get Martha to
make enough butter to supply the house..

I
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The old fellow grumbles and says, it’s -
only fit for cart grease.» But if I can eat

At, I am sure he may I won’t put up
with his airs.’

¢ Poor old man!” sighred Mrs. Barford,
as they left the house. s It’s very plain
to me how all this will end. Gilbert can’t
work, and this wife of his won’t, and the
old pnlace‘.will soon come to the hammer,
if all . we. hear of Gilbert’s constant visits
to the ale-house be true.”

“ How dirty and untidy everything

looks,” said Miss Watling. “I1 was
afraid the dusty chairs would spoil my
black silk dress. How mneat and clean
the house used to be.” '
. “In Dorothy’s time,” suggested Mrs.
Barford. ¢ Rushmere did a foolish thing,
- when he hindered Gilbert from marrying
her. However, the poor girl will be much
better off.”

¢« Oh, don’t talk about her. - I hate her
very name.”

R '“"T‘Fi"'f'i"i'ﬁ‘ R
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« Nancy, ii;fis all envy,” returped Mrs. -
Barford, laughing ;. “you "will like her
very much when she is Countess of Wil-

»

ton. . Sy

What Mrs. Barford had hinted about - *
. Gilbert’s visits to the public-house in the
i village, was but too true. The young-man
' had no peace or happiness at home. His
wife and her mother insulted and abused
his old father, who gave way alternately
to fits of passion and sullen gloom. He
would appeal to Gilbert, when he felt
himself unusually aggrieved, but for the
sake of peace, for he was really afraid
of his wife, Gilbert chose to remain

neutral.
This enraged the old man, who would
_call him a poor hen-pecked coward, to
' stand by and see him ill-treated. Then
‘Gilbert, roused in his ‘turn, would tell
him that it was his own fault, that if he
had let him marry the woman he loved,
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- they mxght ‘have been all -happy- to-
~ gether. '

E3

One evening, when Doroéby and her <

lover were returning. home throuOh the

. lane, from visiting a sick man- in- the

country, they observed a tall man stag-i’
gering along before them,. making very’

ludierous efforts to keep his  balance,
which was greatly frustrated. by’ the want

of sgarm.

« That’s poor Rushmere,” said Gerard.
“ Walk home, dear Dorothy. I must
speak to him. I cannot see a fellow-
creature in this state without attempting
to warn him of his danger.”

Dlrectly Dorothy was out of sight, for

she took the path over the heath, he fol-

Iowed Gilbert, and, laying his hand gently

on his’ shoulder, sald

My friend you are in the wrong path,
take my advice and I will guide you.into
a better.” =
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“Go to —!” was the awful rejoinder
7 from the intoxicated soldier.

- * No, my friend, I should be very sorry
to travel one step in your road. It is to
save you from the frightful termination
of your journey, that I now address

”» P

~ you.
«I neither care for your cant, nor your
— compangionship. Begone, and leave me
to Apurffsue my own way,” and Gilbert
turned{ﬁercely round, and struck Mr.
Fitzmorris a heavy blow with his left
hand.  “Do you like that? You see,”
and he laughed bitterly, *though I am
drunk and have only one hand, I have
some 7strength left.”

¢ Gilbert Rushmere,” said Gerard very
. quietly, “I do not mean to resent your

blow. Though now a canting parson, 1

~was for five years a soldier. You lost your

‘arm in one great battle. I have received
- wounds in four. I am no coward. Those

i
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who fight under the banner of the Prince
of Peagje must use other weapons than
those wielded by the arm of flesh—patience,
temperance and. brotherly love. T cannot
be angry with you, I pity you from my
. very heart, and would save you, if you
would allow me to do so.”

«“I£ T had known you had been a
soldier, Mr. Fitzmorris, and fought and
bled for old England, I should have been
the last man in the world to strike you.
Can you forgive me ?” ’

““With all my heart. There is my
hand.” ‘

“The blow I :gave you was a sevéro

"

one.

¢ Rather, I could have returned it with
interest. I was once a good boxer, but
I wish to be your friend. Cannot I per-
suade you, Rushmere,.‘_to'renounce this
vile habit, and escape from the ruin which
it involves.”

W
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I cannot promise you, Mr. Fitzmorris

-~ even to try. - It is the omly relief I have.

The only antidote to misery like mine.
The sooner it kills me, the sooner I
shall get rid of this wretched world..
I hate and loathe my life, and want to
die.” ‘ » '

“That would be all very well, if you
could kill your soul. But though you
may sinfully abuse and destroy the ma-
chine in which it dwells, to destroy that,
is beyond your poWer. It is.only the God
who made i, that can desﬁf&jﬁgbdth -body
and soul in hell. Suppose that iyou suc-
ceed in killing yourself, you will find the
second state worse than the first, a whole
eternity of misery, instead of a few years
spent on earth.  Don’t push me off,
Rushmere, I can’t see you perish in this
foolish way, ~without trying to -convince
you of your sin.”

« T will listen to you‘ some other time.
4
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I have heard ienough for one night. If
you could tell me how to get rid of my
wife, T would llsten to you patlently all
day.”

caught on a stone, and he measured his
léngth upon the dusty road.

- ““See, you are not in a fit state to gulde
yourself.” And Gerard once more set him
on his feet.

“Go out of my way. I can get on
without you. If you knew how jolly a
glass makes me feel, you would get drunk
too,” and he. staggered on singing at the
top of his voice :

¢ Which is the properest da,y to drink ?

Sunday.

“ That, parson, Won’t do for your shop.
Good night.”

“Unhappy man,” said Gerard; ‘ what
~good angel can arrest your downward
course P’ if he will not be persuaded by

He brushed hastlly past his foot |

e




e

190 THE WORLD BEFORE THEM.

"’;-_«Q__ me, I must try what Doroﬁhy can do.

I could almost love the fellow, for havmg
had taste enough to love her.
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CHAPTER IX.
THE OLD MAN IN PRISON.
EVERAL Weeksv‘pa‘ssed away, happily

enough for Dorothy and her lover,
who every day became better acquainted

with each othier, and more deeply sensible _.,."

of the congeniality of character, which
though different in many trifling points,
~ yet harmonized so well together. While
they advanced hand in hand, along that
narrow path, whose steep ascent towards
perfection no human being ever trod un-

\ rewarded or in vain, a very different line
of conduct had been adopted by Gilbert
Rushmere and his wife.
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Private quarrels had increased to public
‘brawls, insulting language, and mutual
recriminations,'. and the house was kept
" in such a miserable state, that few of the
‘old friends and associates of the family
ventured across the threshold. ~ Lawrence
Rushmere had cause enough to repent of
his interference: between Dorothy Chance
and his son, and found, to his cost, that
little peace or comfort remained for him in
“his old age. '

The farm was going to ruin; Gilbert
was never -home until late at night, when
he: generally;’Wasﬁ conducted to the house
by some mneighbouring toper, as fond ‘of
losing his senses in the boW‘l, but in a
lesser degree of brutal intoxication.

Mrs. Gilbert 'raved, and her mother
reviled and scorned; and the wretched
old man, if he attempted to make his
voice heard in the domestic uproar, was
sileneed by Mrs. Gilbert telling him to

P ghing
pg
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hold his tongue, that she wanted no
advice from such a superannuated dotard.

The report of these doings at Heath
* Farm were not long in reaching the ears
of—the Vlcar, and - gave great pain to
Dorothy What was to be done to rescue
- Gilpert from ruin? that was the great
question. ..

Mr. Fitzmorris tried to obtam an inter-
view with him, and for that purpo)se
called several tlmes” at the house, but
always received the 'same answer from
. Martha Wood, *that young Mr. Rushmere
was not at home.” ' |

“ Where was he to be found ?”

“She did .not know.. Perhaps at Jona-

‘than Sly’s; at the ¢ Plough and Harrow,’
may be at Storby, where he was looking
"~ for a man, to whom he had sold a team
of horses.” : ’

So to Storby the ' Vicar went, and
.inquired of every likely and xinlikely place
VOL. IIL. -_ 0
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in the town for Lieutenant Rushmere.
At one low tavern the landlord told him
that he had been there with a horse
jockey, that they had some liquor, and
went out a(réip, he believed, to bet in

- the cock- pltr,

“ Where may ‘that be? I did not
know that you had such an abommatlon
in the town,” said Mr. Fitzmorris. o

“ Well, it’s not zaetly in‘the town, Sir.
There’s a little low hedge ale house, by
the road side, as you come in by the back
way. A hole, kept by old Striker, that was
a smuggler, and made to suffer some years

agone. He keeps the ¢ Game Cock.’ It

is a bad place, only resorted to by thieves
and swindlers; and a dreadful pity that
the Leaftenant ha’ got in with such a
set. He’ll soon bring the old man to
a gaol, and hlsself is gomcr to the devil as

. fast as he can.’

- Fitzmorris percelved the great
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urgency of getting Gilbert out of the
- clutches of these men, and after thinking
over the matter for some minutes, he pro-
posed to the landlord to go with him to
the “ Game Cock,” and tell young Rush-
_mere that a friend wanted to speak to
him on a matter of great impbrtdﬁce. ~

¢ Na, bnav, I would not venture my nose
in amoungst them wild chaps for a crown
piecez You see, sir, I'm but a little man
"~ of a quiet turn. I never could fight in
my life, an’ it’s only farm labourers that
ever frequents my tap, an’ they have but -
little money to spend, and are too heavy
and loompish- to quarrel, and kick up a
bobbery. They only laughs and grins,
~and jokes one with the tother, whiles
they drinks a glass of beer or yeats a
~ mouthful of bread an’ cheese, on their

way down with their teams to the wharf,
where they ships loads of corn, an’ then
return with coals. These poor creturs are

o2
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Jjust harmless as lambs. The fellows that
Rushmere has got in with are a set of
noisy dare devils, who'll knock a man
down as soon as look at him. I think
yer Reverence had better not go near
them.” '

“My duty lies in such places, and
while in the performance of it, I feel
_ afraid of no man. Can you give me
directions- as to the situation of the cock-
pit, without the necessity of my going
into the house 7’

“ Just beside the house there runs a
high brick wall. Open a low door about
the middle of it, and you’ll find yourself
in a shed, with a set of rude fellows
swarming round it, looking down upon the
pit with the cocks. It’s exciting work, sir,
that fighting with the bonnie birds,”
continued the little man, with a khowin‘g
twinkle in his eye. ‘“But ’tis reckoned a
vulgar, low pastime now. In my young
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days, lauk a mercy, sir, it was played by
high and low, and fortins have been won
an’ lost on a game cock. Did your
Reverence ever see a match P’

“1 have seen, my friend, more than
is good in my short life, when I foolishly
thought more of the amusements of this
world, than of the endless happiness and
glory of the next.”

“’Ah, Sir, a. man can’t allers be thinking
of Heaven and reading the Bible, and
saying prayers all the time. I'm sure if
I were your Reverence I should find it
very dull work.” ,

Mr. Fitzmorris smiled good-naturedly.

“There are many ways, my friend, of
serving God besides reading the Bible
and praying. When we endeavour to
follow our Blessed Lord’s example, in -
trying to do good to our fellow-creatures,
we award Hin the best praise of which
. our nature is capable ; and the man who .
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loves Him, and does all for His sake,
without claiming any merit for himself,
enjoys in acts of love and charity the
most exquisite pleasure.” e

" Laying his hand emphatically on the
little publican’s shoulders, he continued,
““ Seek the Lord earnestly, diligently, and
with your whole heart, and serve .Him
faithfully, and you will know the truth of
what I say, and experience such joy and
inward satisfaction as you never dreamed .
~ of before. The Heaven of a true
Christian commences on earth. For
where. God - 1s, there is Heaven. If His
Spirit dwells in you, old thmgs pass
‘away, and all things become new.’

Before he had finished the sentence, a
farm-servant came up to the little tavern
in hot haste. -

‘“ Hullo, Barnaby !’ he cried, “can yer
tell 'un aught o’ young Measter Rush-
mere ? The bully-bailiffs are in the house

‘-
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—old measter raging like a wild bull—
mistress crying an’ wringing her hands—

the old 'un scolding and fussing; the

blackguard of a servant-girl laughing in
her sleeve, to hear what she calls the fun
—an’ the old man threatening to blow
the fellows’ brains out with the rusty old
blunderbuss that has na’ been fired off
- since King George came to the crown.
“If Measter Gilbert does na’ come whome

quick, there’ll be the devil to pay an’ no

pitch hot.”

“It seems hot enough, Joe, by your
account already,” returned Master Bar-
naby. ¢ This will be a good excuse for
your Reverence to get him away from
* that sink o’ iniquity.”

“Let us lose no time,”A said Mr. Fitz-

morris, turning to the man who was
standing gaping at him with open mouth
| and eyes. “My good fellow, can you
show me the way to the ¢ Game Cock P’

by
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“Why, yees, sir. It’s on our way
whome, supposing yer goes round the
back o’ the Heath. Yer sartainly won’t
find Measter Gilbert there ?”

“ He is there.” And Gerard swung his
strong oak stick ih the air, and followed
his conductor at a rapid pace down a
narrow footpath that led across the
marshes to Hadstone.

It was a lonely, desolate - tract, inter-
sected with wide ditches, full of stagnant
water, generally crossed by a single plank.

The sluggish river crept its lazy length
to the sea, between high banks of mud,
and when the tide was out, its dimensions
contracted to a tiny stream, which flowed
through a wide bed composed of the same
alluvial deposit that filled the air for miles
with a rank, fishy smell. A footpath ran
along the top of the mud-bank, and Mr.
Fitzmorris and his guide followed this til]
they came to a low stone bridge with one
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arch, of very ancient structure, which
‘orossed the main-road to London, where
/the heath sank down to Vt;he level of the
salt flats. A few paces from the bridge,
and below the heath, a low dwelling,
composed of wattle and daub, bore the
ostentatious sign of a large, fiery, red
game cock, in the act of crowing, as if to
give notice to the tired pedestrian that
he could get refreshments for man and
beast, at the house kept by Jonas Striker.

*“ Well, Measter Fitzmorris, this be the
place. An’ yer wud know’t by the up-
roar that’s going on in the shed, without
the help o’ the bird that’s allers crowing,
but never do crow, outside the door.
But don’t yer hear the crowing an’
clapping o’ wings o’. the bully birds
within, an’ the shouts e’ the men that
ha’ won on the conqueror!”

Mr. Fitzmorris did not answer. He
pushed open the door of which Barnaby
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had spoken, and entering the yard -with
a firm, decided step, walked up to the
drunken and noisy crowd.

Some drew back as he advanced, as
if ashamed of being caught by the parson
in such a disreputable place, while others
turned and faced him with an audacious
stare. Gilbert Rushn_)ere,_ who was lean-
ing on the rail, cried out in a sneering
tone : i )

You are too late ¥r the main, parson,
but just in time to perform the funeral
service over the black cock. There he
lies—his last battle ended. As brave a
knight as ever wore steel spurs. I'll be
chief mourner, for I ventured upon him
my last guinea.”

Without taking the least notice of this
speech, or the ribald crew by whom he
was surrounded, Gerard went up to Gil-:
bert, and drew him forcibly apart.

¢ Rushmere, 1 have bad news for you.
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Come home with me. The bailiffs are in
the house, and everything in confusion at
Heath Farm. You know what the feel-
.ings of the proud, independent old man
must be in such circumstances.  Leave
this disgusting place and your vicious
companions, and I will see what I can
do to save your family from disgrace.”
- Gilbert looked in Gerard’s face with a i
half-stupefied stare of blank incred uiity.
¢« Now, parson, you are only funning
me—this is one of your pious dodges to
get me out of this. I know I'm a fool
to be here—but having once passed the
Rubicon, I don’t mean to go back.”
“What I tell you is perfectly true. {
Here is your man-servant, ask him. i
. Surely, surely, Mr. Rushmere, you have 3
enough of manhood left in you not ‘to
suffer your wife and poor old father to

bear the weight of such a calamity
alone ’
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“ As to father, let him take it. He de-
serves it all. But for him, you would
not be in my shoes, rejoicing that the
woman who ought to have been my wife
“will shortly be yours. You might be
contented, I think, without following me
like my shadow, to triumph over me.”

“ Gilbert Rushmere,” said Mr. Fitz-
morris, very gravely, “I never saw Do-
rothy until after you were the husband
of another. Your desertion of her, when
you knew ‘how much she loved you, was
no deed of your father’s, but your own
voluntary act, for he never knew of your
marriage until a few days before you
came down to Heath Farm. And let me
tell you, that any man who could desert
such a noble woman as Dorothy Chance
for the sake of a few thousand pounds,
was most unworthy to be her husband.
But she has nothing to do with the
matter now in hand. It is- profanation
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to breathe her name in such an assem-
blage as this. Do you mean to come
home with me, or not ?”’ ’

“I won’t é'o home in your company. I
have nothing to say against you. I be-
lieve you to be an honourable man and a
gentleman, but I hate you for supplanting
me in the affections of the only woman I
ever loved. The very sight of you makes
me wish to break the sixth command-
ment.” .

"« Why act the part of the dog in the
manger ?  You cannot marry Dorothy
yourself. Why entertain such unchari-
table feelings towards me, because I have

taste enough to prize a jewel that you .

cast from you. Come, Rushmere, let
better feelings prevail, dismiss this unrea-
sonable jealousy, and listen to the advice

of one who sincerely wishes to be your

friend. Can you tell me the amount of

this execution? If it is within my

e S—————————— ————""
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power, I will try and settle it, for Doro-

thy’s grake:” o o
“You'll be a— fool for your pains if you

do,” and he laughed scornfully. It is

the first, but it will not be the last. I

want no man, especially you of all men, to
ruin himself for me. Every thing has
gone wrong with me since I married that
woman. . If she would have put her shoul-
der to the wheel, and worked for me, 1
would have _forgiven her -the folly and
wickedness of deceiving me. But she
does nothing but run up bills, and make me

miserable. She’s not a bad looking wo- -

man, and I might have learned to love
her in time, but there’s no chance of that
now. I’'m not sorry for this business, for

I hope it will be the means of my getting:
- rid of her.  Go home I won’t; they may

fight it out the best way they can.” And
turning suddenly on his heel, he disap-

peared among the crowd. Full of grief at-

. |
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" his want of success, Mr. Fitzmorris took
“the road that led to Heath Farm.

Here to - his- grief and indignation, he
was informed by Martha Wood that the
old man had been taken off to prison for
debt, and the ladies were shut up in their

.own room, and could not receive visitors.

Tired with a long fruitless walk, and=feel-
ing sad at heart, he determined to visit
Lawrence Rushmere early the next morn-
ing, and, if possible, to pay the amount

~of his d_ebt.'

Ancxious ¥ save Dorothy from useless
distress, he did not inform her of the
cause that had kept‘h'im away so long.
She only remarked, as he kissed her
cheek, * My dear Gerard looks tired and -
paler than usual.”

“Oh, Dolly,” he replied. “Itis a sad
world ; one is never allowed to feel happy
in'it long. If it were always the paradise .
that you have made it “for the last few

= R
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- weeks, I-should never like to leave it.
All things, darling, are for the best. The
purest pleasures are born in the lap -of
sorrow, as the bricrhtest sunshine succeeds
the darkest storm.’

Directly after breakfast he orderéd h1
" horse and gig, and telling Mrs. Martu?t
that he could not be home before night,
drove over to the town of ——, in which
the gaol was situated. »

B_eforq_going to visit the old man, he .

ki S

went to the lawyer, at. the suit of whose: ;

client he had been incarcerated, to dis-
cover the amount of the debt, which he
found to be under three hundred pounds,
mcludmg the law costs.

It was a large sum for Mr. Fltzmoms,
having expended all he could well spare
from his own icome in settling his bro-
ther’s affairs, paying funeral and law ex-
penses, and other items. Any thought
of his own comfort or convenience seldom




> Mr. Hodson, the man of business.

the largest claim against the Rushmere
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stayed the too generous hand, that was
never held back by selfish motives, if it
could possibly relieve the necessity of a
fellow creature. It was only retrenching
- a few needless luxuries,” he would say,
“for a few months or years, and the in-
terest would be amply repaid. There was
" no bank in which a man could invest his
means, which made such ample returns,
as the bank of Heaven, in which there was
no fear of losing your capital, as it was
chartered for eternity.” '

He wrote a check upon his banker for
the sum, and received the release from

“I am afraid, Mr. Fitzmorris, that you ’
have sacrificed this large sum of money
to little purpose. This, though certainly

‘estate, is not the only one. It would re-

quire more than a thousand pounds to °

keep the place from the hammer.” |
VOL. I P
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“T thought that Lawrence Rushmere
bad been a person who had saved
money ?”’ ' ' _

“ He had to the amount of a few hun-
dred pounds, but the farm is a very poor
one, which, for half a century past, has
barely supplied the necessary outlay to
continue its cultivation. When the lieu-
tenant returned, the father sacrificed
his little earnings, to enter into a specula-
tion with his son, for furnishing horses to
the Government, for the use of the army.
Such a traffic requires large means, and
constant attention. The young man who
was the sole manager, got among dissipated
‘companions, from buying horses, to bet-
ting upon them, and has not only lost all
the money advanced by the father, but
has involved himself irretrievably. The
creditors thought it better to bring things
to a crisis, asthe sale of the property might
possibly leave a small overplus, to keep the
old man from the workhouse.” v
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“He is such an impatient, obstinate
creatire,” observed Mr. Fitzmorris, ¢ that
he may choose to remain in prison rather
than pay these creditors, that he will be
sure to regard not as the injured party,
but as personal enemies to himself.”

“In that case, you had better retain
‘in your possession the draft you have just
given me, until after you have seen
and conversed with Lawrence Rush-
mere.”’

““ Would- it be possible to stay proceed-
ings against the estate, until after Lord
‘Wilton’s return, which is expected daily,
and remove the old man from prison? He
is so proud and independent, the disgrace
of having been inside a gaol will kill
him.”

~*“ The creditors, who are all decent yeo-

men, might be inclined to serve the old

man, who has always been respected in

the county as an honest fellow. But
P 2
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being associated in this horse traffic with

"the son, whom they look upon as a great

scoundrel, throws more difficulties in the
way. The father was unprepared, nay,
never expected this. blow, or he might
have arranged matters to save himself.
I could, perhaps, stave off the other credi-
tors, if this first claim were settled “for
two or three months, and a bond were
given that they should receive their
money at the end of that term. The old
man who is honest as daylight, might in-
demnify you by turning over to you.the
estate, and continue to farm it for your
benefit.”

“I will own, Mr. Hodson, that I do not
exactly wish to sacrifice my money, for
the benefit. of Gilbert Rushmere, without
he were a reformed character. If the
estate were mine, I could give it to
Lawrence Rushmere rent free. for his
life.”




[
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The lawyer promised to make all the
necessary arrangements to secure Mr.

Fitzmorris from unnecessary loss, and he
left him to communicate to the prisoner

the result of his morning’s work, and to
relieve him from durance.

" He found the old man in the debtors’
room, pacing to and fro with a restless
stride, which proved how much vigour
still remained in the tough heart of oak.
On perceiving Mr. Fitzmorris, the caged
lion suddenly came to a stand still, and
confronted him with a gloomy brow, and

proud defiant eye, as he said in a low

voice,

‘““Are you come, Parson, to speak to |

Lawrence Rushmere in a den like this,
to seek an honest man among felons an’
thieves ? 1 was allers laughed at for hold-
ing my head so high. I must carry it a
foot higher here to look above a lawless
set of ruffians and ragamuffins.”

Cav S e s =
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In - spite of his affected bravado, the
tears stood in the old man’s eyes, and,
staggering to a bench, he sunk down

helplessly upon it, and covered his face

with his bhands.

“I came to seek a friend,” said Gerard,
laying his hand on the old man’s shoulder,
““one whom I esteém, or I should not be
here.”
~ «Qh, dang it,” cried Rushmere.  Take
off your hand, Mr. Fitzmorris. No
offence, I hope,‘but it do put me in mind
o’ the tap that rascal gave me; he said, in
the king’s name, as if the king, God bless
him, had ever a hand in sending a honest
loyal subject like me to prison. I had the
satisfaction, however, of knocking the
fellow down. It did me good, I can tell
you.”

The cold, clear blue eye was lighted
up with a gleam of fire, which cast an

. angry glare around, like a. flash- of
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summer lightning leaping from the dark
clouds. o

‘“ The man was only in the performance
of his duty. It was expending your wrath
upon a wrong object.”

“ He just deserved what he got. None but
a rascal would ever fill such a post, none
but rascals ever do fill it, men far worse
in moral character than the villains they
take. An honest man would sweep the
streets before he’d earn his living in such
a mean way.”

Gerard could scarcely forbear a smile at

this tirade, when Rushmere asked him
abruptly the cause of his visit.

“To take you out of this place, and
carry you back to your own home.”

<« And who pays the debt ?”

I have agreed to do that.””

“You! What business ha’ you wi’
paying my debts ? If Lawrence Rushmere
can’t do that, he must content himsel’ to
stay here.”

g AR e gy e

BREEge™ ™7 TR AT T et e ¢ ruar ey e v




MR

k.

216 THE WORLD BEFORE THEM.

“You must not refuse me this great
favour. Consider me as a son, willing and

~ anxious to serve you.”

At the mention of the word son, the old
man sprang to his feet, and, clenching his
fist, exclaimed, v

“I have no son! The rascal who has
brought me to this, wi’ his drinking and
gambling, is no son of mine. I disown
him now and for ever—and may my
curse—"’

Mr. Fitzmorris put his hand before the
old man’s mouth, and, in a solemn voice
that made him fall back a few paces,
said, c

“Who are you that dare curse a fellow
creature, especially a son, though he has
rebelled against you? It is committing
an outrage against your own soul—
against the excellent mother that bore him
—against the most High God, who,
through his blessed Son, has told us, that

“.
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only as we forgive those that injure us can
- we ourselves hope to be forgiven.”

¢ Oh, Mary, my wife. My dead angel!
it is only for your sake I revoke my
curse. He be your child, but oh, he has
woundéd me in the tenderest part.”’

Again the old man sank down ﬁponl |
the bench, and, for a few minutes, Gerard
thought it best to leave him to his own
thoughts. When he seemed more calm,
he urged him more earnestly to accom-
" pany him back to Hadstone.

“To go back to that she-cat? No,a
won’t, I tell you. Why, gaol is a paradise
compared to living wi’ her. You must
not urge me, sir. If I don’t curse the
scamp that has brought me tb this—I fear
I should kill him if we met !”

“ But you would not refuse to live with
Dorothy ?”’

¢« Ah, Dolly—she was a good lass. I
have naught to do wi’ her now. It would
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‘ha’ -been well for me if a’ had never set

eyes on her.”

“ But Dorothy loves you so sincerely.”

 What, after I have used her so ill ?
Howsomever, it was a great service I ren-
dered her, when I hindered her from
marrying that scoundrel.” |

« Unintentionally on your part, my

friend. You can take no merit for that.

Your son might have turned out a noble
character but for that act.” '

It was of no use urging the old man
to leave the gaol. Hispride was offended
at the idea of Mr. Fitzmorris paying his
debts; he was hurt, too, that Gilbert had -
sent no message, to let him know how
matters really stood, or if there remained
any chance of paying the creditors by
the sale of the property. ,

“You see, Mr. F1tzmorr1s, I trusted
all to him. I never thought that my own
son would neglect the business and,ruin
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me. No, no, I deserve to be here for
my folly, and here I will remain until
all the creditors are paid.” |

Seeing that he was obstinately bent
‘on adhering to his purpose, Gerard told
~ him that he would send Mr. Hodson to
talk the matter over with him, and he
wquld come and see him again when he
beard that he had come to a decision.
He was willing to give him a fair price
for the estate, and let him remain in it
rent-free for his life.

The old man seemed struck with this
_last suggestion, and promised to listen to
reason, and so they parted. ,

On Mr. Fitzmorris’ return to. Hadstone,
the first news that met his ears was, that
Gilbert Rushmere had gone off to parts
unknown with Martha Wood, who had
dexterously fomented the quarrels be-
tween him and his wife to further this
object; and that Mrs. Gilbert and her
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mother had packed up and left for Lon-
don, ‘““mnever,” they said, “to return to
a beggarly place like Hadstone.”




CHAPTER X.

A LONG CHAPTER.

THE various plans formed by Gerard

Fitzmorris for the future comfort of
Lawrence Rushmere, were temporarily
suspended by the receipt of a letter
from Lord Wilton, who had just landed
in Liverpool with his sad freight.

He earnestly requested his cousin to
meet him in London, and join in the
melancholy cortdge that would accom-
pany the mortal remains of the young
viscount ‘to their last resting-place, in
the family vault in Hadstone church.

“1 have much to. say to you, -my
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dear Gerard,” he wrote, “upon the im-
portant subject which formed the lead-
ing topic in the letters received from
you -and Dorothy just as I was about
to sail for England. But while the arrow
rankles in my heart, for the death of a-
justly beloved son, I cannot yet bring my
mind to dwell upon mai‘rying and giving in

- marriage. This must suffice you both till

time has cicatrized the wound. The
marriage of my daughter, Dorothy, with
the last male representative of our ancient

- house, cannot fail to be regarded by me

with entire satisfaction. I will explain
everything when we meet.”

Gerard folded the Earl’s letter and sat
for some minutes in deep thought. Most
men in his position would have felt more
joy than sorrow for the death of a relative
they had scarcely known, which made
them heir to a title and vast wealth.
Gerard ‘Fitzmorris cared very little for
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either distinction. He had for some time
~ past felt a deep and growing interest in

Lord Wilton, and he sympathised. with
him most sincerély in the loss of a noble
and deserving son. o

‘He was much struck by the decided
manner in which he had avowed, without
entering into the particulars of the case,
that Dorothsr Chance was his daughter.
If legitimately he would have no claim
to the earldom, which came through a
Granville, and would only be entitled to
the baronetcy held by his descent from Sir
Thomas Fitzmorris, their mutual grand-
father. Dorothy would be Countess of
Wilton in her own right. ‘

He could not bring himself to believe,
if this were the case, that the Earl would
‘have suffered her to remain so lono'
ignorant of her just posmon

Time would explain all, but he could not

'fath(f)gx the mystery. He instantly com-
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plied with the Earl’s request to meet him in
London. Before he left Hadstone, Dorothy
begged, as a great favour, that she might
accompany him on his journey as far as
~——to take Mr. Rushmere out of gaol,
and bring him back to Heath Farm.

“ It'would be better for me, Gerard, to
break to him the elopement of his son,
“and if he will return with me, to stay
‘\Wlth him' at the old place, till you come
back.”

“ Just like my own Dorothy,” he cried,
pressing her to his heart. “Go like a
good angel as you are,and my blessing go
with you.”

During their journey, Gerard gave. his

betrothed the Earl’s letter to read, and

~ watched her countenance during the pe-

rusal. There was no other passehger inside
the coach but themselves.” They could
talk to each.other without reserve. “He
. saw her start, and her cheeks crimson,

©
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“when she came to the paragraph in which

his lordship spoke of her as his daughter.

*Oh, Gerard,” she said, bursting into
tears, as her head sank upon his shoulder.
“Had I not better go with you to
London, to comfort him in his sorrow ?
My father, my poor father! I can never
supply to him the loss of his dear
son.”

“Had he wished it, my sweet cousin,

~ he would have made the request. Public

taste (has dispensed with the presence of
female mourners at the funerals of rela-
tions and friends. The gentle hearts

that loved the truest - and the best are .

denied by the tyrant fashion the blessed
privileze of seeing the last sad rites per-

~ formed for the beloved dead. “After Lord ¢

Fitzmorris’ funeral your presence will be

more needed. It is ‘not until the earth -

clo_skes-'her bars for ever on the loved

a nd lost, that we can fully realize ‘the

VOL. II1. Q
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fact that they can no more return to
us.”

On reaching the county town, Dorothy
and her lover i)arted-—,one to act as chief

mourner in a solemn and useless pageant,

which the good sense of mankind ought
to banish from the earth, with all its

artificial trappings and hired mourners;
the other to visit that grave of the living,
a prison, and carry hope and comfort to

,t’he careworn heart of the victim qf a

cruel and oppressive law, which demands

of a man to pay his debts, while it de-

prives him of the chance of doing so.
Following the directions she had re-

ceived from Gerard, Dorothy went first

to Mr. Hodson, and learned from him

‘that the debt for which her foster-father
~ was in gaol, had been settled by herlover;
'than everything had been satisfactorily

arranged with the other creditors, Rush-

mere having conc_:luded to sell Heath

.
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Farm to Mr. Fitzmorris for the sum of
two thousand pounds, which would pay
all the ‘demands upon the estate, and
leave the old man at liberty.

The dry man of business was much
struck by the extraordinary beauty of
the young lady, who had deigned to visit

his dusty office in behalf of the prisoner,

and being a widower of some years’
standing, without any incumbrance in
the shape of children, it struck him that
so charming a-girl would make him an
excellent second wife.

With this wise project in his head, he
‘cross-questioned her very closely, on
their way to the gaol, as to her paren-
tage and station, to all which questions
she ‘gave such frank and straightforward
answers, that he soon became acquamted

with her pnvate history. -

Mr. Hodson had been employed- to
make old Mrs. nght s will, and well

: ' Q2

. N 5



. PO NOYROR. O PR

10N N —— ] | |

— ‘ . | e———

2928 THE WORLD BEFORE. THEM.

remembered the remarkable clause it con- K
~ tained with regard to the child of the

poor v,agra}ht found on the Heath, which,
if proofs could be actually obtained that
Dorothy was the daughter of Alice
Knight, whether legitimately or illegiti-
mately, would entitle her to a fortune
of thirty thousand pounds, with all its
immense accumulations of interest and
compound interest, for so many years.

It was a case worth looking into.

The old woman’s death-bed confession,

~which had been made in his presence,

to Mr. Martin, fully established a fact
only known to them—that the conscience-
stricken murderess of the mother had
discovered in the corpse of the poor
vagrant her grandchild ; so that all that

was mow required to entitle her child
te mhent; this large fortune was the

regiétratioﬁ of its birth. If it had taken

place in any workhouse, or public charit-

°
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able institution, this might be obtained
~ by offering suitable rewards, without the
said Alice Knight had’ adopted a fictitious
name.

As the hoht beO'an gradually to dawn
upon his mind that this lovely girl was
no other than Mrs. Knight's heiress, he
rabbed his hands gleefully together, and
told his fair visitor, that if she made
him her friend, he might be able to put
her in the way of obtaining a handsome
fortune.

Dorothy laughed, and looked incredu-
lously at the plain, matter-of-fact lawyer.

- “How can I do that, sir? I have no
money to give you.”

““Not at present, my ‘dear ; but you

can bestow upon nie-~more than the. -

worth of money, ‘this dear httle white

“hand!”’ i '
“Oh!” said ‘Dorothy, snatc‘hing her

band from him, before he could convey
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it to his lips, and without adopting the
affectation of pretending not to under-
stand his meaning, ‘“I cannot do that,
for it is given away already.” /

The lawyer’s fine castle of a moment’s
building evaporated slowly into air, as
he asked in a disconcerted tone :
¢ To whom ?”’

““ A gentleman you know quite well.
The Reverend Gerard Fitzmorris. It was
he that directed me to you.”

“Oh, I see. The gentleman that was
here a few days ago, Lord Wilton’s
cousin, and succeséor to the titles and

‘estates. That is, in case the Earl does

not marry again. Young lady, I offer

you my sincere congratulations, on your
prospect of becoming a countess, and I

hope,” -he continued, with grgfe’it',e'm-
phasis, ‘“that you will forgive me, for

wishing to secure the affections of such

a charming young lady.”

v
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¢ Oh, certainly. You are not much to

be pitied, on so short an acquaintance,”
and Ddrothy laughed merrily. ¢ Had not
the fortune something to do with it ?’ and
she looked archly up in his face.

“ No, upon my honour, 1 was struek
with your appearance before you told me
who you were But really, Miss Chance,

or Knight, or whatever we can prove"

your name to be, we must not lose sight

of this fortune, and if you will pay me say

five thousand pounds provided I am able
to establish ‘your claims, will you empower
me to take the necessary steps ?” ‘

- ““But should you fail ?”

«In that case, I should not claim a far-

“ We will consult Gerard and Mr Mar-

) ni-t'n,” said Dorothy, who thouaht that this -
’ mlght bring about proofs of her identity,
 that would satlsfy Lord Wilton, and she
- felt in high spirits at the possible resillt of
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- such a legal inquiry. So, quite forgetful

of the sly lawyer’s proposal to make her
his second wife, she chatted with him dur-
ing their way to the gaol, in the most
friendly and confidential manner.

She found Lawrence Rushmere, moping
in the corner-of the debtor’s room, look-
ing pale and haggard, with beard un-
shaven, and his uncombed locks falling
round his face in tangled confusion. Run-
ning up to him, Dorothy flung her
arms about his neck and tenderly em-

. braced him. Rushmere looked up, and

clasped her to his heart. ¢ Dolly, is that
you ?”’

¢ Yes, dear father.”

My dear girl, I be hearty glad to see
thee. But what brought’ee, Do]]y, to

* this confounded piaée 27

“ To take you out of* 1t ” -
“ Where’s Gilbert he asked, lowermcr N

-~ his voice, and looqug cautiously round

R
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test the other debtors should hear him ask
after his unworthy son.

““ Gone, father, no one knows whither.
He went off with that bad girl, Martha
Wood, who, I believe, has been at the
bottom of all the mischief.”

“The young limb of iniquity. A fit
companion for my son. And what has
become of the wife &’

¢ Gone back to London.”

“Joy go with her, she was a bad ’un.
An’ the cunning old witch, the mother
“ Has left Hadstone never to return.”

“An’ the old place. What have they
done with it ?” :

‘It is open to receive you, father, when
~ you return with me. I will soon make it
" bright and cosy again.”

¢ Ah, well a day; Dolly. I hardly wish
to see it again. It will only remind me o’

happier days, o’ a wife that I lqved with

my whole heart, o’ a son that I can con-
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sider mine no longer. Who would ha’

. thought that such an excellent mother

éould ha’ been parent to such a graceless
bairn ; that a good beginning should make
such a sorry ending? Na, Dorothy, I
cannot go back; even the bright black

- eyed lass, who might ha’ been my daugh-

ter, but for my folly, is going to carry joy
an’ sunshine into another home. Let me
bide, Dorothy, where I be! I can die as
well here as in the old homestead ”

‘1 cannot lose my dear old father yet.
Where I am, there shall always be a warm
nook by the fireside for him.”

“Dolly, my darling, thou art one in
a thousand. Yes, I will go with you.
Reach me my hat and staff.” : :

The shrewd man of business thought
with the yeoman that Dorothy was one in
athousand, and was not a little aﬁ%e;;éd
by her filial piety. He then accompanied

" Dorothy and her charge to the inn, and
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- .ordered a good dinner at his own expense,
for the refreshments of the travellers.
Over a glass of excellent home brewed, he
told Rushmere of the hopes he entertained
of securing Mrs. Knight’s large bequest
* for the beautiﬁll foundling. This news,
however gratifying to the old man, on
Dorothy’s account, only served to increase
. the Heep regret that was ever brooding in

his mind, that his unreasonable obstinacy N
had been the cause of Gilbert’s ruin- and:;-
- his own.

“It was night when they crot to Heath
‘Farm., ;

Mrs. Martin and the good curate were
‘there. to Welcome Ruahmere back to hlb
old home.

With the assistance .of Po]ly and Mn
Sly, Who had been at work a]l the day,

Mrs. Martin had succeeded”in restoring J

_ the house to its original order, the absence
_ of which, duriig the misrule of Mrs. Gil-
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~ bert’s brief reign, had been such an eye-

sore to the sturdy yeoman. He was per-
fectly astonished, and no less-gratified, to
find everything in its accustomed place.

‘A bright fire was roaring up the huge
chimney, as in the winter nights long
passed away. A comfortable ot supper
was smoking on the oak table, which was
covered with a spotless cloth of Dorothy’s
own spinning. His easy chair in its own
place; at the head of the hospitable board,
fronting the portrait of his venerated an-
cestor, which had been cleaned from dust
and fly spots, by Mrs. Martiq;s own

The grand old soldier “of the covenant
looked down from his lofty height, and,
by the glow of the genial” fire, seemed to
smile benignantly on his care-worn de- .
scendant’s sorrowful face. '

The old ye&man fixed his eyes long and
lovmcly on “the tlme-honoured picture,
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then, stretching his large hands to the
cheerful blaze, muttered to himself,—
“The last. Am I to be the last o’ his
race that will leave the old place with an
untarnished name ? Oh, Gilbert! oh, my
son ! I had expected better things o’ thee.”

The cheerful conversation of the gocd
curate and his wife, and the caresses of
Dorothy, succeeded at last in winning
Lawrence Rushmere from his melancholy,
and something of his former honest hearty
expression beamed forth from his clear

blue eyes. He joined earnestly in Henry

Martin’s beautiful evening prayer, which
he declared had done him a world of good,
and refreshed - his weary spirit. When
Dorothy lighted him up to bed, he whis-
pered in her ear at parting, “I thought
this  morning, Dorothy, that a’ mnever
could feel happy or comfortable agen.”

It had been previously arrahged by her
_friends that Dorothy was to remain at

e esooeptres s gy
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the Farm, as mistress of the establish-
ment, until after Gerard’s return, and
do all she could to make her foster-
father forget his past sorrows and pre-
sent desolate position. Though such a
result could hardly be expected at his

~ age, she accomplished more than she had

anticipated.
She read to him the newspapers, sang

to him the old ballads he loved so well,

in her clear dulcet voice, and talked to
Lhim cheerfully of his future prospects,—

of the pleasant days yet in store for

Yim, if he would resolutely abandon vain
regrets, and trust in the goodness and
mercy of a loxin‘g God.

Several days glided tranquilly away
before. she received a letter from Gerard,
which informed her that the funeral pro-
cession would reach Hadstone at mnoon
on the following day, when the burial
of the young viscount would take place,
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Lord Wilton and himself being chief
mourners, and Mr. Martin reading the
service for the dead. He told her that
he had found the Earl in better health
and spirits than he expected. That his
son had died in such-a happy frame of
mind, that it had done more to esta-
blish his belief in the great truths of
- the Christian religion, than a thousand
homilies.

We will pass over “the funeral, with

all its black and melancholy details,
which seem to have been invented by
our progenitors to add unnecessary
horror . to death. The pagan rites of
‘Chinese idolaters have a far more spi-
ritual meaning than our "dismal funereal
processions. The mourners wear robes
~of spotless white—young children strew
beautiful flowers along the path to the
grave, and accompany the dead to their
peaceful rest with music and song, re-

ot TSR
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joicing in the birth of the spirit to a
better world. _

The day after the funeral, Gerard Fitz-
morris came in Lord .Wilton’s carriage
to bring Dorothy up to Heath Hall, as
the Earl was impatient to see her.

On arriving . at the stately mansion,
they were immediately ushered into the
noble library that had bhaunted Dorothy’s
dreams, since the day she first met her
titled father.

The Earl was standing, with folded
arms, before the portrait’ of his beautiful
mother, the resemblanceibetzween her and
Dorothy having been renderéd yet more
striking by the air of refinement that
education, and the society of superior
minds, had given to the latter.

At the sound of her light steps, the
Earl held out his arms. Dorothy sank
upon his breast, only uttering the'simple
word, ¢ Father!” '
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“ My child, my beloved child !”’

For a long while he held her where -

nature had placed her, next his heart,
and they mingled their* tears together.
Gerard walked to the window not less
affected by their emotion.

The Earl at length mastered lns feel-
ings, and, placing Dorothy on a sofa, he
called Gerard to him, and taking a seat
between them, held firmly a hand of each.

¢ My dear children,” he said, in a voice
that still trembled with emotion, ¢ the
time for an explanation, of what must
seem to you a strange and needless mys-
tery, has arrived; and while I reveal my
- past sins and folly, I beg your earnest
attention and forgiveness.

“You, Dorothy Chance, are my child,

born in lawful wedlock, the only fruit of ’

my marriage with Alice Knight, the beau-
tiful and unfortunate young protégée of my
~ mother, Lady Dorothy Granville.

VOL. IIL B
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“You both know that I was a younger
son. My ‘eldest brother, Sir Thomas,
being a strong healthy young man, I never
entertained the least expectation of being
called to fill his place. I was proud and
poor, depending solely for my future posi-
tion on my mother’s jointure at her death,
and my chance of rising in the army.

“I was always haunted by a terrible
dread of poverty, not that I loved mouney
for its own sake, for I was reckless in the
extravagant expenditure of my limited
means, but I valued it for the power and
prestige that it always confers upon its
fortunate possessors. To be esteemed as

a man of fortune by the world, was at

that time the height of my ambition, I was
not aware of the little satisfaction that
mere wealth, unconnected with -better
things, confers.

“ My grandfather, the late earl, had
early singled me out as his future heir. I
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was his godson, and had been called after

him, Edward Granville. He did not like

my eldest brother, who was an honest,
generous fellow, frank and independent to
a fault, the very beau ideal of a soldier
and a gentleman. He never would con-
deseend to flatter the avaricious old man
for the sake of his money.

¢ My grandfather had a high veneration
for rank, a feeling which my dear mother
‘shared: with him in common ; both had an
unmitigated horror of a mésalliance. This
terror of mingling their pure old Norman
blood with any one of inferior degree took
a strong possession of my own mind,
which was greatly strengthened by the
often- reiterated threat of the proud old
aristocrat, that if I married beneath my
rank, I should never possess a shilling of
his vast wealth.

«'This great fortune he inherited from

an uncle, who for many years had been
R 2
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governor of India, and died childless. I
must confess that I was dreadfully jealous
of the infant sons of his youngest
daughter, by a second marriage. Not so
much of you, Gerard, who, from an infant,
shewed a proud and independent spirit ;
you were a sturdy democrat from your
very cradle, and fearlessly urged the rights
of man to the old earl, and laughed at his
absurd prejudices, as unworthy and truly
ignoble. | 4

I entered hotly into -all the vices and
follies of a young man of fashion. The
Earl forgave all these peccadilloes, paid my
gambling debts, and excused every fault,
so long as I flattered his weakness, and

“held his opinions. My regiment was

ordered to America, and I saw some hot
service, and soon acquired rank and posi-
tion in the army. On my return to
England, the Earl used his great influence
to get me into Parliament. His wealth
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overcame all oppositioﬁ, and I made no
insignificant ﬁgui-e in the house, and was
considered a rising young man of great
promise.

‘It was during this period, the brightest
- and best in my life, as far as my worldly
interests were concerned, that I married,
~ with my grandfather’s consent, the Lady
Lucia Montressor, who, though an earl’s
daughter, was one of a large family of
girls, who had no claims to wealth, but
were handsome, accomplished women,
looking out for rich and advantageous
settlements.  As the reputed favourite of
the rich Earl Wilton, and considered by
- the public a man of talent, mine was con-
sidered a very eligible position.

“I was really attached to my young
wife, and sincerely grieved when she died
in her beautiful girlhood, leaving me the
father of a fine boy, only a few hours
old.
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My dear mother was much interested
in my bereavement, and took home my
motherless infant, while I went abroad on
a secret mission for the Government. It
was during my absence that lasted over
two years, that she saw the neglected
grand-daughter of a woman by the name
of Knight, who kept a shop furnished
with expensive foreign silks and laces,.and
much frequented by ladies of rank in the
town of Storby.

¢ Struck with the extr aordmary beauty
of the girl, who was’ in her fifteenth year,
she took her under her own protection,
to be nursery governess to my little
Edward, and wait exclusively upon her
person.

“When I returned to Heath HaIl I
found this incomparable girl, high in

favour with Lady Dorothy, whom she -

adecompanied with the child, in all her

walks and drives. ' In this way we were -
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often thrown together, when I found the
charms of her mind equal to the graces of
her person. 1 fell madly in love with her,
and it was only then .that I realised the
truth that I had not loved before. My
frautic passion absorbed my whole being,
Obliged to be wary, I could make no out-
ward demonstration of my admiration for

my beautiful Alice, for fear of alarming

the jealousy of my mother, which restraint
served only to increase the vehemence of
my attachment. To my infinite joy, I
discovered that it was mutual. .

¢ The fear of losing my grandfather’s pa-

tronage and with it his fortune, for a long

while presented, as I supposed, an insepa-
rable barrier to my making her my wife.
To my grief and shame be it spoken, if I
could have obtained her on less honourable
terms, I should not have hesitated in
adopting such .an infamous course, but I
 found the imnocént girl as virtuous as she
~ was fair. )
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“Then the tlioﬁghb struck me of

marrying her privately'and enjoining.upon
her the strictest secresy, until after the
death of my rich relative should leave me at

liberty, to make a - public acknowledgment - -

that she was my lawful wife. To this
arrangement, Alice readily consented. An

opportunity was not long in presenting

itself. ]
- ¢ Lady Dorothy spent a few weeks every

summer at Bath. ’_On this occasion I -

went with her; and Alice, as a matter
of course, accompanied us with my child,
of whom she was passionately fond, and

I beheve the little fellow loved her with as
“much devotion as he did his father.

“ There was a small retired old church,
which, though belonging to the parish in
which we lodged, was never frequented by

aristocratic worshippers ; my aunt having

engaged seats in one situated in a more
fashionable quarter.of the town, where a

<




A LONG CHAPTER. 249

celebrated preacher drew ‘together large
congregations.

~«In the little church of St. Mary 8,
Alice and I were married by banns, and
the old superannuated incumbent delivered

" our names to his small flock in such

mumbling  tones, that they were un-
recognised among a long string of
unknown and unhonoured ones. Early
one morning after the third publication of
the said banns we were united by the old
clergyman, whom I bribed pretty highly to
keep our secret.

“And we were happy, blessed beyond
measure in our boundless love.. Lf.she
had been dear to me before, she was
doubly so now ; if ever a man worshipped
a woman, I did her. Our stolen meetings
used to take place in a lonely unfrequented
opening in the park, beneath the shade of

‘a large oak tree. There we were once -
~ nearly surprised by poor Henry Martin,

L
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who had been brought up with Alice,
‘and Stlll entertamed for her a violent
passion. - . ‘
“Our dream of happmess vamshed only
t00 so0N. My mother had gone to make
a visit‘to the seat of a nobleman, about

'thirty miles distant, and could not return

till next day, when I received a sudden

_ notice from Government that my services

were required in a most important mission’
to the court of Russia, and that I must

~leave. for London without a moment’

delay. (
“My uncle had been .very active in
obtaining for me this appomtment which,

if well conducted, might lead to the
- governorship of sgme * important colony

among the British possessions. I dared
not hesitate in accepting a post.from.ivhich ,
such great future results were to be
expected Even for her sake 1t behoved :
me to go. N - :
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“But how could 1 leave Heath Hall
~ without one last embrace, one last farewell
to the beloved 2 )

I got this appointment by the evening
mail, and had to appear in London by ten
o’clock the next morning, receive my
dispatches, and sail immediately for St.
Petersburgh, where it is probable that I
might be detained for some months. I
was, however, determined, if possible,. to
see her before I went, and rode a noble
" horse to death to obtain that object.

““ When I arrived at Hall, it was
long past midnight, the family had retired
to rest, and the idea of obtaining an
interview with my wife was utterly
preposterous. I had nothing for it but to
return to the London road, which skirted
the park, and wait for the coming up of
the night mail, my impatience having out-
~ ridden the coach.. ' ‘
“I was so dreadfully fatigued with my




232 THE WORLD BEFORE THEM.

previous ride, that I had scarcely taken my
seat before I fell asleep,-and did not awake
until the rumbling of the wheels upon the
stones told me that T was in London.
“Though dreadfully pressed for time,
I wrote a brief letter to Alice, explaining
the reason of my absence, and directing
her to write to me through my agent in
town. In a postscript I charged her most

-golemnly to keep our secret if she valued

my peace and happiness. She had hiddeu

- from' me the important fact of her preg- |

nancy.

“ My poor darling kept our secret only
too well. It was during that visit to
Hall that some prying domestic discovered
her situation, which was whispered to
other members of the household, till it
reached my mother’s ears. ‘

“I can well imagine Lady Dorothy’s

grief and indignation. A woman of stern

morality, she was not very likely to forgive

%
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a dependent to whom she had been a
sincere friend. Calling Alice into her

presence, slie taxed her with her crime,

and demanded of her to name the father
~ of the child. This the poor girl steadily
refusing to do, my mother reproached her
with ingratitude, and dismissed her from
her service before she returned to Heath
Hall.

“1I can well imagine the despair of the
~ dear young wife when she found, upon
reaching Storby, that I had left the country;
no one could tell whither, without letting
her know the cause of my seeming
~ desertion. She never could have received
my letter, though T paid a private messen-
ger highly to deliver it into her own
hand.

¢ In this emergency she applied to her
grandmother for protection, who, at first,
ignorant of her cause for leaving Lady
. Dorothy, received her into the house. I

g = w-v'_-«lfgima . n:‘“
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have no doubt, that had she taken the wise

~ course of making a confidant of this

wicked old woman, her I;ride and avarice
would have been so highly gratified, that
she would have given her a home without
paying any regard to the disgrace attached
to her name. )

. “The discovery of her situation exas-
perated the old woman to fury. She did
not even ask for an explanation, but thrust
her from her doors with cruel words and
coarse usage.

“ Thus far, I was informed by a man

" who waited in the shop, who told me that

he was so much affected by the distressed

looks of the affrighted girl, that it moved

him to tears. After the shop was closed,
he sought her through the town, but no
one had seen or could glve him any account

~of her retreat.

. “ A report got into circulation, which
made my mother very sorry for the part
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she had played in this tragedy, that Alice

Knight had walked into the sea when the .

tide was coming in, and buried her shame
and sorrow in the waves. I never could

" believe this story. I felt in my soul that

she ‘was still living, and loved me too well
to have taken such a rash and wicked step.
From the hour she left Mrs. Knight's
house, her fate remained till very lately a
mystery. How she paséed the intervening
period between the birth of Dorothy
and her own melancholy death while in
search of me will never be accurately
_known.

“I was retained at the Court of St.
Petersburgh for nearly three years. I
wrote constantly under cover to my

~ agent, to Alice, often sending her large

sums of money, and was astonished when
my man of business informed me after the
lapse of twelve months, that all my letters
had been returned from the dead letter

L SWE ) ———
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office, as no such person as Alice Knight
was to be found. -

“] then wrote to Lady Dorothy, con-
fessing to her that I was the father of
Alice Knight’s child, and imploring her to
tell me what had become of the mother
and her babe.

“ Lady Dorothy died before this letter
reached England, and her father, the
Earl of Wilton, only ;survived her a few -
‘weeks, leaving to me the fortune for
which I had sacrificed my wife and child,
too late to afford me any pleasure.

“The death of my eldest brother, which
happened abroad, gave Lady Dorothy such
- ashock that she never got over it. I thus
suddenly and unexpectedly became a
wealthy and titled man. o

“I had married in the summer of the

- year 1797, and returned to England in

July, 1800. On my way to Hadstone, I
must have passed over the heath, during
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that dreadful storm, unconscious that the
beloved object whose loss had plunged me
‘into a state of incurable grief, was dying,
exposed to its pitiless fury, in the wet
hollow beneath.

¢ From that hour until I met Dorothy,
I could obtain no reliable information con-
cerning my poor wife. When this dear
girl first presented herself before me,
and I saw in the glass the wonderful like-
ness, (which you, Gerard, cannot fail to
recognize) between the country girl and
my aristocratic mother, and through her
to me, and heard the sound of her voice,

80 like my lost wife’s, I could hardly re-
~ frain from clasping her in my arms, and
telling her that she was my child.

“ The story of her mother’s sad fate,
- the sight of the ring with which we were
-married, which belonged to my first wife,
and had her initials-and my own engraved
on the reverse side, and the tress of Alice’s
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exquisite golden brown hair, correspond-
ing with a lock, which, at that moment,
was lying next my heart, removed all
doubts, if such indeed had ever existed,
that the poor dead waunderer was my
wife.” .

¢ Forgive me, my lord, for intérrupting
you,” said Gerard. “ But how could you,
being satisfied that this was the case, en-
courage an alliance between Dorothy and
Gilbert Rushmere, a person so inferior to
her in birth ¢

¢ She loved him, Gerard ; was quite un-
conscious of lher real position, and I
thought the knowledge of it would not.
conduce to ‘her happiness, if it separated
her from her lover. Rank and wealth had
been the means of destroying mine for
ever. Besides my son was living, and
likely to live, and I had no wish to reveal
to the world that sad and biotted page in
my life, for the sake of securing an heir.
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¢ Had Alice lived, I should have owned
her as my wife to the world, exhibited the
proofs of our marriage, and there the
matter would have ended. But in legally
claiming Dorothy, I should subject myself
to the most painful and humiliating inves-

tigations, which going the rounds of the.

public papers, would be bruited abroad
throughout the land. Mv children,” he
cried, in a tone of earnest entreaty, it 18
in your power to save me from this terrible
degradation.”

A frown was gathering upon Gerard’s
brow, and he said, with some asperity :

“My-lord, I do not quite understand
your meaning. If you possess the legal
proofs of Dorothy’s legitimacy, you surely
would not rob her of her birthright, to
cover your own sin,’

“ What does it matter to her, Gﬂrard ?
if she becomes your wife, she would still
be Countess of Wilton. T am certain by

s 2
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what I know of Dorothy’s unselfish cha-

“racter, that she would rather receive her

title through her husband than through a
law process, which would make her father
the most miserable of men. o

“ What do you say, my daughter—will
you insist- upon the legal restitution of '
your rights, or be contented to receive
them through your husband ?”’

Dorothy rose from the Earl’s support- '

ing arms, and stood up before him, her -

eyes brightened, and a vivid flush crim-
soned her cheeks, as sl}e said, with an air
of decision, which admitted of no misin-

~ terpretation :

“ My lord, I care neither for rank mor
wealth. The wndmatlon of my mother’s
honour is dearer to me than either. I will
not bear the title of your daughter branded
with an epithet I need not name.”

- « Dorothy is right,” replied Gerard. 1
would not purchase her birthright on such
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dishonest terms. It would be a cruel in-
justice to both mother and daughter to let
them bear the brand of shame, which a
small sacrifice of personal vanity could re-
move.” : | .

The Earl remained for a long time

leaning his head upon his clasped bands,

without speaking. At length, looking up

with a deep sigh, he said, * Gerard, you: |

press me very sore. I declare to you that
I would rather die than expose my mental
weakness in a court of justice.”

“It will clear your character from a
foul stigma, my lord, the seduction of a
beautiful _young girl, and her supposed
death in consequence of your desertion.

But have you positive proofs of Dorothy '

being her child ?”
~ “1I had not, until the day before I wrote
to Dorothy, and I obtained them by a most
singular chance.

“ When gomg up to London to meet

; “i’ﬁiﬁi‘thi-fiv“l THT M _' oo 5 '
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my poor Edward, a wheel came off my
carriage, and it required the aid of a
blacksmith to repair the damage. I walked
forward to the village, and went into a
neat public house, while my servants found
a smith. I thought I recognized in the
master of the house an old tenant of mine,
who had once kept a similar place of en-
tertainment at Thursten, the village on
the north of Hadstone. : (

“ Years had changed me so much, that
~ he scarcely knew me again. After talking
for some time about indifferent subjects,
he told me, that the very day before, he
had stumbled over a letter, that was
given to him by a poor, miserable, sickly
young woman, who stopped at his
house late ome July evening, eighteen
years ago, and begged for a cup of milk
and a bit of bread for her child, a beauti-
ful little black eyed girl, barely two years
old. My missus ‘asked her,” he said,

L'
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¢ who she Was; and where she was going ¥’

“She replied,

¢ ¢That she had frlends in Storby, whom
she wanted to see. That she was very ill,
and was going home to them to die. But
in case she was too weak to get there,
she wished me to send a letter she had in
her pocket to Lord Wilton, as she expected
that if he were at the Hall he would help

¢T took the letter, and thbught that it
was only some begging petition, and of
little consequence, and our people were
busy in the hay-field, and I forgot all
about it. In the autumn I removed with
my family to this place. I heard of the

death of a young person answering to the
“ description of the poor young woman,

who had been at my house on the night

~ of the tenth of July, who had been found

on the heath by farmer Ruslimere, who

had “adopted the little girl, but did mot -
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trouble myself to go and see the corpse.
““¢ A few weeks ago, my wife died, and
in looking over some of her little traps, to
find a receipt, I stumbled on this letter,
and though I daresay it is of little conse-
quence to your lordship, er to any one
else now, I may as well give it to you.’

"4 % This long" forgotten document, con-
tained a few lines from my poor Alice,
enclosing the registration of the birth of
Dorothy, in the lying-in hospital in Len-
don.  You will find it enclosed in the
packet I sent to Dorothy in case I
“should never return to England, and it
fully identifies her as my child, . and
heiress to the title and estate of Wilton.
There is, therefore, no difficulty in a legal
point of view, and’if you are both deter-

~ mined no$ to, spare my feelings in the

- mmtter, I will immediately take the neces-
- sary steps for ber recognition as my
" daughter.” ’ -

L
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“I would, dearest father, willi‘ngly'
- save you from any exposure, as far as I
_ am myself concerned,” replied '_Dorothy.
« But would it be just to my poor mother ?
I am certain that your own good heart
will acquiesce in my decision, that when
you come to reflect more deeply on the
matter, you will own that I am right. If
* this proof had beén wanting, I think
another one could have been obtained.”
~ She then related her interview with Mr.
Hodson, and his proposal of trying to gain
legal evidence of her being the child of
Alice Knight, in order to put her in pos-
session of tbe large fortune left to her by
her grandmother, which, if followed up,
would likewise involve the dis?:«ivery of her
title to the estates of Wilton.

«“ What I am to do with all this wealth
puzzles me,” she continued. * It is a
great trust placed in my hands by the
Almighty, which will enable me, if rightly ’

e
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applied, to do much gdod to my less
fortunate fellow creatures.” '

The Earl folded her in his arms.

“ Dorothy, my beloved child ! you have
- conquered, for you are more righteous
than your father. May the blessing of

-, ..-the merciful God, who has watched- over

you all the days' of your life, for everrest
up“"q;lL your head. I have been weak and -
_cowardly. You have proved yourself -
great and noble, and well worthy of your:
happy destiny.”




CHAPTER XI.

A PAINFUJ. RECOGNITION.

MMEDIATE steps were now taken by

the Earl to establish Dorothy’s claims,
"and while the suit was pending, he yielded
to her earnest request to remain at Heath
Farm with her old protector, Lawrence
Rushmere, who was still ignorant of the

great future anticipated for his adopted _

daughter
== The old yeoman had grown so fond of

z

her since the desertion of his son, that

~ he could hardly bear her out of his  sight.

- The ragponsibilities. of a lofty station

- weighed e'avilyin her mind, and there
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were moments when she sincerely wished
her lot might be cast midway between -
poverty and riches, and she might avoid
the humiliation ef the one, and great
temptations incidental to the other.

There never was a period in her life
when pride exerted so little influence over
her, or she thought more humbly of her-
- self. She became pensive and silent, and,
being now entirely exempt from domestic
drudgery, passed much of her time in
reading and serious reflection.

Gerard remarked the change that had
passed over Dorothy, but attributed it
‘to the extreme conscientiousness of her
character, which made her consider her-
self unfitted by previous habits and educa-
tion to fill a lofty station. Once, when
she had opened her mind to him on the
subject, and not without tears, lamented
her ignorance of the usages of fashionable
gociety, and wished that she could have
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remained with him always in the country,
the happy and useful wife of a village
pastor. He gently chid her for her want
of faith. ) .

“You possess qualities, Dorothy, that
are truly noble, that would do honour
to any station. Human nature is the
same in every class, and those who have
prized you when only a country girl,
working in the fields, will not hold you

in less estimation when transported to a -

higher sphere. Only retain the same
natural unaffected manners, that charmed
my heart in simple Dorothy Chance, and
I know enough of the society you so much

dread, to assure you that you mneed not

feel the least alarm for the result.”
But Dorothy still doubted and feared,
~and shrunk from the public expressions

of interest and curiosity, which could’

not fail to be exerted in her case.

When Lord Wilton determined to do .
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what was right, he became happy and
coutented, and never let a day pass

- without paying her a visit to inform her

how the suit was progressing. Lawrence
Rushmere marvelled at the Earl’s con-
descension, and was so won over by
his kindness, that he no longer regar.led

‘him as his hereditary enemy. One day

the portrait of the soldier of the Co-
venant caught the Earl's eye. He started
up to examine it, then turned to Rush-
mere, and spoke with animation.

“I have often heard of that picture,
and feel as proud of my descent from
that glorious old fellow as you do, who

. are his lincal representative, and bear his

name.” ‘
“How do you make that out, my
lord?” said the yeoman. It is the

first time I ever heard that the blood

of a Rushmere ran in the veins of a

- Fitzwmorris.”
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“You don’t  seem greatly honoured
by the relationéhip,” returned the. Earl,
laughing.  “But whether or no, what
I say is strictly true. My grandfather,
Sir Lawrence Fitzmorris, was érandSon
to that famous roundhead, by his eldest
daughter Alena, and bore his Christian
name. You and I, my worthy old friend,
are cousins in. the third degree; will
you acknowledge me as a ‘kinsman 7’

“Aye, that a’ wull wi’ my -heart in
my hand,” cricd Rushmere, grasping the
nobleman’s outstretched hand, who could
bave dispensed with at least one half of
the energetic pressure that compressed his
thin white fingers within. the strong grip
of the honest tiller of the soil.

“Dear, dear!” he continued, if a’
had ounly known that afore, I should
ha’ thought a deal more o’ your Lord-
ship.” - -

I have something to tell you which

)
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will surprise you much more, Lawrence.
This  little girl, Dorothy, whom you
adopted as your own, is descended from
him too.” ‘ .

“Now, my lord, you be surely making
fun o’ me; for nobody in the world knows
who Dolly’s mother was, still less her
father. I ha’ been puzzling my brain
about that secret for the last sixteen
years, without finding it out. It was
thé want of knowing who she was, that

has ruined both me and my son.”

« She is my daughter, Lawrence. The
poor woman that you found dead on
Hadstone Heath, was Alice- Knight’,' a
beautifal girl, whom you may remem-

- ber, was adopted by my mother, Lady
Dorothy. She was my wife, and the

mother of our Dorothy ” ~

“The Lord &’ mercy!” cried Rush:
mere, starting to his feet. “ An’ you.
let the poor lass die for want, an’ her
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child work for her bread, in the house
of a stranger. You may call yourself
noble, an’ all that, Lord Wilton, but I
should feel prouder "of the relationship

of a poor, honest man.’

“I do mnot blame you, Rushmere. My
conduct, * from the view .you take of

- it, must appear atrocious indeed. But

I wus as ignorant of the facts as you

~ were.”’

“But how could your lawful wife come.
to such a state o -destitution ? ,Did a’
play you false 7" '

1 will tell you how it all happened, »
returned Lord Wilton, “and you will
be more ready to forgive me, as the

‘unfortunate worship of the golden calf,
“which I find is an heredita.ry sin, brought

.about this unhappy affair.”

Drawing his seat beside the old yeo-
man, he told him the story the reader”

- has just learned from the preceding chap-
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ter, patiently submitting to his blunt
cross-questioning on many points, that
could not fail to be very distressing to
his feelings. ’

“Well, my lord,” k’e said, when he
had listenéd with intense interest to the
said history, “ I am sartain sure I should
ha’ done emctly as you did. Such a
fortin as that very few men could ha’
resisted. It was. a sore temptation,
-there’s © no doubt. I allers thought
that yon poor creature had been summat
above her condition. She had bonny
halr, an’ the smallest fogt an’ ‘hand in
the world. People that work hard, allers
~ show it most in the extremities. Labour
calls out the muscles and sinews, makes
the limbs large, an’ gives breadth more
than height to the figure, tans the com-
_plexion, an’ makes it ruddy an’ coarse.
‘To such as I this be real béauty, but you
- lords of the creation prefer a white skin-
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‘ned, die away, half dead an’ alive sort o’

a cretur, to a well grown healthy buxom
lass like our Dorothy, who ha’ grown up
~ just as God made her, whom all the
~ delicate women folk envy, an’ all the
young men are mad arter. She be just.
what I call a beauty.”

Dorothy laughed at her foster-father’s
ideas of real beauty, and told him that she
was not at all flattered by his description,
as she was very much afraid the gentle

folks Would, consider it “'bar-n-yanl :
* beauty.” .

- “Don’t you mind what they call it, my
Lady Dorothy. I ’spose I must call you
so now. You need not be ashamed to
show your face . 1ywhere; all I be afeared
on is,'this, that when you go home to live

~ in the grand old Hall, that belonged to

him,” pointing up to. the picture, ““you'll

. forget the cross sold man who was father -

to you, when you had none. Ar’ you
T 2 -
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- might ha’ been my own darter too,” he

added, with a sigh, “but for my greed.
An’ your children an’ Gilbert’s might
have inherited the home of my ancestors.

T was nigh cursing Gilbert ’tother "déx,

but Gilly has. more cause to curse me.
Alack, alack, what poor miserable blind
creatures we be! Itis well for us, that
God’s prowdence is at work behind it
all” ' L
‘ Father, you need never fear my for-
getting you,” said Dorothy; “I have
known this change in my fortures a
long time; and have you found any
alteration in my regard *”’ |

¢ An’ did &’ wait upon the old man for
the last three months, an’ knew a’ was a
titled lady all the time?”

“I'm not a titled lady to you, dear
father, but always your own little Dorothy.
Where I am—jyou must go too, and when
I leave Heath Farm, you will have, to go
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to Heath Hall, for I cannot live without
yous and kind Mrs. Brand has prepared
a mice room for you;:and we will try
and make you forget all the past trouble%,
and she put her arm round his neck and
kissed him. ) '

¢ Rushmere, I shall grow jealous of
you,” said Lord Wilton, «if my daughter
- bestows on you more Kisses than she
gives me. What Dorothy says is per-
fectly true; she considers you too old to
trouble about ‘the farm, that it is high
time you should rest from labour. You
must allow her to have her own way in
this matter. ' I have no doubt that she
will contrive to make you happy.”

A week later, and Dorothy’s claims
" were established on a legal basis, and all
the country rang with the romantic tale.

Mrs. Lane put on her best bonnet and
hurried up to Nancy Watling, with the
newspaper in her hand. She had run
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every step of the way, a good half mile,
for fear -Miss Watling should hear the
news from any one else, and when she
burst into the parlour, she was too much
out of breath to speak:

Miss Watling ran wupstairs for her

smelling bottle, thinking that the good

woman was going to faint. By the time,
bowever, that she reached the parlour,
the vendor of small wares had recov ered
the use of her tongue.

«Well, Miss Watling,” she cried, still

panting, *the mystery’s all out at -last. .

Dorothy Chance is Lord Wilton’s ewn
daughter ! and that poor beggar woman,
. as you was used to call her, was no other
than Alice Knight, rich old Mrs. Knight’s
daughter,. whom the Earl’s good mother
adopted, and he married unbeknown to

“T1l not believe a -word of it]” said
Nancy, resolutely.

?
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“ Why, woman, ‘it’s all heré in -the

paper,”” -and Mrs. Lane- tapped the im-

portant “document significantly, ““and as

true as gospel. Do you suppose the Earl

would allow the newspapers to meddle
with his private affairs ? Don’t you hear

L
.the bells ringing; an#l i€;you come down

D2

to the village with me, you'll see all the

tlags a flying, and them who has no flags,
puts out o’ their windows quilts and

hankerchers. Oh, it’s true, true, and T

be right glad on it. I allers did -think
Dorothy Chance a fine girl.”

“I wonder how her ladyship bears
her new dignity P’ said Miss Watling,
waspishly. i

““ As meek as a lamb,” .returhed Mrs.

Lane. .
“How the old man will fret and fume
that Gilbert did not marry her. It serves
him right, at any rate.” . .

“How money do make people turn

i i |
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,w t?r

about,’ contmued Mrs Lane “Tt was
only this time last year that I heard you
praise old Rushmere for turning Dorothy
out o ddors. Before another week is
over, you will be boasting of her ac-
quaintance.

“ Good morning, Nancy, I can’t stay
longer. The butcher has promised to
give me a cast in his cart, as far as
Barfords. ‘1 know Jane Barford will
be glad of any good that happens to
Dorothy.”

And off went the little bustling woman
to spread the glad tidings in every house
she passed. i

Miss Watling’s envy of Dorothy was
greatly diminished by her exaltation to
rank and fortune. She was now too far
above her to provoke competi‘tilon, and
she began to praise what she could not

. pull down.

Mrs. Lane was Tight, when she antici-
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pated the hearty congratulations of Mrs.

':,Ba'rford; even Letty stopped .her/churn,“i

and, clapping her hands, said:

“Who wud ha’ thought that we'shud
ever have‘a-_ titled lady for a dairy maid,
“or that & countess wud nurse my boy,
" Tommy. It do seem jist like a fairy
tale.” ’

“Yes,” returned old Mrs. Barford,
“and Dorothy may be considered as the

queen of the fairies. If Gilbert’s in Eng-.

land, I Wonder what he will say to all
this? As to Dorothy, she had a good miss

of him. They do say that he made that-

‘other woman a wretched husband.”
“I'm thinking,” said Letty, senten-

tiously, ¢ that it wor the wretch - 052

woman that made him a bad wife. What
he could see in that dirty, impudent
wench, Martha Wood, to run off wi’ ‘un,

stomshes I more than’s marrymo' yon '

s

stuck up Galhmaufry from Lunnon.”

R
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“Nothmg need astomsh you, Lettv,
that is done by a drunken man. But in
thls matter of Dorothy hance, Lawrence.
Rushmere was more to'blame than his
son, and a fine mess he has made of it.
Howsomever, T don’t believe that people
can marry just 'whom they like.  God
mates them, and not man, or we should
not see such strange folk come together.”
<« If that be true, mother,” cried Letty,
with unusual vivacity, ¢ how can yer go
on from day to day, fretting an’ nagging, .
an’ blaming Joe for marrying I? "If I had
to be his wife, he wor forced to take I,
whether or no.’ . v

This was rather a poser to Mrs. Barford’

. favourite theory, on which wmuch might be
said’ for and a'gainst, and which still re-
mains an unsolved enigma.- The old lady
was wont to excuse her own imprudent
marriage on the score of its being ler fate.
She took up her 'knitting and began
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rattling her pins vigorously, as if perfectly
unconscmus of her dau(rh’rer-m law s sen51-
ble remark.

There was one, however, to whom the
change in Dorothy’s ™ social position
brought no joy, producing the most bitter
disappointment, and giving rise to vin-
* dictive and resentful feelings. “ This was
* Gilbert Rushmere.

Before leaving Heath Farm with Mar-

tha Wood, he had secured a tolerably

large sum of money by the sale of the-

farm horses, which had been accomplished

- without the knowledge of his father.

With this sum, it was his intention of

taking his passage to America; but megt- v
ing in London some of his gambling asso-
ciates, they had prevailed upon him to stay,

“until fleeced in his turn of all his ill-gotten - |

store, he was reduced to the necesqlty of

acting as a decoy duck, in a low tavern, '
which was the common-resort of men even
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| e yet more fallen and degraded than bim-
. T self. '

| B :He was sitting maudling over a strong
‘ potation of gin and water, after a night
of riot and debauchery, in an underground
kitchen in tlus den of infamy, striving to
drown the recollecﬁon of former respecta-
blhty in the maddening glass. His red
o " bloated face, unshaven chin and matted
; hair, contrasted painfully with the faded
' uniform that seemed to claim for its
- wearer the title of a gentleman.
It is not the murderer alone who bears
. - upon his brow the stamp of Cain. Vice
’ " marks all her degraded victims with an
unerring sign, which reveals to the spec-
tator the depths of their debasement. This
R * sign is sélistinctly traceable in the cdun-
b tenance of a wicked man, that a little
" child—nay even a dog—alike unconscious
~ of the cause of this physical degradation,
sees that somethmg is wrong, and shrinks
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instinctively from his co,mpanionship.' If
a good man feels it difficult to maintain
the straight onward path of prescribed
~duty, the downward career of the wicked
man has no stumbling blocks in the way,
Every step acceclerates his speed, till he
gains, by a final plunge in deeper guilt,
the dreadful goal. ‘ »
That miserable man, in his half con- ‘
_ scious state, with his unwashed face and
soiled?éafiﬁeﬁ{,g,:an(l brutalized expression,
is a sad illustration of such a frightful career
Scarcely a year has expired, when, a
brave, honest soldier, he was respected
by his comrades, the pride of his parents,
and the beloved of a virtuous woman, and
held an honourable and independent posi-
-tion. He then gave a fair promise of be-
"coming a uséful member of society. Look
at him now leaning on that dirty table,
\drivelling over the accursed- liquor, for

which he has bartered body and soul, and
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to obtam Whlch he has to herd with
ruffians yet more fallen and decrraded than
himself. ’ '

His shameless companion‘ deserted him

‘when he' was no longer able to gratify her
vanity, by . the purchase of fine' clothes
- and bogus jewellery. Of his wife and her
"mother he neither knows nor cares, and
never names. them withontfa"curse,' as the
author of his misery. ‘

His glass is out, and he 'is Just going
to fling himself upon the dirty floor, to

sleep off the headache due to last night’s '
‘shameless orgies. ‘ Hullo ! ! Rush! You're
not going to sleep ¥’ cries ome .of, the.
gang, entering/in his shirt sleeves, with a .
newspaper in his hand. “In less than

‘ / an hour you ll have plenty of work to do.

If you are in your senses rouse up and

read this, -to keep your eyes open till the .

governor wants you.”

Rubbmg his eyes W1th a dreadful oath |

o
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and wishing his. companion in the - place
to which he is himself fast hastening,
d “Gilbert staggered up, and sat down once
~ more by the greasy table. X
e It's hard that you won’t leave me
alone, Boxer. This life’s killing me. My
“head aches confoundedly. I want to go
: sl'eep, “to forget my misery,” as that jolly
old dog, Solomon, has it, ¢ and remember
my poverty no more.’ ”’
¢ This paper will wake you'up. s th?
history of your old sweetheart, Dolly, that -
_you are always bori‘ng me about.. Not that
I believe a ward of all that now. Not a
very likely tale that such a girl as that
would have anything -to say to such a
chap as you, - A nice fellow, an’t you, for
a lady of rank to break her heart about.”
““Don’t bother me!” yawned Gilbert.
¢ If there’s anything worth hearing, can’t -
you tell me without my having the trou-
ble to read it.” .
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¢ There—see for yourself,” cries the -

_other, flinging the paper at his head.

_ ‘ “ My eyes! but you lost a fine chance, if"
7 777 ever it was in your power to win it.”’

7 Gilbert mechanically picked up ihe
" paper, and went to a dresser under the only
“ “window in the room to find out what his
-companion  meant. '
The“columns were filled with the ter-
mination of the famous suit that had pro-
nounced Dorothy Chance the legitimate
ghter of Lord Wilton, and secured to
her the
orandmother, Mrs;
Whether it was the liquor
dened him, the sense of his own deg
dation, or the full consciousness of all
that he had lost, by his cruel desertion of

N

Dorothy, the news contained in that paper =~
rendered him furious. He raved and swore .

—cursing his own folly: and his father’s
avarice; that had’hindefed him from being

k'

mulated wealth left by her

s
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the fortunate possessor of all this Wealth
For Dorothy herself he no longer cared.

- to love a pure and virtuous woman ; but

- him . with rage and .envy, and he swore
with a terrible oath that Dorothy Chance
should never be the wife of Gerard Fitz-
morris ; that he would have his revenge or
die in the attempt.

His vicious comrades laughed at him,
and made fun of his awful imprecations,

proved that he at least was not in joke.

What a niercy it is that people are gen-
erally unconscious of the- evils plotting
inst -them, that the sorrows of the
coming hour are hid beneat
. wings of the future.

(04

all sorts of mischief against her, to disturb
her peace, Dorothy had taken her first
“yoL.mL - v

He had sunk too low in the mire of iniquity

the idea of another possessing her, filled

but the gloomy determination in his eyes -

While her quondam lover was plottmo' :
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Journey to London, in company with her
father. . Her presence was necessary to .
sign important papers, and to prepare a
suitable outfit for her marriage, which was
to take place the first of May. ‘

A noble suite of apartments had been
prepared at Heath Hall for the reception
of the bride and bridegroom on their return
to Hadstone, after their bridal tour, which,
owing to Gerard’s strict notions of the
sacred obligations of his profession, and
the little time that a faithful pastor can
afford to devote to- his own gratification,
e - was to be of short duration,—embracing
a brief visit to the Highlands of Scotland,
and a glance at the English lakes on their
homeward route. :
| . To a young girl brought up in the
ﬂg‘ ... seclusion of a very retired country life,
‘ - Zwho can catch but a faint echo from the
g . .. great .WO’I‘]d to which she is an entire
‘ A - stranger, the metropolis, seen at a distance,
}




A PAINFUL RECOGNITION.' 291

through the dazzling medium of the
- imagination, is believed to be a wonder- -
ful place; a city full of enchantments,
where beauty and wealth meet you
at every turn, and cares and SOTTOWS : '
are forgotten in an endless round of "
dissipation and pleasure. = The reality !
.of those diversions and enjoyments soon .
makes them distasteful to a sensitive and
reﬂe(':tive‘mind;who can discern the sharp
thorns thickly -studding the stem of the
rose, and who will not sacrifice ‘peace of
mind and integrity to secure the fleeting
flowers of popular applause.
Dorothy, whose tastes were all simple
and natural, felt lonely and disappointed -
“in the crowded streets of the great city.
Their amusements and pursuits were so
diﬂ"érent'to those to which she had been
~ accustomed, that it required timeand:
reflection to reconcile her to the change.
- She »‘car‘ed very little for expe;tsive Jewels e
U .~ o

O — R o
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and magnificent attire, and did not fcel at
home in the splendid halls and saloons of
the wealthy and hlo‘h-born When arrayed
for the first tlme'ﬁa:ln a costume- befitting

- her rank, to attené a great ball given by

the beautifal Duchess of , and led’

before the mirror to admire .the charming

image it reflected, the simple girl shocked
her lady’s maid—a very great lady indeed

" in her own estimation—Dy turning from

the glass and bursting into tears.

Her romantic story had excited the
greatest interest in the public mind.
Crowds collected round the Earl’s town
residence to catch a glimpse of his
beautiful daughter when she took a drive

“in the carriage, and men and women vied
- with each other in extolling the charms of

her person and the unaffected grace of her
deportment. Songs were made and sung
in her praise, and wherever she appeared-
she was forced to submit to the
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flatteries ‘and adulations of a crowd of
admirers. o

This was ‘all very painful to Dorothy ;
it oppressed her, restrained her natural
freedom, and rendered her a silent passive
observer in the society in which she might
have shone. She was not insensible to
the admirgtion of the new friends, who
- had so graciously received her into their
~charmed circle, but she longed to get out
of it, and find herself once more in the
country. '

She wrote daily to her lover an account

of all she heard and saw, which helped to
beguile the tedium of- a separation. In
answer to a paragraph in one of his letters,
she said :(—— -

“You are afraid, dear Gerard, that I
may be induced to forget you, surrounded

by so many admirers ; that all this gaiety

and ball-going may give me a taste for
frivolous amusements, and spoil my heart.
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It cannot damage what it never touches—
I hardly know I have a heart; it lies so
still under this .weight of jewels and
brocade. It is only in the silence of my
own chamber, when my thoughts flow
back to you, that it awakes to life and
happiness. R

*¢ Everything strikes me as hollow and
false, in the life T am at present compelled
to lead. People live for the world and its
opinions, and not for each other, still less
for God.® They dare not be simple and

 natural, and love the truth for its own

sake—the blessed truth that would set
them. free from all these conventional

forms and céremonies, jhat shackle the

soul and deaden all its heavenward aspira-
tions. You will laugh at me,_ Gerard,
when I declare to you that I have

-experienced more real enjoyment. in
- working among the new-mown hay, and

inhaling its delicious perfume, when the
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skylark was warbling in the blue heaven
above me, than I have ever known in these
crowded palaces, following the dull routine
of wliat my mnoble young friends term
pleasure. You need mnot fear such
gorgeous insipidities will ever wean me
from the love of nature, or make me
indifferent to the quiet happiness of a
country life, the higher enjoyment of be-
ing useful and striving to benefit others.”
On several occasions, when riding out
with her father, Dorothy had been startled
by observing a face in the crowd that bore
a strong resemblance to Ginlbert Rushmere,
but haggard and degraded, regarding her
with a fixed scowling stare of recognition,
- ich she shrunk with feelings of
B terror and disgust. Wlﬁnﬁhp‘erﬁn"m"'—’
follow her whenever she appeared in
public, glaring upon her with those wild
bloodshot eyes, with unequivocal glances
* of hatred and ferocity. o
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It was impossible that it could be~Gilbert,
and yet the fear that the pregence of this
convinced

person never failed to inspir
her, much as she repressed the uigenerous
~ idea, that it-was he, and no other. )Once;
when dismounting at her millifer’s in
Bond Street, she was so near to him, that
- they were almost face to face. He put
his sole remaining hand hastily into the -
breast pocket of his coat, as if to deliver
something to her, but was pushed back,
and told to get out of the lady’s way by
the footman, and, with a glare of rage and
disappointment, had shrunk back among

" the crowd.

This frightful apparition haunted her
for several days, and disturbed her mind
80 much that she kept close in doors,
pleading indisposition to avoid her usual
drive. ™ E




CHAPTER XIL

IN CONCLUSION.

ER marriage, which took place a few

days after this painful rencounter,
- banished - all these vague fears and sur-
mises, and made her the happy bride of

- _ the man she loved.

It was conducted in a very quiet
manner, and, after partaking of the
splendid déjeuner -prepared for the occa-

- sion, and receiving the congratulations -

of the noble guests who honoured it
with their Presence, she started with

her husband in a private carriage for

" the north. _
After a delightful tour of several weeks,

e g
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she rejoined her father in London, re-

ceived her bridal wisits, and, full of hope
and happiness, - proceeded with him to’
take possession of fhé'princely home that.
was to be her future residence.

Great were the preparations made by
the good folks of Hadstone, to welcome
their_beloved pastor and his beautiful
bride. The gardens and meadows had

" been rifled of their June blossoms to strew

the path from the village to the park
gates, where a triumphal arch of ever-
greens crossed the road, from which gay
silken banners floated forth upon the
breeze, emblazoned with mottos of joyful
welcome. ' o

The road was lined with crowds of

' people ir_l their holiday attire, to hail the
approach of the bridal party, and when

the cortége came in sight, the air rang

- with deafening shouts and acclama-

tions. .
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An elegant openv carriage, drawn by .

four noble grey h_orses,v contain'ed‘ the
bfidal party. The Earl and Lawrence

Rushmere, whom they had taken up at
Heath Farm, Occupied the front seat.
- The old man had been provided with a

dress suitable for the occasion, and his
fine patriarchal face was lighted up with

gratified pride and pleasure.
Lady Dorothy,dreésed in a simple but

elegant morning costume, was seated

beside her. husband in the body of the
- equipage, and received the congratulations

of her rustic friends with smiles of undis-
guised pleasure. A charming incarna-
tion she was of youth and beauty. Mr.

and Mrs. Martin followed in a private

carriage with the children. _
If Gerard Fitzmorris was not a proud
and happy man, his face belied him.’

A pubhc dinner was to be served 1 in the
'park to the poor of the parish, and parents
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- and chlldren were dressed in thelr best
attire,  their smlhncr faces beaming W1th
‘gladness. '

The carriage drew up beneath the tri-
~umphal arch, and the Earl rose to thank

the people for the hearty welcome they

| had given to him and his daughter.

He had scarcely raised his hat, and

uttered the first sentence, when a tall
* haggard looking man, <bare-headed and
covered with dust, rushed from behind

- the arch to the door of the  carriage, and

fired a pistol with his left hand at the

- Lady- Dorothy, who, uttering a%faint cry,
‘sank 1nsen51ble mto the arms of her hus-

band. -
 All was now terror and confusmn

The Earl sprang from his seat to secure
the assassin, a,mxdst the groans and exe-
crations of the excited multitude.

- With a fiendish laugh the ruffian dis-

‘charoed the contents of another weapon .

g9 s o poae
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" into his own mouth, and fell a hideous
- corpse beneath the feet of the horses. He
was instantly dragged out of sight by
"several mep in the crowd, and the man-

gled remains conv O)ed to a nelghbourmrr.

- cottage.

The dreadful deed had ‘been the WOlL of
a moment, and, pale_andltrembhng »w1th

the sudden shock, the Earl grasped con- .

vulsively the door of the carriage.  The

sight of his daughter, her white ‘dress.
stained with her blood, seemed to recall

him to consciou’sness. “TIs 'she .dead ¥
he gasped.

“No, my lord,” said’ Dr. Davy, who
hagl been examining - the pature. of the
’ injufy she had received, and who now
dismounted to assist the nobleman into A_

his carriage. “The wound is not a dan-

gerous one. It was aimed at the lady s
 heart, but at the moment the ruffian fired,
she provxdentlally put up her arm to ralse o

e
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~ her- ve1l which has received the ball of
the assassin. The sooner we can convey
her home the better.” ‘

Gerard’s handkerchief had formed a
temporary bandage to stop the effusion of
blood, and as he held his fair young wife
in his arms his face was as pale and rigid
as her own. “ How quickly,” he thought,
« does sorrow tread in the footsteps of joy.
How little of real happiness can be
expected in a world on which rests
the curse of sm, the shadows of the'
grave.’ =
, Dorothy did not recover from her faint-

ing fit until after they reached the Hall,

~ and she had been conveyed to bed. Then
followed the painful operation of extracting -

- the ball from her right arm, where it was B

““lndged about four inches above the elbow, '
. .and dressing and bandaging the Wound '
- ,whlch Dr. Davy assured the anxious
- father and husband, ~would only prove a
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temporary inconvenience of a few weeks |
at the farthest. ‘ ' . "

Dorothy bore the operation without '
a murmur, placing her left hand in that of
her husband, and leaning her head upon
his breast. When it was over she was
gently laid back upon her pillow, and
given a composing draught” to induce
sleep. _

“ Gerard,” she whispered, “did you

see that unhappy man ?”
“No, my love.” - :
“It was Gilbert Rushmere. Has he
escaped P’ '
¢ From the punishment due to his crime ?
Yes.” ’ ' ,
“ Thank God! I would not have him
suffer death on my account. " Oh, Gerard,
Cif you had seen his eyes—the look he
gave, when he fired. It was not Gilbert
\Rushmere but some demon in his ghape.”
“ Hush, my precious wife. You must

T et e
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not talk and distress yourself.' Your

wound, though not dangerous, may be

rendered so, by want of rest and excite-

- ment.” But Dorothy was too much

agitated to sleep.

“ Did his poor father see him ?”

T think not. The whole thing was so
sudden and unexpected, that Rushmere
was not conépious of it until after it was

“all over.”

“Try and keep him from knowing who
the assassin was. Tell him. that it ‘was

the act; of a madman in the crowd.”

s Dorothy, we must not do evil that
good may come of it, or attempt to cover
crime by uttering an untruth. Leave the
sinner to his God, and .speak of him no

‘more.” ,
~ «And the people, Gerard. You must

not disappoint them of their dinner. Tell *
them from me, that I shall soon be well.
That I wish them all to be happy. A,
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me!” and she closed her eyes and sighed
heavily. ¢ This is a dismal ending to a
day that dawned so pleasantly. That
unhappy man. May God have mercy
upon him, and bring him to repentance.”
She spoke no more, and to the infinite
relief of her husband and Mrs. Martin,
who had constituted herself as nurse,
‘soon dx"opped into a profound sleep.
 This sad affair threw a great damp
upon the joy of the people. Their gay
" shouts were converted into sorrowful
ejaculations. Though the roasted ox was
eaten—the barrels of strong ale drank—
and the children did ample justice to Mrs.
Brand’s excellent plum-pudding, they dis-
persed sadly and sorrowfully, when the
meal was ended. '

.~ Lady Dorothy awoke in a high fever,
and for several days was considered in
imminent danger. This was not caused
by the wound, the ball having penetrated.

VOL. IIL - b
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only an inch beneath the skin, but from
the severe shock her nervous system had
sustained from witnessing a scene _so
terrible. | '

She still fancied herself in the carriage,
surrounded by the gaping crowd, and
encountered the frenzied ‘gaze of the
maniac, as he aimed at her the deadly’

weapon. Unconscious of his last des-

perate act, she would cling to her husband,
and cry out in a tone of agonized earnest-

ness.

“He is mad! Don’t kill him. Let him
escape. I loved him once. I cannot see
him die.”

As a natural antidote to this state of
mental excitement, Gerard thought it best,
during a brief interval of composure, to
reveal to her the facts oi‘ the case, which
calmed at once her agitation, by causing
her to- shed tears. He suffered her to
weep for some time without disturbing
her with any remark.
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He had more than once experienéed
that the truth, however painful, is mbrg
~ endurable, and fraught with less danger
to the human frame, than a state of sus-
pense ;. that the natural elaSticity of the )
mind, when the worst is known, - and
nothmg remains to hope or fear, recon-
ciles us to a blow that we cannot avert,
and which becomes irrevocable as fate.
After lying quiet for some time, Dorothy
opened her large black eyes, and, looking
earnestly in her husband’s face, said in a
low voice, ¢ Gerard, is there any harm in
praying for the dead ?” |
“I should think not, darling. Nature .
herself prompts such prayers. Cold must
that heart be who can witness the death
- of a parent or friend, or even of an enemy,
without breathing an inward prayer for

the salvation of his soul. This impulse

is almost instinctive in the human heart,
and few, I beheve, could be found except
X 2
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the hardened sinner, who have not uttered
such prayers, when bending over the loved
and lost. At the same time, sweet wife,
T must add, that these prayers, however
plous and natural, cannot do any good
to the dead, or change the sentence of a
just God. But they are of service to the
living, in filling the soul with a gentle
charity, and bringing it into solemn com-
munion with Him who has extracted the
sting from death, and. risen victorious
from the grave.”

“ Ah,” sighed Dorothy, ‘“ how thankful
we ought to be that the future is merci-
fully hidden from us. Who could endure
all the trials of life, if they could see them
in advance ? Our moments of gladness are
often more nearly allied to sorrow than
those of grief. The terrible reverse is so
hard to bear.” Gerard fondly kissed the

‘pale, earnest speaker, and, kneeling beside -

her bed, uttered a fervent prayer of
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~ thanksgiving that it had pleased God to

restore his dear young wife to reason.

In a few weeks she was able to sit up,
and receive the visits of synipathizing
friends. v '

Little now remains for us to record of
the eventful history of this truly noble
woman.

The fortune she inherited from her
grandmother was entirely devoted. to
charitable purposes. She caused to be
erected at Storby an hospital for the sick,
and a bouse of refuge for infirm and ship-
wrecked mariners. ’

She built a comfortable almshouse
for aged and destitute widows, and a
school and asylum for orphan children,
whom she made her especial care. Her
chief delight was in doing good, and con-
tributing to the happiness of others, in
which charitable occupation she enjoyed
the hearty co-operation of a man, well
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worthy of being the husband and bosom
friend of such an excellent wife.

Lady Dorothy became the mother of
four noble promising boys, and one lovely
girl named after her mother, Alice.
The Earl, and her foster-father, who
shared her home, lived to see her sons
grow up to men, and to mingle their
tears with her’s, over the grave of her

~ only daughter, who died in her innocent’

childhood. '

The portrait of the soldier of the Cov-
enant had been removed from Heath
Farm, and placed among the -pictures of
thie Earl’s ancestors; and old Rushmere
would rub his hands while contemplating
it, and declare ¢ that old Sir Lawrence

‘was now in his proper place.”

Dorothy had named her second son
Lawrence Rushmere, after her foster-

- father, and the boy was the especial pet -

and darling of the venerable patriarch.
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.« Bdward, and Gerard, and Thomas might
be fine lads,” he said, *but they were
none of them, so clever and handsome - as

- his own Larry.”

The Earl erected a beautiful monument
over the grave of his unfortunate countess,
and resisted all Dorothy’s earnest entrea-
~ ties to cut down the melancholy yew that
 kept the sunbeams from visiting her
mother’d grave.

“ The spot is holy ground my Doro-
thy. The mournful tree, a fit emblem for
love like iours, which was cradled in sor-
~ row, and yvhose‘ constancy survives the
~ grave. There, too, I hope to sleep in
peace, by the side of the beloved.”
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