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THE MONCTONS. .

CHAPTER L
MY GRANDFATHER AND HIS SONS.

" THERE Was a time—a good old time—when men of rank and
fortune were not ashamed of their poor relations ; affording the
protection of their name and influence to the lower shoots of the
great family tree, that, springing from.the same root, expected

Ao derive_sopport and nourishment from the main stem.

That time is well-nigh gone for ever ; kindred love and hospi-
tality have decreased with the increase of modern luxury and
exclusiveness, and the sacred ties of consanguinity are now
regarded with indifference—or if recognized, it is only with
those who move in the same charmed circle, and who make a
respectable appearance in the world—then, and then only—are
their names pronounced with reverence, and their relationship
considered an honor. ©

Tt is amusing to watch from a distance, the eagerness with
which sdnge people assert their claims to relationship with
wealthy and titled families, and the intrigue and manceuvering it

. 1%




10 . THE MONCTONS.

calls forth in these fortunate individuals, in order to disclaim the
.boasted connexion. :

It was my fate for many years to eat the bitter bread of
dependence, as one of those despised and insulted domestic
annoyances—A Poor Reldfion.

My grandfather, Geoffrey Moncton, whose name I bear, was
the youngest son of a wealthy Yorkshire Baronet, whose hopes
and affections entirely centered in his first-born—what became
of the junior scions of the family-tree was to him a matter of
secondary consideration. My grandfather, however, had to be
-provided for in a manner becoming the son of a gentleman, and

..+ on his leaving college, Sir Robert offered to purchase him a

"commission in the army.’

My grandfather was a lad of peaceable habits, and had a
mortal antipathly to fighting. He refused point blank to be a
soldier. The Navy offered the same cause for objection, strength-
ened by a natural aversion to the water, which made him decline
going to sea.

‘What was to be done with the mcorng1b1e youth ?  Sir
Robert flew into a passion—called him a coward—a disgrace to
the name of Moncton. \& '

My grandfather, who was a phllosopher in his way, pleaded
guilty to the first charge. From his cradle he had carefully

“avoided scenes of strife and violence, had been a quiet, industri-

" ous boy at school, a sober plodding student at college, minding

his own business, and troubling himself very little with the affairs
of others. The sightof blood made him sick ; he hated the smell
of gunpowder, and would make any sacrifice of time and trouble
rather than come to blows. He now listened to the long cata-

logue of his demerits, which his angry progenitor poured forth:

against him,-with such stoical indifference, that it nearly drew
upon him the corporeal punishment which at all times he so
‘much dreaded.

Sir Robert, at length named the Church as the profession

’




THE MONCTONS.

best suited to a young man of his f;ea.ceable disposition, and

11

flew into a fresh paroxysm of rage, when the obst.mate fellow
positively refused to be a parson.

-

“ He had a horror,” he said, * of making a me
in his speech, and he did not mean to. stand
Honor to my grandfather.

bad thought fit to brand him as a coward.

replied firmly, “I don’t mean to be a lawyer.”

* And pray, sir, what have you talent or inclination for

hard and become an independent man.”

Now this Uncle Drury was brother to the late Lady Moncton,
who had been married by the worthy Baronet for her wealth.
He was one of Sir Robert’s herrors—one of those rick, vilgar
connections which are not. so easily shaken off, and whose iden-

tity is- with ‘great difficulty denied to the world. Sir Robert

vowed, that if the perverse lad persisted in his grovelling choice,
though he had bat two sons, he would discard him altogether.
Obstinacy is a family failing of the Monctons.. My grand-

father, wisely or unwisely, as circumstances should afterwards
determine, remained firm to his purpose.

Sir Robert realized
his threat ; the father and son parted in anger, and from that

_ hour, the latter was looked upon’as an alien to the old family
. stock ; ‘which he was considered to have disgraced

“T have neither talent nor inclination for the profession.”

“ A _merchant,”—returned Greoffrey calmly and decidedly,
without appearing to notice his aristocratic sire’s look of

‘I have no wish to be a poor gentleman./
Place me in my Uncle Drury’s counting-house, and I will work

rofession of
so sacred a calling. Besides, he had an awkyard impediment

"gp in a pulpit.;‘to
expose his infirmity to the ridicule of others.”

He did not want for mental
courage, though Sir Robert, in the plenitude of his wmem,

The bar was next proposed for his considération, but the lad

“Your reasons, sir 7’ cried Sir Robert i ina tone wgch seemed
to forbid a liberty of choice.

g
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12 - . " IHE MONCTONS.

~Greoffrey, however, su?:ce_edzad in carrying out his great life
object. - He toiled on with indefatigable industry, and soon
became rich.. He had singular talents for acquiring wealth, and

- they were not suffered to remain idle. The few pounds with
- which he commenced his mercantile career, soon multiplied into
.thousands, and tens of thousands; and there is- no knowing

what an immense fortune he might have realized, had not death -

. cut short his speculations at an early period of his life.

He had married uncle Drury’s only daughter, a few years
after he became partner in the firm, by whom ke had two ‘sons,
Edward and Robert, to ~both of whom he bequeathed an excel-
lent property.

Edward, the eldest my father, had been educated to fill the
mercantile situation, now vacant by its proprietor’s death, which
was an ample fortune in itself, 1f conducted with prudence and
regularity.

Robert had been early placed in the oﬂice of a lawyer of emi-
nence, and was considered a youth of great talents and promise..
Their mother had been dead for some years, and of her little is _
known in the annals of the family. When speculating upon the
subject, I have imagined her to have been a plain, quiet, matter-
of fact body;Who never did or said anything worth recording.

‘When a man’s position in life is marked out for him by others,
and he is left no voice in the matter, in nine cases out of ten, he
is totally unfitted by nature and inclination for the post he is
called to fill. "So it was with my father, Edward Moncton. A
person less adapted to fill an important place in the mercantile
world, could scarcely have been found. He had a genius for -
spending, not for making money; and was so easy and credulous
that any artful villain might dupe him out of-it. Had he been
beir to the title and the old family estates, he woald have made

~ a first rate couniry gentleman ; as he possessed a fine manly

person, was frank and generous, and excelled in all athletic

~




THE MONCTONS. 13

My Uncle Robert was the very reverse of my father—stern,

.. _shrewd and secretive ; no one could see more of his mind than

he was willing to show ; and, like my grandfather, he had a
great love for money, and a natural talent for acquiring it. -An
old servant of my grandfather’s, Nicholas Banks by name, used —
jocosely to say of him : *Had master Robert been born a beg-
gdr,-he would have converted his ragged wraprascal into a

velvet gown. . The art of making money was born in him:” »

TUncle Robert was very successful in his profession—and such
is the respect that men of common minds pay to wealth for its -
-own sake, that my uncle was as much courted by persons of his
class, as if he had been Lord Chancellor of England. He was

- called the komest lawyer—wherefore, I never could determine,

" éxcept ‘that he was the rick lawyer; and people could not
imagine that the envied possessor of five thousand per annum,
could have any inducement to play the rogue, or cheat his
clients.

-The dependent slave who was chained a.ll day to the desk, in
Robert Moncton’s office, knew him to be a dishonest man. Bat
his practice daily increased,- and his reputation and fortune
increased in proportion. :

- The habits and dispositions of these brothers were so different,

- 80 %.tquy opposed to each other, that it was difficult to recon-
cile the mind to the fact that they were so closely related.

My uncle had a subtle knowledge of character, which was
rendered more acute by his long acquaintance with the world ;
and he did not always turn it to a righteous account. My ,
father was a babe in these matters—a cunning child might oL
deceive him ; while my uncle had a knack of saving without
appearing parsimonious, my father had an unfortunate habit of
frittering his money away upon trifies. You would have
imagined that the one had discovered the secret of the philoso-
pher’s stone ; and that the other had ruined himself in endeavor-
ing to find it out. The one was economical from cheice, the other

pes
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14 THE MONCTONS.

extravagant from the mefe love of spending. - My uncle married
a rich merchant’s daughter, for her money. My father ran off
with a poor curate’s penniless girl, for love. My father neg-
lected his business and bécame poor. Inthe hope of redeeming

his fortune he frequented the turf and the gambling-table ; and
_died broken-hearted- and 'insolvent in the prime of manhood ;
- leaving his widow and her orphan boy to.the protection and.

guardianship of the brother, who had drudged all his life to ‘
become a millionaire.

My dear mother only survived her handsome, reckless
husband, six short months; and, bereaved of both my natural
protectors, I was doomed at the early age of eight years to
drick the bitter cup of poverty and dependence, to its very
dregs. - : .

—_——

- "CHAPTER II.
MY MOTHER’S FUNERAL.

I ~evir saw my Uncle Robert Moncton until the morning
of my mother’s funeral ; and the impression that first interview
made upon my young heart will never be forgotten. It cast the
first dark shadow upon the sunny dial of my life, and for many
painful years my days and hours were numbered beneath its
gloomy influence. :

" It was a chill, murky November day, such a day as London
or its immediate vicinity can alone produce. The rain fell
slowly and steadily to the ground ; and trickled from the
window-frames in one continuous stream. A thick mist hung
upon the panes of glass like a gauze veil, intersected by innu-
merable channels of water; that looked like a pattern of open
work left in the dingy material. The shutters of our once

e
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populous parlor Were. half-closed ; .and admitted into the large,
deserted apartment, only a portion of this obscare light.. .The
hearse destined to convey the remains of my dear mother to
their last, long resting-place, was drawn up at the door. Isaw. . = =
it looming through the fog, with its tall, black shadowy plames, = i
like some ghostly and mounstrous thing. A hitherto unknown '
; . feeling of dread stole over me. My life had been all sunshine
{ up to the present moment—the sight of that mournful funeral
‘ array swept like a dark cloud over ‘the smiling sky, blotting out
all that was bright and beautiful from my eyes and heart. I
screamed in terror and despair, and hid my face in the lap of
my old nurse to shut out the frightfal vision, andshed torrents
of tears.’ -

The good woman tried to soothe me while she adjusted my
black dress, as I was to form one in that'dolefal procession as
chief mourner—I was my mother’s only child. The only real
mourner there, . '

_The door that led into the next room was partly open. I
saw the undertaker’s people removing the coffin in order to
place it’ in the hearse. This was a fresh cause for anxiety. I
knew that that black, mysterious looking box contained the

" cold, pale, sleeping form of my mother; but I could not realize
the fact, that the beautiful and beloved being, who had so lately .
kissed and blessed me, was uncoascious of her removal from her
home and weeping boy. :

“ Mamma !—dear mamma !” I cried, struggling violently
with nurse. ‘‘ Let me go, nurse ! those wicked men shall not
take away mamma !” _

Two gentlemen, attracted by my cries and struggles, entered
the room. The foremost was a tall, portly man, whom the
world would call handsome. His features were good, and his
complexion darkly. brilliant ;- but there was a haughty, con-
temptuous expression in his large, promiuent, selfish-looking ¢
eyes, that sent’a chill to my heart. Glittering and glassy, they "

~
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sparkled like ice—clear, sarcastic and repelling—and oh, how
cold! The glance of that eye made me silent in & moment. It
fascinated like the eye of a snake.. I continued to shiver and
stare at him, as long as its scornful gaze remained riveted npon
my face. I felt a kindred feeling springing up in my heart—a
feeling of defiance and resistance that would fain return hatred
for hatred, scorn for scorn ; and never in after life could I meet
the searching look of that stern-cold eye, without expériencing
the same outward abhorrence and inward revulsion.

He took my hand, and turning me round, examined my coun-
tenance with critieal minuteness, neither moved by my childish
indignation nor my tears. ‘A strong-limbed, straight-made
fellow, this. I did not think that Edward could be the father
of such an energetic-looking boy. He’s like.his® grandfather,
and if I mistake not, will be just as obstinate and self -sus-
tained.”

A true Moncton,” returned his compamon a coarse-featured,
vulgar-looking man, with a weak, undecided, but otherwise
kindly countenance. “You will not be able to bend that younﬂ'
one, to your purpose.”

A Dbitter smile was the reply, and a fixed stare f’ Tom those
terribly bright eyes. -

“Poor child ! He’s very unfortunate,” continued the same

-speaker. “I pity him from my very soul.”” He placed his
large hand kindly upon my head, and drawing me between his *

knees held up my face and kissed me with an air of ‘parental
tenderness. Touched by the unexpected caress, I clasped my
arms about his neck, and hid my face in his bosom. He flung

_ himself into a large chair, and lifted me upon his knee.

”,

“You seem to have taken a fancy to the boy,” said my uncle, '

in the same sarcastic tone. ‘ Suppose you adopt him as your
son. I would gladly be rid of him for ever ; and would pay
well for his change of name and country. Is it a bargain ?”
and he grasped his’ companion by the shoulder.

i
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“No. I will not incur the responsxbxhty I have done too

" much against the poor: ¢hild’ already. “ Besides; a man with ten:
children has no need of adopting the.child of-a stranger. - Pro- -
vidence has thrown him into your hands, Robert Moncton ;- and-
whether for good-or evﬂ, I beseech you to t.rea.t the lad kmdly :

for his father’s sake.”

“ 'Well, well, T must, T see, make the best of a badl)argam.
But, Walters, you could soeasily take him with yoa to-Ame-
rica.. He has no friends by the mother’s side, to make any stir-
about his dlsappea.rance Under your -name his-identity will -
never be recogmzed, and it would be ta.lnng & thorn out of my

side” - S

“To plant it in my own heart: The chxl& mnst remain w1th
you.”.

the time, but after events recalled” lt*nndly to my recollection.
The undertaker put an end to the conference by informing

the gentlemen that * all was ready, and the- hearse was about ,

to. move forward.” My nurse placed me in a mourning coach,
beside my uncle and his companion, in order that I ‘might form
a part in that dismal procession, to the neatest cemetety. I
shall never forget the impression that solemn scene made on my
~mind. My first ideas of death and decay. were formed whilst
standing beside my mother’s grave. There my heart received
its first great life lesson ; and owned its first ‘acquaintanceship
with grief—the ideal vamshed and the hard, uncompromising

 eal took its place.

After the funeral was over, I accompamed my Uncle Robert

" to his house in Hatton Gﬁ:n At the door we parted with
y

Mr. Walters, and many elapsed, before I saw his face

THE MONCTONS. Tk l‘IA

I didn’t pay very partxcular attention to this conversatlon at
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- CHAPTER III.
KYAUNT REBECCA. .

Mns Moncron welcomed the poor orphan w1th kmdness
She was a little, meek-looking woman ; with a sweet voice, and

a very pale face. She might have b_een pretty when young, -

but my boyish impression was that she was very plain. By
the side of her tall, stern partner, she looked the most delicate,
diminutive creature in the world ; and her gentle, tnmd manner
made the contrast appear grester thanit really was.

“ God bless you, my poor child,”* she said, lifting me up in her

_-arms and wiping the tears from my face. “You are young,
indeed, “to be left an orphan.” ' '

I clasped her neck and sobbed aloud. The sound of her voice
reminded me of my mother, and I began to comprehend d1m1y
all: T had lost.

‘“Rebecca,” said my uncle, in his deep, clear voice, ¢ you

 must not spoil the boy. There is no need of this display.”

- His wife seemied as much under the influence of his eye.as

. myself. She instantly released me from Her arms, and quietly

placed me in a chair beside the fire, and in the presence of her
husband, she took no more notice of me than she would have
done of one of the domestic animals about the house. Yet, her
eyes rested upon me with motherly kindness, and she sxlent]y
took care to administer liberally to ail my wants ; and when she

_did speak, it was m such a soft, soothing. tone, that I felt that

she was my friend, a.nd loved her with my whole heart.
My uncle was a domeslnc tyrant—cruel exa,ctmg, and a8
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THE MONCTONS. 19
obstinate as a mule; yet, she contrived to live with him on
friendly terms ; the only creature in the world, I am fﬁ@y per-
suaded, who did not hate him. Married, as she had been, for
money, and possessing few personal advantages, it was wonder-
fal the influence she had over him in her quiet way. She never -
resisted his authority, however harshly enforced ; and often
stood between him and his victims, diverting hls resentment
without appearing to oppose his will. If there existed in his

. frigid breast one sentiment of- kmdness for any human creature,
I think it was for her. » .
‘With women he was no favorite. He had 1o respect for the
sex, and I query whether he was ever-in love jn his life. If he
had ever owned the tender passion, it must have been in very
early youth, before his heart got hardened: and iced in the world.

My aunt seemed necessary to his comfort, his convenience, his

vanity ; however he might be disliked by others, he was certain
- of her fidelity and attachment. His respect for her was the one
bright spot in his character, and even that was tarmshed by a
" refined system of selfishness.

The ouly comfort I enjoyed during my cheerless childhood, I o

derived from her silent attention to my wants and wishes, which

she gratified as far as she dared, without incurring the Jeo.lous

displeasure of her exacting husband. - -
In private, Mrs. Moncton always treated me as her own cbild

She unlocked the fountains of natural affection, which my uncle’s

harshness had sealed, and love gushed forth. I dearly loved
her, and longed to call her mother ; but she forbade all outward -
demonstration of my attachment, whlch she assured me would

1ot only be very offensive to ‘Mr. Moncton, but would draw

down his dispieasure upon us both.

The hours I spent with my good” aunt were few ; I only saw
her at meals, and on the Sabbath day, when I accompamed
“her to church, and spent the whole ‘day with her and her only
son—a cross, peevish boy, some four years older than myself—

b
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20 THE MONCTONS.

but of him anon. During the winter, she alway sent for me into
the parlor, during the dark hour between dinner and tea, when
I recited to her the lessons I had learned with my cousin’s tutor
during the day. My uncle was always absent at that hour, and
these were precious moments to the-young heart, that knew no
companionship, and pined for affection and sympathy.

My worthy aunt! it is with heartfelt gratitude T pay this

" slight tribute to your memory. But for your gentle love and

kind teachings, I might have become as cold and tyrannical as
your harsh Jord—as selfish and- unfeelmo' as your unnatutal son.
How I delighted to sit by your side, in the warm, red light

~of the cheerful fire, in that large, dusky room, and hold your

small white hand in mine, while I recounted to yogi all the beau-
tiful and shadowy reminiscences of my happy infancy—to watch.
the pensive smile steal over your lips, as I described the garden
in which I played, the dear little white bed in which I slept, and
where my own dear mother nightly knelt beside me, to hear me
repeat my simple prayers and hymns, before she kissed and
blessed me, and left me to the protectmo' care of the great
Father in Heaven. ‘

“ Ah1” I exclaimed one evening, while sitting at my aunt’s
feet, “ why did she die and leave me for ever ?  I-am nobody’s
child. Other little boys have kind mothers to love them, but I
am alone in the world. Aunt, let me be your boy—your own
dear little boy, and I will love you almost as well as I did my

" poor mamma.}”

The good woman caught me to her heart, tears were stream-

‘ ing down: her kind, benevolent face, she kissed me passxonate'y,

as she sobbed out, -
¢ Greoffrey, you will never know how much I love you—more,
my poor boy, than I dare own. But rest assured that you shall

_ never want a mother’s love while I live.”

Well and conscientiously did she perform her promise. She
has long been dead, but time will never efface from my mind '
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a tender recollection of her kindness. Since I arrived at man’s
estate, I have knelt beside her grave, and moistened the turf .
which enfolds that warm, noble heart with gratefal tears.
She had, as I before stated, one son—the first born and only
surviver of a large family. This boy was a great source of
anxiety to his mother ; a sullen, unmanageable, ill-tempered
child. Cruel and cowardly, he united with the cold, selfish dis- -
position of the father, a jealous, proud and vindictive spirit
peculiarly his own. It was impossible to keep on friendly terms
with Theophilus Moncton ; he’was always taking affronts, and
_ever on the alert to dispute and contradict every word or
opinion advanced by-another. He would take offence at every
look and gesture, which he fancied derogatory to his dignity ;
~and if you refused to speak to him, he considered that you did
not pay him proper respect—that you slighted and insulted him.

. He was afraid of his father, for whom he entertained little
esteem or affection ; and to his gentle mother he was always'
surly and disobedient ; ridiculing her maternal admonitions, and
thwarting and opposing her commands, because he knew that
his opposmon pained and annoyed her.

Ale—he hated ; and not only told me so to my face, both in
public and pnvate but encouraged the servants to treat me
with insolence and neglect. This class of individuals are seldom
actuated by high and generous motives ; and anxious to court
the favor of their wealthy master’s heir, they soon found that
the best way to worm themselves into his good graces, was to
treat me with disrespect. The taunts and blows of my tyranni-
cal cousin, though hard to bear, never wounded me so keenly a3
the sneers and whispered. remarks of these worldly, low-bred
domestics. Their conduct clenched the iron of dependence into
my very soul. ) o

It was vain for_my gunt to remonstrate with her son on his ..
ungenerous condect ; her authority with him was a mere cipher,

~be had his father upon his side, and for my aunt’s sake, I
forbore to complain.
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CHAPTER IV.
¢ ' ' THE TUTOR.

My uncle did not send us to school, but engaged a young’
man of mean birth, but good classical attainments, to act in the
capacity of tutor to his son, and as an act of especial favor,
which fa.ct was duly impressed upon me from day to day, I was
allowed the benefit of his instructions.

Mr. Jones, though a good practical teacher, was a weak,
.mean creature, possessing the very soul of a sneak. He soon
dxscovered that. the best way to please his elder pupil was to
neglect and. treat me ill. He had been engaged on a very
moderate -salary to teach one lad, and he was greatly annoyed
when Mr. Moncton introduced me into his preserce, coldly
remarking, ““ that I was an orphan son of his brother—a lad
thrown upon his charity, and it would add very little to Mr.
Jones’s labors to associate me with Theophilus in his studies.” -

*  Mr. Jones was poor and friendless, ard had to make his own
"way in the world. He dared not resent the imposition, for fear

of losing his situation, and while outwardly he -cheerfully

ax:qmesced in Mr. Moricton’s proposition, he concelved a violent -

prejudice against me, as being the cause of it. .

He was a spiteful, irritable, narrow-minded man ; and I soon»

found that any attempt to win his regard, or concxha.te him, was

fatile : he had made up his mind to dislike me, and he did so -

with a hearty good will that no attention or assidoity on my
part could overcome.
Theophilus, who, like his father, professed a great insight intc

character, read that of kis instructor at a glance; and despis--

I
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ed him accordingly. But The ophilus was vain and fond of ad-’
miration, and could not exist without satellites to move around
him, and render him their homage as to a superior luminary.
He was a magnificent pay-master to his sneaks ; and bound
them to him with the strongest of all ties—his purse strings.
Mr. Moncton, always allowed this lad a handsome sum
monthly for his own private expenses ; and fond as he was of
money, he never inquired of the haughty arrogant boy, the
manner in which he disposed of his pocket money. He might
save or spend. it as inclination prompted—he considered it a
necessary outlay to give his son weight and influence with
others ; ‘and never troubled himself about it again. ‘

Theophllus soon won over Mr. Jones to his interest, by a few
judicious presents ; while he fostered his dislike to me, by in-
forming him of circumstances regarding my birth and family,
with which I never became acquainted until some years after-
wards. At this distance of time, I can:almost forgive Mr. Jgneé;_
for the indifference and contempt hé felt for his junior pupil.

Influenced by these feelings, he taught me as little as he could;
but I bad a thirst for knowledge, and he could not hinder me
from -listening and profiting by his instructions to my cousin.
Fortunately for me, Theophilus did not possess either a brilliant
or'inquiring mind. Learning was very distastefal to him ; and
Mr. Jones had to repeat his instructions so often, that it ena-
bled me to learn them by heart. "AMr. Jonesflattered and coaxed
his indolent pupil ; but-could 1ot induce him to take any interest
in his studies, so that I soon shot far ahead of him, greatly to
the annoyance of both master and pupil ; the former domg his:
best to throw every impediment in my way. :

I resented the injustice of this conduct with much warmth,
and told him, “that I would learn in spite of him; I had mas-
. tered the first rudiments of Latin and Mathematics; and I could
3% now teach myself all that I wanted to know.”

This boast was rather premature. I found the task of self-



24 THE MONCTONS.

.

" instruction less easy than I anticipated. I wasin Mr. Jones’s
power—and he meanly withheld from me the books necessary
to my further advancement. -

I now found myself at a stand-still. | I threatened Mr Jones
I would complain to my uncle of his un;ustlﬁable conduct.,

The idea seemed greatly to amuse him and my cousin—they .\
laughed in my face, and dared me to make the expenment

. I flew to my aunt.

She told me to be patient and concea.l my resentment ; and
she would supply the books and stationery I required, from her
own purse.

I did not like this. I was a blunt straight-forward boy ; and
I thought that my aunt was afraid to back me in what I knew
to be right. I told her so.

“True, Geoffrey. But in this house it is useless to oppose
force to force. Your only safe course is non-resistance.”

“That plan I never can adopt. It is truckling to ev1l aunt.
No ultimate good can spring from it.”

“But great trouble and pain may be avoided, Greoffrey.”

"¢ Aunt, T will not submit to Mr. Jones’s mean tyranny; I

£ feel myself aggrieved ; I must speak out and have it off my

mind. I will go this instant to Mr. Moncton and submtt the

o case to him.”

. ¢ Incur his displeasure—no trifle at any. time, Geoﬁ'rey—-—and

hgve Theophilus and Mr. Jones langhing at you. They can tell

-your uncle what story they please: and which is he most likely

to believe, your statement or theirs 7”7

~ “Heis a clever man. Let them say what they hke, it is not

5o easy to deceive him ; he will judge for himself. He would -

know that I was in the right even if he did not choose to say

50 ; and that would be some satisfaction, althongh he might

take their part ” ’
My aunt was surpmsed at my boldness she looked me Iong

and earnestly in the face

. !‘lv’f;,f-.st,«,i'ay.li_m!l_

A A7
EREKRDTSI 0 sy L i s e
. A g

MR



~ THE novcrons ' 25

- “ @eoffrey; your argumex;t is the best. Honesty is the right
policy, after all. I wish I had the moral courage to act up to
it at all times. But, my dear boy, when you are the stave of &
violent and deceitfnl man, your only chance fo’r 4 quiet life is to
fight him with his own weapons.”

make me as bad as him. No, no, that plan would not do for
me. I should betray myself every minute, and become con-
temptible in his eyes and my own. It strikes me, although I am

are not afraid of them. Bullies are all cowards, aunt; they
will yield to courage which -they feel to be superior to their
own. So much I have Iea.rn’cgfrom the experience of the Iast
four years.”

Aunt made no reply; she smﬂ‘éd sadly and k.mdly upon me,
and her tacit approval sent me directly to my uncle. He wag
in his private office. I knocked gently at the door.

“ Come in™

I did so ;- and there I stood, not a little confused and per-
plexed before him, with flushed cheeks and a fast-throbbing
heart. It was the first complaint I had ever made to him in
my life—the first time I had ever dared to enter his samctum.

without knowing how to begin. I thought he would have
looked me down. I felt the blood receding from my face beneath
his cold gaze, as he said—

“ Geoffrey, what do you want here ?” -

“T came, sir,” I at last faltered out, *to make a complaint
against Mr. Jones.” ' «

“1,never listen to complaints brought- by & pupil against his
teacher,” he cried, ima voice that made me recoil over the door-
step. ~ Begone, sir | If you come into my presence again on
such an errand, I will spurn you from the room.”

2

“Wrong again, aunt,” I cried vehemently. “That would 7

but a boy of twelve, and know little of the world, that the only.
real chance you have with such men is, to show them that you

sanctorum ; and I remained tongue-tied upon- the .threshold, -

R
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This speech, meant to intimidate me, restored my courage. I
felt the hot blood rush to my face in a fiery flood.

-¢‘Hear me, sir. Did not you place me under hxs care in order
that I might learn 27 . :

“And you refuse to do so ¥*-

S« No, sir : the reverse is the case : he’ refuses to teach me,
and -deprives me of my books, so that I cannot teach my-
_self”

“A very probable tale ” sneered Mr. Moncton ; then rising
from the table at which he was seated, he cried out hastily, “Is

Mr. Jones in the stady 2
“ Yes, sir.” . - _
-“Then, my new client, come along with me. I will soon
learn the truth of your case.”
' He clutched me by the arm, which he grasped so tightly that
- I could scarcely resist a cry of pain, and hurried me out. In the
. stady we found Theophilus and Mr. Jones : the one lounging on
two chairs, the other smoking a cigar and reading anovel. Mr.
Moncton stood for a moment in -the door-wav, regarding the ’
pair with his peculiar glance. .

“ Grentlemen, you seem pleasanily and profitably employed !”

“Our morning tasks are concluded,” said Theophxlu,s, return-
ing the stare of scrutiny with a steady lie. “* Too ‘much work
would make Jack a dull boy.’” e

His father smiled grimly. How well he understood the char-
acter of his son.

“ Here is a lad, Mr. Jones, who complains that you not ouly
refuse to teach him, but deprive him of his books.”

"« He tells the truth, sir,” returned that Wo}thy,.castiug upon
me a spiteful, sidelong glance, which seemed to say more elo-
quéfitly than words, “ You shall see, master Geoffrey, what
youll get by tale bearing. TIl match you yet” I have
withheld his books, and refused my instructions for the past
week, as a punishment for his insolent and disrespectful
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conduct to your son and me; to say nothing of his impertinent
speeches regardmcr you, sir, who a,r{hls guardian and bene-
factor.” -

“Do you hear that—sir!” said my uncle, giving me a vio-
lent blow on my cheek, and flinging me from him. ¢ When next -
you come to me with such tales you shall not leave your bed for
a week.”

I sprang from the floor, where his blow had sent me ; and
stood erect before him. It was a pigmy confronting a gla.nt
but my blood was boiling. T had lost all control over myself. .
“Itisalie I” I cried, shaking my fist at Mr. Jones. ‘A mon-
strous falsehood | He knows it is. Theophilus knows itis. I
have been falsely accused and unjustly punished ; I will remem- -
ber that blow to my dying day. ‘I will never forget nor for-
give it.”

“ And who cares, my hero for your impotent rage?” My un-

"cle seized me by my thick curling hair, and turned round my

face, hot with passion and streaming with tears of rage, to the
gaze of my sneering enemies. “T will make you know, that you
are in my house and in my power—and you skall submit to my
authority, and the authority of those I choose to place over you.”

I struggled desperately in his hercalean grasp in order to free
myself. He laughed at my impotent rage and then threw me
on the floor—and this time, I was quiet enough.

When I recovered my senses, I found myself lying upon the
bed in the garret, allotted to my use. My aunt, was sitting
beside me, bathing my temples with vinegar and water, Oh,
aunt,” I sighed, closing my eyes, “ I wish I were dead

“Hush, Greoffrey. You brought this on yourself. I told you

how it would be.”

“1t was so unjust,” I replied with bitterness.
“And you were so rash. You will be wiser another time.”
“ When I am as wicked as my persecutors.” .

- “No need of quoting others, my son, while you suffer such vio-
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lent passions to master you. Listen to me, my child. ¥ have
known your uncle for years. Have seen him in his darkest and
stormiest moods ; and contrived to live peaceably with him.
Nay, he respects me more than he does any one else in the world.
Bat I never opposed kis will. He is not a man to be trifled
with—tears and complaints are useless. You cannot tomch kis
heart. He will be obeyed. Left t0 himself, he may become
your friend, and even treat you with a certain degree of kind-
ness and consideration. But if you anger him, he never for-
gives, and can be a dreadfal enemy. If you love me, Geoffrey,
follow my advice and submxs to his authority with a geod
grace.”

“T will try not to hate him for your dear sake. I ean
promige no:more.” I kissed her hand and felt back exhausted
on my pillow. My head ached dreadfully from the ill-treatment
I had received ; and wounded pride made my heart very sore.
It was only on her account that ¥ could control the deadly and
revengeful feelings I cherished against him. Theophilus ard
Mr. Jones, I considered beneath contempt.

CHAPTER V.

) ‘& CHANGE IN MY PROSPECTS. -

I was surprised at receiving a message from Mr. Moncton,
the next day, to attend him in his private office. I went to him
in fear and trembling. I was ill; nervous and dispirited, and
cared very little as to what in fature might become of me.

I found him all smiles and affability. “ Geoﬁ'rey,” he said,

holding- out his band, as I entered, *I trust you have received
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a useful lesson. You will be wise to lay it to heart. - Mr. Jones
tells me that you write a good bold hand. Give me a specimen
of it. Sit down at the table, and direct that letter to Messieurs
Hanbury and Company, Liverpool.”

I did as I was commanded, but. my hand trembled with ex-
citement : I found some difficalty in steadying” the- pen. He
took the letter and looked at it carefully, muttering as he did
o iy

“ How like my father’s hand. Aye, and how like in obsti-
nacy of purpose ; more like him in every respect than his own
sons.” Then turning to me, who was lost in wonder at this sud-
den change in his manner towards me, he said, ¢ This is well ;
you write a fair, legible hand for a boy. I want a lad in my
office to copy writs and other law papers. I think you will just
do for that purpose. If you are diligent and industrious, after

two years’ trial, I will article you to myself. How old are

you ?”.

“ Thirteen, next August.”

¢ It’s young ; but you are tall and manly for your age. You
and Theophilus are never likely to agree ; it is best for you to
be apart. You have no fortune of your own. I will give you
a profession, and make an independent man of you, if you will
try for the future to be a docile and obedient boy.”

I promised to do my best. He then bade me follow him, and
leading the way through a narrow arched passage, he introduced

. me into the public office, where the large business in which he

was engaged was carried on. Though I had been four years
in the house, I had never seen the inside of this office before. It
was a spacious, dark, dirty, apartment, lighted by high, narrow
windows of ground glass ; so that no time could be wasied by
the junior clerks in looking.out into the street. Several pale,
melancholy; ‘men were seated at desks, bard at work. You heard
nothing but the rapid seratching of their pens against the parch-
ment and paper on which they were employed. When Mr.

g et 0
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* Moncton entered the office, a short, stout,- middle-aged man
“swung himself round on his high stool and fronted us’; ‘but the

moment he recognized his superior, he rose respectfully to receive
him. 7 - o

 Mr. Moncton took him apart, and they entered into a deep
and earnest conversation : of which, I am certain, from the sig-

nificant glances which, from time togtime, they directed towards

me, I formed the principal topic.
At length the conference was over, and my uncle, left the

office without giving me a parting word or glance. . When he

was fairly out of hearing, all the clerks gathered round me.

“Who is he ?” ' o

¢ Mr. Moncton’s nephew,” was the short man’s reply to the
eager questioners.

“Is he sent here to be a spy ?”

“To learn the profession.”

“That babe! Is’the man mad. It will kill the child to chain
kim to the desk all day. ?

“Poor fellow ; he is the orphan son of his brother,” said -

another. “I have seen him at church with Mrs. Moncton.”

“Well, Robert Monctonis a hard man,” said a third.

“ Hush, gentlemen,” interposed Mr. Bassett, the senior clerk.
‘It is not right to make such remarks in the lad’s hearing. . Mr.
Moncton, doubtless, does for the best. Come, my little fellow,
you and I must be good friends. Your uncle has placed you
under my charge, to initiate you into all the mysteries of the
law. I have no doubt we shall get on famously together. But
you maust be diligent and work hard. Your uncle hates idlers ;
he is a strict master, but one of the ablest lawyers in London.
Let me tell you, that to be articled to him is a fortune in itself.”

A far-off, indistinct hope of freedom through this channel,
presented itself to my bewildered mind. I thanked Mr. Bassett
warmly for his proffered aid, and told him that I would do my
best to deserve his good opinion.

B
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From that day, I beca.me an oﬁice drudge, condemned to
copy the same unintelligible, uninteresting law forms, from early
morning until late at night. Mr. Bassett, a quiet, methodical,
business man, was kind in his own peculiar way. He had a
large family, and perhaps felt"a paternal sympathy in my early
introduction to the Iabgs/aﬁd cares of life. He often com-
mended my dﬂigeqog,atfd meéntioned me in very handsome terms
to Mr. Moncton§ but from that gentleman I never received a
word of praise—weeks .and months often -passed without his
/spea.kmvr ‘to me. I was even debarred from spendmg with my
dear aunt that blessed twilight hour, which had proved the.
' chiéf solace of my weary life.

~Qonstant confinement to that close office” preyed upon my
health and spirits ; I became fretful and irritable, the color left
my cheeks and my eyes looked dull and hea.vy The. clerks,

- mostly kind to me, all pltled me, though they dared not openly

show their regard. They brought me presents of fruit and
sweetfeats, andone who ‘lived in the suburbs uséd to delight
my heart, every now and then, with a rich bouquet of flowers.
Their beauty and perfume bronvht ‘back a glimpse: of the old
times—dim visions of lawns and gardens, of smrrmg-bu'ds and
humming-bees ; of & fair smiling oreature who led 'me by the
hand through those bowers of enchantment, and called me her
Greoffrey—her darlmur boy. -

‘When such thoughts came over me, my hand trembled, and I
could not see the parchment I was coPymo- through my tears ;
but for all that, the sight of the ﬂowers was always inexpressi-
bly dear, and I prized them beyond every other gift.

I had been about eighteen months in \the office, when my good
Aunt Rebecca died—an event sudden a.nd unexpected by all.
I was allowed to see her in her last m\oments ; to sob out my
full heart by her death-bed.' Her last words were an earnest
request to her husband to be kind to poor| \Geoffrey, for her sake
—she died—and I felt myself alone and friendless in the world.

<



THE MONCTONS.

CHAPTER VI.
THE SORROWS OF DE?ENQENCE;

My heart sickens over this dreary portion of my childhood.
T have heard it called the happiest season of life. To me it had
few joys. It was a gloomy period of mental suffering and boally
fatigue ; of unnatural restraint and painful probation. -

- The cold, -authoritative manner of f my “ancle, at all times
irksome and repellmg, after the death of his good w1fe became
* almost insupportable ; whlle the insolence and presumptmn of

. his artful son, goaded a free and irascible spirit like mine

almost to madness. The moral force of his mother’s cha;acter
though unappreciated by him, had been some restraint npon his
unamiable, tyrannical temper. That restraint was now removed
and Theophilas considered that my dependent situation gave
him & lawful right to my services, and had I been a work -house

commands with an air of more pointed insolencé. My obstinate
»._ - resistance to his authority, and my desperate struggles to eman-
g cipate myself from his control produced a constant war of

get the worst of - 1t He did not exactly encourage his son in

~ this ungenerous line of conduct, bat his great maxim was to

dzmde .and rule; to exact from all who were dependent upon

lnm the most nncompromlsmg obedience to his arbitrary will ;

a.nd he laughed at my remonstrances, and turned my mdlo-natmn
into ridicule. .

I was daﬂy reminded, pamcnla.rly before strangers, of the

apprentice in his father’s house, he could nat have given his

- ~’'words between-us ; and if I appealed to. myuncle, I was sure to

a3
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. domestic calamities that had made me dependent apon his cold,
extorted charity ; while I was reproached with my want of gra-
titude to a cruel master. .

Passion and woanded ‘pride drew from me bnruing tears. I
felt that I was growing fierce and hard like my persecutors, and
my conscience, yet tender, deplored the lamentable change. My
heart, crushed beneath the semse of injustice and unmerited
neglect, was closed against the best feelings of hnma.mty, and I
regarded my fellow men with aversion and mistrust.

These bitter and desponding feelings deprived my nights of
rest—my days, of hope. When the morning came and I took my
stand at the accursed desk, I wished.the day gone ; ard when
mghl:\relea.sed me from the abhorrent :task, and I seught my
humble garret, I sat for hours at the: apen window, broodmg
over my Wrongs. ’

The moonbeams glittered in- the tears that anguish wrumg
from my uptured eyes. The stars seemed to look down upon
me with compassionate earnestness. Sometimes my youug spirit,
carried away by the intense love I felt for those. béautifal eyes
of heaven, forgot for awhile the sorrows and cares of life and
soared far, far away to seek for. symps,thy and affection in
these anknown.regions of light and parity:. - —

I had few opportunities of religious instruction in this t‘mly\
Godless . household. My uncle. never attended church when he
could avoid the obligation, and then, only to keep up appearan- -
ces. A religion of the world—in which the heart had no part.
There was always a Bible in the office, but it was never used,
but in the way of business to administer oaths. Whenever I
had a moment’s leisure I had turned over the pages . with eager
and mysterious curiosity, but the knowledge that should have
‘brought peace and comfort, and reconciled me to my dreary lot, .
not being sought for in the right spirit, added to my present
despondency, the dread of fature punishment. _

Oh, that awful fear of Hell. How it darkened with its

: o
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unholy shadow, all that was bn‘ght and. bea.utxful in this lower
-.world.

1 had yet to learn, that perfect love casteth out fear, that the
great Father punishes but to reform, and is ever more mllmg
to save than to condemn. I dared not seek him, lest I shopld
hear the terrible denunciation thundered against the wxcked :
“ Depart from me, ye cursed.”

A firm trust in His protecting care would have been a balm
for every wound, that festered and rankled at my heart’s core.
Had the Christian’s hope been ming; I should no longer bave
pined under that dreary sense of utter loneliness, which for many
years paralyzed all mental exertions, or nurtured in my breast
the stern unforgiving temper which made me regard my persecu-
tors with feelings of determined hate.

Residing in the centre of the busy metropolis, and at an age
when the heart sighs for social communion with its fellows, and
imagines, with the fond sincerity of inexperienced youth, a friend
in every agreeable companion, I was immured among old parch-
ments and dusty records, and seldom permitted to mingle with
the guests that frequented my uncle’s house, unless my presence
was required to sign some official document.

Few persons suspected that the shabbily-dressed silent youth
who obeyed Mr. Moncton’s imperious mandates was his nephew-—
the only son of an elder brother—consequently I was treated as
nobedy by his male visitors, and never noticed at all by the

- ladies. ‘

'.l‘hishwas mortifying enough to a tall lad of eighteen, who
already fancied himself & man. Who, though meanly dressed,
and sufficiently awkward, had enough of vanity in his composi-
tion to imagine that his person would create an interest in his
behalf and atone for all other deﬁciéncies, at least in the eyes
of the gentler sex—those angels, who seen at a distance, were
daily becoming objects of admiration and worship.

~Alas ! poor Geoffrey. Thou didst not know in that thy young
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day the things pertammo-tothypeaee. Thou didst not suspect
in thy innocence how the black brand of poverty can deform the
finest face, and dim the brightest intellect in the eyes of the
world.

Among all my petty trials there were none that I felt more
keenly than having to wear the cast-off clothes of my cousin.
He was some years older, buf his frame was slighter and shorter
than mine, and his garments did not fit me in any way. The
coat sleeves were short and tight, and the trowsers came half
way up my legs. The figure I cut in- -these unsuitable garments
was so ludicrous that it was a standing joke among the clerks in
the office. ’

" “When you step into your cousir’s shoes, Geoﬁ'rey, vehope
they will suit you better than his clothes.” )
I could have been happy in the coarsest fustian or eotdemy
garment that I knew was my own. I believe Robert Moncton °
felt ‘a malicious pleasure in humbling me in the eyes of his
people. :
My uncle had fulfilled his promise, and I had beén articled to
- him, when I completed my fourteenth year ; and I now eagerly
looked forward to my majority, when I should be free to quit

his employ, and seek a living in the world.

My time had been so completely engaged in copying law
papers, that I had not been able to pay much attention to the

“higher branches of the profession ; and when night came, and I
was-at length released from the desk, I was so overpowered by
fatigue that I felt no inclination to curtail the blessed hours of
sleep by reading dull law books. Yet, upon this allimportant
knowledge, which I was neglectmg, rested my only chance of
independence.

My cousin Theophilus was pursuing his studles at Oxford,
and rarely visited home, but spent his vacations with some
wealthy relatives in Yorkshire. This was a happy time for me ;
for of all my many trials his presence was the greatest. Even
Mr. Moncton was more civil tome m the a.hsenee of his hopefal .
heir. ~ .
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Thus time glided on untﬂ I was twenty years of age, and fall
six feet in height, and I could 1o longer wear the cast-off suits
of ‘my cousin.. Mr. Moncton in, common decency, was at length, -

»obhged to order my clothés of his tailor ; but he took good care

that they should be of the coarsest descmptlon and of the most

me, ndlcqlous as it must appear to my rea.ders, ga.ve me mﬁmte _

-satisfaction. I felt praud and happy of the acquisition. -

The aftgrnoon of that memorabl_e day, my uncle sent for me
into the drawing-room to witness the transfer of some law
papers. His clients were 'two ladies, young and agreeable.
While I was writing from Mr. Moncton’s dictation, I per-

‘ celved, with no small degree of trepidation, that the younger

was regardmo' me with garnest attention ; and in spite of myself
my cheeks flushed and my hand treu&[;ed. After my part of
the business was concluded Mr. Moncton. told me to withdraw.
As I left the room, I heard Miss Mary Beaumont say, in s, low
voice to her sister~—my uncle having stepped into the adjoining
apartment = - I

“ What a handsome young man, Who is he ?”?

“ Oh, the clerk, of course.” : '

“ He looks a gentleman.”

“A person of no consequence, by his shabby dress and

- awkward manners.”

I closed the door, and walked hastily away. How I-despised.”

the new suit, of which, a few minutes before, I had felt so

proud. The remarks of the younger lady tingled in my ears
for weeks. She had considered me worth looking at, in spite
of my unfashionable garments; and I blessed her for the
amiable condescension, and thought her in return as beautiful
as an-angel. "I never saw her again—but I caught myself
seribbling her name on my desk, and T Govered many sheets of
waste paper with indifferent rhymes in her praise. o

This confession may call up a smile on the lip of the reader,
and I am content that he should accuse me of vanity. Bat




<ol

RV

e e
e vt

THE MONCTONS. qr

these were the first words of commendation that bad ever -

reached my ears from the lips of woman, and though I have
since. langhed heartily at the deep impression they made on my
mind, they preduced a beneficial effect at the time, and bhelped

~ to reconcile me to my lot.

It was about this period, that Mr.; Ba.saett left the office, and

‘went into.the profession on his own acconnt. The waut of means, .
‘and marrying imprudently in early life, had hindered him from

entering it sooner. For tweuty years he had worked as a clerk,
when he was fully gualified to have been the head of the firm.
The death of an uncle who left him a small property unchained

- him from the oar, and as he said, “ Made a man of him at last.”

Poor little man. I never shall forget his joy when he got
that important letter. He sprang from s desk, upsetting the
high stool in his haste, gnd shook hands with us all roundt
laughmg and crying alternately.

He was & great favorite in the office, and we alk re,)oxced in his

good fortune, thoggh I felt sincerely grieved at parting with him.

He had been 3 kihd friend to me when I had no%iends ; and I
had” spent some qmetly happy evenings with him at his humble
lodgings, in the company of a very pretty and amiable wife.
Going to visit him occasionally, was the only indulgence.I had
ever been allowed, and these visits were not petmltted to ba
of .too frequent recurrence.

“ Geoﬂ”rey,” he. saxd takmg me by the hand and drawmg me.
aside—* One word with you before we part. I khow your
attachment to me is sincere. Believe me; the feeling iz recipro-
cated in its fullest extent. Your uncle is not your friend. Few

men act wickedly without a motive. He has his own reasons -
for treating you-as he does. I cannot enter into particulars -

here. Nor would I, even if time and opportunity warranted,
for it would do no ‘'good. Keep your eyes open, your head

- clear—your temper cool, and your tongue silent, and you will |

- -
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see and Iea,m much without the interference of a second person.
I am going ‘to open an oﬂicp in Nottingham, my native town,
and if ever you want a friend in the hour of need; come -to
Josiah Bassett in the full confidence of aﬁ'ectlon, and I will help
you ” .

This speech roused all my cunosu;y I pressed him ea,gerly to

tell me all he knew respecting me and my uncle, but he refused

to satisfy my earnest inquiries. ,
. The departure ‘of Mr.. Bassett, which I regarded as a cala~
mlty, proved one of the most fortunate¢vents in my life.

- “His. place was supplied by a gentleman-of the name of '

Harrison, who was strongly recommended to Mr. Moncton by
his predecessor as an excellent writer, a man well versed in the
law, sober and industrions, and in whose integrity he might
place the ntmost reliance. - He had4no wish to enter into the

profession, but only sought to undertake the ma.nagement of the

“office as head clerk.

. 'Mr. Moncton was a man that never associated himself thh a
’partner, and regarded despotic rule as the only/one tha.t deserved
the name..

- 'When M.r Harnson was mtroduced in proprid persond he did
not seem to realize his employer’s expectations—who, from Mr.

. Bassett’s description, had evidently looked for an older and more .

methodical person, aid was disappointed in the yonng and inter-
esting individual that presented himself. But a8 he required
only a moderate salary for his services, he wa.s engaged on tna.l
for the next three months. /
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CHAPTER VII.

v

GEORGE HARRISON.

Groree HarriSoN was not distinguished by any remarkable
talents; or endowed with that aspiring genius that forces its - .
way through every obstacle, and places the possessor above the S
ordinary mass with whom he is daily forced-to associate.

Yet, his was no common character ; no every day acquaint-
ance, with whom we may spend a pleasant hour, and care not if
we ever meet again in our journey through life. :

The moment he entered the office my heart was drawn towa.rds
him by-an irr 1st1ble, mysterious impulse, so that looking upon:
him T loved him, and felt confident that the friend whom I had
:a.rdently wished to obtain for so many hopeless years, was now

. before me.

“This impression was strengthened by the simple, unaffected,

" frank manner in which he met the advances of the other clerks,
There was a charm in his smile, in the rich tones of his deep,
mellow voice, that made e anxious to catch the one; and hear
the other again, though both were marked by qnuiet, ﬁubdued ,

~ Badness. .

- His face, strictly speaking, could not be called handsome ;
and his general appearance was more remarkable for a refined ‘
and gentlemanly demeanor, than for anyth.mg particularly strik-
ing in form or feature. A good head, fine intelligent hazel eyes,
and a profusion of curling dark brown hair, redeemed his coun-
tenance from mediocrity ; but its careworn, anxious. expression,
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showed too clearly, that some great hfe-sorrow, had bhghted the
early y promise of youth and hope.
Itw was some days before I had an opportunity of becoming
better acquamted with him, We were preparing for the spring -
assizes, and there was work enough in the office to have em-

* ployed. twice the number of hands. Nothing was heard %
but the scratching of pens upon paper from early day until '
midnight.

At last the hurry was over, and we had more leisure to look
about ws. Mr. Moncton ‘was attending a country circuit, and
his watchful eye was no longer upon us. The clerks were absent
a{ dinner ; Mr. Harrison and T were alone in the office, which
he, never left till six, when he returned to his lodgings in Char-

, Iotte street to.dine ; and unless -there happened to be a great Z
" . stress. of business whlch required his Presence, We saw him no {
i more that night. _ E» :

After regarding me for some mmutes with an earngst scrutiny r
whieh, impulsive creature that I was, @Mded me, he i
said— - \

“ Am I mistaken, or is your name 7eally Moncton ?”

“ Really and, truly, Geoffrey, Moncton, at your service.
What made yon doubt the fact ?”

“I had always heard that Mr. Robert Moncton had but one
son.”

“ Surely there is enough of the breed, without your wishing 4"
to affiliate me apon-him. I flatter myself that we do not in the
least resemble each other. And as to the name, I have so little

- respect for it, for his sake, that I wish some one would leave me

a fortnne to change it ; for, between ourselves, I have small

reason to love it. He is my uncle—my father’s. younger brother

—and I find the relationship near enough.” e

This explanation led to-a brief sketch of’ my pamf“] thomrh,
uneventful history, to which Mr. Harrison listened with an air :
of such intense interest that, though it flattered my vanity, not 2

YT E N OO
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a little surprised me. When I eonduded, he gra.sped my hand
firmly, muttering to himself—

" ¢ It is like him—just like him. 'The infernal sconndrel I” L
“What do yon know about him ?” said I, astonished at the
excited state into which my revelations had thrown him. :

“Only too much,” he responded, with a heavy sigh; and
sinking back in his chair, pressed his hands to his head, like one :
who wished to shut out painful recollections, while I.continued
to grasp his arm and stare at him in blank amazement. At
length, rousing himself, he said with a faint smile,— )

“Don’t make big eyes at me, Geoffrey. I cannot tell you all
~ you wish to know. At some other time, and in some other

place, I will repay the confidence you have reposed in me, and
satisfy your queries ; but not here—not in the lion’s den "
~ “For heaven’s sake, don’t keep silent now,” I cried. *You
have roused-my curiosity to such an extravagant pitch, that I -
shall go mad if you hald your tongue. You must speak out.”
“I must not, if, by so doing, T ruin your prospects and my
own. Be satisfied, Geoffrey, that I am your friend ; that hence-
forth I will regard you as a brother, and do all in my power to
lighten and shorten your present bondage.”
“I threw myself by an irrepressible impulse into his arms.
He pressed me to his heart; and the generous assarance he
" gave me of a warm and affectionate sympathy in my destiny, -
near]y atoned for twenty years of sorrow and degradation. The
intense-desire I felt to deserve his esteem, made me anxious to
cultivate my mind, which I had suffered to lie waste. Harrison
kindly offered his aid, and supplied me with books. I now
devoted myself with zeal to the task ; for the first time I had a
motive for exertion ; I no longer vegetated. I had a friend,
and my real life commenced from that day. I set apart two
“hours each night for reading and stndy, and socn felt a keen
relish for the employment.
. “In these lie your best hope of mdependence, Greofirey,” said -
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my kingd friend, laying his hand upon a pile of books, which, for
lack of a table, he placed upon the truck bed in my mean garret.
Then seating himself beside me on the shabby. couch, he pro-
ceeded to examine, by the light of a miserable tallow candle, &
translation' I had been making from the Orations.of Cicero.
“ With your talents, Geoffrey, you need not fear. the tyrann.y of
any man. It will” be your own fault if you do not-rise in the.
profession you have chosen.”

“The choice was none of mine.”
~ “'Then be gratefal to your uncle for once, in having chosen it
for you.”

‘Do you expect 1mpossﬂ)1ht1es 7 .and I smlled bltterly
. “Not exactly. Yet, Geoffrey, many things that appear at
first sight impossible, only require a series of -persevering efforts
to become both easy and practicable. You might render your
unpleasant position with your uncle more tolerable, by yielding
to his authority with a better ‘grace. The constant opposition
you make to his wishes, is both useless and dangerous. .. Though

- you neither love nor respect him, and I should be sorry if you

could do_either, yet, he is entitled to obedience, and a certain
degree of deference as your guardian and master.”

“I never can willingly obey him,” I cried, angnly, “or bnng
my mind to submit to his aaghority.” ,

“In which, I assure you, as a friend, you are wrong. As long
as his commands do not interfere with any moral obligation, you
are bound to listen to them Wlth respect.” . .

“The man has always been my enemy, and would you have

me become a passive instrument in his hands

% Certainly, as.long as you remain his clerk, and he does not
require your aid in any. v1llam0ns transaction. If his intentions
towards you are evil, you cannot frustrate them better than by
doing your duty. Believe me, Geoffrey, you have a more dan-
gerous enemy to contend with, one bound to you by nearer ties,

‘who exercises & more pernicious influence over your mind.”,
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«His sordid, selfish, counterpart—his wortky son 27

George shook his head.

T looked inquiringly.

““A certain 1mpemous willfal, wrong-headed boy, yclept
Geoffrey Moncton.” ™+«

“Pish 1" I exclaimed, shruggmg my shoalders ; *is this your
frlendshlp 27

“The best proof I can give ?of it.”

I walked hastily to and fro, the narrow limits of the chamber,
raising, at every step, a cloud of dust from folds of old, yellow
parchment and mausty rolls of paper, that had accumulated there
for the last half century, and lay in a pile upon the floor. I was
in no humor to listen to a lecture, particularly when my own
faulty temper was to be the principal subject, and form the text.
Harrison watched my movements for some time in silence, with
a provokingly-amused air ; not in the least discouraged by my
waywatd mood ; but evidently ready for another attack.

‘ Prithee, Geoffrey, leave off raising that cloud of dust, dis-
turbing the evil spirits that have long slambered in yon forgot-

ten pile of professmual rubbish, and s1t down quietly and listen-
‘to reason.”

I felt annoyed, and would not resume my place beside hlm,
but, assuming a very stately air, seated myself opposite to my
tormentor on & huge iron chest, which-was the only seat, save
the bed, in the room ; and then, fixing my eyes reproachfully
upon him, I sat as stxff as a poker, without rela.xmg a muscle of
my face.

He laughed outnght

“You are displeased with my bluntness, Geoffrey, and I am
amused with your dignity. That solemn, proud face would
become the Lord Chancellor of England.”

“Hold your tongue, you tormenting wretch ; I won’t be

'la.uo'hed at in this absurd manner. 'What have_ 1 doue to deservq

such a sermon ?”

o
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“ Vanity, vanity, all is vanity, saith the preacher,’ and surely,
Geoffrey, your vanity exceeds all other vanity. I hint at a
fault, and point it out for correction. You imagine yourself
perfection, and are mp in arms in a moment. Answer me,
seriously : do you ever expect to settle in life 7

“T have dared to cherish the forlorn hope.,”

t ”» g

“ What would you have me do ?”

¢ Yield to eircumstanees.”

¢ Become & villain ?” This was said with a very tragic air.
4 May heaven forbid! T would be sorry to see you so

" mpearly resemble your uncle. But I would have you avoid use-

lessly offending him ; for, by constantly inflaming his mind to
anger, you may rain your own prospects, and be driven, in des-
peration, to-adopt measures for obtaining a living, scarcely less
dishonorable than his own.”

“ Gto on,” I eried ; “it is all very well for you to talk in this
philosophical strain ; you have not been educated in the same
bitter school with me; you have not known What it is to
writhe beneath the oppressive authority of this cold, unfeeling
man ; you cannot understand the natare of my sufferings, or the
painful humiliation I must daily endare.” '

He took my hand affectionately.

“ Geoffrey, how do you know all this? *Yours is not a pro-

fession which allows men to jump at conclusions. What can

you tell of my past or present trials. What if I should say,
they had been far greater,and worse to bear than your own ?”
¢ Impossible 1”
¢ All things that have reference to sorrow and trouble, in
this world, are only too possible.” But I will bave patience with
you, my poor friend ; your heart is very sore. The deadly
wounds in mine are partially healed ; yet, my experience’ of life

_ has been bought with bitter tears. .The loss of hope, health

“ Forlorn as it is, you sre taking the best method to destroy '

2
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and selfrespect. I am'willing that you should profit by this;
and, having made this confession, will you condescend to hea.r
my lecture to an end ?”

¢ Qh, tell me something more about yourself. I wonld rather
listen to your sorrows, than have my fa.nlts paraded before
me. k24

- A melancholy sile pmed over hxs face.

‘ Greoffrey, what a child you are ! . Listen to me. You have
 suffered this personal dislike to your uacle and his son, to over-

top—Ilike some rank weed—every better growth ofyour mind ;

to destroy your moral integrity and mental -advantages; to~

interfere with your studies, and prevent any beneficial resalt

which might arise from your siteation as elerk in this office.
Is this wise ?”

I remained obstinately silent. .

““You are lengthening the term of your bondage, and m'etmg
the fetters you are so anxious to break. . Does not your uncle
Does he not. laugh at your impotent efforts to
break his yoke from off your neck? In one short year your
articles will expire, and you will become a free<agent. Bud;
with the little knowledge you have gained of your professmn,
what would liberty-do for you? Would it procure for you &
better situation ; establish your claims as & gentlemam, or GH
an empty purse ?” ‘

“ Let -the worst come to the worst—I could work for my

~ bread”

“ Not such an easy thing as you imagine.” '

* With health, strength and youth on my side, what shonld
hinder me ¥
- “Your uncle's influence, which is very great. The world
does not know him, as we know him. He is considered ‘an
upright, honotable man. Ore word from him would blast your
character, and keep you out of every office in London.” - ,

I felt my cheeks grow pale. I had never seen matters in this
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Jight before. = Still, T would not yield to the argumeunts of my
friend. The obstma.te spirit of the Monctons was-in active ope-
ration just then and would not submit to reason.

“There are more ways of earning a living than by following

the profes&on of the law,” said I, doggedly.
~ “To all of which you have an apprenticeship to serve. Thmk,
" Geoffrey, of the ‘thousands of respectable young men who are

looking for employment in this vast metropolis, and how few are
_ suceessful ; and then ask yourself, how you, without money,

. without friends, and with & powerful enemy to crush all your
honest endeavors, and render them abortive, are hkely to earn
your own living.”

I was struck speechless, and, for the first time in my life,
became aware of my utter inability to extricate myself out of
the net of difficulties that surrounded me.

“You are convinced at last. Look me steadily. in the face,
Geoffrey, and ‘own that you are beaten. Nay, smooth that
frowmng brow ; it makes you look like Robert Moncton.’

“Your profession is a fortune in itself, if you persevere in
acquiring 'it. Be not discouraged by difficulties that beset the
path. A poor man’s road to independence is always up-hill

. work Duty fences the path on either side, and success waves
" her flag from the summit ; but every step must be trod, often in
ragged gdrments and with bare feet, if we would reach the
top.” -

I pressed George Harrison’s ha.nd sﬂently within ‘my own.
He had won a great vxctory over obstinacy and self-conceit. -

From that hour my prospects brightened. I became a new
creature, full of hope, activity and trust. My legal studies
engaged all my leisure moments. I had no time left to brood
~over my wrongs. My mind had formed an estimate of its own
powers ; the' energetic spirit which had been wasted in endless
cavils and "contradictions—for -my-temper was faulty and_head-
strong, and my uncle hot a.lways the aggressor—now asserted

g
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* its own dignity, and furnished me with the weapon most needed

in such petty warfare—self-respect. Harrison had given me a
motive for exertion, and I was ashamed of having suffered my
mental powers to remain so long inactive. As my mind
recovered- a healthy tone, my spirits rose in proportion. The

TN

thirst for improvement daily acquired new strength, while my -

industry not only surpnsed but drew forth the commendations
of my uncle.

“ What has become of your churlish, morose temper, Geof-
frey ?” he said to me one day, at dinner; ; ““ why, boy, you are
greatly changed of late. From'a sulky, impertinent “vindietive
lad, you have became an industrious, a.gteea.ble, pleasant
fellow.” :

“It is. never too late to mend, unc}e,” said I, langhing,

though I did not much relish his portrait of what I had been. -

“ My temper I found a greater punishment to myself than ‘to
others, so I thought it high time to change it for a better.”

“You were perfectly right. I have a better hope for yoﬁr'

future than I once had I shall be able to make somethmg out.
of you yet.”

- This unlooked-for condescension on the pa.rt of Mr. Moneton,
softened the hard feelings I had long cherished against him
intp a more Christian-like endurance of his peculiarities ; and
the conscientious discharge of my own duty taught me to
consider his mterests as my own.

ot
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CHAPTER VIII.

' UNGRATIFIED CURIOSITY.

TeERE is & period in every young man’s first outset in life,

that gives a coloring to his future destiny. It is the time for
action, for mental and moral improvement, and the manner in
whick it is applied or neglected, will decide his character, or

“leave him weak and vacillating all the days of his life.

If this precious portion of existence is wasted in frivolous
amusements, time gets the start of us, and no @mffer-exertion
enables us to overtake him -in his flight. This importaut era
was mine—and I lost no opportunity of turning it o' the best
advantage. I worked early and late in the office, and made
myself master of the nature of the: work that employed my
hands. I learned the philosophy of those law forms, which
hitherto I had only copied mechanically, and looked upon as a

' weary task, and F soon reaped the benefit'of my increased stock

of knowledge. Grave men, in the absence of my uncle, often
applied to me for information and advice, which I felt proud and

. happy in being able to supply. -

&

Thus, I found that in serving my employer falthfnlly, I con:
ferred the greatest benefit on myself ; and, the hours devoted to
-study, while they formed a pleasant recreation from the day
labors of the ofﬁce, were among the happiest and most sinless of
my life. -

I was:seldom admitted into my uncle’s drawing-room, and -
. never allowed to mmgle with evening parties, which, during the

brief visits of Theophilus to his home; were not only frequent,

but very brilliant. This I felt as a great hardship. My soli-.

SN
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tary and companionless youth had deeply imbaed my mizd with

romance. I was fond of castle-building ; I pictured to myself

-« the world as & paradise, and fancied that I was an illastrious
actor in scenes of imaginary splendor, which bore no analogy to
the dull realities of my present life.

-« I was a dreamer of wild dreams, and suffered my enthnsxasm

" to get the master of reason, and betray me into a thousand
absurdities. My love for poetry and music was excessive. I
played upon the flute by ear, and often when alone, dxsxpa.ted
my melancholy thoughts by breathing them into the instre-
ment.

. Through this mediam, Harrison became an adept at discover-
ing the state of my feelings. My flute teld tales,” he said.
It always spoke the language of my heart.” Yet from him I
had few concealments. He was my friend and bosom counsellor,
in whom I reposed the most unreserved confidence. Bat strange
to.say, this confidence was not mutaal. There was a mystery
about George that I -could not fathom ; 3 mental reservation
that was tantalizing and inexplicable.

He was a gentleman in education, appeamnee and manners,
and possessed those high and honorable feelings, which if dis-
played in a peasant, would rank him as one, and which are
inseparable from all who ‘really deserve the title. He never
spoke to me of his family—never alluded to the events of his
past life, or the scenes in which his childhood had been spent.
He talked of sorrow and sickness—of chastisements in the
school of adversity, in general terms; but he never revealed the |
cause of these trials, or why a young man of his attainments was i

reduced to a situation so far below the station he onght to have \
held in society.

I was half inclined to quarrel with him for so perhnamonsly
concealing from me circumstances which I thought I had a right
to know; and in which, when known, I was fully prepared o
sympathize. A thousand times I was on the point of remon-

. I
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~

strating with him on this updue reserve, which appeared so
foreign to his frank, open natnre, but feehngs of delicacy
restrained me.

‘What right had Ito pry into hls secrets ? My impertinent
cnnosn:y might reopen wounds that time had closed. There
were, doubtless, good reasons for his withholding the information
I coveted. )

Yet, I must confess that I had an intense curiosity—a burn-
ing desire to know the history of his past life. For ‘many long
‘months my wishes remained ungratified.

At this time I felt an ardent desire to see somethmo' more of

'life, to mingle in the gay scenes of the great world around me.

Pride, however, withheld me from accepting the many pressing
’ 1nmtat10ns I daily received front the clerks in the office, to join them
in partxes of pleasure, to the theatres and other places of public
amusement. Mr. Moncton had strictly forbidden me to leave
the house of an evening ; but as he was often absent of a night,
I could easily have evaded his commands ; but I scorned to
" expose -to strangers the meanness of my wealthy relative, by
confessing' that mine was an empty purse; while the thought of
enjoying myself at the expense of my generous companions, was
not to be tolerated for an instant. If T 'could not go as a gen-
tleman, and pay my own share of the entertainment, I deter-

mined not to go at all ; and these resolutions met with the .

entire approbation of my friend Harrison.

“ Wait patiently, Geoffrey, and fortune will pay up the arrears
of the long debt she owes you. It’is an old and hackneyed
saying, ¢ That riches alone, cannot confer happiness npon the
possessor.” ?

¢ My uncle and cousin are hvmg demonstrations of the trath
of the proverb. Mr. Monlcton is affluent; and might enjoy all
the luxuries that wealth can procure ; yet he toils with as muc¢h
assiduity to increase his riches, as the poorest laborer does to

earn bread for his family. He can acquire, but has not the
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heart to enjoy—while the bad disposition of Theophilus would
render him, under any circumstances, a miserable man. Yet,
‘after all, George, in this bad world, money is power.”

“ Only, to a certain extent—to be happy, a man must be good.
Religiously-—morally—physically. He must bear upon his heart
the image of the Princé of Peace, before he can truly value the
glorious boon of life.”

 “I wish I could see these thmgs/m/the ‘same calm unpre~
judiced light,” said I; “but I find it a bitter mortification, after
§0 many years of hard labor, to be without a penny to pay for
seeing a raree-show.” ' » h

Harrison laughed heartily. ¢ You will perhaps say, that it is
easy for me to preach against riches ; but like the Fox in the -
fable, the grapes are sour. But I speak with indifference of the
good that Providence has placed beyond my reach. Geoffrey,
I was once the envied ' \possessor of wealth, which in my case
was prodactive of much evil.” '

“ How did you lose such an advantao'e 7 1 eagerly cried.

“ Db tell me something of your past life 2 ’

This was the first allusion he had made to his former circum-
stances ; and I was determined not to Iet the opportumty pass
unnotlced

He seemed to guess my thoughts. “ Are you anxious for a
humiliating confession, of vanity, folly and prodigality ; well'
Geeoffrey, you.shall have it—but mark me—it will only be in gen-
eral terms—1I cannot enter into particulars. I was born poor,
and ‘unexpectedly became rich, and like many persons in like cir-
cumstances, I was ashamed of my mean origin ; and thought,
‘by making a dashing appearance and squandering lavishly my
wealth, to induce men to forget my humble birth. The world
applands such madness as long as the money lasts, and for a
short. period, I had friends and flatterers at will.

“.My brief career terminated in ruin and disgrace—wealth

- that'is not acquired by industry, is'seldom retained by prudence ;
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and to those unacquainted with the real value of money, a large "
sum always appears inexhaustible. So it was with me. I spent, [
without caleulating the cost, and soon lost all.- The world now 3
wore a very different aspect I was deserted by all” my gay
associates, my most intimate companions passed me in the streets
without recognition. I knew that this would be the result of »
my altered fortunes, yet the reality cut me to the heart. ’ <
“These are mortifying lessons, which experience—wisdom’s
best counsellor—daily teaches us ; and a man must either be very
self-conceited, or very- sensilile,‘ who cannot profit by her vale-
able instructions. e hour that brought to me the humiliating
conviction, that I was a person of no consequence ; that the
world could go on very well without me ; that Iy merry com- -
panions would not be one jot less facetious, though I was absent
from their jovial parties, was, after all, not ihe most miserable
of my. life. : .
- “I-woke as from a dream. The scales had fallen ftom my
eyes, I knew myself—and became a wiser and better man—I
called all my creditors together, discharged my debts, and found
myself free of the world in the most literal sense.
“ Grood Heavens 1” I exclaimed. “ How could you bear such
a dreadful reverse with such fortitude—such magnanimity "
. “You give me greater credit than I deserve, Geoffrey~my
imprudent conduct merited a severe punishrgent, and I had sense -
‘enough to discern that it was just. After the first shock was
over, I felt happier in my poverty thar I had ever done during
my unmerited prosperity—I had abused the gifts of fortune
~while they were mine, and I determined to acquire an independ-
ence by my own exertions. A friend, whom I had scarcely g
regarded as such, deuring my reckless career of folly, came unex- !
pectedly to my assistance, and offered to purchase for me a com-
mission in the army, but I had private reasons for wishing to
. obtain a situation in this office’; writing a ggod hand, and hav-
~ ing been originally educated for the profession, together with
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the recommendation of Mr. Bassett who was related to my
friend, procured me the place I now hold”

- “ And your reasons for commg here 7 T cried, bnrmnw with
curiosity..

“ Pardon me, Geoffrey. That is my ‘'secret.”

. He spoke with the calmness of a philosopher, but I saw the
tears-in his eyés as he turned mechanically to the parchment he
was copying, ‘and affected an air of cheerful resignation. )

The candid exposure of his past faults and follies raised, rather™
than- sunk him in my estimation ; but I was sadly disappointed
at the general terms in which they were revealed. I wanted to
- know every event of his private life, and this a.bridgment. was very -
tantalizing.

“While I was pondering these things in my hea.rt the pen he
had grasped so tightly was flung to some distance, and he raised
his fine eyes to my face. ‘

“Thank God, Geoffrey 1—1I have not, as yet, lost the faculty
of feeling—that I can see and deplore the errors of the past.
‘When I think of what I was—what I am —and what I might
have been, it brings a cloud over my mind which often dissolves
* in tears. This is the weakness of human nature. But the years
so uselessly wasted Tise up in dread array against me, and the

flood-gates of the soul are broken up by bitter and remorseful

regrets. But see,” he cried, dashing the thickening mist from
_his eyes, and resuming his peculiarly benevolent smile. ¢ The
dark cloud has passed, and George is hlmself again,”
, - “You are happier than I. You can smile through your
tears,” I cried, regarding his April face with surprise.

“ And so would you, Geoffrey, if, like me, you had brought
your passions under the subjeétion of reason.”

“It is no easy task, George, to storm a city, when your own
subjects defend the walls, and at every attack drive you back
with your own weapons, into the trenches. I will, however,
commence the attack, by striving to forget that there is a world
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beyond these gloomy walls, in whose busy scenes I am forbidden
" -to mingle.” .
“ Valliantly resolved Geoffrey. But how comes 1t that you
did not tell me the news this morning ?”
¢ News—what news??
“ Your cousin Theophilus returned last night.”
* “Thedevil he did. That’s everythmo‘ but good news to me.
But are you sure the ; news is true ?? '
" = %My landlady is sister to Mr. Moncton’s housekeeper. I had
my information from her. She tells me that the father and son
‘are on very bad terms.” .
¥ have seldom heard Mr. Morcton mention him of late. I
wonder we have not seen him in the office. He generally pays_
us an early visit to show off his fine clothes, and to insult me” ©
- “Talk of his satanic majesty, Geof. You know the rest.
Here comes the heir of. the house of Moncton.” :
“He does not belong to the elder branch,” I cried, fiercel
“ Poor as I am, I consider myself the head of the-house, and
one of these days will dispute his right to that title.” .
““Tush |” said George, resuming his pen, “you are talking -
sad nonsense. But thereby hangs a tale.”
I looked up inquiringly. Harrison was hard at work. I saw
& mischievous smile hovering about his lips. He turned his
back abruptly to the door, and bent more closely over his parch-
- ment, as Theophilus Moncton entered the office eqmpped for
- aJourney ‘ v O
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CHAPTER IX.
A PORTRAIT.
Two years had passed away since I last beheld my cousin,

and during his absence, there had been peace between his father
and me. He appeared before me like the evil genius of the

house, prepared to renew the old hostility, and I could not meet

him with the least show of cordiality and affection.

I am not a good hand at sketching portraits, but the person
of my cousin is so fresh in my memory, his iage so closely
interwoven with all the leading events of my-life, that I can
scarcely fail in giving & tolerably correct likeness of the original.

He was just about the middle stature, his figure slender and
exceedingly well made ; and but for a strong dash of affectation,

'which marred all that he did and said, his carriage would have

been easy and graceful. His head was small and handsomely
placed upon his shoulders, his features sharply defined and very
prominent. His teeth were dazzlingly white, but so long and nar-

row that they looked as if they could bite you under the least pro--
vocation, which gave a peculiarly sinister and malicions expres-

sion to his face—which expression was greatly heightened by the
ghastly contortion that was meant for a smile, and which was
in constant requisition, in order to show off the said teeth,

which Theophilus” considered one of his greatest . attractions.

But my cousin had no personal attractions. There was nothing

manly or decided about him. Smooth and insidious where he

. wished to please, his first appearance to strangers was always
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unprepossessing ; and few persens on ‘their first introduction,
had any great desire to extend their acquaintance.

He ought to have been fair, for his hair and whiskers were of

- the palest tint-of brown; but his complexion was grey and
muddy, and his large sea-green eyes afforded not the least con-
trast to the uniform smokiness of his skin. Those cold, selfish,
deceitful eyes. His father’s in shape and expression, but lacking
the dark strength-—the stern determined look that at times
lighted up Robert Moncton’s proud, cruel face.

Much as I disliked the father, he was, in his worst moods,
more tolerable to me than his son. Glimpses of his mind would
at times flash out through those unnaturally bright eyes; and
betray somewhat of the hell within. But. Theophilus was close

-and dark—a sealed book which no man could open and read.
Ax overweening sense of his own importance was the only trait

- of his character which lay upon the surface ; and this, his
master failing, was revealed by every look and gesture.

A servile flatterer to persons of rank, and insolent and
tyrannical to those whom he considered beneath him, he united in
his character, the qualifications of both tyrant and slave. -

‘The most brilliant sallies of wit could not produce the least
brightening effect upon his saturnine countenance, or the most
pathetic burst of eloquence draw the least moisture to his eye,
which only became animated when contradicting some well-
received opinion, or discussing the merits of an acquaintance,
and placing his faults and follies in the most conspicuous light.:

He was endowed with excellent practical abilities, possessed
a most retentive memory, and a thorough knowledge of the
most intricate windings of the -human heart. Nothing escaped
his observation. It would have been a difficult matter to have
made a tool of one, whose suspicions were always wide awake ;

who never acted from impulse, or without a motive, and who
had a shrewd knack of rendering the passions of others subser-

v1ent to his own,
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He was devoted to sensual pleasures, but the mask he wore
s0 effectually concealed: his vicious propensities, that the most
cautions parents would have admitted him, without hesitation,
into their family eircle. -

Robert Moncton thought himself master of the mind of his
son, and fancied him a mere/ puppet in his hands; but his
cunning was foiled by the snegerior cunning of Theophilus, and
he ultimately became the dupe and victim of the being for

whose aggrandizement he did not scruple to commlt the worst

crimes.

Theophilus was extremely neat in his dress, and from the
cravat to the well-polished boot his costume was perfect. An
effeminate; solemn-looking dandy outwardly—within, as fero-

cious and hard a human biped as ever disgraced the name of |

man.

“'Well, Geoff 7 he sald condescendingly presenting his hand
“what have you been doing for the last two years #”

*“Writing, in the old place,” said I, carelessly.

“ A fixture I-—ha, hal ¢ A rolling stone, they say, ¢ gathers
no moss” How does that agree with your stationary position ?”

“ It only proves, that all proverbs have two sides to them,”
said I. “You roll about the world and scatter the moss that
I sit here to help accumulate.”

“What a lucky dog you are,” he said, “ to escape so easily
from the snares and temptations of this wicked world. While I
am tormented with ennui, blue-devils and dyspepsia, you sit still

and grow in stature and knowledge. By Jove | you are too’

big to wear my cast-off suits now. My valet will bless the
increase of your outward man, and I don’t think you have at all
profited by the circumstance. Where the deuce did you get
that eccentric turn-out? It certainly does not remind one of

* Bond street.” )
“Mr. Theophilug !’ I cried, reddening with indignation.

“Did you come here on purpose to insult me ?”
! g% :
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.~ 8it still, now, like a good lad, and don’t fly into herc)acs and
. give us a scene. I am too lazy to pick a quarrel with you.
‘What a confounded wet morning. It has disarranged all my
plans. I ordered the groom to bring up my mare at eleven.
The rain-commenced at ten. I think it means to keep on at
this rate, all day.”’ . .
He cast a peevish glance at the dusty ground-glass windows.
“There’s no catching a glimpse of heaven throngh these dim
es. My father’s clerks are not called upon to resist the
temptation of looking into the streets.”

“ They might not inappropriately be called the pains and
penalties of lawyer’s clerks,” said I, smothering my anger, as I
saw by the motion of Harrison’s head, that he was suffering
from an agony of suppressed langhter.

“Not a bad idea that. The plan of grinding the glass was
suggested by me. An ingenious one, is it not? My father
had the good sense to adopt it. It’s a pity that his example
is not followed by all the lawyers apd merchants in London.”

In spite of the spattering of [Harrison’s pen, that told me
as plainly as words could have done, that he was highly amused
at the scene, I felt ifxitated at THeophilus joking about a cir-
cumstance which, to me, Was @ great privation and annoyance.

“If gow had a seat in this office, Mr. Theophilus,” said I,
laying a strong stress upon the personal pronoun, “ you would,
I'am certain, take good care to keep a peep-hole, well-glazed,
. for your own convenience.” '

“If I were in the office,” he replied, with one of his sidelong,
satirical glances, ¢ I should have too much'to do in keeping the

clerks at work and in their places, to have much time for look-

ing out of the window. My father would do well to hire an
overseer for zdle hands.” ‘ '

Harrison’s tremulous fit increased, while I was burning with
indignation, and rose passionately from my seat.

“ Greoffrey ” — pronounced in an undertone, restrained mc
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from committing an act of violence. I resumed/ stool mut-

tering audibly between my teeth—

¢ Coutemptible puppy 1’ :

I was quite, ready for a quarrel, but Theophilus, contrary to
my expectations, did not choose to take any notice of my impru-
dent speech. Not that he wanted personal courage. Like the
wasp he could, when unprovoked, attack others, and sting with

tenfold malice when he felt or fancied an affront. His forbear-
ance on the present occasion, I attributed to the very handsome

riding-dress in which he had encased his slight and elegant form.

A contest with a strong, powerfal young fellow like me, xmght
have ended in its demolition.

Slashing his boot with his riding-whip, and glancing carelessly -
towards the window, he said, with an air of perfect indifference :°

“Well, if the rain means to pour in this way all day, it is
certain that I cannot prosecute my journey to Dover on horse-
back. I must take the coach, and ‘leave the groom fo follow
with the horses”

“Dover !” I repeated, w1th an mvolunta.ry start, “are you
off for France ?”.

“Yes? (with & weary yawn) ; I shall not return until I have

made the tour of Earo , and I just stepped in for a moment to '

‘say good bye”

¢ Unusually kind,” said I, with a sneer.

He remained silent for a few minutes, and seemed shohtly
embarrassed, as if be found difficulty in brmo'mg out what he
had to say.

« Geoﬁ‘rey, I may be absent several years.® It is just possible
that we may o v

“I hope so,” was the:response in my héart, while he con-
tinued— . ‘ '

“ Your time in this office expires when yon reach your major-
ity. Our paths in life are very different, and from that period
I must insist upon our remaining perfect strangers to each other.”

s
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Before I had time to ahswer his ungracious speech, he turned
upon his heel and left the office, and me. hterally foammg with
passion.

““Thank God he is gone 1” cried Harrison. ‘ My dear Geoff,
accept my sincere congratulations. It would indeed be a bless-
ing did you never meet again.”

¢ Oh, that he had stayed another minute, that I mwht have
demolished the foul biped of his gay plumes.”

“Don’t be vindictive.”

“I’'m so angry—so mortified, George, I can scarcely control

* myself.”

“Nonsense. His departure is & fortunate event for you.”

“Of course—the absence of one so actively annoying, must
make my bondage more tolerable,”

“Tisten to me, petulant boy! There is war in the camp.

Theophilus leaves the house under the ban of his father’s anger. .

They have had a desperate quarrel, and he quits Londor in dis-
grace ; and if you are not a gainer by this change in the domes-
tic arrangements, my name is not George Harrison.”

‘““Why do you think so ?”

“ Because I know more of Robert Moncton than you do. To
provoke his son to jealousy, he will take you into favor. If
Theophilus has gone too far—he is so revengeful, so unforgiv-
ing—he may, probably, make you his heir.”

“May God forbid !” cried I, vehemently.

Hagrison laughed.

. ““Gold is too bright to betray the dirty channels through
which it flows—and I feel certain, Geoffrey ” -

" A quick rap at the office door terminated all further colloquy,
and I rose to admit the intruder.

Harrison and I generally ‘wrote in an inner room, which
opened into the publié office ; and a passage led from the apart-

" ment we occupied, into Mr. Moncton’s private study, in which

he generally spent the fore-part of the day, and in which he
received persons who came to consult him on particular business.
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.On opening the door which led into the public office, a woman
wrapped closely in a black camblet cloak, glided into the:room.

Her face was so completely concealed by the large calash and
veil she wore, and, but for the stoop in the shoulders, it would
have been difficult at a first glance to have determined her agey,

“Is Mr. Moncton at home?” Her voice was harsh ang-
unpleasant ; it had a hissing, gratmo' intonation, which was

. painful to the ear.

The moment the stranger spoke, I saw Harrison start, and
turn very pale. He rose hastlly from his seat and walked to a
case of law-books which stood in a dark recess, and taking down
a volume, continued standing with his back towards us, as if

intently occupied with its contents.

This circumstance made me regard the woman with more
attention. She appeared about sixty years of age. Her face
was sharp, her eyes black and snake-like, while her brow was
channelled into deep furrows that made you think it a.lmost
impossible that she had ever been young or handsome. Her,
upper lip was unusually short, and seemed to writhe with ‘&
perpetual sneer; and in spite of her corrugated brow, long nose,
and curved chin, whick bore the unmistakable marks of age,
her fine teeth gleamed white and ghastly, when she unclosed her

fleshless, thin lips. A human creature with a worse, or more’ ..
sinister aspect, I have seldom, during the course of my life, - -

beheld.

In answer to her inquiry, I informed her that Mr. Moncton _

was at home, but particularly engaged ; and had\gqu orders
for no one to be admitted to his study before noon. '

With a look of bitter disappointment, she then asked to speak - -

to Mr. Theophilus.

 He has just left for Franoe and will not retarn for severa.l ‘

years.”
“ Gone '—and I am’ too la,te ” she muttered to herself. ¢ If

T cannot see the son, I must and will speak to the father.”

“Your business then, was with Mr. Theophilus ?” said T, no . .‘
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longer able to restrain my cyriosity, for I: was dying to learn

something of the strange being whose presence had given my

friend Harrison’s nerves such a sudden sh6ék.
“Impertinent boy !” °she said with evident displeasure.

“ Who taught you to catechise yourelders ? Go, and tell your

employer that Dinak North is here ; and mustsee lnm imme-
diately.”

As T passed the dark nook in which Harrison was pla.ymg’
at hide-and-seek, he laid his hand upon my arm, and whispered in
French, a language he spoke fluently, and in which he had been
giving me lessons for some time, ¢ My happiness is deeply con-
ce'rned in yon hag’s commission. Read well Moncton’s counte-

nance, and note down his words, while you deliver her message, .

and report your observations to me.”

I looked up in his face with astonishment. His countenance
was livid with excitement and agitation, and his whole frame
trembled. Before I could utter a word, he had quitted the office.
Amazed ‘and bewildered, I glanced back towards the being, who
was the cause of this emotion, and whom I now regarded with
intense interest. -

She had sunk down into Harrison’s vacant seat, her elbows

- supported on her knees, and her head resting between the palms

of ber hands. Her face completely concealed from observation.

“ Dinah North,” I whispered to myself; *that is a name I never

heard before. Who the deuce can she be ?” With a flushed
cheek and hurried step I hastened to my uncle’s study to deliver
her message.

I found him alone ; he was seated at the table, looking over
a long roll of parchment. He was much displeased at the inter-
ruption, and reproved me in & stern voice for disobeying his posi-

" tive orders ; and, by way of conciliation, I repeated my errand.

“Tell that woman,” he cried, in a voice hoarse with erpotion,

_ “that T will not see her | nor any one belonging to her.”

“The mystery thickens,” thought I. * What can all this
mean ?”
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“On fé-entering the office, I found the old woman huddled up
in her wet clothes, in the same dejected attitade in which I bad
lefther. When I addressed her, she raised her head with a fierce,

menacing gestare. She evidently mistook me for Mr. Moncton, -

and smiled disdainfolly on perceiving her error. = When I
repeated his answer, it was received with a bitter and derisive
laugh. "

¢He will not see me 2? :

] have given you my uncle’s answer.”

“Uncle!” she cried, with a repetition of the same homd la.uoh.
“By courtesy, I suppose; I was not aware that there Was
another shoot of that accursed tree.”

T gazed upon her like one in a'dream. The old woman drew
aslip of paper from her bosom, bidding me convey #4at to my
worthy uncle, and ask him, in her name, whether he, or hls son,
dared to refuse admittance to the bearer.”

I took the billet from her withered hand, and once more pro-

" ceeded to the study. As I passed through the passage, an irre-
sistible impulse ,of curiosity induced me to read the paper, which
was neatly folded (although unsesled) together, and my eye

~ glanced upon the following words, traced in characters of uncom-

mon beanty and delicacy :

- % «If Robert Moncton refases to admit my claims, and to do me justice, I.

will expose his villainy, and his son’s heartless desertion, to the world.
: Y 2

I had scarcely read the mysterious biIIet’ than I felt that I -

had done wrong—had acted basely;. that whatever the contents
of the. paper entrusted to my keeping might be, they were
sacred, and I had no right to violate them. I was humbled
and abashed in my own eyes, and the riddle appeared as
difficult of solution as ever. My uncle’s voice sounded as omin-

ously in my ears as the stroke of a death bell, as he called me .
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sharply by name. Hastily ve-folding the note, I went into his
study, and placed it on the table before him, with an averted
glance and trembling hand:. I dreaded lest his keen, clear eye
should read guilt in my conscious face. Fortunately for me, he
was too much agitated himself to notice my confusion. He

eagerly clutched the pa.per, and his aspect grew dark as he
perused it.

“ Greoffrey,” he said, and his voice, genera.lly so clear and
passionless, sunk into a choking whisper, “Is that woman
gone 7’

“ No, uncle, she is ‘still there, and dares you to refuse her
admittance.”

I had thought Robert Moncton icy and immovable—that his
blood never flowed like the blood of other men. I had deceived
myself. Beneath the snow-capped mountain, the voleano con-

‘ceals its hottest fires. © My uncle’s cold exterior was but-the icy

crust that hid the fierce passions that burnt within his breast.
He forgot my presence in the excitement of the moment, and
that stern, unfeeling eye blazed with lurid fire. .

“ Fool !~—madman—insane idiot !” he cried, tearing the note

to pieces, and trampling on the fragments in his ungovernable
rage ; “ how have you marred your own fortune, destroyed your

best hopes, and annihilated all my plans for your future advance- -

ment 1

Suddenly he became conscious of my presence, and glancing
at me with his usual iron gravity, said, with an expression of
haughty indifference, as if my opinion of his extraordmary con-
duct was a matter of no importance,

- “ Geoffrey, go and tell that mad-woman—— But no. I
will go myself.”

He advanced to the door, ‘seemed again irresolute, and finally
bade me show her into the study. Dinah North rose with alac-
rity to obey the summons, and for a person of her years, seemed
to possess great activity of mind and body. I felt a secret
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+ loathing for ‘the hag, and pitied my uncle the unpleasant c&f»
ence which- 1 was certain awaited him.

Mr. Moncto had\resumed his seat in his large study chaar,'
and he rose with suchecalm dignity to receive his unwelcome
visitor, that bis late agitation appea.red a delusion of my own
heated mamnatmn

Cur1051ty was one of my besetting sins. " Ah,how I lonved to
know the substance of their discourse ; for ‘I felt a mysteri
presentlment that i some way or another my future desg::y
was connected with this stranger. I recalled the distress of
Harrison, the dark hints he had thrown out respecting me, and
his evident know'ledge, not only of the old woman, but of the ~
purport of her visit. ‘ ' '

I was tortured with conjectures. I lingered in the passage.
I applied my ear to the key-bole ; but the conversation was
carried on in too low a tone for me even to distinguish a solitary
monosyllable ; and ashamed of acting the part of a spy, I stole
back with noiseless steps to my place inthe office. I found

‘ Gedl;ge at his desk ; his face was very pale, and I thought I
could perceive the trace of tears on his swollen eyelids. For
" some time he wrote on in silence, without asking a word about

the secret that I was burning to tell. I was the first to speak é_

and lead him to the subject. : §
“Dear George, do you know that horrible old woman 27
“Too well ; she is my grandmother, and npursed me in my *

infancy.” ;
“ Then, what made you so anxious to avoid a recogmtxon » 3
“I did not want her to know that I.was living. She believes.~ f:

‘me dead : nay more—” he continued, lowering his voice to-a
. whisper, * she thinks she murdered me. His lips quivered as he
murmured, in half-smothered tones : “And she—the beautiful,
~ the lost one—what will become of her ?”
4 Oh, Harrison !” I cried, “do speak out; nor tortare me
with these dark hints. If you are a true friend, give me your
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whole confidence, rior let your silence give rise to painfal conjec-
tures and doubts. I have no concealments from you. Such
mental reservation on your part is every thing but kind”"

¢ frankly acknowledge that you have Just cause te snspect
me,” said Gteorge, with his usnal sad, winning smile. ¢ But this
is not a safe place to discuss matters of vital interest to us
both—matters which involve life and death. I trust to clear

up the mystery one of these days, and for that. purpose Iam

here. But tell me 7 how did Moncton receive thls woma,n—
this Dinah North ?”

I related the scene, withont omitting the dlshonora.ble \part I
had acted in it. 'When I repeated the contents of the nofe his
calm face crimsoned with passion, his eyes flashed, and his lips
qulvered with indignation.

“Yes, I thought it would come to that ; unhappy, mlserable
Alice ! how could - you bestow the aﬁ'ectwns of a warm, true
. -heart on a despicable wretch like Theophilus Moncton. - The
old fiend’s ambition and this fatal passion have been your ruin.”

For some time he remained with his face bowed upon his
hands ; at Iength raising his head, and turning to me with

- . great ammatlon, he asked if I knew any of my father’s relations,

besides Robert Moncton and his son ? )
“T was not aware that I had any other relatives.”

“They are by no means a. prolific race, Geoffrey. And has

your. insatiable curiosity never led you to make the inquiry ?”

“J dared not ask my uncle. My aunt told me tHat, but for )

them, I should be alone in the world.—— .
© “It was a subject never discussed before me,” I continued,
after a long pause, in which George seemed busy with his own
thoughts. I understood that my uncle had only one brother.”
“True,” said George, “ but he has a cousin ; a man of grea.t
wealth and consequence.  Did you never hear Theophllus men-
tion Sir Alexander Moncton ?” _
4 Never.”
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N “ Nor to whom his long visits in Yorkshire were made ?” .
“How shounld I? -No confidence existed between us. I was
indifferent to all his movements ; not imagining that they could,
in any degree, interest me.”
“I begin to see my way throggh this tangled maze,” returned
George, musingly. “I now understand the secluded manuer in
which you haye been brought up ; and their reasons for keeping ,
. you a prisoner within these walls. They have an important - g
game to pla.j," in whicki they do not want you to act a conspicn- *
: ous part. Ican whisper a secret’ mto your ears well worth the
knowing—-ay =and the keeping, too. Geoﬁ'rey Moncton, you
are this Sir Alexander’s heir
A sudden thrill shot through my whole frame. It was not
pleasure, for at that moment I felt sad enough—nor hope, for 1
had long accustomed myself to look only on the dark side of the
picture. It was, I fear, revenge ; a burning desire to pay back
 the insults and injuries I had received from Theophilus Moncton, _
and. to frustrate the manceuvres of his designing father.
“ Has Sir Alexander no children 7
“ He has a daughter—an only daughter, g fair, fragile girl of
sixteen. The noblest, the most disinterested of her sex ; a crea-
ture as talented as she is-beautiful. Margaretta Moncton is
destined to be the wife of her cousin Theophxlus ”
“ Does he love her 7”
“How can you ask that question, knowmg the man; and after
having read the note addressed to your uncle ?”
““That note was signed A. M—-" =
“It was written by an unhappy, infatuated creature, whom
Theophilus did love, if such a passion as his callous bosom car
feel, deserves the name. But he shall not escape my vengeance.
- The arrow is in the bow, and a punishment as terrible as his
crime, shall overtake him yet.” -
“ Oh, that you would enter more fully mto these dark details.

You are ingenious at tormenting. I am bewildered and lost
~ amid these kalf disclosures.
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“Hush, Geoffrey ! these walls have ears. I, too, am tor-
tured, maddened by your questions. You are too imprudent—
too impulsive, to trust with matters of such vital importance ; I
have revealed too much already. Try and forget the events of:
this morning—nor let your uncle discover by look, word or ges-
ture, that yoa are in the possession of his secret. He is deeply
offended with his son—not on aceount of his base conduct to this
poor orphan girl—but, because it is likely to hinder his marriage
with Miss Moncton, which has been for years the idol wish of
his heart. His -morose spirit, once aroused, is deadly and

" implacable ; and in order to make Theophilus feel the full

weight of his anger, he may call you to fill his vacant place.”
The sound of Mr. Moncton’s step in the passage, put a sudden
stop to our conversation, but enough had been said to rouse my
curiosity to the highest pitch; and I tried in vain to lift the
dark veil of futurity—to penetrate the mysteries that its folds

.concealed.

CHAPTER X.
DREAMS.

I weNT to bed early, and tried in vain to sleep. The events
of the past day swam continually through my brain, and brought
on a. nervous headache. All the blood in my body seemed
concentered in my head, leaving my feet and hands paralyzed
with cold. . After tossing about for many hours; I dropped off

into a sort of mesmeric sleep, full of confused images, among.

which the singular face of Dinah North haunted me like the
genius of the night-mare.

- Dreams care one of the. greatest mysteries in the unsolved
problem of life. I have been a dreamer from my cradle, and if
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any.-person"could explain the phenomena, the practical experience
of a long life ought to have invested me with that power.

" Most persons, in spite of themselves (or what they consider to
be their better judgment), attach a superstitious importance to

these visions of the night; nor is the vague belief in the .

spiritual agency empldyed in dreams, diminished by the remark-

able dreams and their fulfillment, which are recorded in Holy -

writ, the verity of which we are taught to believe as an article
of faith. * .

My eyes are scarcely closed in sleep, before I become an actor
in scenes of the most ludicrous or ferrific nature. All my
mental and physical faculties become intensified, and enjoy the
highest state of perfection ; as if the soul centered in itself the
qualities of its mysterious triune existence.

Beautiful visions float before the sight, such as the waking
eye never beheld; and the ear is ravished with music which no
earthly skill could produce. The dreaming sense magnifies all
sounds and sights-which exist in nature.

The thunder deepéis its sonorous tome—ocean sends up a
louder voice, and the whirlwind shakes the bending forest with
tenfold fary.

I have beheld in sleep the mountains reel; the yawning earth
disclose” her hidden depths, and the fiery abyss swarm with
hideous forms, which no waking eye could contemplate and the
mind retain its rationality. I have beheld the shrinking sea
yield up the dead of ages, and have found myself a guilty and
condemned wretch, trembling at the bar of Eternal Justice.

“Oh ! what have I not beheld in sleep ?”

I have been shut up, a living sentient creature, in the cold,
dark, noisome grave ; have felt the loathsome worm slide along
my warm, quivering limbs ; the toad find a resting-place upon
my breast ; the adder wreath her slimy folds round my swelling

~throat ; h'we struggled against the earthly weight that pressed

out my soul and palsied my bursting heart, with superhuman
strength ; but every effort to free myself from my prison of clay
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wag made in vain. My liﬁé were motionless—my tongue clave
‘to -the roof of my mouth and refused to send forth a sound.
Hope was extinct—I was beyond the reach of human aid ; and

that mental agony rendered me as powerless, as a moth in the -

grasp of a giant. -

I have stood upon the edge of the voleano, and listened to
the throbbings of Nature’s fiery heart ; and heard the boiling
blood of earth, chafing and roaring far below ; while my eyes
vainly .endeavored to explore its glowing depths. Amon, by
some fatal necessity, I was compelled to cross this terrible abyss
—my bridge, a narrow plank insecurely placed upon the rounded
stems, of two yielding, sapling trees. Suddenly, frightful cries
resounded on every side,and I was pursued by fiend- like forms
in the shape of animal life. I put my foot upon the fearfal
bndée #I tried its strength, and felt a horrid consciousness that
I never could pass over it in 5afety ; my supernatural enemies
drew nearer—I saw their blazing eyes—heard their low muttered
growls ; the next moment I leaped upon the plank—with a load
crén,sh it severed—and with the velocity of thought, I was plunged
headlong into the boiling gulf—down—down—down—for éver
whirling down—the hot flood rushed over me. I felt the spas-
.modic grasp of death upon my throat, and awoke strugghncr

ith eternity upon the threshold of time.

Most persons of a reflective character, have kept a diary of
the ordinary occurrences of life. I reversed this time, honored
‘mental =exercise.; and for some months, noted down what I
could remember of the transactions of the mmd during its
sleepmu bours.

So wild and strange were these records—so eccentric the

vagaries of the soul during its nocturnal wanderings, that I was

induced to abandon the task, lest somé friend hereafter, might
- examine the mystic scroll, and conclude that it was: written by
a maniac.
It happened, that on the present night, I was haunted by a
dream of more than ordinary wildness. '
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I dreamt, that I stood in the centre of a boundless plain of 2
sand, that undulated beneath my feet like the waves of the "
sea. , Presently I heard the rushing of a mighty wind, and as
the whirl-blast swept over the desert, clouds of sand were dri-
ven before it, and I was lifted off my feet and carried alouo the
tide of dust as lightly as a leaf is whirled onward through the
air. All objects fled as I advanced; and each moment increas-
ed the velocity of my flight.

A vast forest extended its gloomy arms athwart the horizon ;
but did not arrest my aerial journey. The thick boughs groaned
and crashed beneath me, as I was dragged through their mat- .
ted foliage ; my limbs lacerated and torn, and my hair tangled B
amid the thorny branches. Vainly I endeavored to cling ‘to
the twigs that impeded my passage, but they eluded my fren- T
zied grasp, or snapped in my hands, while my cries for help 3
were drowned in the thundering sweep of the mighty gale.

Onward—onward. I was still flying onward without the aid
of wings. There seemed no end to that interminable flight.

At length, when I least expected a change, I was suddenly
cast to the bottom of a deep pif. The luxury:of repose to my
wounded and exhausted frame, was as grateful and refreshing
as'the dews of heaven to the long parched earth. I'layin a
sort of pleasing helplessness, too glad to escape from past perils
to imagine a recurrence of the same evil.

While dreamily watching the swallows, tending their young
in the holes of the sandy bank that formed the walls of my pri-
son, I observed the sand at the bottom of the pit caught uwp in
little eddies and whirling round and round. A'sickening feeling
of dread stole over me, and I crouched down in an agony of
fear, and clung with all my strength to the tufts of thorny
shrubs that clothed the sides of the pit.

Again the wind-fiend caught me up on his broad pinions, and
I was once more traversing with lightning speed the azifre
deserts of air. A burnicg heat was in my throat—my eyes
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seemed bursting from their sockets—confased sounds were mur-
muring in my ears, and the very blackness of darkness swal-
lowed me up. No longer carried upward, I was now rapidly
. descending from some tremendous height. I stretched forth
my hands to grasp some tangible substance in order to break
the horrors of that fall, but all above, around and beneath me
was empty air ;—the effort burst the chains of that ghastly
slumber, and I awoke with. a short stifled cry of terror, exclaim-
ipg with devotional fervor, “Thank God! it is only a dream !”

The damp dews stood in large drops upon my brow, my

hands wefe tightly clenched, and every hair upon my head
seemed stxﬁ'ened and erect with fear.

“Thank God !” I once more exclaimed in an agony of grati-
tude, “it is only & dream ?

Then arose the question: “ What was the import of this
dream, the effects of which I still felt through all my trembling
frame—in the violent throbbing of my heart and the ghastly
cessation of every emotion save that of horror?”

Then I began to ponder, as I had done a thousand times
before, over the mysterious nature of dreams, the manner in
which they had been employed by the Almighty to communi-

cate important truths to mankind, until I came to the conclu-.

sion that dreams were revelations from the spirit land, to warn
us of dangers that threatened, or to punish us for crimes com-
_mited i in the flesh.

“What are the visions that haunt the murderer’s bed,” I
thought, * but phantoms of the past recalled by memory and
conscience, and invested with an actual presence in sleep 27,

Dr. Young, that melancholy dreamer of sublime dreams, has
said— -

: “If dreams infest the grave,
o I wake emergmg from a sea of dreams.”

‘What a terriblc_e idea, of futnre punishment is contained in

- .
Sl i




THE MONCTONS. ) 73

,these words to one, whose sleep like mine is haunted by unutter-

‘able terrors. Think of an eternity of dreaming horrors. A
hell condensed within the narrow resting-place of the grave.

My reveries were abruptly dispelled by the sound of steps
along the passage that led to my chamber. My heart began to
beat andibly. It was the dead hour of the night—who could be
waking at such an unusual time ?. I sat up in the bed and listened.

I heard voices : two persons were talking in a loud tone in
the passage, that was certain. For a long time, I could not
distinguish one word from another, until my own name was
suddenly pronounced in a louder key; and in a voice which
seemed perfectly familiar to my ears. :

The garret in which I slept, was a long, low, dingy apartment
which formed a sort of repository, for all the worn-out law
books, and waste papers belonging to the office, and, as I have
before stated, .the only furniture it possessed; was a ‘mean
truckle bed on which I slept, and a large iron chest, which Mr.
Moncton had informed me, contained title deeds and other valu-
able papers, of which he himself kept the key.

They were kept in my apartment for better security ; as the
stair which led to the flat roof of the house, opened into that
chamber, and in case of fire, the chest and its contents could be
easily removed.

_ For a wonder, I'had never felt the least cunosxty about the
chest and its contents.

It stood in the old place, the day I first entered that dismal
apartment when s child, and during the many long years that

_bad slowly intervened, I never'recollected having seen it unclosed.
"My attention for the first time was drawn to its existence by
hearing my uncle say to some one in the passage in a hurried
_under-tone.

“Set your miind at rest, the paper is in the iron chest in that

room. If you will not rely upon my promise to destroy it I will
burn it before your eyes.”

‘ i
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‘“That alone will satisfy my doubts,” returned his companion,
Be cautious how you open the door, or the lad will awake.”

“‘ Nonsense, young folks like him sleep well.”

“ Ay, Robert Moncton, they are not troubled with an ev11
" conscience.” ‘

_'This last observation was accompanied with a low sarcastic
laugh—and with an involuntary shiver, I recognized in the
speaker, the mysterious old woman who had haunted my dreams..

“ Conscience never troubles me, Dinah,” returned Moncton,
gloomﬂy “You first taught me to drown its warning voice,
till my heart became callous and dead alike to God and man.
Yes, you will laugh at me when I declare, that I would give all
that I possess in the world, to feel again the remorse I felt after
I joined you in the commission of that unholy deed. You were

- the tempter. To you I owe this moral death. This awful
stagnation of heart, which I find worse to bear than the ﬁercest
pain.” -

“You were an apt pupil,” said the woman. “All your
natural tendencies were evil. I only fostered and called them
out. - But what is the use of recalling unpleasant traths. Why
don’t you'silence memory, when you have ceased to feel remorse.
But I tell you what it is, Moncton. The presence of the one
-proves the existence of the:other. The serpent is sleeping in
his coil, and one of these days you will feel the strength of his

fangs. Is this the door that leads to his chamber ? You have

chosen a sorry dormltory for the heir of the proud house of
" “Moncton.”

“Hush ! I wish he slept with his fathers. But even if he

should awake, how could he guess, that our v151t to his chamber
could in any way concern him ?”
‘ He has a shrewd face, an intelligent eye—an eye to detect
tregchery, and defy danger.” )
- “ On the contrary, a babe might deceive him.”
‘ He has been educated i in too hard a school to revel in such
1gnorance Moncton.”

0
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g Hold ydur tomgue, Dinah, and git;é me the light. Remem-

ber how you were deceived in his cousin Philip.” _

Mr. Moncton’s hand was on the lock of the door—an almost
irresistible impulse arged me to spring from the bed and draw
the bolt. On second thonghts, however, I determmed to fexgu
sleep, and watch all that passed.” R

Resistancé on my part would have be¢n utterly useless, and

I was anxious to find out, .if possible, what connexion existed
between my uncle, George Harrison, and this strange woman.
. All this darted through my mind on the instant ; the rays of

the candle flashed upon the opposite wall ; and my uncl'e,’ fol-

lowed by his odious-looking companion, entered the room.

* My intention of watching all their movements was com-
pletely frustrated by Mr. Moncton, who, advancing with cau-
tious steps to my bed-side, held up the light in such a man-
ner as not only to reveal my face, but the attitude in wl:uch
I lay.

“Ts he sleepmv ? he whispered to his companion.

“He breathes like one in a profound slumber,” was. rg‘he
reply. “'Tis a fine lad. How much he resembles Sir. Alex-
ander ?”

“His father, rather,” sneered Moncton. “He’s a second
edition of Ned ; but has got more brains.. Thanks to his grand-
father, Geoﬂ'rey, and his own mother, who was a beautiful,
talented ereature. Stand by the bed, Dinah, and keep watch
over it while I light that lamp which he has left on the win-
dow-sill, and search for the papers.”

The old woman took the light from Mr Moncton’s hand, and
his station beside my bed. My too hvely imagination pictured
the witch-liké face, with its dark, snaky eyes, bending over me,
and I found it.impossiblé to maintain, with any appearance of
reality, the composure I had assumed. In order to conceal the
excited state of my mind, and to convince her of the certainty

. of my pretended slumber, I threw out my arms, and began to

toss and turn, and mutter in my sleep, putting on all the con-

e A e
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tortions which generally conyulse the comntenancé of persons
while writhing under the influence of some terrible dream. A
state of perfect quiescence might have aroused suspicien ; the
xoise I made completely lulled theirs to sleep.” -

Meanwhile my ancle had unlocked the chest, a.n& I heard him
tqss the papers it contained, upon the floor; while, from tinte to
time, he gave untterance to expressxons mdxcatlve of vexatlon and
disappointment.

After examining the ccntents of the box thoroughly, and
returning the parchments to their. original place, he said in a
mortified tone : . _

“The papers are not here. How-:they have been abstracted
I cannot imagine, as I alwg.ys'keep the key in a private. drawer
of my cabinet, which is known only to myself.”

“Did you place them.there yourself ?” dema.nded the old

-woman, in a hurried whisper.

¢ No, but Walters, in whom<I placed the most 1mphc1t confi-
dence, assured me that he placed them here with-his own hands.
He may, however, have destroyed them and anticipated my

- wishes.”
© “And you, with all your caution,” sneered Dinah North,
“could trust an affair of such importance to another.”
‘“ He was my creature, sworn to secresy, and bought with my
money, whose interest was to serve, not to betray me.” .
“ A person who is capable of receiving a bribe to perform a
base action, Moncton, is never to be trusted, especially a low-

born fellow like Walters ; and where,” she continued, anxiously, -

¢ is this man to be found ?”

. “He left twelve years ago for America, and took out with
him, Michael Alzure, my brother’s old servant, and Mary Earl,
the boy’s nurse, who were the. only witnesses to the marriage.
I wanted him to. take the boy himself, and adopt him into his
own fanily, which would have saved us all further trouble, but
this, to my surprise, he positively refused to do.”

“To what part of America did he emigrate ?”
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“ First to Boston, where he remained for three years. He
then removed to Philadelphia from the latter place. I twice
- received letters from him. He had been successful in business,
and talked of buyin,_, land in the western States; for the last .
six years I have never heard of him or fromlnm It is more -
than probable that he is long since dead.” :

“ People whom you wish out of the way, never die when 'you L
want them” said Dinah, with her peculiar sneering laugh.
“But I thmk you told me that the . - I could not catch the
word which she breathed into the ear of Mr. Moncton—-“had
been destroyed.” -,

“Yes—yes. I burnt it with my own hand this was the
only document of any consequence, gnd itisa hnndred chances
to one, that he ever recovers it, or meets with the people who

My uncle rose from his knees and locked the iron chwt, then,
extingnishing my lamp, he and the old ‘Woman left the room.

The sound of their retreating footsteps had scarcely died
away, when, in spite of my wish to keep awake, I dropped off
into & profound sleep, and did not again unclose my eyes until it
was time to dress for brea.kfast

CHAPTER XI.
MY FIRST LOVE.

I rounp my uncle sipping his coffee, as if nothing of import-
ance had occurred during the night, to disturb his slambers. I
took my seat at the table in silence. My heart was full to
bursting, and I dared not trust my voice, to offer him the
common salatations of the morning.
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My face, I have no doubt, betrayed ‘the aoutatlon whlch I
endeavored to conceal.

““You are late this morning, Geoﬁ'rey “

“Yes sir—I passed a very restless night, and the result is a i

%bad headache.” ' a i

“ How did that happen 7 surveying me attentwely, with his )
cléar, glittering eyes.’ y

“I was harassed by frlrrhtful dreams and only a.woke from
one fit of night-mare to fall into a worse.” .

h “ Are you often troubled with bad dreams ? » sa.ld he, w1thout
removing his powerful gaze from my pale face.’

“ Not often with such as disturbed me last night.”

I detected my uncle’s drift in using this species of cross-gues-

- tioning, and I determined .to iner ease his uneasiness without .
betraying my own.

«J wish, uncle, I had never seen that old woman who v1s1ted
the office yesterday ; she haunted me all night like my evil
genius. Sir Matthew Hale might have condemned her for a
witch, with a safe conscience.”

“S8he is not a very flattering specimen of the fair sex,” said
my uncle, affecting a laugh, ‘but ugly as she now is, I remem-

_ ber her both young and ha’ndsoxhe ‘What was the purport of
your dream ?”

“That I should like to know. The Josephs and ‘Daniels of
these degenerate modern days, are makers of money, not inter- -

<« preters of dreams. But, I hope you don’t imagine that I place
‘the least mportance on such things. -My dream/was simply
this—

«T dreamed that that ugly old woman, whom you call Dinah :
North, came to my bedside with an intent to murder me.” I
paused and fixed my eyes upon Mr. Moncton’s face. The glitter
of his bright orbs almost dazzled me. I thought, however, that
his cheek paled for a moment, and that I could perceive a slight
twitching movement about the muscles of the mouth. .

ety
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.

“Well,” he said, quite calmly, “ and what then ?” ' .

“ For a long time I resisted her efforts to stab me with a Iong
knife, and I received several deep wounds in my hands, in endea-
voring to ward off her home-thrusts ; till, faint with loss of blood,
I gave up the contest, and called aloud for aid. I heard steps

_in the passage—some one opened the door—it was you, sir, and
I begged you to save my life, and unloosen the fiend’s grasp
‘from my throat, but instead of the assistance I expected, you
seized the knife fom the old woman’s hand, and with a derisive
laugh, planged it to the hilt in my heart. I awoke with a
scream of agony, and with the perspu'atlon streaming from every
part of my body.”

The dream was no invention- of the moment, but had actually
occurred, after Dinah North and Mr. Moncton had left my cham-
ber. I wished to see what i impression it would make upon him.

He leaned back in his chair with his eyes still fixed on my
face. “It was strange, very strange—enough to excite a nerv-
ous, irritable fellow like you. Did you hear me come into your
room last night ?” :

Taken by surprise, I gave an mvohmtary start, but regained

"my presence of mind in a moment. “Did you suspect, sir, that .
I was in the habit of leaving the house at night, that you
thought it necessary to ascertain that I was'in my bed 7

- ¢ Petulant boy'! How ready you are .to take offence at

~ trifles. How do you expect to steer your way through the

world ?  Business brought me into your room last night. Some #
papers belonging to the woman, whom - your fertile imagination™
has converted into a witch or fiend, were in the iron chest..

Anxious to satisfy Ler that the papers were safe, I went to look

for them. You were making a sad noise in your sleep. 1 was
half inclined to waken you, but thought that my presence in
your chamber at that hour of night would only increase your
uneasiness. The sound of my steps in the passage, I have no

doubt, was the lmmedla.te cause of your dream.” //

O ’ /
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B This was a masterly stroke,and those who knew Robert -
' Moncton, in a moment would recognize the-man. The adroit-
ness with which he mingled truih with falsehood, almost made
me doubt the evidence of my senses, and to fancy that the events

: : of the past night were a mental delusion.
le» “ Did you find the papers you wanted, sir ?’ -
His eye flashed, and his lip curled. * What business is that

of yours, sir? I don’t allow an impertment boy to pry into my
private affairs.”

“ My question was one of idle cun051ty ”

* Even as such, never dare to repeat it.” :

I was struck dumb, and concluded my breakfast without
spea.kmg to him again. When the tea equipage was removed,
I rose to leave the room, but he motioned me to remain.

His anger had passed away, and his really handsome face
wore a more agreeable expression than usual. )

¢ 8it down, Geoffrey. I have long wished to converse with
you upon your future prospects. 'What progress have you made
in your profession ?” -

Astonished at his condescension, I told him candidly how I
had of late improved my tfime, and studied late and early to.
acquire a competent knowledge of it in all its branches. ’

He was surprised, and appeared agreeably so.

“T had no idea of this, Geoffrey. Your.industry has won’
for you a higher position than an office drudge. You cannof,

. hOWever, make an able lawyer, without some knowledge of the
%Oﬂd To make a man of you it is absolutely necessary for
you to go more into society.” :

“You forget, sir, that I have no means to indulge such a
wish. I cannot consent to go into company under existing
circumstances.” .

¢« Qh, we can manage all that,” he said, tappmg me on my
shoulder. “ Be obedient to myvorders and attend to niy inte-
rest, and you shall not long want the means of gratifying your

-
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wishes. Mr. Harrison has left the.office. It is-my intention
that you supply his place.”

“ Harrison gone !” I cried in a tone of vexation and regret;
* then I have lost my best friend.”

“ Harrison was a clever, gentlemanly younv man,” said Mr.
Moncton, coldly; “ but, to tell you the plain truth, Geoffrey, I
did not like the close intimacy which existed ‘between you.”

- “Why, it is to him that .I am indebted for all the know-
ledge I have acquired. His society was the only pleasure I.
had, and it seems hard to be depnved of it, mthout any fault
on his side.”

- “Q@eoffrey, it is of 10 consequence to me what your opinion -
may be on the subject; I am master of my own actions, and.
please myself as to whom I retain or employ. Clear up that
scowling brow, and be very thankful to obtain a handsome
salary for services which I can command without remuneration.”

The loss of my friend, my only friend, was a dreadfal blow.
I was too much overcome to thank my uncle for his offer, and
left the room with the tears in my-eyes.

I had been so little accustomed to think for myself, that I
relied upon George as my counsellor in all matters of impor-
tance. Besides, I had an idea that he could throw some light -
upon the mysterious events of the night, and I was amnous
to unburden to him the important secret.

‘Having to obtain the signature of a gentleman who resxded
in Fleet street, to some legal documents, and knowing thats. '
Harrison lodged in the same"étreet I snatched up my hat and
sallied forth, determined to consult him with regard to the
change in my prospects, as I felt certain, that some sinister
motive was concealed beneath my uncle’s nnlooked for conde-
scension., . :

I was again doomed to dxsappomtment On reaching Ham—
son’s lodgings, I learnéd that he had left town that morning,
for a visit of some weeks into the country, but to what part '

4*
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his fandlady didn’t know. At parting, he told her she might
rent his rooms until he gave her notice of his return.
“ Gone ! without seeing or writing one line to inform me of
his departure. It is crue:i. Not like his general conduct,” I
, mgttered, as I turned from the door : “If he can deceive, I will
‘ _ never trust in mortal man again.”

3 ‘With a heavyheart I sauntered on unconscious of the path
I had taken, until I found myself entangled among- the crowds
that thronged Oxford street. ' '

A scream’! echoed by several voices from the crowd, ‘‘ that
the lady would bg crushed to death,” startled me from my
unprofitable musings, and following the direction of the general
‘gaze, I saw that a young female, in attempting to cross the
street, had just fallen between the horses of two carriages
advanecing in opposite directions. ,

It was but the impulse of the moment to dash across the
intervening space, to seize the horses of either carriage by their -
bridles, and push them forcibly back, and, by so doing, hinder
the young lady from being trampled to death beneath their
hoofs.

She, fortunately, was unconsciotis of her danger, and could
not by useless screams and struggles, frighten the horses, and -
frustrate my endeavors to save her. ]

The coachmen belonging to the vehicles, succeeded in stop-
ping the horses, and I bore my insensible burden through the
crowd to an apothecary’s shop, which happened to be near at
hand.

The gentleman in attendance hastened to my assistance. We
placed the young lady in a chair, and he told me to remove her
bonnet, while he applied restoratives to her wrists and temples.

Fair she was; and exceedingly beautiful. Her rich, black,
velvet pelisse,- setting off to great advantage the dazzling

- Whiteness of her skin, and the rich coloring of her sunny
brown hair.
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My heart throbbed audibly beneath the lovely head that
rested so placidly above it ; and the arm that supported her
graceful form, trembled like the leaf on the aspen.: The glorious
ideals of my youthful fancy had assumed a tangible for, bad
became a bright reality ; and as I looked down upon that calm,
gentle face, love took possession of my heart.

The sorrows of the past—the difficalties of An}yﬁprésent posi-
tion—my recent vexations, all—all were forgotton. A new
spirit had passed into me, I was only alive to the delicious rap-
tare that thrilled through me. .

First passion is mstanta.neous——eleetncal It .cannot be
described, and can only be commumca.ted through the _same
mysterious medium. i

People may rave as they like about the absurdlty of love at.
first sight ; but the young and sensitive always love at first
sight, and the love of after years, however better, and more
“wisely bestowed, is never able to obliterate from the.heart, the.
memory of those sudden and vivid impressions made upon it by
the first elect}ma,l shocks of animal magnetism.

How eagerly I watched the unclosing of those blue eyes; .- ‘

yet, how timidly I shrunk from their first mild rays.

Blushing, she rose from my arms, and shaking the long, sunny
ringlets from her face, sheé thanked me with gentle dlgmty for
the service I had rendered

“ But for your, prompt assistance, I must have lost my life,
or at the very.least, been seriously injured. My poor thanks
will never cqui;ey to you the deep gratitude I feel.”

She gave me her hand with a charming frankness, and I
touched -the white slender fingers with as much reverence as if
she had been a saint.

At this moment we were joined by a handsome elder]y Iady,
who ran inte the shop, exclaiming in hurried tones :

¢ 'Where is she ?—where is my child ? Is she safe ?”

““Yes, dear aunt, thanks to this young gentleman’s timely aid,
who risked his own life to save mine.”




¥

THE MONCTONS.

How shall we thank you—how shall we thank you, sir ?”

- cried the elderly lady, seizing my hand, and all but embracing

me in an extasy of gratitede. ‘ You have rendered me a great
service—a great service indeed. Without that dear gifl life
would be a blank to me. My Kate, my Kate!” she cried, clasp-
ing the young lady in her arms, and bursting into tears, “you

dow’t know how: dreadfully I felt when I saw you under the

hoofs of those horses. My child! my child!—TI can hardly yet
believe that you are safe.”

The charming Kate, tenderly kissed her weeping relative,
and assured her that she could realize it all. That she must not
fret, for she was quite herself again. Not even hurt ; only

frightened a little.

And then she turned her lovely face to me, on which a tear
rested, like a dew-drop upon the heart of a rose, with such a
sweet, arch smile, as she said, My aunt is very nervous, and is
so fond of me that her fears for my safety have quite upset her.
The sooner we get her home the better. Will you be so kind,
sir, as to tell me if a carriage is at the door. Ours is blue, with
white horses.”

The carriage was there. How I wished it at Jer icho. The -
old lady again repeated her thanks in the warmest manuer, and .
. T assisted her and her charming niece into the equipage. The
young lady waved her hand and smiled, the powdered flunkey

closed the door, and they drove off, leaving me spell-bound,
rooted to the door-sill of the shop.

““Who are those ladies ?” asked the apothecary, looking com-
placently down upon the sovereign the elder lady had slipped
into his hand.

“ 1 was just going to ask that question of you,” said I.

“ How, not know them—and let them go away without in-
quiring their names ! Arn’t you a simple young fellow ? If it
had been me, now, I should have done my best to improve
such a golden opportunity. Gratitude you know, begets l?ve,

Y
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and ‘I'll be sworn that the pretty young woman has a good
fortune, by the anxiety the old one felt in her behalf.”

I felt indignant at the apothecary for alluding to such a
vulgar necessary of life as money. I was in the maddest heroics
of Jove.

“What do I care about her property,” said I disdainfully.
“ Such a beautiful, elegant creature, is a fortune in herself.”

““Yes—to those who have enough of their own. But my
dear young sir—beauty won’t boil the pot.” Cy

“ And who would ‘wish to degrade it to such a menial oceu-
pation.” :

“ Ha, ha, ha, young man. You give a literal mea.mng to
~ the old proverb. You must bé in love.”

To joke me at the expense of the beautiful unknown was
sacrilege, and casting upon my tormentor, a look of unmitigated
contempt, I left the shop with a lofty step and an air of oﬁ‘ended
dignity.

As T passed into the street, I fancied that the term “ ridicu-
lous puppy !” was hissed after me. g

I strode back into the shop. The apotheca.ry was waltmg
upen a new customer.

“Was that insult intended for me,” I demanded, in a haugh-
ty tond®

“ What did T say, sir ?”

“You called me a ridiculous puppy.” .

“You are mistaken, young mgn. I am mnot in the habit of

speaking my thoughts aloud.”
I deserved this cut for my folly, and felt ke‘ly that I had
placed myself in an absurd position. Unable to' check the:

passion that was boiling in my veins,d levelled a blow at my. -

antagonist, but unfortunately, or rather fortunately I onght to
‘'say, missed my aim. The gentleman who was ‘leaning on the
counter, and who seemed highly amused by the scene, took me
by the arm and led me into the street. ‘Do not you perceive
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that you are making a fool of yourself, and giving the apothe-

~ cary an advantage over you. Go home, and act more prudently
for the time to come. I am the father of several lads about
your age, and you must take my advice in good part.”

Though I felt hurt and mortified, I could but thank my new
acquaintance for saving me from committing greater absur-
dities. :

¢ My uncle is right,” I said, to myself, as I retraced my steps
to Hatton Garden. “I am a babe, in my knowledge of the
world. I must go more. into society, or I shall for ever be get-
ling into such ridicnlous scrapes.”

At dinner my uncle met me with a serious face.

“ What kept you from the office, Geoffrey, this morning.”

1, willing fo'act openly with him, narrated to him the adven-
ture I had met with.

“T think T know.the lady,” he said. “ She i not very tall—is
fair complexioned, with blue eyes and llght brown hair. Rather
pretty than otherwise.”

‘ Rather pretty. She is beaufiful, sir.”

“Phew |” said Mr. Moncton. ¢ Wesee with other eyes.

Young men are always blind. The girl is well enongh—and

better still, she is very rich. Did she tell you her name ?”

“ 1 did not ask her.”

“ Where was your curiosity.”

«¥ wished very much to put the question, for I was anxious
to know ; but really, uncle, I had not the face to do it. But
you can tell me.” ‘

“If she did not tell you herself, I am not going-to betray
her secret. 'What use would the knowledge be to you [

“ It would be pleasant to know her name.”

My uncle looked hard at me ; and something like a sarcastic
smile passed over his lips. '

“ Boy, it would render you mlserable »

“In what way.”

P
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“ By leading you to neglect business, and by filling your head

_ with hopes which could never be realized.”

/

“And, why not ?” I demanded, rather fiercely.

“Young ladies in our days, seldom commit matmmony with
penniless clerks.”

This was said with a strong sneer.

It may be so—and they are right not to involve themselves
in misery. I am penniless at present. But that is no reason
that I am always to remain so. I am young, healthy, industri-

ous, with a mind willing and able to work—why should I not ~

make a fortane as other:
instance, did before m

“ This is all troe,”/he said, calmly, “ and I admire your spirit,
Geoffrey ; but nephew” (this was the first time I ever remem-
ber his calling me(so), “ there are other difficulties in the way of

As my grandfather, for

your making a hwh and wealthy alliance, of which you have no

idea.”.

I know not why——but a-sudden tremor seized me as he saxd
this. But mastering my agitation, I begged him to explain his
meaning.

“1 bhave long wished to do so0,” he said, “ buf, you were so
violent and unreasonable, that I thought it prudent to defer
unpleasant communications until you were older and better able

to take things calmly. “You have thought me a hard task-

master, Geoffrey—a cruel - unfeeling tyrant, and from your
earliest childhood have defied my authority and resisted my
will. Yet—you know not half the debt of kindness you owe

—~t0 me.”

in was about to speak. He held up his hand for me to main-
tain silence ; which I did with a very bad grace; and he
continued in the same cold methodical way—

« Chlldxen are naturally averse to control, and are unable to

© discern betmeen sternness of manner, and a cold unfeehno' hard-

ness of heart; and construe into inslts- and injories the

- necessary restramjs imposed upon their actions for thejr good.
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Yours, I admit, was a painful situation, which you rendered still
more unpleasant by your obstinate and resentful disposition.”

“ But, uncle 1” I exclaimed, unable longer to hold my tongue,
“you know I was treated very ilL”

“Who treated you so? I am very certain, that Rebecca

_ndulged you, as she never did one of her own children.”.

“ My dear aunt | God bless her—she was the only creature
.in the house that treated me with the least kindness. The very
servants were -instructed to slight and insult me by yonr
amiable son, and his servile tator.”

“He was a fool,” said Mr. Moncton, refilling his glass.
“ As tb Theophilus, it was natural for him to dislike-the lad
who had robbed him. of his mother’s affections, and who left
him behind in his lessons. You were strongenough, and bold
enough to. take j_'our own part—and if I mistake not, did take it.
And pray, sir, who was it, that freed you from the tyranny of
Mr. Jones, when he found that the complaints you brought -
against him were just ?”

‘“ But not until after I bad been first condemned, and brutally
maltreated. The less said on that score, uncle, the better.” -

He laughed—his low, sarcastic, sneering laugh—but did not
choose to be angry.

¢ There are circumstances connected with your birth, Geef-
frey, that evidently were the ecause of these slights. People

" will not pay the same respect to a natural child, which they do

to a legitimate one.”

“Good God!” I exclaimed, starting from my chair. “You
don’t mean to -insinuate. You dare not say, that I am a-
bastard 77 ’

‘Such is the fact.”

“It is a lie l—a base lie inventea to ruin me!” I ecried,

" defiantly, and shaking my fist in his face. “One of these days

you shall be forced to prove it such.”
“1 shall be very happy to do so—if you w111 only gwe me

v
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“ Proofs ” T exclaimed, bitterly, “they are in your own
possession—or you have destroyed them 1”

“ What interest can I have in trym g to make you a bastard ?
Is the boy mad ?” -

* You never act without a motive,” I cried ; * you know that

I am heir to a title, and property that you covet for yourself .

and your son ”

His pretended calmness was all gone. His pale face
crimsoned with rage. Yet it was wonderful how msuntane-
ously he mastered his passion.

“ Who told you this probable story/'? . Who pnt such absard
notions into your head ?”’ -/

“One, upon whose word I can/rely. My friend, Mr. Har-
rison.”

“I would like to ask Mr
family affairs,” sneered Mr.
. & scoundrel by inventing thi
quarrel between us, and ¥ob you of the only real friend you
have. I will repay Mr7/Harrison for this base falsehood one
of these days. ‘@

I felt that I had betrayed my fnend, and, perhaps, by my
* foolish rashness mafred my own fortunes. Inwardly I cursed
my imprudence, and) loaded myself with reproaches. Then the
thought suggested jitself, “ Could my uncle be. right—was I
indeed illegitimate ‘?{‘

. “No,no”1I exclaijmed unconscwusly aloud; ““it is not true—

I feel that it is false. , A base falsehood got up to réb me of my
good name. The orily treasure left me by Providence when she
deprived me of my {parents Rebert Moncton,” I cried, stand-

arrison what he knows. of our
oncton. “He has proved himself

ing erect before him, ¢ I will never part with it. I will main--

tain my equality with you and your son to the last moment of
my life 1 l

‘Overcome by exc1tement and agitation, I sank down into my 2
chair, my head droﬁped upon the table and I sobbed couvul-
sively.

pretty little romance to get up &
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“ Geoffrey,” said my uncle, in a low voice, in which an
ucusual touch of kindness mihgled, “calm down this farious

passion. Poor lad, I pity and excuse your indignation; both

are natural, in your case.”

“The pity of the wolf for the lamb,” muttered L « Snch
sympathy is worse than hate.” )

“ Well, believe me the author of all your wrongs, if 1t pleases
you, Geoffrey ; but first listen to what I have to say.”

I was too much exha,usted by the violence of my emotions to
offer the least opposxtlon and he had it entirely his own way—
commencing his remarks w1th a provoking coolness which cut
me to the heart.

“ When you lost your parents, Geoffrey, you were too young

> to have formed a correct estimate of their characters.”

> “1 have a very indistinct recollection of my father. I
remember my mother well.” -

“You may imagine that. Your father had a fine, 'ma,nly

face and pature had endowed him with those useless but bril-

liant* qualities of mind, which the world calls genius, and like
many of the same class, he acted more from impulse than ﬁ'om

principle.
“Your mother was a beautiful ymmg woman, but with little

K descretion, who loved unwisely- and too well. Her father saw

enough of my brother Edward’s character, to awaken his sus-

picions that his attentions to' his daughter were not of an

honorable nature, and he fcrbade him the house.

“This impolitic ste brought matters to a crisis. _uThe oung
p p young

people eloped together, and the old man died of a broken heart.
Your mother went by the name of Moncton, and was intro-
duced to his sporting friends as my brother’s wife.  But no
. évidence exists of a marriage having taken place ; and until
such evidence can be produced the world will look upon you as
illegitimate. :

“You will soon be of age, Geoffrey, and if you are pliepared

v
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- with these indispensable docaments, I will assist, to the best
of my professional abilities, in helping you to establish your
claims. It is not in my power to destroy or invalidate them.
Why then these base suspicions—these unmerited reproaches
—these hirricanes of passion? 'Why doubt my integrity at the
very moment when I am most anxious to serve youa #”

“Because in no instance have you ever proved yourself my
friend, and I cannot help doubting your sincerity -

“ A want of candor is certainly not among your failings,”
said Mr. Moncton, with a slight curl of his proud lip. “You
have studied the law long enouofh to know the impolicy of sach
conduct.” .

“I judge not from fair words but, deeds. - Sir, the change in
your behavior to me is too sudden for: me to believe it
genuine.”

“Strange,” mused Mr. Moncton, “so young and so suspici-
ous !”-then turning “to me, he said, without the least appearance
of resentment at my violence,

““ Geoffrey, I know your faulty temper, and forgive you for
using such insulting language. The communication I have. juss
made, was enough to irritate your sensitive nature and mortify
your pride ; but it is not reasonable that your angef should be
directed against me.

¢ I considered it absolutely necessary, to.apprise you of these
important facts, and conveyed the knowledge of them to you, as
gently as I could, just to show you, that you must deﬁend upon
your own exertions to advance your position in society.” ‘

“If your statement be true, what have I'to do with socx%g ? /(
‘What position could I obtain in a world which already reoards
me as an outcast ? ,

“ Not here, perhaps. ' Bnt there are other countries, where
the conventional rules that govern society in this, are rea-a.rded
with indifference— America, for instance.

- He fixed his keen eye uponme. An electric flash passed into

Rer e . e
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_ my mind. I saw his drift. I recollected Harrison’s advice that
the only way to obtain- my rwhts and baffle my uncle’s cunning,
wag non-resistance. . 1 formed my plans in a moment, and deter-
mined to foil his schemes by appearing to. countenance them,
until I could arrive at the trath, and fathom his deswns—a,nd
I answered him with composure.

- “ Perhaps, I have done you mgustwe sir. The distracted
‘state of my mind must be my excuse. I will try and' submit
‘with patience to my hard fate.”

“Itis your only wise course. =Hark you, Geoﬁ'rey ! T am rich,
trust in me, and the world shall never sneer at you as a poor
relation. Those whom Robert Moncton takes by the hand may
langle at doubtfal birth and want of fortnne 7 L

The -scoundrel ! how I longed to- knock him -down, but that
would have done me 1o good, so I mastered my mdlgnatlon and
withdrew. - - A

 CHAPTER XII.

I FORFEIT MY INDEPENDENCE., -

“Bx ye. therefore wise as serpents; and harmless as doves,”
was the advice of the Divine Law-giver, when he sent his dis-
ciples forth on their heavenly mission to reform an evil world.

Rehoqon as I have before stated, had formed no part in my
education. I had read the sacred volume with' fear and tremb-

lmg, and derived no consolation from its mystic pages. = =~ -,

- I had adopted the fatal idea, that I was one of those pre-con-
demned beings, for whom the blackness of darkness was reserved
for ever, and that 10 effort on my part, could avert Tthe terrible
decree.

This shocking and blasphemous “belief- had taken such deep.

e
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~ hold of my mind, that I looked upon all religious exercises as
perfectly useless. I could not fancy myself one of the. elect,
and so went from that extreme to the other. -If I were to be
saved, I should be saved. If a vessel of wrath, only fitted for
destruction, it was folly to struggle against fate, and I never
suffered my mind to dwell apon the subject.s .

. In the multitude of sorrows which pressed sorely on my young
“heart, I more than ever stood in need of the advice and consola-
tion which the Christian religion can alone bestow. '
T left the presence of Robert Moncton, and sought my own

chamber. The lonely garret did not appear so repulsive as’

wsual. No one would disturb its gloomy solitade, or intrude
upon my grief. There- I had free liberty to weep—to*vent
aloud, if I pleased, the indignant feelings of my heart. My mmd
was overwhelmed with bitter and resentful thoughts ; évery “evil
passion in man’s fallen natare was struggling for mastery, and
the worst agony I was called upon to endure, was the hopeless,
heart-crushing, downward tending madness of despair.

To die—to get rid of self—the dark consciousness of unmer-

ited.contempt and social degradation, was the temptation whlch_

continually flitted through my excited brain. I have often since
wondered how I -resisted the strong impulse that lared me
onward to destruction..

My good angel prevailed. By mere accident, my Bxble la.y
upon the iron chest. I eagerly seized the volume, and sought
in the first page I should open, an omen- thab should decide my

fate; and my eye glanced upon the words already quoted—* Be

ye, therefore, wise as serpents, and harmless as doves.”

I closed the book and sat down, and tried to shape the words
to suit my present state. What better advice could I fo]]ow——-
~ from what higher authority could I derive sounder connsel ?
- -Did it not suit completely my case?

Harrison had disappeared. I was alone and ﬁ'lendless in the

house of tbe oppressor. Did I follow the suggestions of my own .
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~heatt, T should either destroy myself or qmt the protection of
*Mr. Moncton’s roof for ever. . ..

“ But then,” said reason, wif you take the first step, you are
gulltv of ‘an unpardonable sin, and, by destroying yourself, fur-
ther the sinister v1ews of your uncle. If the second, you throw
away seven years of hard labor, lose your indentures, and for
ever place a bar to your future advancement. In a few months

" you will be of ‘age, and your own -master.. Bear. these evils

patiently a little longer—wait and watch—you nevercaw regain
your lost name and inheritance by throwmg yourself friendless
upon the world.”

"Determined to adopt, and strictly to adhere to this line of
conduct, and leave the rest to Providence, I washed the traces
of tears from my face, and returned to the private office. ’

Here I found Mr. Moncton engaged with papers of conse-
quence.

" He held out his hand as I took my seat at the desk. “Are

~ we friends, Geoffrey ?”

“That depends upon circumstances.”

“ How hard it is for you to give a gracious answer. It is
your own fault that we ever were otherwise.” )
¢« will try and think you my friend for the time to come.”

-He seemed more amused than surprised at this concessmn,
and for some time we both wrote on in silence.

" A tap at the door, and one of the clerks handed in a letter.

Mr. Moncton examined the post-mark and eagerly opened it
up. While reading, his countenance underwent one of those
remarkable changes I had on several occasions witnessed-of late,
and which seemed so foreign to his nature.

Suddenly, crushing the letter tightly in his hand, he flang it
from him to the floor, and spurned it with his foot, exclaiming
as he did so, with a fiend-like curl of the lips: *“So wounld I
serve the writer were he here !” Then turning to me, and
speaking in a low, confidential tone, he said :
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¢ The wmter of that letter is unconsciously makmg JOI!I' for-

tune, Geoffrey. - This son of mine has acted in a basetuagrata- S
ful manner to me—in a manner which I can never forget or -~

forgwe If you conduct yourself prudently, you may become

. et dearer to me than this wicked young man.”

<

“I should be ‘sorry to rise on my cousin’s ruin. I would
rather gain your respect on any other terms.”
- This remark made him wince. .
“Foolish boy! How blind you are to your own interest.
You belong to a family famous for playmg the fool. It runsin

the blood of the Monctons.”

“You surely are an, exception, sir,” and I tried in vain to
suppress & sarcastic s

He took no notice of this speech, but, starting from his seat,
paced the room for some mmutes, as if in deep communion
himself. /ﬂﬂl\

‘“ Greoffrey,” he said .at last, from th1s day I adopt you
‘a8 my son. I exempt you from the common drudgeries of the
office, and will engage masters to instruct you in the fashion-
able. accomplishments which are deemed necessary to complete
the education of a gentleman.”

I was mute with astonishment.

“Trifling as these things may appear to the ‘man of science

~-

" and the candidate for literary honors, they are not without their

use to the professional student.. The world judges so much by
externals, that nothing is to be despised that helps to ﬂa.tter its
prejudices, and ensure popularity.

“ You ‘are not too old to learn dancing, fencing and riding.
I should like you to excel in athletic sports and exercises.”

“You are making game of me, uncle;” for I could not
believe him in earnest.

“ By the living God | Geoffrey, I mean what I say.””

I stood before him, gazing into his face like one in a dream.
There was a downright earnestness in his face which could not

T T
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-

= be mistaken. He was no longer acting a part, but really .

meant what he said. Nor could I doubt but that letter had

. wrought this sudden change in my favor. Where, now, was all

my high-souled resolutions; human nature prevailed, and I

- yielded to.the temptation. There sat Robert Moncton, gazing

complacently upon me, from beneath those stern, dark brows,
his ;glittering eyes no longer freezing me with their icy shine,
but regarding me with a calm, approving smile. No longer the
evil genius of my childhood, but & mumﬁcent spmt intent to do
me good.

Ab, I was young—very yonng, and the world, in my narrow
circle, had dealt hardly with me. I longed for freedom, for
emancipation from constant toil. *This must plead an excuse -
for my -criminal weakness. S

Years of painful experience, in~the wa.ys “and wilés of men,
had not as yet perfected the painful lesson taught me in after
years. Young, ardent, and willing to believe the best I could :
of my species, I began to think that I alone had been to
blame ; that I had wronged my uncle, and thrust upon his
shoulders the burden of injuries which I had received from his
son. o : .

“The evil influence of that son had been removed, and he was

"now willing to be my friend ; and I determined to bury the

past in oblivion, and to believe him really and truly so.

I shook him warmly by the hand, and entreated his forgive-
ness for the hard thoughts I had entertained, and thanked him
sincerely for his offers of service.

The light faded from his eye. - He looked gloomily, almost
sadly into my face, glowing, as it must have been, with generous
emotions, marvelling, doubtlessly, at my credulity.

Mr. Moncton, up to this period, had resided in the honse
which contained his office; the basement having been appro-
priated entirely Yor that purpose, while the family occupied the
floors above. My uncle seldom received visitors, excepting at
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tho’s'el times when Theophilus returned from. eolle«é To these
partles, I, as a matter of course, had never been adxmtted. My

-uncle’s evenings were spent: abroad, but I was unacquamted

» mﬂbhls habits, .and totally xgnorant of his haunts.

e ndge ‘then, of my surprise and sa.tlsfacﬁon when mformed by

: Mr Moncton, that he had’ purchased a handsome house in Gros-
",venor street, and that ‘we' were t0- remove tlnther The oﬂ'me

A

- was still to be retamed in Ha.tton Ga.rden ‘but my hours of at-

tendance were nét to commence before ten in the mornmg H and
were-to terminate at four in the afternoon

I had lived the larger portion of my life in (rreat smoky Lou-
don, and had never visited the west end of the town. The

- change in my prospects was truly delightfal, I wds trs.nsported

as if by magic from my low, dingy, lllhghted ﬂI-ventl.Iated

‘ charming room, but walk to'and fro from the book-case to the -

garret, to a well-appointed foom, 0¥ f'he second story of an

" _"eleva.ntly fornished houmse in an airy, “fashionable part ‘of the
town ; “the apartmeut prowded for my especml benefit, contammg' /
all the loxuries and comforts which modern reﬁnement has’ ren- -

dered i dxspensable i
A small, but’ well-selected hbrary crowned the whole.
I did little else the first day my nncle introduced me to this

windows. Now glancifig at the pages of some long coveted

- treasure ; now watching With intense interest the throng of car-

. nages “passing and repacsﬁ:g ; hoping“to catch a glance of the

fair face; that had made ‘sach’ an 1mpress10n on my yonthful
faney. !

A note from Mr. Moncton kmdly ‘worded for him, eonveyed

" to me the pleasmg intelligence that the handsome pressfull of
_ fine linen, and fashionably cut clothes, was meant for iy uvse ;

to which he ha,d generously added, a beautxful dnessmg—case gold

- watch and cha.m S TR

I should ‘have been perfectly happy, had it not- been for a

vague “anpleasant ‘sensation—a certain  swelling of the heart, °

5
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which silently seemed to reproach me for accepting all these

“favors from a person whom I neither loved nor respected.

Conscience whispered that it was far better to remain poor.
and independent, than compromise my integrity. ' _
Oh, that I had given more heed to that voice of the soul!

That still, small voice, that never lies—that voice that no one

“can drown, without remorse and self-condemnation.

Tiie brought with it the pumshment 1 deserved, convincing
me then, apd for ever, that no one can act against his own con-
viction of right, without mcumng the penalty due to his moral
defalcation.

I dined alone with Mr. Moncton.

He asked me if I was pleased with the apartments he had
selected for my use. I waswarm inmy thanks, antl ge appea.red
satisfied. : - :

After the cloth Was drawn, he filled a bumper of wine, and

. pnshed the bottle over to me.

““Here’s to your rising to the head of the professmn, Geeoff-

. rey” _Fill your glass, my boy.”

I drank part of the wine, and set the glass down on the table.

It was fine old Madeira. I had not been used to drink anything;

stronger than tea and coﬂ'ee and I found it: monntmg to my
head.
“ 1 will not allow that, Geoffrey—ydu must 9on0r my toast.”
“I have done so, uncle, as far as I am able. I have had

~ enough wine.” ¢ Q

“ Nénsense; boy ! Don’t you like it ?”
“X bardly know. It makes me feel giddy and queer. "

- “Hal ba! that's good ”—chuckhng, and rubbing his hands,

“If I take more just now, I shall certa.mly Ye tipsy.”
% What then 2 -

1t would be disgraceful. In your presence, too.?"
“ What—were you pever drunk 2”7 .

“ Never, in my life. 3
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“ How old are you ?” T s

“Twenty.” )

“ And never mtomcated—well that’s a good joke. Few
young men-of your age could say that. Would you not like to
increase your knowledge, and be as wise as others ?”

" 1 shook my head.

“*‘Ridiculous pruderyy Come, fill your glass, and I will tell' -

you a droll anecdote of that pretty girl you fell in love with the
other day »
The glass was instantly replenished, and I was w1de awake in
a moment.
. “That young lady had a very pretty cousin—a West Indian
—a high-spirited, dashing girl, who had lost her parents, and
was on a visit in England to her aunt—with whom the fair
Catherine resides. The girls, among other things, were very

curious to know how men felt when they were drank. It
surely must be a very agreeable sensation,’ said my h&:le friend-

Kate, ‘ or they would not so often give way to it.”

‘¢ Suppose we try ¥ ” said Miss Madeap.

“*Dear me, what would aunt think of us 7

“ ¢We won’t let her know a word about it. She goes out to-
morrow, to spend a few days in the country. I will smuggle
into our room a couple of bottles of champagne—we’ll lock the
door, feign indisposition, and get glorious.’”

“ And did they do it ?”

“To be sure théy did. ‘We drank one botl:le between us’
said- my little friend, ‘and I never.was so ill in my life. I was
only astonished after we got.sober, how any one could try the
expenment a second time’ Had they tried it a second time,
Geoffrey, all the difficalty would have been removed.”

He drank off several glasses in succession, and for fear I

should be’ thought deficient in spirit ; I followed his example.
" But the Rubicon once crossed, to my surprise, I found. that the
wine had no effect upon my senses ; only serving to elevate my
spirits a little, and make me more sociable and communicative.
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My uncle’s stern face began to relax from its usual cold

for some tifié on indifferent subjects he said— -
“You think you remember your parents. I have their por-

possession.”
“No present "you could ma.ke me, would be .so valuable,” I
: cried. ,
- “No heroxcs,” he said, going to a beautxful mla.ld cabinet.
' 7 detest sentimental people. They are the grea.t.est hnmbucs
in the worlds”
Returning to the table, he placed two large miniatdre cases in
my hand, I eagerly seized them. -
“Don’t look at them now,” he cried, “or we shall have a
scene—wait until you are alone. I found them &dmong my
brother’s ‘papers, and had forgotten all about them, until I
chanced to stumble over them in the bustle of removing.”
<+ Lhid away the precious rehcs in my bosom, and was abont to
quit the room. - ? ~0
¢“8it down, Geoffrey,” he said, with a grim smile, “ you are
too sober to go to bed yet.” »
~ T filled the glass mechanically, but it remained untasted before
Ie. -
“ By the by,” continued my uncle, in & careless tone, which
his eagle glance contradicted, “ what has become of you friend
- Hearrison
“ wish I knew. His a.b'sence is a great loss to me.”
““Who and what is this Hamson You were his confidant,
,,and doubtless, know ?” ‘ o
" «Of his private history, nothing.”
My uncle’s large dark eyes, were looking into my soul ; I felt
that he doubted by word. *He has, I believe, been unfortuna.te

gt

severity, and I found that when warmed with wine, he could be’ L
a most intelligent and agreeable companion. After conversing -~

traits. Perhaps you would hke to keep them in your own-

\\ﬂ

‘and’ is redaced in his circumstances. His moral character, T )

know to be excellent.”
b 3
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¢ And doubtless your are -a capital judge,” said Mr. Moricton. -

“Young men all imagine themselves as wise as Daniel - or
Socrates. ‘I think, Liowever, friend Geoffrey, that this man
deceived you.” 4 -

¢ Impossible. Harrison is incapable of committing a mean or

dishonorable action. Nor does he attempt to spare himself from

blame ; but frankly confesses, that to his own mprudence, he is
ma.mly indebted for his misfortunes.”

. ““Imprudence is a respectable term' for intemperance, dissipa- '

tion, and vice of every kind,” sneereé my uncle. “ Your moral
- young gentleman might preach against sins which had caused his
own ruin. Believe me, Geoffrey, the crimes and passions of
most men are alike, with only this difference, that some have
greater art of concealing them.”

“That would make virtae a mere name ” said I, indignantly.
“T cannot believe #%a? ideal, which I have beemused to worship
as a reality.”

“ All bosh. At your age, men cling to the ideal, and reso-
lutely close their eyes to the true and rational: I was gullty of
the same weakness once.” . -

“You, uncle I

¢ Ay, you are astonished. . But the time came and too . soon,
when I learned to wonder at my own credulity. I wasin love
once. You smile. Yes, with that old witch, as you call her
now. She was as beautiful as an angel then. She is an incar-
nate devil now! Love has turned to hate—admiration to
execration—and I curse myself for ever having thought her
wise or good.” '

He ﬂun'c'r himself into a chair and groaned like one in acute
‘pain ; and I, thinking he wished to be alone, slipped: away be-
fore he raised his head from between his clasped hanfs.

“ What could he mean by asking me so many gaestions ?” I
cried, as I threw myself into an easy chair inmy luxurious
apartment., “Were they instigated by the wine he had drank,

' P
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~profound lawyer could scarcely fathom. I think Tie endeavored ~
" haps as & bait to win my confidence ; but I was thankful to

. “gay, careless, happy countenance, full of spirit and intelligerce,
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or suggested by idle curiosity—or were my answers intended
to” answer some sinister purpose? God knows, He is &
strange”inexplicable man, whose words and actions the most

1o make me intoxicated in the hope of extracting sotqg informa-
tion regarding poor George. If so, he has missed his mark.”. .
I drew from my bosom the portraits he had given me, per-

him' for the inestimable gift, whatever the motives were which
Jded to its bestowal: _—
The first case contained the miniature of my father. The

seemed. to smile upon his unfortunate son.

I raised my eyes to the mirror—the same features met my
glance ; but ah, how different the expression of the two faces.
Mine was saddened and paled by early care, by-close confine- '
ment to a dark unhealthy office ; at twenty, I was but a-faded
likeness of my father. ' =

I sighed as I pressed the portrait to my heart. In the mark-
ed difference between us I read distinctly the history of two
lives. : : : '

But how shall I describe my feelings whilst gazing on the

picture of my mother. The fast falling tears for a long while
hid the fondly remembered features from my sight—but they
still floated before the eyes of my soul in all their- original love-
liness. :
" Yes—there was the sweet calm face—the large soft confiding
blue eyes—the small rosy mouth with its gentle winning smile,
and the modest truthful expression of the combined features
which gave such a charm to the whole. I

Oh, my mother—my. dear, lost, angel mother—how that pic-
ture recalled the far-off happy days of childhood, when I sat /—g
upon your knees, and saw my own joyous face reflected in those
dove-like eyes ; when, ending some nnrsery rhyme with a kiss, ‘ iy

r &l
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you. bowed cyour velvet cheek upon my clastering curls, and
_ bade God bless and keep your darling boy.

Oh my mother l—would that I could become a child again,
or that I could go to you, though you cannot retarn to me. '

I leant my head upon the table and wept. Those tears pro-
duced a salutary effect upon my mlﬂd, and slipping down upon
my knees, I poured out the feelings of my oppressed ‘heart in
prayer, and after awhile rose from the ground in a more com-
posed state of mind. . The picture still lay there smiling upen - ‘
me. *“Is it of you, dearest mother,” I said,  that bad men dare
whisper hard things ? . Who could look at that pure lovely face
and believe aught against your honor? I could despise my.
father, though his only son, could I for an instant imagine him
capable of taking advantage of such youth and innocence. But
no—it is a foul slander invented by a villain to answer-some
base purpose—and may I perish, when I believe it true 1?

I locked the portraits carefully in my desk, and retired to
- bed. The wine I had drank and the unusnal excitement of my
feelings for a long time prevented sleep, and it was the’ dawn of
day before I sank to rest.

CHAPTER XIII.
A VISIT FROM THE- GREAT MAN OF THE FAMILY.

- FroM that day, I became Mr. Moncton’s factotum, his confi-
dential clerk, and principal agent. In all matters that required
prompt and skillful management he invariably employed me.

If he did not reo'ard me with affection—for that was foreign
to his nature—he resnected my abilities, and placed.the greatest
reliance on my pnnc‘lples I attended him in most of his profes-
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sional journeys, and was present in every gburt in which he had
an important case. He was an admirablé speaker, and his cool,
decided manner had great weight with foth judge and jury. I
no sooner appeared with him in pabljé than I becaine a person
of considerable consequence among hfs friends and acquaintances,
and invitations flowed in upon me from all quarters. One.thing
appeared very certain, that the safne persons who had despised
‘the shabbily-dressed lawyer’s clerk, no longer revarded me with
céld eyes as a poor relalion, but were among the first to over-
whelyy_ me with civilities ; and, for a while, I was intoxicated
mﬂt‘zthe adulation I received from the world and its smooth-
tongued votaries.

" Three months glided rapidly away, and every day added to
-my self-importance, and brought with it fresh opportunities of
enlarging the circle of my friends, and of acquiring a competent
knowledge of the conventional rules of society. Though natu-
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» rally fond of company, I hated dissipation, and those low vices
: which young men of common minds generally designate as
1& pleasure, in the pursuit of which they too often degrade their
ﬂ' mental and physical powers. Mr. Moncton laughed at what he

termed my affectation of moral integrity, and tried by every art:
to seduce me to join in amusements, and visit scenes, from which -
my mind revqlted and his own example served to strengthen my
disgust. My resistance to such temptations I do not ascribe to
any inherent virtue in me ; but I have often observed-in my
subsequent journey through life, that young men, whose know- -
ledge of the world has chiefly been confined to books, and who
have never mingled much with persons of their own age, are
guarded from low vices by the romantic and beautiful ideal of
life, which they formed in -solitude. The-coarse- reality is so
shocking and degradm so repugnant to taste and good feeling,
and all their pre-conceived notions upon the subject, that they
cannot indulge in it without remorse and a painful sense of
degradation. This was so completely my case, that I often fled
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to solitudé as a refuge from pleasures, so-called; ‘that I could

not enjoy, and. scenes in which I felt shame to be an actor.
—— ———Perhaps I'was wainly indebted to the passion I had conceived

- for the beautiful Catherine, which acted as a secret talisman in
securing me from the contaminating influences to which, in my
new position, I was often exposed. In thé hope -of meeting
again the fair creature whose image filled my soul, I had fre-
quented theatres, operas, and public ¥ balls, but to no purpose ;

“on this head I was still doomed to suffér the most provoking
disappointment.

One evening I returned late from the oﬂice in Hattou Gar-

den ; my uncle was from home, and a great press of business

had detained me beyond the usual dinner hour, which Was'&t

six. The porter had scarcely admitted me into the hall, when

one of the footmen, with whom I was a great favorite, addressed
me with an air of mystery which I thought highly amusing. He

seemed so anxious to impress me with the importance of the

_ news he-had to communicate. -
“ Mr. Geoffrey, Sir Alexander Moncton, my master’s cousin,
sir, is in the dining-room, waiting to see you ; and the dinner, sir,
"is waiting, too. I told him, sir, that we expected Mr. Moncton
home this evening, and he bade his valet bring up his portman-
teau from the hotel, and said that he would wait here till measter
returned.”
“Thank you, Saunders, for your information,” I cried, hurry-
ing off to my chamber to dress for dinner.
I felt greatly excited at the prospect of the approaching

interview with the great man of the family, who might prove a

powerful friend to his friendless relative.

My uncle was from home, which ‘would afford me an oppor-
tunity of speaking for myself. I was anxious to make a favor-
able impression on Sir Alexander, and took an unusual degree of
pains with my toilét, but the more trouble I gave myself, the
worse I succeeded.. One suit, which was my very best, I fancied

5%




|1 10 )

I,

N

B IRELEER G

1

A1 Py it

ot BRI P

106 : THE MONCTONS.

too fine, and that it made me look vulgar; another was unbecom-
ing. InShort, no bride on her wedding morning, ever felt more
diffident of the.appearanice she would make, than I did on this
important occasion—which, hope whispered, was to prove the
grea} epoch in my life. -

The extravagance of youthful hope, is only equalled by youth-
ful vanity ; and whilst standing before the polished mirror, con-
templating my own person with the desire to appear to the best
adva.nt%ge, I forgot the stigma attached to my birth, my depen-
dent situation, and the very proud man in whose presence I
was about to appear.

After pondering over for a few mmutes, the manner in which

" I should “ddress him, a sudden sense of the absardity of my

conduct struck, me so forcibly, that my day-dreams vanished in
a hearty fit of laughter. ;

“Hang it 1" I exclaimed, “what a ridiculous puppy I am’
going to make of myself, with all this affectation and nonsense.
Nature is the best guide in works of art, w should not our
conversation and manners be governed by the same ucerring
rule ? Simplicity and trlrth possess a charm, that never can
belong to studied airs’ and grimaces. It is better to appear as
I am, with all my 1mperfect10ns than affect to be what'I am
not, even if by so doing, I could ensure the good opinion of this
wealthy titled relatipn.”

With these wise reflections, I regained my composure, and
joined Sir Alexander in the drawing-room—just as-the footman
announced that dinner was on the table.

Sir Alexander received me, and my apologies for detention in
the office, with a mighty good grace, sheok me. warmly by the
hand, and accompanied me into the dining-room, with the air
of a man who was determined not to be cheated out of his din-
per, and anxious to make up for lost time, '

I did the honors as well as I could ; but not mthout com-
mitting sundry awkward blunders ; ; grea.tly to the horror of
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Sa.unders, who with toe and elbow, gave me various silent hints
-upon the subject, as he glided noiselessly to and fro.” This
only increased my confusion, but fortanately, my worthy relative
was too much engrossed with his dinner, to notice the trifling
omissions, which poor Saunders conSIdered of such immeunse
importance. ) : ‘
. I was greatly relieved when the cloth'was removed and the
wine and glasses were placed upon the table, and Sir Alexander
and I were left alone to improve our acquaintance.

He commenced the conversation by introducing ‘the very sub-
ject uppermost in my mind.

“Did I mistake you, young gentleman, or did you tell me,
that you were a son of the late Edward Moncton ?”

“ His only son.”

“I-was not aware of his marriage—still less that he left a
son. It is strange, that T should have been kept in ignorance
of this important fact.”

This was said half musingly. . He then turned to me with &

lively air.

“ Your father, young gentleman; deeply offended me. It was

a foolish affair. But it eﬁ'ectually severed the friendship of years.
We repent of these things ‘when. it is too late. Had he been less
violent, and ‘less obstinate, a  reconciliation might have been
brought about. As it was—interested parties did their best to

widen the breach. .
" “Edward and I were school-fellows ; and though little har-
mony existed between the elder branches of the family, we loved
like brothers. :He was a handsome, generous, high-spirited fel-
low, but rash and extravagant. While at school he was always
in debt and difficulty, to the great annoyance of his money-loving
father; who looked upon me, as the aider and abettor in all his
scrapes., We continued firm friends untik the night before he

Ieft college, when the quarrel; which I do not mean to particular- °

ize, took place—from which period, we never. met, and all cor-
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respondence ceased between us. I heard, that in after years,
he made a love connexion ; but I never learned the particulars
from any one but your wncle Robert ; and he did not inform me,
that Edward had left a son—nor can I comprehend his motive
for concealing the fact.”

Sir Alexander paused and looked earnestly in my face. I felt
the blood rush-to my temples.

“I do not doubt your veracity, young sir. You are too like
the man I loved so long and well, for me to question your origin:
Baut are you certain that you dre Edward Moncton’s 1egitima.te
son?”

] feel' no doubt upon the subject ; my hedrt tells me that I
am his lawful representative ; and I trust that heaven will one
day enable me to substantiate my claims.” This was said with
a vehemence that brought the tears into my eyes.

“Does Robert Moncton admit them 77

“No.” .

“On what grounds 77 . :

“He affirms, that no certificate of my mother’s marriage can
be found, and without this important document, the law will not
acknowledge me as Edward Moncton’s legitimate son.” '

“QOr Alezander Moncton’s heir,” . replied the Baronet.
“But I do not judge like' the rest of the world, young man,
and dare to think and act for myself. This uncle of yours
is a cunning man. I koow him and his ways of old. I know

" how he fomented the guarrel between his brother and ime, to

gain his own ends ; and tnis son of his—this Theophilus, is a
finished scoundrel ! It is mortifying to the pride of an English
gentleman to acknowledge such men as his successors.”-

The old man rose from his seat, and paced the room for some
time in silenc& He was so much occupied with his owr reflec-
tions, that I had leisure to examine his countenance minutely.

A strong family likeness existed between him and my father,
and uncle Robert; and as for me—I might have passed for his
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son. He had the same high forehead, aquiline nose, chestnut
curling hair, and dark piercing eyes ; but his face lacked the
careless, frank, good nature of my father’s, and was totally des-
titute of the subtle, stern demeanor of my uncle’s. The expres-
sion was more simple, and less worldly than either. It wasa
thoughtful, intellectual, benevolent physiognomy, which excited
feelings of confidence and affection at first sight. While looking
at him, I thought I bad known and loved him for yedrs.

His tall commanding figure was slightly bent in the shoulders, -

and his hair was thickly sprinkled with grey ; yet, his age could
scarcely have exceeded fifty. His complexion, unlike my hand-
some uncle’s, was very pale, and an early accquaintance with
grief might be traced in the hnes that farrowed his ample white
forehead.
- After a few turns through the room, he resumed his seat.
“Mr. Geoffrey Moncton,” he said, grasping me warmly by

the hand, “I wish smcergly that you could prove your legltx- '

macy. There is somethihg about you that pleases and interests
me. If ever you stand in need of assistance you may rely upon
me as your friend. It is not Robert Moncton’s bare assertion
that will make me believe you a bastard. Tell me all you know
about yourself ?” A

I endeavored to speak, but I was so completely overwhelmed
by his unexpected kindness, that I could find no words to
express my thanks, or comply with his request. - —

A loud knockmg at the door, announced the arrival of Mr.
Moncton.

“ That is my uncle’s knock,” T eried, breakmg the spell that
bound me.

“We will talk over this matter again, Geoffrey. If we
caunot get an opportunity, you must write, and tell me all you
know.”

Before T could prormse anything Mr. Moncton entered the

room. He cast a hurried, scfutinizing glance at me, and seemod -

R
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surpriséd and annoyed at finding me on such. intimate terms
with-the baronet, to whom he gave a most cordial and ﬂa,ttenug
welcome.
" The other met his advances with cold and studied pohteness H
it-was evident to me that ‘he, too, put & restraint upon his feel-
ings.

-*X am sorry, Sir Alexander, that I was from home when you
arrived. This visit from you is such an unexpected favor.”

“Your absence, Robert Moncton, gave me an opportunity of

making the acquaintance of your nephew, whom I have found a
very agreeable and entertaining substitute, as well as” a near
relation.”

Mr. Moncton regarded me wn;h a haughty and contemptuous -

smile.

“I am happy to learn that your time was so agreea.bly spent.
By-the-by, Geoffrey,” turning abruptly to me, and speaking in a
basty, authoritative tone, *“ are those papers transeribed I gave
you at parting ? They will be required in court early to-
morrow.” '

He evidently expected a negative.

_* They are ready, sir, and many others, that have been placed
in my bands since. We have been hard at work in the oiﬁce all
day.”

“ T commend your diligence,” he said, aﬂ’ectmo' a pat;romzm25
air ; “ I am sorry to take you'from such pleasant company, but
business, you know, cannot be neglected. This bundle of papers ”
—and he took a packet from his wallet and placed in my hand—
¢ must be transcribed to-night. You need not go to the office.
Step into the study, you will find all that you require there.”

This was but a stratagem to get rid of my unwelcome pres-

. ence. I bowed to Sir Alexander, and reluctantly withdrew.

It so happened, that Mr. Moncton’s study opened into the
dining-room, and without meaning to-do s, I left the door but

partlally closed.
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Sitting down to the table, I trimmed the large shaded lamp
that always burnt there, and began mechanically to transcribe
the uninteresting papers. An hour passed away. The gentle-
men were conversing upon the current news of the day over their

wine. The servant brought up coffee, and I ceased to give any -

heed to what was passing in the next room.
I was drawing out a long deed of  settlement, when my atten-
tion was aroused by the mention of my own name, and the fol-
lowing dialog y ear : o
“This nephew of yours, Robert Mon
is it that I never heard of him before ?”.

“T did not think it necessary to introduce him to your notlce, )

Sir Alexander. He has no legal claim upon our protection.
He is a natural son of Edward’s, whom I educate for the pro-
fession out of charity.”

“An act of benevolence hardly to. be expected from you,”
said Sir Alexander, with a provokmg laugh. “I suppose you
expect to get the interest for your kindness out of the lad 7”7

“ Why, yes. He has excellent abilities, and might do much
for himself, but is too like the father, but with this difference—
Edward was good-natured and careless to a fault—this boy is
haughty and petulant, with the unmanageable obstinacy and

- self-will of old Geoffrey. He is not grateful for the many obli-
gations he owes to me, and gives me frequent cause to regret’

that I ever adepted him into my family.”
“ When you are tired of him,” said Sir Alexander, carelessly,
“you may turn him over to me. I am sure I could make some-

" thing of him.”

“You are not in earnest !’ in'a tone of surprise.

¢ Never more s0.”

A Tong silence ensued. My hand trembled with mdlgna.txon
Was this Mr. Moncton’s pretended friendship ? I tried in vain
to write.. * ““ It is useless,” I said mentally. “ The deed may go

to the devil, and Robert Moncton along with it, for what I
. s _

ne lad. How .
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care,” and I flung the i)archmént from me. ‘That manisan .

infamous liar | I will tell him so to his face.” -

I was just about to burst into. the room;, when Sn‘ Alexander
resumed the conversation.

_““Who was this lad’s mother ?”

"¢ A ydung person of the name of Rivers; the only daughter
of a poor urate, in Derbyshire. You know my brother’s dissi-
pated habits. He enticed ‘the girl from her peaceful home, and
grief for

was the sole fruit of the connection. The parents were never
N . i, < . :

Loty
“Ts that a fact ?”

“T have made every legal inquiry upon the subject; but, né "

proofs are in existence of such an union between the parties.”

“I can scarcely believe Edward guilty of such a villainous
act 1” e

* Extravagant men of unsettled principles are mot much
tronbled with qualms of conscience.” On his death-bed Edward
repented of this act, and recommended the child to my especial
care and protection. His letter, which I have by me, was
couched in such moving terms, that I considered myself bound
in duty to do what I could for the boy, as he was not answer-
able for the fault of the parents. I took him home the day
his mother was buried, and he has been an inmate of my house
ever since.” ‘

““When he is out of his time, what do you intend doing
for him ?” '

“I have not yet determined. Perhaps, associate him with

myself in the office. There is, however, one stumbling-block in.
the way—the dislike which exists betwéen him and Theophilus.”,

“ Ay, Geoffrey, I should think, would prove rather a formi-
dable rival to your son.”
“ Comparisons are odious, Sir Alexander ; I should be sorry

" if my son resembled this base-born lad.”

r loss brought the old father to his grave. This boy ~
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T can see no likeness between them,” said Sir Alexander,
drily, “ not even a family one. By-thebye, what has become of -

Theophilus #”

“He is travelling on the continent. His last letter was
dated from Rome. He has been-a great source of trouble and
vexation to me, and is constantly getting mbo*scrape& among

" the women, which you must allow, Sir Alexander, is & family

failing. of the Monctons.”
“ His conduct lately has been such,” said the baronet in an
angry voice, “ that it makes me blush Yhat we bear the same

name. It was to speak to you on this painful subject that
brought me to London.”

““1 know the circumstance to which you allude,” said Mr :

Moncton, in’ a humble tone; “nor can I defend him'; but, we

- must make some allowances for youth and mdlscretmn We

were youno' men ourselves once, Sir Alexander.”

“Thank God ! bad &s.I might be, no poor girl could accuse
me of being the canse of her ruin,” cried the baronet, striking
his hand emphatically upon the table. * But this young

‘scoundrel | while a visitor beneath my roof, and a solicitor for

the hand of my daughter, outraged all feelings of honor and
decency, by seducing this poor girl, on our own estate, at our
very doors. It was mean, wicked, dastar&ly—and without he
marries his unhappy victim, he shall never enter my doors
again.”

“ Marry ” and Mr. Moncton hissed. the words throuo'h his

" clenched teeth. “Let him dare to marry her, and the sole
" inheritance he gets from me, will be his father’s curse 1”

“Till Big does this, &nd, by so doing, wipes off the”infamous
stain he has brought upon our house, I must consider both
father and son as strangers 1” o

& Please yourSelf Sir Alexander. You will never bully me
into giving my consent to this d.lsgracefnl marriage,” cried
Moncton, stamping with rage.

[z
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- There was another long pause. I heard Sir Alexander- tra-
versing the apartment with hasty strides. At length, stopping
suddenly before his excited companion, he said ; “Robert, you
may ‘be right. The wicked woman, who sold her grandchild
for money, was once in your service. You best know what
relationship exists between your son and his beautifal victim.”

- A hollow langh burst from Mr. Moncton’s lips.

“You possess a lively imagination, Sir Alexander. I did love
that woman, though she was old enough then to have been my
mother. It was a boy™® rash, blind love ; but I was too proud
to make her my-'wife, and she was too cunning and avaricious to

. be mine on any other terms. Your suspicions, on that: head at-
least, are erroneous.”

‘ Be that as it may,” said Sir Alexander, « Theoplulus Monec-
ton shall never da.rken my doors u_ntxl the grave closes over
me.” . .
He left the room while speakmg A few minutes later,

carriage dashed from the door at a rapld rate, and I felt certain’

that he had quitted the house. My uncle’s step approached. I
let my head drop upon the table and feigned sleep, and without
attempting to waken me, he withdrew.

From that night, a marked alteration took place in his man-
ner towards me. I# was evident that the commendations

' bestowed upon me by Sir Alexander had ruined me in his eyes,

and he considered me in the light of a formidable rival. He
withdrew his confidence, and treated me with the most pointed
neglect. But he could not well banish me from his table, or de-
prive me of the standing he had given me among his guests,
without insulting them, by having introduced to their notice &
person unworthy of it. On this head I was tolerably secure, as
Mr. Moncton was too artful a man to criminate himself. In a
few days I should now become of age, when the term of my
articles would expire ; I should then be my own master ; and
several private applications had been made to me by a lawyer

SRRy " .
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of eminence, to accept a place in his office; with promises of fur- *

ther advancement ; this rendered my uncle’s conduct a matter
of indifference. The sudden and unexpected return of Theophi-
lus, gave a very different aspect to my affairs. '

CHAPTER X3§V.
LOVE AND HATRED.

Ar first Mr. Moncton refused to see his son’; but on the
receipt of a letter from. Theophilus, his pesitive orders on that
head were not only reversed, but the worthky young gentleman
was received w1th marked attention by his father.

The contents of ~that letter I did not know then, but got a

1know1ed¢re of-them in after years. The son had become

acquainted with some v111amons ‘transactions of the parent, which
he threatened to expose to the world, if any rigorous measures
were adopted towards himself ; these revelations yveré of such a
startling nature, that no alternative remained to Mr. Moncton

but to submit, which he did, and with a wonderful good grace. ™

It would be no easy matter to describe the surprise and indig-
nation of Theophilus Moncton, when he discovered that the

despised .and insulted Geoffrey had become a person of some ,

consequence during bhis absence. I shall never forget the studied

air of indifference, the chilling coldness, with which he met me

on_his return, and under the cover of which he endeavored to
conceal his chagrin,

The long-cherished ‘dislike that I had entertained for him, had .
lost much of its bitter character during a separation of many
months. I was willing to believe that I might sometimes have

e R WA ORRARSg rfT
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been the aggressor, and that time, and a more intimate know-

ledge of the world, might have produced a favorable change in

his surly and morose disposition. I had still to learn that the A

: world rarely improves the heart, but only teaches both sexes :

o more adroitly to conceal its imperfections.. I could perceive ‘

- ’ no alteration in Theophilus which gave the least promise of

= mental improvement. After a few minutes spent in his com-
pany, I found him more arrogant and .conceited than when he
bade adien to his'native shores. The affectation of imitating
foreign manners, and idterlarding bis conversation with French
and Italian, rendered him less attractive in his assumed than he
had been in his natural character..

I listened for the first week to his long, egotistical harangues,
with tolerable patience, hoping that the theme of self would
soon be exhausted, and the Frenchified dandy condescend to
remember that he was ar-Englishman ; but finding him becom-
ing more arrogant and assuming by listening to his nonsense, I
tarned from him with feelings of aversion, which I could but ill
conceal. It must have been apparent, even to himself, that I
considered his company a bore. -

The sympathy that exists between kindred minds, all have
experienced -at some period of their lives ; but the mysterious
chords of feeling which unite hearts formed by nature, to under-
stand and appreciate each other; are not more electrical in their

operation than those which have their origin in the darker pas-
sions of the huma.n breast.

How repugnant to.a sensitive mind, is a forced assocmtxon
with persons in whom we can find no affinity ; and whese sentl-
ments and pursuits are at utter variance with our own.

I was acutely alive to these impressions, whenever I encoun-
tered the sidelong, watchful glance of my cousin. There was
nothing straightforward in his soul ; he never Jooked friend or

. enemy honestly in the face. We mutunally understood each
other. Though he scrupulously avoided addressing his conver-
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sation to me, yet, it was chiefly intended for my edification ;
and was replete with.spiteful and satirical invectives.

I detest this covert manner of attack ; it is mean and unfair
in‘the highest degree, as it deprives the person attacked from
taking his own part, and boldly defending himself. Theophilus
., was a perfect adept at this dastardly species of warfare.

I tried to treat his conduct with silent conterapt ; but his
provoking remarks galled me exceedingly ; and often, when I
appeared unconscious of their being levelled against me, and
_carnestly engaged in the perusal of some dull law-book, I was
listening to every word he uttered, and quivering with indigna-
tion in every limb. Theophilus enjoyed my discomfiture, and I
found his powers of tormenting greater than I had at first
imagined.

The second day after his arrival, he sent a message up to my
room, to inform me that he required that apartment for his
valet, and I could remove to a chamber in the next story.

I returned for answer, * That I should not quit the occupa-
tion of the room that had been allotted to my use by his father,
until I received positive orders from him to that effect. But I
should only require it a few days longer, and then, he conld do
as he pleased.”

This insolent demand was not seconded by Mr. Moncton, and
I took no further notice of it. : ¥
" That my uncle had a game of his own to play, when he took
me from the obscurity of the office and introduced me into
society, I was now more than ever convinced. Whilst in the
- _presence of his son he treated me with marked attention and
"respect which rendered my situation far -more trying and irk-
some, as I mistrusted the designs of the one and detested the
ather. R

I felt thdt Mr. Moncton acted thus, on purpose to annnoy
Theophilus, and make. him feel the weight of the resentment,

which, for good reasons, he dared not openly express; while he
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praised my talents and application to business, on purpose to
rouse the envy and hatred of my cousin. -

One afternoon, as we were sitting over the dessert, Mr.
Moncton, as usual, addressed his conversation exclusively to

me, which irritated Theophllus to such a degree, that he turned

suddenly- to his father/, and exclaimed with much violence :
“You seem, sir, to forget you have & son 77
“Yes, when that son forgot what was due to h1mse1f and to

- his father’s house.”

-“You have to thank yourself for tlmt ” was the insolent reply.
“T have trod too clcsely in your own footstéps, and followed too
strictly the honest principles of my father.” He laughed bitterly.
“It seems strange, that you should be surprised, that such an

example should have produced corresponding effects upon the = .

mind and character of your son.”
Shocked at this horrible speech, for in splte of its awful truth,

'1t seemed terrible from the mouth of a son, I looked from

Theophilus to his father, expecting to see the dark eye of the

© latter, alive with the light of passion. But no—there he sat,

mute as a marble statue ; it was frightfal to contemplate the
glossy stare of his glittering éye, the rigid immobility of his
countenance.

‘ God of Heaven !” I mentally exclamed “can he be insalted
in this manner by his only son, and remain thus calm?” But
calm he was, without even attemptmg a reply, whilst the inso-
lent wretch continued.

“ By heaven! if you think that advancing that puppy into
my place will bend me to your purpose, you grossly deceive
yourself. I pity the stupid puppet who can thus sneak te his

bitterest enemy, to obtain & position he could never rise to by

his own merit. Silly boy |—I laugh at - hls folly—our shallow

- policy, and his credulity.”
The words were scarcely out .of lnsmnuth when I sprang

i
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from my chair, and with a well-directed blow, levelled him at
my feet.
“Thank you, Geoffrey !” exclaimed Mr. Moncton raxsmg the
crest fallen hero from the ground. ‘‘You have answered both
for yourself and me.”

“I have been too rash,” I said, seeing the blood stream

- copiously from my cousin’s nose; *but he exaspera.ted me

beyond endugance.”

“ He provoked it himself,”” returned Mr. Mo’xicton “I never- -

blame any person when insulted, for taking his own part. You
need bé under no apprehension of a hostile encounter—Theophi-

“lus is a cowardly,dog, he can bark and snarl, but dares not

fight. - Go to your room, Geoﬁrey, you will be better friends
after this.” - .

He said this in a tone of such blttei‘ 1rony, that I hardly
“ knew whether he was pleased with what T had done or offended,

but who could fathom the mind. of such a man? I instantly
complied with his request, and felt, however mortifying to my

_ pride, that Theophilus Moncton had uttered the truth.
“In another week,” I cried, as I strode through the apart-
" ment—* yes, in less than a week, I shall obtain my majority—I - -
shall be free, and then farewell to this accursed hduse of

bondage for ever 17

Theophilas had not been home many days, before I perceived -

a decided alteration in the once friendly greetings I had been
accustomed to receive from Mr. Moncton’s guests. I was no
longer invited to their parties, or treated with those flattering
marks of attention which had been so gratifying to my vanity,
and given me such an exalted idea of my own consequence.

At first, I was at a loss to. imagine what had produced

this sudden change. One simple sentence at length solved all

these unpleasant queriés, and pressed the unwelcome truth home
to my heart.. Robert Moncton had been reconciled to his son,
and I was ouce more regarded as only a poor relation.

.
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The day I made this important digéovery: I had been detained
at the office long after our usual dinner hour, and meeting with
a friend on my way home, I sauntered with him several times up
and down Regent street, before I retarned to my uncle’s house.

I was not aware that my uncle expected company that day,
until informed by Saunderé in the hall, that a large party. were
assembled in the dlmng-room :

I was a little provoked at not receiving any intimation of the
event, and in being too late for appearing at dinner, the third
course having been placed on the table ; but I hurried away to
my own apartment t0 change my dress aid join the ladles in
the drawing-room.

This important duty was scarcely effected, before Saunders
entered with a tray covered with dainties, which he: ha,d catered
for my benefit. )

¢ I was determined, Mr. Geoﬁ'rey, that they should not have
all ‘the good things to themselves. Here is an excellent cut of
salmon and lobster-sauce ; the plump breast of a partridge, and
a slice of delicious ham—besides, the sunkets. If you cannot -
make & good dinner off these, why, I says, th&i’you deserves to
be hungry.” : e

And throwing a snowy napkin over a small table near the
fire, he deposited the tray and its tempting. contents thereon,
placed my chair, and stood behind it with beaming eyes, - his
jolly, rosy face radiant with good-nature and benevolence.

I thanked him heartily for his attention to my comfort, and
being tired and hungry, did ample justice tosthe meal he had
provided.

“This party has been got up in a hurry, Saunders 7 -

“Not at all, sir. I carried out.the invitations four days
ago.” ‘

- “You surprise me!” said I, dropping my knife and fork.
¢ Four days ago—and I know nothmg about it. That is some-

thmg new.”
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“It'is young Mr. Moncton’s doings, sir. The party is given in
honor of his return. Says Mr. Theophilus to the Gav’nor, says
he, ‘I shall say nothing to Geoffrey, about it. What a capi-
tal joke it will be, to see him bolt into the room without 'study-
i ing the Graces for an hour’ I think it was the Graces, he B
‘. said, sir ; but whether its a law book, or a book of fashions, sir,
" » hang me 1f Ican tell”

“But why did not you glve me a hint of this, my good
fellow 27 :

“Why, sir,” said Saunders, hesitating a.ud looking down, i
“ everybody in this world has his troubles, ‘and I, sir, have '
mine. Trouble, sir, makes a man forget: every one’s affairs but
his own ; and so, sir, the thing slipped quite out of my ’ead.”

“ And what has happened to trouble.such a hght heart as'
yours, Saunders ?”

‘ Ah, sir 17 sighing and shaking his head, “ you remember ,
Jemima, the pretty chamber-maid, who lives at Judge Falcon’s, X
across the street, I am sure”you* must, sir, for no one that saw :

. Jemima once could" forg‘et *her ; and it was your first praising
her that made me cast an eye upon her. ‘Well, sir, I looked
and loved, and became desperate about her, and offered her my
’onest ’and and ’eart sir, and she promised to become my wife.
Yes, indeed, she did—and we exchanged rings, and lucky six-
pences and all that ; and I gave master warning for next week ;
and took lodgings in a genteel country-looking cottage on the
Deptford road. But, I was never destined to find love there
with Jemima.”

“ And what has happened to prevent your marriage ?” said I, .
growing impatient and mshmv to cut hls long story down to Lon
the basement. S

“ Many g slip, sir, between the cup and the lip. There’s trath
in-those old saws howsomever. Mr. Theophilus’s French valet,
poured such a heap of flummery into the dear girl’s ears, that
it turned her ’ead altogether, and she run off with the haffected

: 6 .
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puppy last morht but let him look well after hlmself for I
swear the first time I catch him, I'll make cat’s meat of him.
A, sir, the song’says, that it’s the men who is so cruelly deceit-

ful, but I have found it the reverse. Never trust in vimen, sir !

I swear T'll hate ’em all from this day, for Jemima’s sake.” :

“ Consider yourself a fortunate fellow,” said L. “aY ou have
made a Very narrow escape.”

4 Ah, sir, it’s all very well talking, when you don’t feel the
smart yourself I loved that false ereter with my ’ole ’art. - But
there’s one thing (brightening up) which consoles me under this-
great “haffliction, the annoyance that if has given to Mr. Theo-
philus; This morning, there was no one to dress him—to flatter
his vanity and tell him what a fine gentleman he is—I had to
‘carry up his boots and shaving water. It was rare fun to see
him stamping and raving about the room, and vishing all the
vimen in the vorld at the devil. But.hark |—there’s the dining-
room bell. More wine. The ladies hiive Just left for the draw-
ing-room.”

_ The.blaze of lights, the gay assemblage of youth and beauty-
Wthh arrested my eyes as Saunders threw back the#folding-
doors sent a sudden thrilt of joy to my heart. But these feelings
were qmcklg damped by the cold and distant salutations I
received fr\om the .Jarger portion of the company there assem-
bled. Persops who a few weeks before had courted my acquaint-
ance and flattered my vanity, by saying and doing a thousa.nd

. agreeable things; had not a friendly word to_offer.

The meaning glance which passed round the circle when I
appearetf among them, chilled the warm glow of pleasure which

the sight of so many fair and familiar faces had called-up.

What could be the meaning of all this. A vague suspicion
flashed iito my mind, that my cousin was the direct cause of
this change in the aspect of affairs, and, sick and disgusted with
the world, I sat down at a distant table and began mechanically
to tarn over a large portfolio of splendid prints that I had not
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"~ noticed before——a.nd which I afterwards dxscovered had been
broaght by Theophxlus from Paris. .

A half suppressed titter from two young ladies near me, and
which I felt was meant for me, stung my proud heart- t62the
quick. A dark mist floated between me and the lights ; and
the next moment, I determined to leave the room in which I
felt that my presence was not required, and where I was
endently regarded as an intruder.

- T had; jBst risen from my seat to effect a quiet retreat, when
the foldihg-doors were again thrown open a.nd Mrs Hepburn
and Miss Lee were announced. ..

What were these strangers to me ? - The new arrival appeared
to make no small sensation. A general bustle ensued, and my
eyes unconsciouasly followed the rest. )

The blood receded from my cheeks, to flush them again to
a feverish glow, when I instantly recognized the lovely girl and
ber aunt, who I had for so many months soumht for, and sought
in vain.

Yes it was her—my adored Catherine—no longer pale and
agitatéd from recent danger, but radiant in youth and beauty,
her lovely person adorned with ,costly jewels, and the rich
garments that fashion has rendered indispensable to her wealthy
‘votarxes

“ Miss Lee,” was whlspered among the ladiés-near me.

“ Mr. Moncton’s ward ? S

“The rich heiress.” .

“ Do you think her handsome i

s Yes—passable ”

““Too short.”.

. “ Her figure pretty—but insignificant.”

“She is just out.”

““So I hear. She will not make any great sensation, oo
sentimental and countrified. As Lord Byron says—* Smells of
bread and butter.””

LI



Zail i—— TR

124 THE MONCTONS.

This last spiteful remark, I considered a compliment. My
charming Kate, looked as fresh and natural as a new-blown rose
with the morning dew still fresh upon its petals. There was
nothing studied or affected about her—no appearance of display

- —no effort to attract admiration ; she was an unsophisticated

child of nature, and the delightful frankness, with which she
received the homage of the male portion of the company, was
quite a contrast to the supercilious airs of the fashionable*belles.

The opinion of the gentlemen with regard to the fair
débutante, was quite the reverse of those given by her own sex.

“What a lovely girl.”

“ What an easy graceful carriage.”

“Did you ever see a more charming expression—a more
bemtchmg smile? A perfect lady from head to foot.” -

“I have lost my heart already.”

“ By Jove ! won’t she make & noisé in the gay world ?”

““The beauty of the season.” -

‘ A prize, independent of her large fortune.”

¢ And doubly a prize with.”

And thus the men prated of her among themselves. 2

— “The excitement at length subsided ; and favored by the
"obscurlty of my situation, I could watch at a distance all her

movements, and never tire of gazing upon that beammrr face.

By some strange coincidence, I could hardly think it purely
accfdep,tal‘, "Mrs. Hepburn and her niece came up to the table
upon which I was leaning. <

- I rose up in confusion, wondering if they would recognize me,

and offered the:elder lady my chair.
* In my hurry and agitation, the portfolio fell from my hand,
and the fine prints were scattered over the floor and table. -

A general laugh arose-at my expense—I felt annoyed, but

. langhed as loudly ds,the Test. Miss Lee, very good-naturedly
“assisted me m restormg the prints to their place then lookmrr
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am not deceived—you are the gentleman who rescued me from
that frightful situation in Oxford street ?”

“ The same,” said I, with a smile.

. “How delighted I am to meet you once more, my brave
preserver,” she cried, giving me her hand, and warmly shaking
mine ;-“ I was afraid that I should never see; ;you again. And
your name—you must tell me your name.”

“ Greoffrey Moncton. Bat, Miss Lee, do not dlstress me by
thinking so much of a trifling service, which gave me 8o much
pleasure.” .

“Trifling, do you call it. -~ Mr. Geoﬁ’rey Moncton, you saved
my life, and I never can forget the debt of gratitude I owe you.
Aunt—turning to Mrs. Hepburn—do you remember this gen-
tleman ?_ “How often we have talked that adventure over, and
wondered who' my preserver was. It is such a pleasure to see

. him here.”

The old lady, though not qulte S0 eloquent as her niece, was
kind enough in her way. Wishing to change the sub_]ect I
asked Miss Lee if she drew ?”

“ Aéttle.”

“ Let us examine these beautiful prints.”

I gave her a chair; and leant over her. My heart fluttered
with delight. I forgot'my recent mortification. I was near
her, and, in the raptore of the moment could bave defied the.
malice of the whole world. ‘ o

“JI am no judge of the merits or demerits of a pictare,” she
said, in her sweet, gentle voice. ‘‘I know what pleases me,
and suffer my heart to decide for my head.”

“That is exactly my case, Miss Lee. A picture to mterest
me, must produce the same effect upon my mind as if the object
represented was really there. This is the reason, perhaps, why
I feel less’ pleasure in examining those pictures by the ancient
masters, thbug.h portrayed with matchless skill, that represent
the heathen deities. 'With Jupiter, Mars and Venus, I can feel
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little sympathy, while the.'truthful and spirited delineations “
“of Wilkie and Gainsborough, which have been’familiar from

. childhood, strike home to the heart.” S

: Before Miss Lee could reply, Theophilus Moncton walked to
3; ‘ the table at Wwhich we-were talking. He stared at me, without
g deigning a word of recognition, and shook hands cordlally w1th
it Miss Lee and her aunt. -
IE “ Happyio see you here, Catherine—was afraid yom woald
lﬁ be too much’ fatigued, after dancing all night, to- give us a look
*® ‘in this evening. Been admiring my prints? Splendid collec-
i& tion, ain’t they ? By-the-by, Mr. Geoffrey, I would thank you

to be more carefal in handling them. Persons unaccustomed to
fine drawings, are apt to injure them by rough treatment.”~ )

A contemptuous glance was my reply, which was returned
by a sidelong withering glare of hate.

“ That picture, on the opposite side of the room,” continued
my tormentor, anxious to divert Miss Lee’s attention from me,
“ig a fine portrait, by Sir Thomas Lawrence. You are an
admirer of his style ; let us examine- the picture nearer ; I want
to have your opinion of it.” .

- They crossed the room. In a few seconds, a large group
ga.thered before the picture of which Theophilus and Miss Lee
formed the nucleus, and half a dozen waxz-lights were held up
to exhibit it to the best advantage.”

Theophilus was eloguent in praising Lawrence’s style of paint-
ing, and entertained the company with an elaborate detail of all

ii i _iiﬁ_;—i oy « “"- < ‘ ' v\,,~ A_‘ ‘. » oy
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visited, and the distinguished artists he ha.d patromzed The -
fellow counld talk well, when he pleased, on any subject, and
possessed considerable talent and taste for the arts; yet, I
thought him more egotistical and affected than wusual,, when
standing beside the simple and graceful Catherine Lee. - '

She listened to him with politeness, until the gratuitous lec-
ture came to an end, and then quietly resumed her seat at the
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the celebrated paintings he had seen abroad ; the studxos he had. ©
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table by me, with whom she entered into a hvely conver-
sation. ~
The swarthy glow of mdxgna.tlon mounted to my cousin’s
wan face. He drew back, and muttered something inaudibly
between his shut teeth, while I secretly enjoyed his chagrin,
When supper was announced I had the honor of conducting -
Miss Lee down stairs, leaving my cousin to take charge’ of the
“elder lady. Nor did my triumph end here. Catherine insisted
on- taking a seat at the lower end of the table, and I found
myself, once more, placed by her side. ’ ’
“I do detest upper seats at feasts and synagogues,” said she,
it exposes yeu to observation, while in our pleasant obscurity
we can epjoy a little friendly chat. I never could understand
why so many ladies quarrel so much about taking precedence of
each other.” 4
“ It is only arabition in a small way,” said I.
“ Very small, indeed,” she continued, laughing. “But tell
me, why you were not at Mrs. Wilton’s large party last night 2”
“ Simply, because I was not invited.”
“ THe Monctons were there, father and son. But, perhaps
you mix very little in the gaieties of the town.” ..
¢ Since Theophilus returned, I have been very little ‘from
home ; and have become a mere cipher with my old friends. A
few weeks ago, these Wiltons courted my acquaintdnce, and the
young men vied with each other, in paying me attention. To-
night, we met as perfect strangers. To me, the change is
unaccountable. I am, however, a perfect novice in the ways of
the world.” Such examples of selfish meanness often repeated,
will render me a misanthrope.”
“You must not condemn all, because you have experienced
-the unmerited neglect of a. few,” said Catherine. ¢ Selfish,
interested people are found in every community.. It is a maxim
with me, never to judge the mass by individuals. - Many of the
persons we meet with in the world do not live entirely for it,
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and are incapable of the conduct you dep‘l'qre. I have met with
‘warm hearts and kind friends amid the gay scenes you condemn.
~—7Yyoung people, who like myself, are compeélled by circamstances

~ to mingle in society, while their thoughts and affections are far

away.”
“Yon ha.ve never experienced the frowns of the world 7 I
said, 1 can scarcely allow you to be a competent judge.”

“I am prepared to meet them,” she replied, quickly—then

stOpped—and sighed deeply. I leoked up inquiringly.
The expression of her fine face was changed from a cheerful

- to a pensive cast. It was not actual sorrow that threw a shade

-

over her clear brow, but she looked as if she had encountered
some anexpected misfortune, and was prepared to meet it with
resignation. She passed her small white hand slowly across her
forehead, and I thought I saw tears trembling in her eyes. ' My
interest was deeply excited, and I loved her better for having
suffered. I redoubled my attentions, and before the company
rose from table, I fancied that she no longer regarded me w1th
indifference. g

From this bappy dream, I too soon awoke to an agommng
consciousness of my own insignificance.

A Counsellor Sabine, who had been conversing with my uncle
during the greater part of the evening, beckoned me over to a
distant -part of the room, and I reluctantly obeyed the summons.

. He wanted me to settle a dispute between him and Mr.
Moncton, relative to some.papers, which he said, had ‘been
entrusted to my care. )

My place by Catherine Lee’s side, was instantly filled by

Theophﬂns

Mrs. Hepburn, Catherine’s aunt, asked him in a Iow voice,
which, occupied as I was with other matters, did not fail to
reach my ears, who I was, and the station I held in society,
and ended her remarks, by passing sundry encomiums on my

‘ person and accomplishments.
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“Ac&bn@li&hmts P repeated Theophilus, with -a sneer. .“I
know not how he should be accomplished, Mrs. Hepburn. He
is a poor clerk in my father’s office ; and as to his-standing in

- society, that is something new to me. He is a natural son of my

uncle Edward’s, whom my father adopted into the family, and
brought him up out of charity. I was sarprised at him, an
uninvited guest daring to address hlS conversation to Miss
Lee.”

It was well for the dastard, that he was protected by the
presence of ladies, and beyond the reach of my arm, or I
certainly should ha.ve committed an act of violence—perhaps
murder.

I restrained my indignation, however, and appeared out-
wardly calm—received some instructions from the counsellor
and noted them down with stoical precision. My hand did not
tremble, my passion was too ‘terrible for trifling demonstra-
tions. I could have put a pistol to his head, and seen him
bleeding at my feet, without feeling one pang of remorse,

Miss. Lee’s carriage was announced. I roused myself from
a dream of vengeance, and offered my arm to conduct her

down stairs. She cast upon me a look of sorrowful meaning, -

and her aunt refused my services with a distant bow.
I drew proudly back. “This,” I thought, “ig their grati-
tade. This is like the rest of the world.” :

. Mrs. Hepburn gave ber hand to !l‘heop}iilus, and witha grin -

of triumph he led them out.

After the company had separated I we/ff up to Theophilus,
and demanded an explanation of his ungentlemanly conduct.
The answer I received was an insolent laugh.

No longer able to restrain my feelings, I poured upon him
the boiling rage of my indignation, and did and said many bit-
ter things; that had been better unsaid. He threatened to com-
plam of me to his father. I dared him to do his worst—and
left the room in-a state of dreadful excitement.

6%
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The next morning, while busy in the office, Mr. Moncton came
in, and closed the door carefully after him.

I rose as he entered and stood: erect before him. I knew by
the deadly pallor of his face, that something decisive was about
to take place.

“ Greoffrey,” he said, in a low, hoarse voice, which he vainly

~ endeavored to make calm, “ you have grossly insulted my son,

and spoken to him in the most disrespectfal terms of me, your
friend and benefactor. Without you will make'a full-and satis-
factory apology to me for such intemperate language, and ask
his pardon, you may dread my just displeasure.”

‘¢ Ask-his pardon !” I cried ; almost choking with passmn—
“for what 7 For his treatmg me like a menial and a slave |—
Never, Mr. Moncton, never-!” :

My uncle regarded me with the same 1cy glance which froze
my blood when a child, while I recapitulated my wrongs, with
all the eloquence which- passion gives. Passion which makes
even the slow of speech act the part of an orator.

He listened to me, with a smile of derision.

Carried beyond the bounds of prudence, I told him, that I
. would no longer be subjected to such degrading tyranny—that .
-his deceitful conduct had cancelled all ties of obligation between
‘us—that the favors lately conferred upon me, I now saw, had

only been bestowed to effect my ruin—that he had been acting
a base and treacherous game with me to farther his own dishon-
est views—that I was fully aware of his motives, and appreci-

ated them as they deserved. That he well knew the story of

my illegitimacy was a forgery, that I had the means to prove it
one, and would do it shortly. That the term of my articles
would expire on the following ddy, and I would then leave his
house for ever and seek my own living.” .
“You may do so to-day, he replied, in the same cool sar-
castic tone ; and unlocking his desk he took out the indentures.
A sudden terror seized me. Something in his look threatened
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danger—I drew a quicker breath, and advanced a few paces
nearer

All my hopes were centered in tha.t sheet of parchment, to
obtain which, I had endured seven years of cruel bondage.
“ No, no,” I said, mentally—he cannot be such a villain—he
dare not Go it I”

The next moment the fatal scroll lay torn and defaced atmy

feet.

A cry of despair burst from my lips—I sprang forward and
with one blow laid him senseless at my feet and. fled from the
house.

I saw Robert Moncton bun once again. ‘Recollection shud-

ders when I recall that dreadful meeting.

"1 walked rapidly down the street, perfectly unconscious that I
was without my hat, and that the rain was falling in torrents ;
or that I was am object of curiosity to the gaping crowds that
followed me. »

Some one caught my arm. S Ty '

I turned angrily round to shake off the intrader—it was ny
friend Harrison. o

“In the name of Heaven, Geoffrey, tell me what has hap-
pened! What is the matter—are you in your right senses?
Have you quarrelled w1th your uncle? Let me return with
you to the house,” were questions he asked in & breath. 5

“My unce! He is an infernal scoundrgl!” I exclaimed,
throwing out my clenched hand, and hurrying on still faster.
% Qh, that I could crush him with one blow of this fist 1

¢ Geoffrey, you are mad—do you know what you say 7

‘ Perfectly well—stand back, and let me kill him 1?

He put his arm forcibly round me. *Calm yourself, dear

Geoffrey, What has caused this dreadful excitement? Good -

God ! how you tremble. Lean upon me—heavier yet. The
arm of a sincere friend supports you—one who will never-desert
you, let what will befall.”
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¢ Leave me, George, to my fate. I have been shamefnll‘}—v

trea.ted and I don’t care a —— what becomes of me 1.
" “If you are unable to take care of yoursaf;— Geoffrey ” he
replied, claspmw my hand fervently in his own, ®0d directing
my steps down a less frequented street, it is highly necessary
that.some one should, until your mind is restored to its uwsual
tranquillity. Return with me to my lodgings ; take a composing
dranght and go to bed. Your eyes are bloodshot, and starting
from your head for want of sleep.”

¢ Sleep*!. how is it possible for me to sleep, when the blood is
boiling in my veins, and my brain is on fire, and I am tempted
every moment to commit an act of desperation 2  —~ -

“Thig. feverish state cannot last, my .poor. friend ; these '

farious bursts of passion must yield to exhaustion. Your knees
bend under you. In a few minutes we shall be beyond public
observation, and can talk over the matter ca.lmly »

As he ceased speaking, a deadly faintuess stole over me—my

-head grew giddy, the surrounding objects swam round me in

endless circles and with surprising rapidity, the heavens vanished
from my sight, and darkness, blank darkness closed me in, and I

should have fallen to the earth, but for the strong arm that o

held me in its grasp. _

‘When I again opened my eyes, it was in the 1dent1cal apothe-
cary’s shop into which, some months before, T had carried the
fainting Catherine Jiee.” My old enemy, the little apothecary,
was preparing to open a vein in my arm. This operation

afforded me instant relief ; my fary began to sub51de and tears

slowly trickled down my cheeks

George, who was anxiously watching every change in my .

countenance, told the shop-boy to call a coa,ch which conveyed
me in & few minutes to-his old Iodgmo's in Fleet street. '

= ‘
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' CHAPTER XV.

N me T

GEORGE HARRISON TELLS HIS HISTORY. ~

Many days passed over me of which I was totally uncon-""
scious. A violent fever had set in, and I was not aware of my
situation ; scarcely of the bodily sufferings I "endured. My’
wants were ministered to by the kindest, truest friend that
ever blessed and soothed the miseries of the unfortunate.
) Fa.ncymg myself still under the control of Robert

gathered from my impotent ravings the story of my injuries.

After fluctuating a long time between life and death, youth
and a naturally strong constitation conquered my malady, and
I once more thought and felt like a rational creature.

My indignation against my uncle and cousin subsided into a
sullen, implacable hatred, to overcome which I tried, and even -
prayed in vain. Ashamed of harboring this sinful passion, I yet
wanted the moral courage and Christian forbearance, to overs.
come what reason and conscience united to condemn.

i Detrraded in my own estimation, I longed, yet dreaded to con-

fide to thg‘generous Harrison, that the man he loved and o

attended with such devotion, was capable of such base degen-
eracy—of entertaining sentiments only worthy of Robert Monc-
ton and his son.

The violence of my disorder had reduced me to such a state
of weakness that I imagined myself at the point of death, when
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T was actually out of danger. My nervous system was so
greatly affected that I yielded to the most childish fears and
contemplated dying with indescribable horror.

Harrison, who was. unacquainted with the state of my mmd
attributed these feelings to the reaction produced by the fever ;
and thinking that a state of quiescence was ‘necessary for my
recovery, seldom spoke to me but at those times when, with
tenderness almost feminine, he gave me food and medicine,
arranged my pillows, or made affectionate inquiries about my
bodily state.” -

I often pretended to be asleep, while my mind was actively
employed in conjuring up a host of ghastly phantoms, which
prevented my recovery, and were effectually undermining my

~ Treason.

One afternoon, as I lay in a sort of dreamy state, between
sleepmfr nd waking, and mournfully brooding over my perishing

. bhopes and approa,chiqg dissolution, I thought that a majestic

figure clothed in flowing garments of glistening white, came to
my bedside, and said to me in tones of melodious sweetness,
“Poor, perishing, sinful child of earth, if -you wish to enter

Heaven, you must first forgive your enemies. The gate of Life’

is kept by Love, who is ready-to open to every one who first
withdraws the bar which Hatred has placed before the narrow
€eatrance.” -

Overwhelmed with fear and astonishment, I started up in the
bed, exclaiming in tones of agomzed entreaty, “ Ok God, forglve
me! I cannot do it 1

“Do_what, dearest Geoffrey ?” sa.ld George, commv to the

vbed51de and taking my hard in his.

“Forgive my enemies.” Forgive those ‘wretches who have
brought me to this state, and by their cruel conduet placed both
life and reason in jeopardy. I cannot do it, though He, the

mercifal—who dying forgave his enemles—commands me to
do so.” :
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¢« Geoffrey,” said Harrison, tenderly, ¢ you can never recover
" your health, or feel happy till you can accomphsh this great
moral victory over sin and self.”

] cannot do it,” I responded, turning from hlm and burying
my face in the bed-clothes while I hardened my heart against
conviction. *No—not if I go to —— for refusing. I feel as if

. I were already there.”

“No wonder,” returned Harrison, sternly “ Hatred and its
concomitant passion, Revenge, are feelings worthy of the
dammed. I beseech you, Geoffrey, by the dying prayer of that
blessed Saviour, whom you profess to believe, try to rise
superior to these soul-debasing passions ; and not only forglve,
but learn to pity the authors of your sufferings.”

. “I have done my best. I have even prayed to do so.”

“ Not in a right spirit, or your prayers would have been
heard and accepted. What makes you dread death? Speak
the truth out boldly. Does not this hatred to your uncle and
" cousin stand between -you and Heaven ?’ =

T confess it. But, Harrison, could you forgive them ?”
. 143 Yes'” .

“ Not under the same provocation

T have done so under worse.”

“God in Heaven !—how is that-possible ?”

“Tt is true.”

“ T won’t believe it,” said I, turning angrily upon the pillow.

“ It is not in human nature—and few can rise above the weak-
ness of their kind.” o

“ Listen to-me, Greoffrey,” said Harrison, seating himself on

the side of the bed. “ You wished very much, at one time, to
learn from me the story of my past life. I did not think it
prudent at that time, and while under Robert Moncton’s roof, | - -
to gratify your curiosity. I will do so now, in thes, ope ‘
of beguiling you out of your present morbid state of feei‘mg,
while it may answer the purpose of teaching youa good moral
lesson, which I trust you will not easily f’orget
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“Man’s happiness depends in a great measure on the sym-
pathy of others. His sufferings, by the same rule, are greatly

alleviated when contrasted with the miseries of his neighbors, -

particularly, if their sorrows happen to exceed his own.

“Much of my history must remain in the shade, because time
alone can unravel the mystery by which-I am surrounded ; and
many important passages in my life, prudence forces me to
conceal. - But, my dear fellow, if my trials and sufferings will in
any way reconcile you to your lot, and enable yg bear with
fortitude your own, your friend will not have suffered and sinned
in vain?”

George adJusted my pillows, and gave me my medicine, stirred
the fire to a cheerful blaze, and commenced the narrative that
for so many months I had so ardently fopged to hear.

HARRISON’S sro&zv.

“Perhaps, Geoffrey, you are not aware, “that your grand-
father left Sir Robert Moncton, the father of the present
Baronet, guardian and trustee to his: #wo sons, until they arrived

“at their majority. Edward at the time of his death, bemg

eighteen years of age, Robert a year and a half younger.
“ What tempted Geoffrey Moncton, to leave his sons to the
guardianship of the aristocratic father, from whom he had

. parted in anger many years before, no one could tell.

“The Baronet was a very old man, and was much reputed in
his day ; and it is possible that the dying merchant found by
experience, that he could place more reliance on the honor of a
gentleman, than in a man of business. Or it might be, that on
his death-bed, he repented of the long family estrangement, and
left his sons to the care of their grandfather, as a proof that all
feelings of animosity were buried in his grave. .

“Sir Robert’s eldest son had been dead for some years, and
the present Baronet, who ros1ded with his grandfather, was just
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two years older than your father, and for several years the

cousins lived very amicably beneath the same roof—were sent to '

the same college in Oxford to ﬁmsh their studies and mingie in
the same society. -

¢TIt was unfortunate for your father, who had too little ballast
to regulate his own conduct, that he contracted the most ardent
friendship for the young Alexauder, who was a gay, reckless,
dissipated fellow, regarding his wealth as the source from which
he derived all his-sensual pleasures, and not as.a talent com-
mitted to. his stewardshlp, of which he must one day give an
account.

“Sir Alexander’s early career, ‘though not worse than that
of many young men of the same class, was unmarked by any

real moral worth. His elegant person, good taste, and graceful

manners, won for him the esteem and affection of those around
him. Frank, courteous, and ever ready to use his influence with
Sir Robert, in mitigating the -distress of his poor tenants, he
was almost .adored by the lower classes, who looked up to him
as to a God, and by whom, in return, they were treated with a
degree of familiarity, much beneath his dignity as a gentleman.

“ From this extravagant, kind-hearted, and popular young
man, Edward Moncton contracted those habits that terminated
in his ruin.

¢ Congeniality of mlnd strongly attached the cousins to each
other ; and I am certain that Sir Alexander truly loved the~

frank, confiding, careless Edward Moncton, while he equally
disliked the cold, calculating, money-getting propensities of his
“brother Robert. Robert possessed a disposition not likely to
forget or forgive a slight ; and he deeply resented the preference
shown to his brother ; and his batred, though carefully con-
cealed, was actively employed in forming schemes of vengeance.
“You well know, how Robert Moncton can hate ; the depths
of guile, and the slow, smooth words, with which he can coneeal

the malignity of his nature, and hide the purposes of "his hea.rt_._',
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He had a game too to play, from which he hoped to rise up the
winner ; and to obtain this object he alternately flattered and
deceived his unconscious victims.

“The particulars of your father’siquarrel with Sir Alexander:

I pever knew ; it took place just before the young men left
college and became their own masters; but it was of such a
nature that they parted in anger, never to meet again.

“Shortly after this quarrel old Sir Robert died ; and Alex-
ander Moncton came in for the estates and title. Your father
and uncle, both being now of age, entered upon the great busi-
ness of life. Your father resumed the business bequeathed to
him by his father, and your uncle entered into partnership with
the firm, of which he now stands the head and sole proprietor.

“Several years passed away. The only intercourse between .

the families, was through Sir Alexander and his cousin Robert,
who, in spite of the young Baronet’s aversion, contrived to stick
to him like a bur, untll he fairly “wriggled himself into his
favor. ]

“ At thirty, Sir Alexander still remained a bachelor, and

-seemed too general an admirer of the sex to resign his liberty

to any particular belle.

“ About this period of my .story onme of Sir Alexander’s
game-keepers was shot by a band of poachers, who infested the
neighborhood. Richard North, the husband of Dinah, bad
made himself most obnoxious to these lawless depredators, and
thus fell a victim to his over zeal.

“Sir Alexander considered himself bound in honor to-pro-
vide for the widow and her daughter of his faithful servant,

" particularly as the former had been left without any means of

support. Both mother and daughter were received into his

~ service—Dinah as housekeeper at the Hall, and her daughter

Rachel as upper chamber-maid.
““Dinah, at that period, was not more than' thirty-four years
of age, and for a person of her class, was well educated and

et e T e, 47 Pt A e A et T St g o R N

e e R




THE MONCTONS 139

uncommonly handsome. I see you smile, Geoffrey, but such was
the fact.

“Rachel, who was just sixteem, was con51dered a perfect
model of female beauty, by all the young fellows who kept
Bachelors’ Hall with Sir Alexander. '

“The young Baronet fell desperately in love with his fair

dependent, and the girl and her mother entertained hopes that.

he would make her his wife.

“Great credit is due to Sir Alexander, that he never
attempted to seduce the girl, who was so completely in his
power. - Pride, however, hindered him from making her Lady
Moncton. In order to break the spell that bound him he gave
the mother a pretty cottage on the estate, and a few acres of
land rent free, and went up to London to forget, amid its gay
- scenes, the bright eyes that had sorely wounded his peace.

“Dinah North was not a woman likely to bear with indif-
ence, the pangs of disappointed ambition. She bitterly
reproached her daughter for having played her cards so ill,
and vowed vengeance on the proud lord of the manor, in curses
loud and deep.

“Rachel’s character, though not quite so harshly defined, pos— "

sessed too much of the malignant and vindictive nature of the
mother. She had loved Sir Alexander with all the ardor of a
first youthful attachment. His wealth and station were nothing
. to her, it was the man alone she prized. Had he been a

peasant, she would have-loved as warmly and as well. Lost to-

her for ever, she overlooked the great pecuniary favors just
conferred upon her mother and herself, aud only lived to be
revenged.

“Jt was while smartmg under their recent dlsa,ppomtment that
" thesc women, were sought out and bribed by Robert Moncton
to become his agents in a deep-laid conspiracy, which he hoped
* to carry out against Sir’ Alexander and his family.
“Robert Moncton was still unmarried, and Dinsh took the
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charge of his establishment, being greatly enraged with her
beautiful danghter for making a run-away match with Roger
Mornington, Sir Alexander’s huntsman, who was a -handsome
man, and the finest rider in the county of York.

“ After an absence of five years, Sir Alexander suddenly

returned to Moncton Park, accompanied by a young and lovely
bride. During that five years, a great change had taken place
in the young Baronet, who returned a sincere Christian and an
altered man.

¢ Devotedly attached to the virtnous and beautiful lady whom

he -had wisely chosen for his mate, the whole study of his life.

was to please her, and keep alive the ‘tender affections of the
noble heart he had secured.

“They loved—as few modern couples love ; and Sir Alexan-
der’s fnends—and he ha.d many——deeply sympathlzed in his
happiness,

“Two beings alone upon his estate viewed his felicity with
jealous and malignant eyes—two beings, who, from their Towly
and dependent sitnations, you would have thonght-incapable of
marring the happiness which excited their envy. Dinah North
had been reconciled to-her daughter, and they occupied the

huntsman’s lodge, a beautiful cottage within the precincts of the -

park.” Dinah had secretly vowed vengeance on the man who,
from principle, had saved her child from the splendid shame the
avaricious mother coveted. She was among the first to offer

"her services, and those of her daughter, to Lady Moncton.

The pretty young wife of the huntsman attracted the attention
of the lady of the Hall, and she employed her constantly about
her person, while in cases of sickness, for she was very fragile,
DinaF officiated as nurse. '

“A year ‘passed away, and the lady of the manor and the wife

of the lowly huntsman were both looking forward with anxious
éxpectation to the birth of their first-born.
“ At midnight, on"the 10th of October, 1804, an heir was
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given to the proud house of Moncton ; a weak, delicate, puny
babe, who nearly cost his mother her life. At the same hour,

.in the humble cottage at the entrance of that rich domain, your
poor friend, George Harrison (or Philip Mornington, which is
my real name) was launched upon the stormy ocean of life.”
~ At this part of Harrison’s narrative I fell back upon my
pillow and groaned heavily. :
George flew to my assistance, raising me in his arms and
sprinkling my face with water.
"~ “Are you ill, dear Geoffrey 7
“Not ill, George, but grieved—sick at heart that yon should
be grandson to that dreadfal old hag.” .
“We cannot choose our parentage,” said Georo'e SOITOW-
fully. “The station in which we are born, constitutes fate in
this world ; it is the only thing pertaining to man over which
his will has no=control. We can destroy our own lives, but our
birth is entirely in the hands of Providence. Could I have
ordered it otherwise, I certainly should have chosen a different
mother.”
He smiled mournfully, and bidding me to lie down and keep
quiet, resumed his tale.

“The delicate state of Lady Moncton’s health precluded ber. -

from nursing her child ; my mother was chosen as substitute,
and fhe weakly infant was entrusted to her care. The noble
mother was delighted with the attention that Rachel bestowed
~upon the child, and loaded her with presents. As to me—I
was given into Dinah’s charge, who felt small remorse in
depriving me of my natural food, if anything in the shape of
money was to be gained by the sacrifice. The physicians
- recommended change of air for Lady Moncton’s health. Sir
Alexander fixed on Italy as®the chmate most likely to benefit
his ailing and beloved wife. a
“My mother was offered large sums to accompany them,
which she steadfastly declined.. Lady Moncton wept and
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entreated, but Rachel Mornington was resolute in her refusal.
‘No money,” she said, ‘should tempt her £0 degert her hasband
_and child, much as she wished to oblige Lady Moncton.’

“ The infant heir of Moncton was thriving under her care and

she seemed to love the baby, if possible, better than she did her
own. Sir Alexander and the physician persuaded Lady Mone-

ton, though she yielded most- reluctantly to their wishes, to

overcome her maternal solicitude, and leave her child with his

healthy and affectionate nurse.

¢ She parted from the infant with many tears, bestowing upon
him the most passionate caresses, and pathetically urging Rachel
Mornington not to neglect the important duties she had
solemnly promised to perform.

‘Three months had scarcely elapsed before the young heir-of
Moncton was consigned to the family vault ; and Sir Alexander
and his wife were duly apprised by Robert Moncton, who was
solicitor for the family,eof the melancholy event.

“That this child did not come fairly by his death I have
strong reasons for suspecting, from various conversations which
I overheard when a child, pass' between Robert Moncton,
Dinah North, and my mother.

“The news of their son’s death, as may well be imagined, was
received by Sir Alexander and Lady Moncton with the most
poignant grief ; and six years elapsed before she and her
hosband revisited Moncton Park.

“ My mother was just recovering from her confinement with
a lovely little girl—the Alice, to whom you have often heard
me allude—when Sir Alexander and Lady Moncton arrived at
the Hall. They brought with them a delicate and beautiful
infant of three months old. s

“I can well remember Lady Moncton’s ﬁrst visit to the
Lodge, to learn from my mother’s own lips the nature of the
disease which had consigned her son to his early grave.

¢ I recollect my mother telling her that the little George went

Bl
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to bed in perfect health, and died in a fit during’ the night,
before medical aid from the town of —— could be procured."

She shed some tears while she said this, and assored- Lady -

Moneton ~that the baby’s death had -occasioned her as much
grief asif he had been her own. That she would much ra.ther
that I had died than her dear nurse-child.

“I remember, as I leant against Dinah Norih’s knees, tb.mk-
ing this very hard of my mother, and wondering why she should
prefer Lady Moncton’s son to me. . But, from whatever cause
her aversion sprang, she certainly never had any maternal rega.rd
for me.

" “Lady Moncton drew me to her, and with her sweet, fa.u',

face bathed in tears, told my mother that I was a beautiful boy
—that her darling would have been just my age and size, and
_ that she could not help envying her her child. She patted my
curly head, and kissed me repeatedly, and said that I must

come often to the Hall and see her, and she would give me

pretty toys and teach me to read.

"« Ah, how I loved her! Her kind, gentle voice was the first
music I ever heard. How I-loved to sit at her feet when she
came to the cottage, and look up into her pale, calm face ;
and when she stoaped down to kiss me, and her glossy ringlets
mingled with mine, I would fling my arms about her slender
neck, and whisper in & voice too low for ~my stern mother and.
Dinah to hear :—

“«J love you @ thousand, thousand times better than any-
thing else in the world. Oh how I wish I were your own little
bo

f:Then the bright tears would flow fast down her marble
cheeks, and she would sigh so deeply; as she returned with
*interest my childish passionate caresses.

“ Ah, Geoffrey, my childish heart spoke the truth—I loved
that high-born, noble woman better than I have since loved

aught in this cold, bad world—at least, my affection for her was -

of a purer, holier character.
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“My :_nd;cher was taken home to the Hall, to act as wet nurse
to little Margaret ; and I remained at the cottage with my
. harsh, cross ‘grandmother, who beat me without the slightest
remorse for the most trifling faults, often cursing and wishing
me dead, in the most malignant manner. .

“My father, whom I seldom saw, for his occupation took

i him often from home, which was rendered too hot for comfort,
; by the temper of his mother-in-law, was invariably kind to me.
N ‘When he came in from the stables he would tell me funny
stories, and sing nie jolly hunting songs ; and what I liked still
P better, would give me a'ride before him on the fine hunters he

Eo had under his care ; promising that when I was old enough, I
 should take them airing round the park, instead of him.

LI ' “ My poor father | I can see him before me now, with his
frank, good-natured face, and laughing blue eyes ; his stalwart
’F figure, arrayed in his green velvet hunting coat, buckskin

breeches and top boots ; and the leather cap, round which his
, nut-brown hair clustered in thick curls ; and which he wore so
i Jjauntily on one side of his head. Roger Mornington was quite
& dandy in his way, and had belonged to a good old stock ;
- but his father ran away when a boy, and went to sea,.and dis-
graced his aristocratic friends ; and Roger used to say, that he’
had all the gentlemanly propensities, minas the cash.

““He doated upon me. ‘ His dear little jockey I’ as he used
to call me ; and I always ran out to meet him when he came
i home, with loud shouts of joy. But there came a night, when
: ' Roger Mornington did not return; and several days passed
away, and he was at length found dead in a lonely part of the
park. The high-spirited horse he rode, had thrown him, and his
neck was broken by the fall—and the horse not returning to the
stables, but making off to.the high road, no alarm had been
excited at the absence of ‘his rider.

; “ My mother was sincerely grieved for his death ; he was a
& ~ kind, indulgent hushand to her ; and it was the first severe pang
of sortew that my- young heart had ever known,
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“The day after his funeral, I was sitting crying beside the
fire, holding my untasted breakfast on my knee.

“<Don’t take on so, child,’ said my mother, wiping the tears
from her own eyes. ‘All the tears in the world won’t bring
back the dead.’

¢ And will dear daddy never come home agam ? T sobbed.
¢ Ah, I have no one to love me now, but the dear good lady up
at the Hall I .

“¢Don’t I love you, Philip ¥

“¢No ! I replied, sorrowfully, “ you don’t love me, and you
never did.» '

‘¢ How do you know that
- ‘¢ Because you never kiss me, and take me up in your lap, as
Lady Moncton does, and look at me with kind eyes, and call me
your dear boy.. No, no, when I come for you to love me, you
push me away, and cry angrily, ‘Get away, you little pest!
don’t trouble me I and grandmother is always cursing me, and
wishing me dead. Do you call zkat love

“ I never shall forget the ghastly smile that played around
her beantiful stern mouth, as she said unconsciously, aloud to
herself : ‘

“¢It is mot the child, but the voice of God, that speaks
through him. How can I expect him to love me ?

“ How I wondered what she meant. For years that myste-
rious sentence haunted my dreams '

“T was soon called to endure a heavier grief. Lady Monec-

ton’s health daily declined. She grew worse—was no longer _

_able to.go out in the carriage, and the family physician went
past our house many times during the day, on his way to the
Hall. - .

“0ld Dinah and my mothei were constantly absent attend-
ing upon the sick lady, and I was left in charge of a poor woman
who came over to the cottage.to clean the house, and take care
of little Alice, while my motker was away. '

‘ 7
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“ QOne day my mother came hastily in. She was flushed with
walking fast, and seemed much agitated. She seized upon me,
washed my face and hands, and began dressing me in my Sunday
suit.

“rA strange whim this, in a dying woman,’ she ‘sald, to the
neighbor, ‘to have such a craze for seging other people’s. :
children. Giving all this trouble for nothing.’ ‘

¢ After a good deal of pushing and shaking she dragged me
off with her to the Hall, and I was introduced into the solemn
state chamber, where my kind and noble friend was calmly
breathing her last.

“ Ah, Geoffrey, how well T can recall that partmv' hour, and
the deep impression it made on my mind. There, beneath that
sumptuous cahopy, lay the young, the beautiful—still beautiful

in death, with Heaven’s own suile lighted upon, her pale serene

face. - God-had set his holy seal upon her brow. The Mercifal,
who delighteth in mercy, had marked her for his own.

-4 Ah, what a fearful contrast to that angelic face was the dark
fierce countenance of Dinah North, scowlmg down upon the
expiring saint, and holding in her arms the sinless babe of that

~ sweet mother.

“Rachel Mornington’s proud handsome features wore their

usual stern expression, but ber face was very pale, and her lips . -

firmly compressed She held, or rather gra.sped me by the hand, "

" as she led me up to the bed.

¢¢Is that my little Philip ¥’ said the dying woman in her usual
sweet tones. But the voice was so enfeebled by disease as to be
only just audible.”

¢¢ ¢ It is my son, my lady,’ rephed Rachel, and her voice slightly
faltered.

“¢What says my love ? asked Sir Alexander, raising his head

- from jhe bed-clothes in which his face ]:w.d been buned to conceal
. his tears.

e Tift the boy 1 np to me, dea.rest Alick, that Imy leB him
once more before I die?
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*Sir Alexander lifted me into the bed beside her, and raised
~ her up gently with his other arm, so that both she and I were
encircled in his embrace. My young heart beat audibly. I

. heard Lady Moncton whisper to her husband.

«« Alexander; he is your child. Ah, do not deny it now. You

know, I love you Zoe well to be jealous of you. dJust tell me
the honest truth ?

A crimson glow spread over her husbaud’s face, as, in the same
hurried whisper, he replied, ¢ Dearest Emilia, the likeness is
purely accidental. I pledge to you my solemn word, that he
is not my son.’

The poor lady looked doubtingly in his face I saw, a bitter
scornful smile pass over the rigid features of my mother ; whilst

"1, foolish child, was flattered with the presumption that I mxght
possibly be Sir Alexander’s son.

¢¢Do not cry Philip, my darling boy !’ said Lady Moncton,

“holding ‘me close to her breast. ‘Sir Alexander will be a father

to y&u for my sake. I am veryhappy my dear child ; Iam going
to Hedven, where my own sweet baby went before me ; I shall
meet him there. Be a good boy, and love your mother, and
your pretty little sister ; and above all, my dear child, Iove your
Saviour, who can lead you through the dark valley of the shadow
of death, as gently as he is now leading me. Should you live to
be a man,” she added faintly, ‘remember this hour, and the lady
whe loved and adopted you as her son.

“Then turning slowly towards her husband, she wound her thin
tra}nsparenf hands about his neck ; breathed a few words of love
in'his ear, unheard by aught save him and ‘me ; and reclining
her meek pale face mpon his manly breast, expired without a
struggle.

“ A deep solemm pause succeeded. - I was too awestruck to
weep. The deep convulsive sobs that burst from the heart of

the bereaved husband warned intrudérs to retire. My mother

led me from the chamber of death, and we took our way in
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‘silence across the park the solemm toll ‘6f the death'bell floated

through its beautifdl glades. —

“ ¢ Mother; I said ;. clinging to her dress. What is that ? 7

*“‘ The-voice of death Philip. Did you not hear that bell

tell for your father. It will one day toll for me—for you—for

all”’

“¢How I'wish, mother, that that day would soon_come.’

“¢Silly boy { Do you wish us all dead ¥

¢ Not you mother, nor granny. ~You may both live as long as
you like. But wken it toﬂs for me, I shall be'in Heaven with
dear Lady Moncton? - - ..

“Rachel started, stopped sudden]y, .and fixed upon me a
mournful gaze—the only glance of;tenderness that ever beamed
upon me from those brilliant, stern eyes. .

“ ¢« Poor cmld—you may have your wish gratified only too

soon._-Did Robert Moncton or Dinah North. know of your

ex1stence the green sod would not lie long unpiled upon your

head: You think I do not love you, Philip V she cried, passion-

ately— I do, I do, my poor child. I have baved your hfe,
though you think me so cross and stern”
‘“She knelt down beside -me on the grass, flung her arms

~ round me, and pressed me convulswely to her bosom, whilst blg

bright tears fell fast over my wondering countendice. - =

‘¢ Mother, I sobbed, ‘I do love you some;tmes——alWays
when you speak kindly to me, as_you.do Tow ; and I loye dear
little Alice—ah, so much ! my heal:t is full of Jove—I cannot
tell you how much.’ .

“ Rachel redoubled her weeping—a step sounded behmd us—
she sprang to her feet, as Dinah l\orth with the little Margaret
Moncton in her arms, joined us.

“‘What are you doing there, Rachel ? growled forth the
hard-hearted woman. ¢ Are you saying your prayers, or adm1r~

ing the beauty of your son. Hano' the boy ! though he is your

Chlld I never can feel the least interest-in him 1’ '
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¢ ¢ Is that his fault or yours ¥ said my mother, coldly.
‘¢ Ah, mine, of course,” returned Dinah, bitterly. ‘We are
not-accountable for our likes or dislikes. I hate the boy ! -
“] looked at her with defiance in my eyes, and she answered
my look with a sharp blow on the cheek. ‘Don’t look at me,
* young dog, in that insolent way. .I have tamed prouder spirits
than yours, and I'll tame yours yet.’ | .

“ My mother gave her an angry glance, but said nothing, and
we walked slowly on.. At last Dinah turned| to her and said :

« ¢ Rachel, this should be a proud and j Joy ul day to you.’

- ¢In what respect, mother ¥ :

-« Your rival’s dead ; you have gained your hberty, -and Sir
Ale_xander is free to choose another wife. Do you understand
me now ¥ '

“ ¢Perfectly ; but that dream is past, ' ,
‘mournfully. *¢Sir Alexander loved that dead angel too well, to -
place a woman of my low degree in her plahe If he did not —
unite his destiny to mine when I was young&andyﬁd,and/
he in the -romance of life, don’t flatter yourself<into the belief N
that he will do it now. I know human nature.better.’ '

“¢You don’t know your own.power,’ said Dinah ; ¢beauty is =
stronger than rank and fortune, and you are still handsome ‘
enough to do a deal of mischief among the men, if you only set
about it in the right way.’

‘¢ ¢ Peace, mother ! T need nore. of your teachmfr I learned
to love Mornington,-and -ceased to love-Sir Alexander. Nay, [
am really sorry for the death of poor Lady Moncton, and should
despise her husband if he could forget her for one like me.’

- ‘ool | idiot I exclaimed Dinab, in a tone of exasperation.
“You have ever stood in the way of your own fortune.” Had
you not been so over squeamish you might have changed the
‘children, and made your own son the heir of the Moncton.
Had I been at home this surely would have been done. This
#as all the good I got by leaving you to the gl.udance of a
handsome, good-natured fool Jike Mornington.’

said xhy mother,
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“ ¢ Mother, speak more respectfully of the dead,” said Rachel.

‘He was good, at any rate, which we are mof. - It was my
intention to have changed the children, but God ordered it
otherwise,’ she. continued, with a convalsive laugh. ‘However,
I have had my revenge, but it has cost me many a blighting
thought.? '

“¢I don’t understand you,’ said Dinah, drawing close up

" before us, and fixing a keen look of inquiry on her daughter.

“¢Nor do I mean that you should,’ coldly retorted Rachel.
¢ My secret is worth keeping. You will know it one day too
soon? . . .

“We had now reached home, and the presence of the strange
woman put an end to this mysterious conversation. Though only
a boy of eight years old, it struck me as so remarkable, that I
never could forget it ; and now, when years have gone over me,

I can distinctly recall every word and look that passed between

thosé sinful- women. Alas, that one should have been so near
{0 me. .

“But you are sleepy, Geoffrey. The rest of my mournful his-
tory will kelp to wile away the tedium of the long to-morrow.”

CHAPTER XVI
GEORGE HARRISON CONTINUES HIS HISTORY.

“Tae sorrows of my childhood were great,” continued
George, “but still they were counterbalanced by many joys.
In spite of the disadvantages under which I labored, my gay,
elastic spirit surmounted them all. "

“Naturally fearless and fond of adventure, I never shrunk
from difficulties, but felt a chivalrous pride in endeavoring to
overcome them. If I could not readily do this at the moment,

-
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I lived on in the hope that the day would arrive when ‘by perse-

verance and energy, I should ultimately conquer.

“T have lived to prove that of which I early felt a proud
conviction ; that it is no easy matter for a wicked person, let
him be ever so clever and cunning, to subdue a strong mind, that
dares to be true to itself.

“Dinah North felt my superiority even as a chlld and the
mortifying consciousness increased her hatred. She feared the

lofty spirit of the boy that her tyrannical temper .could not

tame ; who laughed at her threats, and defied her malice, and
who, when freed from her control, enjoyed the sweets of hberty
in a tenfold degree.

“Sir Alexander put me to a school in the nexghborhood ‘

where I learned the first rudiments of my mother tongue, writ-
ing, reading, and simple arithmetic.

““The school closed at half- -past four o’clock in the a.fternoon;
when I returned to the Lodge, for so the cottage was called in
which we resided; and which stood just within the park at the head
of the noble avenue of 0ld oaks and elms that led to the Hall.

““Two of the loveliest, sweetest children nature ever formed-were

always at the Park gates watching for my coming, when they ran

to meet me with exclamations of delight, and we wandered forth .

hand in hand to look for wild fruit and flowers among the bosky
dells and romantic uplands of that enchanting spot. )

¢ Alice Mornington and- Margaretta Moncton were nearly
the same age, born at least within three months of each other,
and were siz-years younger than I.

“Strikingly different in their complexion, appearance and
disposition, the two little girls formed a beautiful contrast to
each other.

“ Alice was exquisitely fair, with large, brilliant, blue eyes,
like my poor mother’s, and long silken ringlets of sunny hair which
curled natarally upon her snow-white shoulders. She was tall
and stately for her age, and might have been a princess, for the

i
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noble dignity of her carriage would nof, have disgraced a
court. - o : - )

“She was all life and spirit. The first in every sport; the.
last to yield to fatigue or satiety. Her passions were warm and
headstrong ; her- temper irritable ; her affections intense and
constant, and her manners so frank’and winning that while con-
scious that she had a thousand faults, you could but admire and
love her.

“A~;stranger might have thought her capricious, but her
love of variety arose more from the exuberance of her fancy
than from any love of change. She was a fair and happy child,
the idol of her fond brother’s heart, till one baneful passion
marred what God and nature made so beautiful.

“ Margaret Moncton, outwardly, was less gifted than Alice
Mornington, but she far surpassed her foster-sister in mental

_ endowments. Her stature was small, almost diminutive. Her
- features neither regular nor handsome except the dark eyes, the
beauty of which I think I never saw sufpassed. e

“Her complexion was pure but very pale, and her lofty,
thoughtful brow wore a serious expression from infancy. In
our wildest revels on the green sward, you seldom heard Mar-
garet laugh ; but when pleased, she had a most bewitching

_smile, which lighted up her cafm countenance till every feature
beamed with an inexpressible grace. Her face was the mirror
of purity and truth, and you felt, whilst looking upon it, that it
was impossible for Margaret to deceive.

k] “How could I be unhappy, while I had these two beautiful

2 children for my daily companions, and the most charming rural )

_scenery at my immediate command ?

“Sir Alexander came every day to the Lodge to see his child,
and always lavished upon me the most flattering marks of his
favor.

, ¢« His manner to my mother was, at first, shy and reserved. .
- This wore off by degrees, and before two years had expired,
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from the death of his wife, his visits became so constant, and his
attentions so marked, that Dinah once more began to entertain
hopes that her ambitious schemes for her daughter might yet be
realized. ]

“ These hopes were only frustrated by the sudden death of the
object for whom they were cherished.

“ My mother, for some weeks, had complained of an acute
pain in her left side, just mider her breast,’and the medicines
she procured from the doctor afforded her no relief.

‘“She grew nervous. and apprehensive of the consequences,
but as her personal appearance was not at all injured by her

. complaint, Dinah ridiculed her fears.

“‘You may laﬁfrh as you please, mother,” she said, the very
day before she died, ‘ but I feel that this pain will be the death
of me—and I so unfit to-die,” she added, with a deep sigh.

“ « Nonsense !’ returned Dinah, ‘you will wear your wedding
clothes a second time, before we put on your shroud.” -

“ My mother only answered with another deep-drawn sigh. ,
She passed a sleepless night—the doctor was sent for in the
morning, gave her a composing draught, and told her to make
her mind easy, for she had nothing to fear.

“I always slept in the same bed with my mother. That
night I had a bad cold and could not sleep ; but knowing that- .
she was not well, I lay quite still, fearing to disturb her. She
slept well during the early part of the night. The clock had
just struck twelve when she rose up in the bed, and called
‘Dinah to conie to her quickly. Her voice sounded hollow and
tremulous.

“ “What ails yon, Rachel 4 grumbled the hard woman ; ‘dls-
turbing a body ‘at this hour of the night.’

¢ ‘Be it, night or morning,’ said my mother, ‘I am dying, and
this hour will be my last.’

“ ‘Then, in the name of God ! send for the doctor.’

“¢It is too late now. He can do me no good—I am going

. 7’.&
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~ fast ; but there is something on my-mind, mother, which I must
“ tell you before I.go. Sit down beside me on the bed, whilst I
have strength left to do it, and swear to me, mother, that
you will not abuse the confidence I am about to repose in
you.! e .

‘‘ Dinah nodded assent.

* % That will not do. .I must_have your solemn word—-your
oath I’

‘¢ What good will that do, Rachel ? no oath can bmd Jme—
I believe in no God, and fear no devil I’

“This confession was accompanied by a hldGOllS cacklmg
laugh. Rachel groaned aloud.

“ ¢ Oh, mother! there is a God—‘an avenging God | Could
you feel what I now feel, and see what I now see, like the
devils, you would believe and tremble. You will know it one
day, and like me, find out that repentance comes too late.* I
will, however, tell the plain truth, and your diabolical policy,
will, doubtless, suggest the use which may be made of such an
important secret.’ .

“ There was a long pause, after which some sentences passed
. between them, in such a low voice, that I could not dxstmctly
hear them ; at last T heard my mother say,

“‘You never saw these children, or you would not wonder
that my heart so'clave to that fair babe. You thought that I
accepted Robert Moncton’s bribe, and put the other child out:
of the way.’

“¢And did you not ? cried the eager old woman, breathless
with curiosity. .

“¢I took the bribe. But the child died a natural dea,th, and
I was saved the commission of a frightful crime, which you and
your master were coustantly writing to me, to urge me to
commit. Now, listen, mother.’

“ What she said was in tones so low, that, though I stramed
every nerve to listen, as I should have done, had it been a
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ghost story, or any tale of horror, the beatmg of my own heart
frustrated all my endeavors. »

“ Rachel’s communication appeared to astonish her mother.
Her dark, wrinkled brows contracted until fiot & particle of the
eyes were visible, and she sat for a long while in deep thought,
rocking herself to and fro on the bed, whilst the dying woman
regarded her with expanded eyes and raised hands, locked.
tightly together. At last she spoke.- )
* “¢Dinah ! make no ill ‘use of my confidence, or there will come
a day of vengeance for both you and me. What shall we gain
by being tools in the hands of a wicked man like Robert Monc-

" ton. Why should we sell our souls for naught, to do his dirty
work” ' : '

¢ Not to serve him will I do aught to injure the child. No,
no. Dinah North is not such a fool. If I do it to gratify my
own revenge, that’s another thing. I have this bad, bold
Robert in my power. This secret will be a fortune in itself—
will extort from his mean, avaricious soul, & portion of his ill-
gotten wealth. Ha, my child! you did well and wisely, and
may die in peace, without the stain of blood upon your soul.’

¢ Rachel shook her head despondingly.

“There is no peace, saith my God, for the wicked. My
soul consented to the crime, and whilst the thought was upper‘\ '
most in my heart, the bolt of the Almighty smote me, and my \
resolution wavered ; but, the guilt, at this moment, appears to \
me the same. It is a dreadful thing to d1e without hope.
‘Where is Alice ¥

“¢Sleeping. Shall I bring her to you'?’

“¢Let her sleep. I feel sleepy, too. Smooth my pillow,
mother. Give me a little water. I feel easy now. Perhaps,
I shall awake in the morning better.’

“The pillows were arranged—the draught gwen but the
sleeper pever awoke again,

‘¢ Her mysterious communications, which only came by halves
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to my ears, filled my mmd w1th vague conjectures, ana I cannot
help thinking, to this hour that the young heir of Moncton
came to an uniimely death, and she blamed herself so bitterly
for not having made me supply his place.

“Stern as my mother had been during her life, her death was
a severe blow to us all, especially to Alice and me; as if
removed -from our humble home an object most dear to us both,
the little lady of the manor, to whom we had ever given the
endearing name of sister.

¢ After Margaret left us, how dull did all our pastimes appear.
Alice and I wandered sadly and silently among our v:ﬁ/haﬁ'nts;
the song of the birds cheered us no longer ; the flowérs seemed
less fair ; the murmur of the willow-crowned-brook less musical ;
the presiding genius of the place had vanished ; we felt that
we were alone.

“T had now reached my fourteenth year, and Sir Alexander,
true to the promise made to his wife, sent me to .an_excellent
school in the city of York. Here I made such good-use of my
time, that before three years had elapsed I was second boy in
the head class, and had won the respect of the master and ush-
ers. My munificent patron was greatly pleased with the pro-
gress I had made, and hinted at sending me to college if I con-
" tinued to deserve his good: opinion.

" Ab, Geoffrey | those were halcyon days when I returned
to spend the vacations at the Lodge, and found myself ever a
welcome visitor at the Hall.

“With a proud heart I recounted to Sir Alexander, all my
boyish triumphs at school, and the good baronet listened to my
.- enthusiastic details with the most intense interest, and fought

_all his juvenile battles over again, with boyish ardor; to the
infinite delight of our admiring audience, Margaret and Alice.
The latter spent most of her time with Miss Moncton, who was

so much attached to her foster-sister, and shed so many,tears
at parting from her, that Sir Alexander yiclded to her earnest

—
pem————

)



THE MONCTONS. 157

request for Alice to remain with her, and the-young heiress and

‘the huntsman’s blooming. daughter were seldom apart. Miss
Monctor’s governess, an amiable and highly accomplished
woman, took as much’ pains in teaching Alice as she did in
superintending the education of her high-born pupil. The beau-
tiful girl acquired her tasks so rapidly, and with such an intense
desire for improvement, that Sir Alexander declared that she
beat his Madge hollow.

“Dinah North exulted in the growing charms of her grand-
daughter. If the old woman regarded anything on earth with
affection, it was the tall, fair girl so unlike herself. And
Alice, too—I have often wondered how it were possible—Alice
loved with the most ardent affection, that forblddmg—lookm
odious creature . .

““To me, since the death of my mother, she had been civil but
reserved—never addressing me without occasion required—and
I neither sought nor cared for her regard. '

“It was on the return of ome of those hohdays, when I
returned home full of eager anticipations of happiness, of joyous
days spent at the park in.company with Margaret and Alice,
that I first beheld that artful villain, Robert Moncton. '

“«Tt was a lovely July evening. The York coach set me

down at the Park gates, and I entered the pretty cottage with

' my scanty luggage on my back, and found the lawyer enga.ved
in earnest conversation with my grandmother.

¢ Struck with the appearance of the man, which at first sight
is very remarkable, I paused for some minutes on the threshold,
unobserved by the parties. Like you, Geoffrey, I shall never
forget the impression his countenzace made upon me. -The
features andsome, the colaring so fine, the.person. that of a
 finished gentlema.n and yet, all this pleasing combination of
form and face marred by that cold, cruel, merciless eye. Its
expression so dead, so joyless, sent a chill through my whole
frame, and I shrank from encountering its icy gaze, and was
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about quietly to retire by a back door, when my attention was
arrested by the following brief conversation.

‘] should like to see the lad.’

‘¢ We expect him home from school by the coach to-night.’

¢What age is he ¥ :

46 ¢ Just sixteen.’

“¢What does Sir Alexander mean to do for him ?’

¢ ‘Send him to college, I believe. He is very fond of him.’

‘¢ Humph !—and then to London to make a lawyer of him.
Leave him 40 me, Dinah, I will make a solicitor of him in

earnest. I have taught many a bold heart and reckless ha.nd to.

solicit the charity of others. «

¢ “Devil doubt you I’ rejoined the fiend with a hollow, cack-
ling langh. ‘But you may find the boy one too many for you,
with all your cunning. He'll not start at shadows, nor. stumble

over straws. I have tamed many a proud spirit in my day—.

_ but this boy defies my power. I fear and hate him, but I cannot
crush him. But hush !—here he is.
“I.bustled forward and flung my portmantean beavily to the

ground. ‘How are you, grandmother? How’s Alice? All

well, I hope ? 5

‘Do you see the gentleman, Philip,?’

“‘Gentleman ! I-beg his pardon. A fine evening, sir;
but very hot and dusty travelling by the coach. I have no%
tasted anything since breakfast, grandmother ; and I am tired
and huogry.’

‘¢ Yours is the hungry age,’ said the lawyer, starmn' me full
in the face, as if he was taking a proof impression for legal
purposes. His cold, searching look brought the blood to my
cheeks, -and I returned the impertinent scrutmy thh a glance
of defiance.

‘““ He rose ; nodded meamnrrly to Dmah bowed slightly to
me, and left the cottage. -

“ The next minute Alice was in my arms.

. >
”___‘,_—..;,,\‘-V . . _
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“¢Brother! dear, darling brother |. welcome, welcome a
thousand times.’

“Oh; what a contrast to the dark, joyless countenance of
Dingh North, was the cherub face of ~Alice—laughing in the
irresistible glee of her young heart. I forgot my long, tiresonie
journey, dust, heat, and hunger, as I pulled her on my knee,

and covered her rosy cheeks witn kisses. '
" “¢What news since I left, Alice ?

¢ ¢Sad news, Philip. Dear Madge is in London on a visit to

her aunt; and there is a dull, cross boy staying at the Hall, with
a very hard name—Theophilus Moncton—Margaret’s cousin.
But be is nothing like her, though he calls her his little wife.
But Madge says that she will never have him, thouo'h his father
is very rich.

‘<1 am sure you will ha,te him, Phnhp, for he calls us beggar’s
brats, and wonders that Sir Alexander suffers his daughter to
“play with us. I told him that he was very rude ; and that he
had better not affront you, for you would soon teach him better -
manners. But he only sneered at me, and said, « My father’s a_
‘gentleman. He never suffers me to associate with,K people
beneath us. Your brother had better keep ou$ of my way, or I
will order my groom to horsewhip him.” T felt very angry and
began to cry, and Sir Alexander came in and reproved the boy,
and told mé I had better return to grandmama until Mr. Mone-
ton and his son had left the Hall

“ While ‘little Alice, ran on thus- to me, I felt stung to
the quick ; and all the pride of my nature warring within. For
the first time in my life, I became painfully conscious of the

difference of rank that existed between me and my benefactor ;
I was restless and unhappy, and determined not to go near the

Hall, uritil Sir Alexander bade me to do so himself.

-~ ““But days passed, and I saw nothing of the¢ good Baronet,
and Alice and I were obhtred to content ourselves by roaming
through all the old, beloved haunts, and talkmg of Margaret.

;
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‘We were returning one evening .through the fine avenue of oaks,
~ that led to the front entrance of the demesne, when a pony
rushed past us at full gallop. A boyish impulse, tempted me
to give a loud halloo, in order.to set the beautiful animal off at
its wildest speed.” In a few minutes we met a lad of my own
age, booted and spurred, with a whip in his hand, running in the
same direction the pony-had taken. He was in a towering
passion, and coming up to us, he cried out, with a menacing
air—

- “¢You impudent rascal | how dared you to shout in that
way, to frighten my horse, when you saw me endeavoring to

: "‘,‘,q AT —

catch him ?’ b

“‘I saw no such.thing,’ I rephed drily. 1 admu'ed the
pony, and shouted to see how much faster he could run’

¢ You deserve a good thrashing,” quoth he. *Go and catch -

the horse for me, or I will eompla,m to Sir Alexander of your
conduct.’
“8ir Alexander is not my master neither are you I shall
do no such thing’
‘¢ Do it instantly I’ stamping with his foot. _
“¢Do it yoarself. You look quite as fit for a groom as I do.
I tried to pass him, but he stepped into the centre of the
path, and hindered me.. To "avoid a collision was now
impossible.

“‘“You  insolent young black«rnard " he cried, ‘do §o,u'

know :that you are speaking to a gentleman ?’

“¢ Indeed P 1 said, with a provoking smile. ‘I ought to
thank you for the information, for I never should have suspected
the fact.

“ With a yell of rage, he struck me in the face with the butt

end of his whip. I sprang upon him with the strength of a

tiger, and seizing his puny form in my arms, I dashed him

beneath my feet; and after bestowmfr upon him sundry hearty.

kicks, rejoined the terrified Alice, and left Mr. Theophilus

3
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Moncten, to gather up his fallen dignity, and make the best of
his way home to the Hall.

“This frolic cost me far more than I expected. -The next
morning, Sir Alexander rode over to the Lodge, and severely
reprimanded me for my conduct; and ended his lecture, by
affirming in positive-terms, that if I did not beg his young
relative’s pardon, he would withdraw his favor from me for ever.

7 ~This, I proidly refused to do—and the Baronet as proudly

told me, ‘ To see his face no more !’

“ I looked sqrrowfully up as he said this. The tears werein -

my eyes, for I loved him very much—but my heart was too full
tospeak. : -

¢ He leant down from his horse, expecting my answer—I was
silent—thie color mounted to his cheeks—he waited a few
minutes longer—I made no sign, and he strack the spurs into his
horse, and rode quickly away. i

¢ There goes my only friend " I cried. ¢Curse the mean
wretch, who robbed me of my friend! I only regret I did not
kill him P’ ‘

‘ Thus, for one boyish act of indiscretion I was flung friend-
less upon the world. - Yet, Geoffrey, were the thing to do again,
I feel, that I could not, and would not, act otherwise.

“Time has convinced me- that Robert Moncton, acting with
his usuval policy, bad made Sir Alexander ashamed of his con-

nection with us, and he gladly availed himself of the first
plausible excuse to cast me off. Alice deeply lamented my
disgrace ; but the whole affair afforded mirth to my grandmother,
who seemed greatly to enjoy my unfortunate triumph over the
boy with the kard name.

‘,.,,
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CHAPTER XVII.
HARRISON FINDS A FRIENDs IN NEED.

“ DuriNG my residence at school in York, my master was often
visited by a wealthy merchant who bore the same name with
myself. This man was an old bachelor, very eccentric, but uni-
versally esteemed as one of the most benevolent of men. He
was present at one of the school examinations in which I took

‘many prizes, and asking n;y name he found out that he was

related to my father, and bestowed upon me many marks of
favor, such as presenting me with useful books, and often asking
me over to his house to dine, or spend the evening.

““ Flattered by his attentions to me, I bad lost no opportunity’
of increasing our friendship, and I determined to apply to him

"in my present distress.

“I was a perfect novice in the art of letter-wntmg, never having
penned an epistle inmy life, and after making several attempts
with which I'was perfectly disgusted, I determined to walk over

to the city and make my application®in person to Mr. Morning-

ton. . R .
“ Without communicating my intentions to Alice, I carefully
tied up a change of linen in a silk handkerchief, and with the
mighty sum of five shillings in my pocket, commenced my pedes-
trian journey of thirty odd miles.

“] started in the morning by day-break, and w1th0nt meeting
with any partlcula‘r adventures~on the road, -I arrived at six
o’clock. in'the evening, foot-sore and weary at the rich man’s
door. When there, my heart, which had been as stout as a
lion’s on the road, failed me, and I sat down upon the broad
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stone steps tI;at led up to the house, horribly depressed and

uncertain what course to take. ,

“This I knew, would not do—the night was coming on, and the
rain which had threatened all day now began to fall fast. Mak-
ing a desperate effort, I sprang ap the steps, and, gave a gentle

knock—so gentle, that it was unheard ; and uﬂable to summon .

sufficient courage to repeat the experiment, I resumed my seab
until some more fortunate applicant should seek admittance.

“Not many minutes elapsed, before the quick loud rap of the
postman. brought Mrs. Jolly, the housekeeper, to the door ; and
edging close to him of the red jacket, I asked in a tremulous
voice—* If Mr. Mornington was at home ¥’

**Why, dearee me, master Philip, is that you ?’ said the kind
woman, elevating her spectacles— who would have thought’ of
seeing you t’night ?”

“¢Who indeed. Baut, my deaf Mrs. J o]ly, is Mr. Mornington
disengaged, and can F-see him ? )

““‘He is thome, and you can speak to him, but not just now.
"*He’s to his dinner, and 'doan’t like to be disturbed. But come
_ this way, an Tl tell him you are here. '

. ““*Who's that you are speaking to, Mrs. Jolly ? cried my

‘worthy old friend as we passed the dining-room door, through

which the footmen were carryin’cr an excellent dinner to table.
‘¢ Only Mr. Philip, sir.’
¢ Mr. Philip ¥ and the next ‘moment, the old man came out
and grasped me warmly by the hand. ¢ Why lad, what bnngs
‘you back to school so soon—tired of pla.y a.lready, hey 7
“‘Nosir. Ifear play will soon tire of ‘me. I am to go to
school no more,’
“¢Sorry to hear that, Phil. Just the time when instruction
would be of the most service to you ; you would learn more in
- the ensuing year, than in all that have gone before it. Leave
school—u9,"no, I must see you the head boy in it yet.’

‘It was my ambition, sir. But you know I'af only a poor
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orphan lad, entirely depeadent on the bounty of Sir Alexander
Moncton. %ave offended this gentleman, and he will do no -
more for me ; and I walked from the Park to-day te-ask your
advice as to what course I had better pursue, and in what way
I am most likely to earn my own living.

“ The old gentleman looked grave.

‘¢ Offended Sir Alexander ? You must have acted very im-

: 'prudently to do that, and he so kind to you. Walked all the
way from Moncton Bless the boy, how. tired and hungry you
must be. Sit down, young Philip Mornington, and get your .
dinner with old Bhlhp Mornington ; and we will talk over these
matters by and bye.’

~“Gladly Iaccepted the dear old gentleman’ s hearty mvxta.tlon
I had not tasted food since early dawn, and was so outrageously
hungry and‘eat with such a right good will, that he often stop-
ped and laughed heartily at my voracity.

“¢“Well done, Philip! Don’t be ashamed—hold in your

~ plate for another slice of beef. Thirty miles of hard walking at
this season of the year, may well give a boy of sixteen, strong .
and healthy like you, a good appetite.’

“ After the cloth was drawn, and the old gentleman had

- refreshed me with a couple of glasses of excellent wine, obedient
to his request, I related to him my adventure with Theophxlus
Moncton in the park and its unfortunate result.

“Tnstead of blaming me, the whole affair seemed greatly to
amuse the hearty old man. He fell back in his chair, and
chuckled and laughed until he declared that his'sides ached.

“¢<And was it for punishing that arrogant puppy as he
deserved, that Sir Alexander cast you, my fine fellow, from his
favor ¥/ :

“:He mxrrht have forgiven that. It was for refusm« S0 posi-._

~tively his commands, in not asking young Moncton’s pazdos.’ '

“*If you had obeyed him in this instance, Phlhp,'gou,wmﬂd
have forfeited. my good opinion' for ever, and wou 5
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deserved to have been kicked by Sir Aqu'ander’s lackeys for
-your meanness. Don’t look so cast down,“boy. I hogor you
for your self-respect and independence. You have other friends
besides “Sir Alexander Moncton, who will not forsake you for
taking your own part like a man. You shall go to'school yet
—ay, and become the head scholar in Dr. Trimmer’s head class,
and finish your education at Oxford or my name is not Phlhp
Mornington.’ '

. “How well did this exccllent, warm-hearted, generous man
perform his promise—how ill I profited by the education he
gave me, and the wealth he bequeathed to me at his death, the
subsequent portion of my history will reveal. )

“I went to school at the end of the vacation, but as a day-
boarder ; Mr. Mornington having told me to consider his house
as'my future home. . - o : :

“ A boy that came from our vﬂlage to Dr Trimmer’s school,

_ told me that Sir Alexander’s passion soon cooled, and he rode

over to the Lodge a week after I left, to inquire after his old
pet, and was surprised and exasperated to find the bird flown,

~and taken by the hand by a man for whom he had a great per-

sonal antipathy ; who had ever opposed him in politics, and had
twice carried an election against him.
“There was enough of revenge in my composition to feel
glad that Sir Alexander was annoyed at my good-fortune.
“The next year saw me at college, with 'a handsome allow-
ance from my generous patron, to enable me to establish my
claims as a gentleman. I will pass over the three years I spent

at this splendid abode of sclence where learning and vice walk

hand in hand.
““The gratitude I felt for alI Mr Mormno'ton had done for

me, for- a-long time restrained me from indulging in the wild
\‘excesses-;.which disgraced the conduct. of most of the young men
_-w}m whomn' I associated. This reluctance, however, to do and

countenarice evil, gradually wore off, and I became as wild and

: drssx\pated as the rest,
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“I formed many agreeable acciuaintances at college, but one 1
only who really deserved the name of a friend. Kind, gentle and
studious, Cornelius Laurie (for so I shall call him) mingled
very little with his fellow students ; his health being delicate, he —

spent most of his leisure hours in walking, an exercise of which  ° 1
. he was particnlarly fond, and in which I generally participated. -g
“ His mild, intelligent countenance first won my regard. I f

- sought his acquaintance, found him easy of access, friendly and
communicative, and always anxious to oblige every one as far _
as lay in his power. Commanding an excellent income, he was f
always ready to assist the improvident who had expended theirs,
and with such a disposition, you 'may be certain, that the calls"
upon ‘his purse were by no means few. He formed a strong
attachment to me, and we usually spent most of our time
together.
“ Cornelius invited me to pass the Christmas vacation with

him in town. When at home he resided with his aunt, a widow

lady who had brought up his only sister, who had been left an

orphan at a very early age. Charlotte Laurie was several years

younger than her brother; and in speaking of her, he had

always told me that she was a very pretty girl, I was not pre-

pared to behold the beautiful and fascinating creature to whom

I was introduced. -
¢ Charlotte Laurie was a child of nature, without display or

.. affectation ; conscious of her great personal atiractions ‘?”c:),_nly s0
far as to render her more agreeable—for what beautiful ‘woman -

~ was ever ignorant of her charms? My pretty Lotty knew per-

- fectly the power they gave her over the restless and inconstant

heart of man, but she did not abuse it. . o ¥

My passions, Greoffrey, by nature, are as warm and impetu-
ous as your own, and they soon betrayed me into love ; and I
thought that the fair girl to whom I had lost my heart was not
insensible to the passion she had inspired. But when T recalled
my obscure parentage, of which Cornelins was perfectly
ignorant ; and the uncertainty of my fatare prospects, I felt o
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that it would be dishonorable in me to advance my suit to the
young lady. '

“To remain in the house and keep silent upon a subject 50
“important to my peace, I found would be impossible ; and I
. feigned a letter from Mr. Mornington, whom I called my uncle,

requiring my immediate presence in York.

“ My departure caused great regret to the family. Comelms
remonstrated ; Mrs. H questioned the necessity of my
joﬁrney; Charlotte said nothing, but left the room in:tears.
Strongly tempted as T was to stay, I remained firm to my
original purpose, and bade adieu to my amiable friends, without
breathing a word even to Cornelius of my attachment for his
sister. ‘ ) )

“On my way to York I called at my old home, and was
received with the most lively demonstrations of Joy by Alice,
whom I found a blooming girl of fifteen.

“0ld Dinah told me, as she scowled at my handsome dress -

and improved appearance, ¢ That she supposed I was now too
fine a gentleman to call her grandmother, or Alice sister ?’

“X assured her that my improved circumstances had not
changed my heart, nor made me ashamed of my old friends.

“ Something, I fear, in my looks, contradicted my words, for™~

she turned from me with a scornful smile.

‘“‘Thbe world,” .she said, ‘was a good school for teachmo'
people the art of falsehood.

‘“Her sarcasms made me very uncomfortable—for my con-
science convicted me of their truth—and turning to Alice I
begged her to tell me the news, for I was certain a- great deal
must have happened in the nelghborhood during the four years
I had been absent.

“¢No, said Alice ; ‘we go on much as usnal. Sir Alexan-
der and Margaret are very kind to me, abd I go every day up
‘to the Hall. Baf she is Miss Moncton now—and I am plain
- Alice Mormngton Mr. Theophilus is often there; and he is so

"
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';much improved, Philip, you would never know him: He is no
longer proud and disagreeable, but so affable and kind, and

always sees me safe home to the Lodge. People say that he is
to marry Miss Moncton ; but I don’t believe a word of it. He
does not love her I am certain—for he told me so a few days
ago ; and that he thought me a thousand times handsomer than
bis cousin !’

““While Alice run on thus, I Lept my eyes fixed upon her

' beautiful face ; and from the heightening of her color when

speaking of Theophilus, I was convinced, that young as she
was, she was not insensible to his flattery. Anxious to warn
her of her danger, I drew her arm through mine, and we strolled
together into the park.

“¢Dear Alice,” I said, affectionately ; ‘do you love .your

brother as well as you used to do in years long past ¥

fully.
¢ Not in the least, Alice. I know your heart to be warm and

. true; but years make great changes. Four years have fled

away since we met, and you are nearly grown into a woman.
Perhaps you will be angry with me if T venture to give you a
little brotherly advice.

"¢ ¢ Not without you scold me too much.” -

“ ¢ My lecture, Alice, I will confine to a few words. vDo not '

listen, dear child, to the flattering speeches of Theophilus Monc-
tom. He means you no good. °
“ ¢ How can you know-that ?’ she said, qmckly

“¢From the general character which the man bears. From

my own experience -of him when a fooy. Avoid his ‘company ; he

" means to deceive you.’

‘¢ Philip, you wrong him, irndeed, you do !’ she crled with
flashing eyes ‘He never talks to me of -love, he only seeks to
be my fnend I am too yonng to think.ef log-. Xdon’s. know

. what bemg in love is—but I do feel very gratefu} to one so

. -

¢ ¢ Philip, do you doubt my love ?” she answered, reproach-
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much richer and better than me, and who is heir to all these
beautiful groves, and that fine old Hall, taking such an
interest in my welfare—particularly,’ she addéd, with great

, emphasis on her words, ‘ after ke received such unworthy treat-
ment from a brother of mine.)

“ ¢ You surely do not mean what you say, Alice? P

¢ I never say what I do not mean ; and if you come back to
us, thhp, only to quarrel with us; yon had better have stayed
away.

“For a few minutes I felt ternbly annoyed but when I
recollected that these words fell from the lips of a spoilt child,
I restrained my anger, in the hope of saving her from the ruin I
feared might be impending over her.

‘¢ Alice, you are a simple, little girl ; as such I forgive youw
You are vot aware of the danger to whxch you are exposed.
Young people are so ignorant of the treachery of the world, and
so confident in their own strength to resist temptatlon, that they
easily fall into the snares laid*for them by wicked and designing
men. - If you persist in receiving the attentions of this man, who
would consider it the utmost degradation to make you his wife,

1, as your brother and natural protector, will consider it my duty -

to remove you from this place.’

“¢I will not go I’ she cried ; stoppmcr suddenly and looking
me in the face with an air of defiance: *You are not your own
master =yet, much less mine. I shall remain here with.my dear,
old grandmother, as long as she lives.  ‘And let me tell you,
Mr. Philip, I am as competent to manage my own affairs as yon
are - .

¢ Could this be Alice ? '

"“I looked at her, and looked again. The. beauty of her
countenance -seemed changed. I turned from her with a deep
sigh. '
¢ Oh,- Allce—;.sister Alice ! T tremble for you ; sﬁoung and

8o vindictive. ~ This is not my. Alice, the happy, coufiding Alice,.
~ Who once loved me so tenderly.’ ’

. "
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" ¢“¢I did love you, Philip, very much,’ she replied, in a
softened voice; ‘ but how was my love returned ? You gquar-
relled with the only friend we had in the world. One, too, who
had done so much for us. To whose bounty we were indebted

for a home and daily bread ; for the clothes we wore, for the

- instruction we received—who treated us in every respect more
like his own children, than the poor recipients of his noble gene-
“rosity. You forgot all this. You insclently refused to apologize
‘to his young relative, the heir of his title and wealth, for having

grossly insulted him, and left your home and his protection

without bidding this dear sister, for whose well-doing you are so
* deeply concerned, and who sha.red in your dxsrrrace one short
farewell. ,

«¢ Alice, Alice V’ .

¢ ¢ Hush, sir ; hear me to the end, if yon p]ease You acted
more ungratefully still, when you sought employment from-oce
of Sir Alexander’s bitterest enemies ;- and never wrote a single
line eithier to your injured patron or to us. Was this Jove ?
Young as I am, Philip Mornington, I could not have been
guilty of such baseness. I despise your conduct—and advice
comes very ill from a person who could be guilty of such.’

¢ She turned haughtily away—and I, Geoffrey, I stood over- -

whelmed with confusion and remorse. I had never seen my
. conduct in this light before. I had all along imagined fayself
the injured party, and looked upon Sit Alexander as an unrea-
~ sonable persecutor. But I felt at that moment, as’ I stood

humbled before that proud girl, that I had not acted right—

that some concession was due on my part to the man from whom
I had received so many benefits ; and but for very shame I
would have sought his presence, acknowledged my error, and
entreated his pardon. .

¢ Oh, why does this stubborn pnde so often stand between us
and our best intentions. - I let the moment pass, and .my heart

remained true to its stern determination, not o -yield one inch
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of what I falsely termed independence. My reverie was dis-
pelled by Alice. She took my hand kindly.
“¢You look grave, Philip. - -I have put these serious thoughts

into your head, and you feel sorry for the past. My angeris

all gone. I forgive you from my very heart. So give me a kiss,

‘and let us be friends. But no lectures if you please for the
fatare. I will'not stand a scolding—not even from you. You
need not fear. that I shall disgrace you—I am too proud to
place myself in the power of any one. I like, yes, I love Theo.
philas Moncton, but he will never make a fool of me, or any one
else. But—hush—here is Miss Moncton.’

“The blood crimsoned my face as a sudden turning in the wood—
land path, brought ‘me within a few paces of one who at that
moment I would gladly have shunned. To retreat was impos-
sible. I raised my hat, and with her usual frankness, Margaret
held oat her hand. ‘

«] pressed it respectfully between my own without venturing
to rdise my eyes to her face. She perceived my confusion, and

" doubtless defined the cause.
“+¢You have been a sad truant, Philip.  But you are welcome .

home. I, for one, rejoice to see my dear foster brother again.’

¢ ¢Ts that possible ? I stammered out—* Dear Miss Mone-
ton, I am only too happy to be allowed to plead for myself—I
feel that I have sinned against my goods and generous bene-
factor ; that this kindness on your part, is wholly undeserved.
‘What shall I do to regain your good opinion.’

“¢Say nothing at all about it, Geoffrey. It.was a boyxsh
fault, and my father has often repented that he treated it so
seriously. For my own part, I do not blame you for thrashing

Theophilus ; had I been provoked in the same manner, and a lad .

of your dge, I would have done it myself.© My quarrel with
you, is for leaving the Park, and deserting us all, before a recon-
ciliation could take place. You knew that my father’s anger
was like dew upon the grass, evaporated by the first sunbeam,

£
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and that we loved you dearly—so that your conduct appears
inexcasable and heartless.’

- ““Oh, do not say that, Miss Moncton. What I did was
perfectly impulsive, without thought or premeditation. I could
not imagine that I was in the wrong, and Sir Alexander’s con-

“duct appeared to me crael and unjast.’

¢ ¢ Come with me to the Hall, Mr. Mornington, and I will plead

your case to this cruel tyrant. My eloquence, with papa, is -

quite irresistible—and he, poor dear, is more ready to forgive,
than you are to ask forgivéness.’ _

“This was said, with one of her bewitching smiles, that lighted
up like a passing sunbeam her calm, pale face.

“‘You are too good; Miss Moncton. I would gladly avail
myself of your invitation, but I must proceed on my journey to
York immediately. I hope, however, soon to visit Moncton
again ; when I will, with Sir Alexander’s permlssmn explain
my conduct, and ask his pardon.” - -

“¢T hate procrastination in these matters, which pertain to
the heart and conscience,” said Margaret. ‘My motto, when

*_ prompted by either, to perform an act of duty, is—now ; when

we seek forgiveness from God, or from a friend, we should never
defer it to the future, for the opportumty once neglected, may
never again be ours.’

“This: was said with some severity. A sort of menta.l coward- .

ice kept me back and hindered me effectually from profiting by
her advice. Just then, I felt it was out of my power to meet
Sir Alexander. I had not courage to enter his presence in my
present mood. ‘

t¢ Alice,” said Margaret, turning from me with a disappointed
air, ‘ what has kept you so long away from the Hall

“*I grow too proud to visit my rich friends,” returned Alice,
in a tone between sarcasm and raillery. -

“¢There is only oue species of pride, that I tolerate, said

_Margaret, calmly—‘the pride of worth. That pride which "
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enables a good man to stroggle successfally against the arro-
gance of the world.

“I turned to the speaker with admiration. Had she been born
a peasant, Margaret Moncton would have possessed ‘the dignity
of & lady, and the little lecture she thought fit to bestow upon
~ my beaantiful wayward sister, was dictated by the same-noble
- spirit -

“ “We should never be proud, Alice, of the gifts of nature ‘ot
fortune, which depend upon no merit of our own, Beauty and
wealth have their due influence in the world, where their value
is greatly overrated ; but they add lLittle in reality to the pos-
sessor. Deprived of both, persons of little moral worth, would
relapse into their original insignificance ; while those, who
improve the talents entrusted to their care by Providence, pos-
sess qualities which defy the power of change. Such persons
can alone afford to be proud, yet, these, of all:-others, make the
*" least display and think most humbly of themselves. '

This was said playfully, but Alice did not at all relish the
reproof ; which, though d.lsregarded by her, made a deep impres-
sion upon me.

CHAPTER XVIII.
THE MF;E:TiNG.

“Tee next morning I arrived in York, and hastened to-the
house of Mr. Mornington. I found the dear old gentleman il
in bed, but in his usual éxcellent spirits.

" On expressing my concern for his illness, he laughed at my

“long face; told me it wasa trifle, and he should soon be well
- ‘again. Alas, be was not a true prophet! In a few weeks I

P
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followed my worthy friend to his grave; and found myself at
the age of one and twenty, my own master, ‘and sole helr to his
large property. |

* The joy felt at this unexpected good fortune was more than

* counterbalanced by the loss of the generous donor. Gladly
" would I have resigned the wealth he so nobly beéqueathed me,

if by so doing I could have recalled the dear old man to life.
I was detained for several months in York, settling my .affairs.

. Ilost no time, however, in acquainting ‘Cornelius, by letter, of
. .my good fortune. I took this opportunity of mentioning my
- ‘attachment to his sister, and urged him, if he valued.my happi-

ness, to plead with her in my behalf. His answer, though kind,
was far from satisfactory to a young and ardent iover.

_ “He informed me that Charlotte was not insensible to my -~
passion ; and that he knew that she entertained for me a sineere

esteem ; but it was entirely out of her’ power to_accept any
offer of marriage without the consent of her guatdian ; or she

would lose the property bequeathed to her by her father ; who -

had left this stringent clause in his will.
“For himself, he continued, nothing would give him greater

" pleasure, than to see his beloved sister united to a man whom

be ‘loved, and whom he’ considered worthy of her regard ;

particularly, as he found his own health daily declining, and was -
~ about to take a journey to the south of France, in the hope of

deriving some benefit from change of climate and scene.

“He urged me to return immediately to London ; to plead
my own cause with Charlotte, and to spend a fow~ days with
him, before he left England ; as he felt, that it was more than
probable, that we might never meet again. .

“The last mournful sentence decided me, and the next moru-“

ing found me on the road to London ; and I determined to take
Moncton Park in my route, and seek ‘aweconciliation with Sir

Alexander. After what had passed between me and Miss Monc-—

ton, I flattered myself that this would be an easy matter.
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“I was no longer a poor orphan boy, dependent upon- his

bounty ; but a well-educated, wealthy man, whose fortune was

equal, if not greater than his own. There was no favor I

could ask, or that he could bestow, beyond the renewal of that
friendship which formed the delight of my boyhood, and of
which I had been so suddenly deprived.

“ As I rode up the noble avenue of oaks that led to the Hall,
I felt so confident of success, so vain of my altered fortunes, so

proud of the noble horse I rode M@W

and my cheeks glowed with anticipated pleasure.
“¢Is Sir Alexander at home ?” I eagerly demanded of the

-liveried servant that opeuncd the door.

“¢Heis, sir. 'What name shall I send up ? I gave him my
card, and was shown into the library, while he carried it up to
his master.

Years had fled away, since I last stood within that room, a
happy thoughtless boy. How 'vividly did every book and pic-
ture recall the blessed hours I had passed there, with Margaret
and Alice, when the weather was wet, and we could not play
abroad. It was in this noble apartment, with its carved oak
wainscoting and antique.windows of stained glass, in which we

‘generally held our revels, turning ‘over the huge folios in search

of pictures.

““There was the Book of Martyrs, with all its revolting details
of human bigotry ; and its dreadful exhibitions of human endur-
ance amidst scorn and agony. On these we gazed ir mysterious
awe; and as we turned over the horrible pages, we said to one
another, ‘that we were glad we were not Christians in those
days. #

““Then, there was s Descartes’ ancient philosophy. A huge tome,
full of quaint. pictures of gods and goddesses, and angels and
devils, on which we were never tired of gazing ; infinitely pre-
ferring the latter, with their curious tails and horns, to the
former ; whom we called, ‘Fat lazy-looking children with

-
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wings! *Goldsmith’s World” ‘Buffon’s Natural History,’
and the whole family of Encyclopedias, with their numerous
prints, were among our chief favorites, and helped to ben‘uﬂe
the long wet day.

“Sir Alexander often assisted himself at these exhibitions,
and seemed as much pleased with showing us the plctures as we
were in looking at them. :

“From the cherished memories of former yea,rs, I-was recalled
by the entrance of the servant, who, with an air of rude fami-
liarity, told me—*that Sir -Alexander Moncton would never be
at home to Mister Philip Mornington?

“ Thunder-struck, with this unexpected- blow, and writhing
under a bitter sense of humiliation, I affected an air “of con-

_ temptuous indifference and turned to depart ; when a light grasp
was laid upon my arm, and I encountered the dark soul-lighted

eyes-of Margaret Moncton, moistened with tears, angd fixed upon
‘me with a gaze of mournful interest.

¢¢Stay, Mr. Mornington. Dear, Philip ! stay, I beseech you,
for one little moment.’

“‘Let me go, Miss Moncton. You deceived me into the
belief that my reception would have been very different—I feel
that I have no business here.’ -

“?That was your own fault in deferring the now of to-day, to '

the future of the unknown to-morrow,’ said Margaret, sadly.

‘But :you must stay, I insist upon your hearmg me speak a few

words before you leave this house.’

“I remained silent and passive, and she continued—* There
was a time, Philip, when your sister Margaret would not have
asked anything of you in vain’ The tears flowed fast down
her pale cheeks, and I felt the small lyd that lay upon my arm

 tremble violently. .
“‘Dear Miss Moncton,’ I saxd gently leading her to a seat '

and taking one beside. her, * you must make some ‘altowance
for mortified pride and wounded feelings. Time has not in the

-
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least diminished the affection and respect I have ever felt for
you, and which your present kindness is not at all likely to les-
sen. I should, however;, be deeply concerned, if your conde-
scension should draw down upon you the displeasure of your
father)

¢ ¢ Philip, I never do anght which I should be ashamed of my
father ‘witnessing. Nothing would give me greater pleasure,
than to see him enter this room ; and it is to lead you to him,
that brought me here.’

“* He bas once forbidden me-his presence ? I cried, rising from
my seat—* I shall seek an interview with him no more.

“ ¢ Let me seek it fof you.’ :

¢ What good would it answer ?

¢ ¢ Can you ask that question, Mr. Mornington ? Remember
all you owe to my father’s kindness. I do not want to reproach

you with benefits which he felt pleasure in conferring. But
surely, some feeling of gratitude is due from one whom he loved
for so many years as a son ; whom I am certain he still loves;
whom;, if he could once see, would be as-dear to him as
ever.) . ' ) ! ~

¢ Could I feel that his anger was just, there is no concession
however great, Miss Monton, that I would hesitate to make—
I love and revere Sir Alexander, but he has taken up idle pre-
judices against me, and I am too proud—obstinate, if you will—

- to ask his forgiveness for what I never can look upon as & .

fault.
“¢QOne would think, Philip, that you were a Moncton, so

hard and obdurate are their hearts,” said Margaret, weeping -

afresh. ¢ How gladly would I be the peacemaker, and reconcile
you to each other, but you love strife for its own sake-+-are too

proud to acknowledge an error. Philip,’ she cried, passxon-.

ately, ‘do _you remember my mother
“¢She had strucka chord that always vibrated intensely in

my heart. ‘How can I eyer forget her? And yet, Miss

8*.

o



178 . THE MONCTONS."

<Moncton—dear Miss Moncton—I do not wonder at your askmg
/

the question.’

“ As I said this tears rushed to my own eyes, as a thousand
sad recollections crowded into my mind. The mournful ctﬂam-
ber—the bed of death—the calm, sweet face of the expmno-
saint ; and her last solemn injunction, for .me to look upon her
grave when I came to be a man,and rémember her who had
loved me as a son. Had I done this? Oh, no. The world
had obliterated her pure and holy image from my mind, and all
ber tenderness and love had beer forgotten.

I stood there before her daughter, whose mind was a perfect
transcript of her own, a stricken, self-condernned creature, over-
come by emotions which I struggled in vain to repress.

“ Margaret perceived the advantage she had gained, and
taking my passive hand led me from the room. '

¢ Slowly we paced up the marble staircase into the drawing-

© room, where we found Sir Alexander reading at a table. He

did not raise his head as we entered ; and I could not help
remarking-the great change that a few years had effected in his
appearance. His fine chestnut hair was nearly gray, his cheeks
had lost the rich vermilion tint which had always given such
lustre to his fine dark eyes, and clear olive complexion. He
was much thinner, and his lofty fizure had taken a decided
stoop between the shoulders. The handsome, generous baronet
was but the wreck of what he once had been.

“‘Papa,’ said Margaret, stepping forward, and laying her

- small white hand upon his shoulder, ‘I have taken the liberty

of introducing a very old friend. »

“The Baronet raised his eyes. The blood rushed into his
pale face, as he replied with great asperity of look and toue,
‘ Margaret, you havé taken an runfaig' advantage, and abused the
confidence I reposed in you; I did not expect this from
you’ . ,

“‘Dearest father, you have suffered my cousin Theopﬁilus to
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_ prejudice you sgainst one whom you once loved—whom my dear
mother loved : let him. spegk for himself.”

“ ¢ Well, sir,” said the Ba\-onet holding out his haud ‘ what

. have you to say in extennation for your past conduct? You
3 found it convenient, no doub:\to forget an old friend.’

“¢My excellent kind benefactor,’ I cried, pressing his hand
warmly beiween my own, “how) can you imagine me guilty of
such base ingratitude 7’

~ “¢] judge your feelings, young \\ an, by deeds, not by words.
1t is not for a boyish act’ of indiscretion I blame you. You
-thrashed an insolent lad of your ow i age for insulting you ; and
in your place 1 would have done the same. To appease his
wounded pride, I demanded of you an &pology, as the lad was my
guest and near kinsman—no very great sacrifice of pride, one
would have thought, to a penniless pépsioner on my bounty.
This, you audaciously refused, and, without waiting for my anger
to cool (for I was not acquainted at the tiéne with the real circum-
stances of the case), you abandoned your Xxome, and sought pro-
tection in the house of my enemy—a man who had thwarted me
in every way that lay in his power. His favor you gained by
traducmg your benefactor and friend ; and you now come to
me, after the lapse of years to make a boast of your wealth.
Philip Mornington !’ he cried, rising from his seat, and drawing
himself up to his full height, ‘I loved you as a spirited, inde-
pendent boy ; I despise you as a wealthy, treacherous, vain-
glorious man !’

¢ Dear papa,’ said Margaret, greatly agitated, ‘ you can not
mean what you say.’

“¢J do mean what I say. My words are plain and straight-
forward ; let him refute them if he can.’

“¢To such accusations as you have brought against me, Sir
Alexander, there can be but one answer: they are false! I
will not, however, demean myself by attempting to vindicate
my conduct from such base calumnies, but leave it to time to
convince you of your error, and prove my integrity.’

?x,. .
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* “Without waiting for hisreply, I left the room, with a éeaﬁng
as haughty and inflexible as his own, and flinging myself into
the saddle, rode from the Hall. Disgusted with myself for
having yielded to the entreaties of my amiable foster-sister, I
could not master my indignation sufficiently to call at the
Lodge, but pursued my journey to town with a heavy heart.

¢ From Cornelius and hissister I received the most cordial and
affectionate welcome ; but my pleasure was greatly damped by
the bad state of my friend’s health : he looked so thin and con-
sumptive, - that I apprehended the worst. This impression
gradually wore off ; but a few months confirmed my fears. *, He
was to commence his journey to Dover early the next morning ;

and after passing a delightful evening in company with his aunt

and Charlotte, I rose to take leave, as I well knew that the dear
invalid retired at an early hour to bed. .

“¢Do not go to-night, Philip,” he said. ‘It is the last we
shall spend for a long time together. I wish to have a friendly
chat with you in my dressmo'-room Charlotte will make one
of the party. '

“In a few minutes we were comfortably seated in the snug,
* little room, before a cheerful fire. My friend in his easy-chair,

wrapped in his dressing-gown, and my own beantifal Charlotte
seated on a gaily-embroidered ottoman at his feet.

‘¢ Here, I feel myself at home,’ said Cornelius, taking a hand
of each, and pressing them warmly betwéen bis own. ‘How
much I dread this journey ; how pamful it is to part with all
we love on earth’

- “Dearest brother, you will return to us qmte strong and well

after breathing the warm air of the South,” said Charlotte, who

never could be brought to consider her brother in any danger.
‘ When we meet in the spring, you will laugh at your present
fears, and we shall be so happy together.’ .
‘ Cornelius smiled faintly. ‘I hope it may be so, my sweet
Charlotte ; to that hope I cling, though I feel it daily becoming
wmore feeble. Nor would I leave England, did I not consider it

A.-.mwa*-—"‘ﬂ -~
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_ my duty to embrace every means which mdy tend to restore me
“to health and usefulness. But if I should never return, my~

little Lady Bird, the world will run on’as merrily as heretoforeaa‘

I should only be missed by a few faithful hearts.’

¢ Poor Charlotte did not answer.. Her head sank upon his °

knee ; and I heard the tears, one by one, fall upon her rich silk
dress.

“¢Do not anticipate grief, my little sister,’ he said, laying his
hand caressingly upon her drooping head. ¢Let us be happy
to-night, for we know not what the morrow may bring forth. -I

~wanted to speak to you and Philip' upon a subject very neaf'ﬁi‘y
heart.’

“ After a short pause, he contmued w1th a hvely, chcerful
voice— ‘

“““You and Philip love one another ; -nay, do not turn a.wa.y,
Charlotte ; there ought to be no shame in confessing a virtuous
attachment to a worthy object.’

¢ Charlotte raised her eyes, moist-with tears, aud tned to
smile ; but her head sank back te its resting-place, and her
blushing face was hidden on his_kiee.

“¢Now I am perfectly satisfied of the warmth and sincerity
of your aﬁ'eetlons and will do all in my power to bring them to
a happy issue ; but there are some difficulties in the way which
maust be first snrmounted, before you can hope to realize your
wishes. You have wealth, Philip, and moral worth ; these
ought to be sufficient to satisfy the objections of the most fasti-
dious. But your birth is obscure, and your connexions not sach
as most old families would wish to incorporate with their own.
You will ask me how I came by this knowledge. It does not
matter ; for these worldly objections have no weight with me.
It was, however, told to me by one well acquainted with yoni‘
history—who, as guardian to Charlotte, will, I fear, never con-
sent to your marriage.”

¢ There are few persons with whom I am sufficiently inti-

e
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mate to obtain this krowledge,’ I cried. ‘His name—tell me

his name. : o .-
% ¢ Robert Moncton — Sir Alexander’s cousin and man of

business.’ R : _

; 1 felt a.cold shudder thrill through me. The hopes lately

; s0 gay and buoyant shrank back faded and blackened to my
heart. ¢ Yet why should I fear this man?’ I argued ; but I did
fear him—Ilike the ghost of the dead Cmsar in the camp of
Brutus—he was my evil genius. I turned very faint and asked
for a glass of water. R

- “Charlotte gave it to me with a trembling hand. The bro-
ther and sister exchanged glances of -sarprise ; suspicianf‘was
aroused by my emotion. ’ -

‘“¢Strange |’ said Charlotte, musingly—‘ He was always kind

to my brother and me.. What have you to say against him ?

.

“ Not much—but I have a secret antipathy—a horror of this oy
man, though I never saw him but once, aud that when quite a {3
boy. I had a quarrel with his son when a lad, which produced {
a rupture between Sir Alexander and me, and neither father
nor son ever forgave the imagined injury. . - ’

“ Charlotte looked thoughtful. It was evident that she was
fond of her guardian ; while Cornelius continued the conversa- °
tion, which was to me both paioful and embarrassing.

“*I know Mr. Moncton to be implacable when he takes a
dislike, and considers himself ill-used, but-we always have
regarded him as a just and honest man. The circumstances at ;
which you have hinted, and which I am rather surprised, that f
with all gur brotherly intercourse, you never mentioned before, A
will not increase your chauce of success in gaining him over te :
your wishes.” But if I live, Philip, you will haye little to fear - i
from his opposition. Charlotte and myself are both above the SR
common prejudices of the world, and prize you for your worth, ’
which we consider more than places you on an equality with us,
and my little sister here (and he fondly patted -her head) has
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too high'a sense of honor, to encourage hopes which she never
means to realize.
“1 took Charlotte’s hand—our- eyes met. Her face was

again hidden on her brother’s knee; but my drooping heart,

began to revive, and I turned to listen to ‘the long harangue of:
my good friend with more interest and attention, especially, as
Charlotte’s small white hand remained firmly clasped in mine, to

- repay me for its dullness and prolixity.

“¢Now, my advice to you both is, not to enter into any
engagement, and to keep the matter of your affections known
only to yourselves.. Conﬁdence reposed in a third party is
always hazardous and generally betrayed. This will-Tull Monc-
ton’s susp1c1ons for he can greatly annoy you, should you marry
Charlotte without his consent, before her minority expires, Her
property, which is considerable, would then go to a dlsta.nt
relation.’ :

“¢I have enough to support us both "handsomely — why
should our union be dela.yed on that score ? I cried.

“ ¢ Softly, my dear- friend. Lovers always talk in that strain
—husbands think differently. Why should Charlotte lose her
just inheritance to gratify the ardor of your passion? © You are
both young—Charlotte, far too young to marry. Four years is

not such a great while to walit. At the expiration of that time :
you can meet on equal terms, without making such an enormous

sacrifice. Am I not right ¥ ‘

« “We said he was, and tried to think so, but I am certain
that in the estimation of both his listeners, that that four years
which seemed to him so short, with us, spread over a period as
long as the life of Methusalah. We tried to look forward, but
shrunk back to the present. Everything in prospective looked
cold, blank—nay, even ugly and old, at the end of the long vista
of four years.

“We promised, however, to abide by his advice. I was sad

" and low spirited—and Charlotte, pleading a bad head-ache,
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kissed her brother, received one from me, or what, in %is esti-
mation, only passed for one, and retired in tears, and I felt that
the joy of my heart had vanished. ’

“*‘Do mnot look so grave, Philip, sald .my worthy fmend
*You will overcome all these difficulties.!

“T shook my head and sighed doubtfally.

“¢J am sure you will, I have a presentiment to that effect.
I saw you in a dream last night, surrounded by a thousand dan-
gers. - As fast as you got out of some trouble, you fell into a
worse, and after I had given you up for lost, you were rescued
from the fangs of a tiger by a mere lad,.who led you back to
Charlette, and joined your hands.’

‘““He told this with such earnestness, that I, who was no
believer in signs and omens, laughed outright.

“ He looked serious—almost offended. L

¢ You forget,’ he 'said) ¢ that when man draws near his end,
God often opens the eyes of the soul and reveals, not only what
is—but what shall be. Oh, Philip, you who are so eager to
win the affections of a timid girl, how can you be so mdlﬁ'erent
to the love of Grod ¥ -

“< Nervous debility has rendered you superstitious; Cornelius.
I have no faith in the religious cant of the present day, in priests
or priesteraft. ‘

‘¢ This was my case two years ago. I was young and strong

-then. In the possession of wealth and all those temporal bles-

sings, for which wiser and better men have to toil through a
long life, and seldom obtain. The world was before me, and
death far distant, in my thoughts. Bai now, the world is
receding, and death is very near. You start!" Have not yon
discovered that truth before? Soon, very soon, nothing will

: remain for me, but that blessed hope which I now prize as the
<. only true riches, I am happy in the prospect which I know
- awaits me, and consider those only miserable to whom God isa

stranger, and the love of the Sa.vmur unknown.’

FASRII L
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“ His words ‘affécted me strangely, and yet I felt that they
were distastefal. Sorrow had not taught me the knowledge of
self. I had yet to learn that religion alone can do that. My -
soul was grovelling in the dust ; my thoughts wholly engrossed
by the world. Rellglon was to me a well-invented fable, skill-

" fully constructed and admirably told, being bedtiful and artis-
tic in a literary point of view, but altogether too shallow to
satisfy the reason of a clever fellow like me. Oh, how repug-
nant are its pure precepts to those whose hearts are blinded by
vanity ; who live but for the pleasures of the day, and mever
heed the to-morrow in the skies.

¢ I sat down at a table near my friend, and began hastily to
turn over the pages of a volume that lay before me. It con-
tained the admirable writings of the Rev. Robert Hall. I pet-
tishly closed the book, and pushed it from me. :

*“ As I raised my head, our eyes met He evidently read my
thoughts. ’

“«I do not wish to lecture you Philip, nor-do I condemn you.
Your mind, in its preseiit unawakened state, cannot understand
the sublime traths you affect to .despise. The blind see not;
they cannot comprehend the light; and we are not surprised that
they stumble and fall. But I love you too well, Philip, to wish
you to remain in this state of mental darkness. Read the Bible
with the "eyes of fa,lt.h think and pray, and the true light w111'
dawn upon your soul, as it has on mine. Let not the rav1n°'s
of fanaticism, nor the vulgariiy of low cant, frighten you from
the enjoyment of the highest and noblest privilege granted to
man—the capacity of holding converse with his God. And, now,
farewell, my dear friend. I shall see you again in the morning ;
think over twice what I.have sald to yon before yon go to
sleep.

“1 retiréd to my chamber but not to rest I sat before the
fire, musing over, and trying to feel an mterest in, the advice of
my friend; I knew it was good ; I felt. it was right and very
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natural, for Cornelius, in his diseased state, to regard it as a sub-
ject of vital importance, to cherish it as the last hope that could
‘beguile his mind, and reconcile him to the awful and mysterious
change which awaited him. ‘Poor Cornelius,’ I'said, ‘ dying
men catch at straws; will your straw float you safely across
the waves of the dark river ? I fear not” And in this mood I
went to bed, dreamt of Charlotte, and awoke in the morning to
regret the long years which must mtervene before she could be
mine.” :

CHAPTER XIX. -

Ligixt come, light go.
: B OLD PROVERB.

“TaE next day, my friend bade us adieu. Had he expressed

the least wish to that effect, I would have accompanied him to’

the South—hut he did not, and- we parted, never to meet again.
He died abroad, and Charlotte became the inheritor of his large
fortune. Her grief for the loss of her biother affected her
health and spirits to such an alarming degree, that-instant
change of air and scene was recommended by her physician, and
‘she left London to spend some months with her aunt on the
Continent. I would have gladly made one in their party, but
this she forbade me to do in the most positive terms. -

“I fancied that her' mannmer to me had grown cold and
distant during the separation that had intervened between her
. brother’s death and the severe illness that followed the announce-

ment of that melancholy eveat. These fears were confirmed by .

a long and very prudential letter from her aunt, entreatmrr e,
as a mutaal friend, not to follow. tl;em to Italy, as it might be

attended by unpleasant results to Miss Laurie, who was still -

very young—too young, in her estimation, to acknowledge pub-

: W.....,.;...;,,:;;—\*;‘..;,.ww..d.
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licly an accepted-lover ; that as no actual engagement existed
between us, she thought it most advisable for both parties ouly
to regard each other in the light of friends, uatil the expiration ‘“
of the time which would make Miss Laurie the mistress of her
hand and fortune. It was impossible to mistake the purport of
this -letter, which I felt certain must have been sanctioned by
her niece. Then, and not until then, was I fully aware of all
.1 had lost by the death of my poor friend.

¢ Charlotte had repented of her affection for the low-born
Philip Mornington. She was a great heiress now, and a match
for the first nobleman in the kingdom. I crushed the letter

beneath my feet, and felt within my breast the extinctionof
" hope. Toe

¢ T suspected that Robert Moncton and hlS _son were at the
bottom of this unexpected movement ; nor was I mistaken. It
was strange, that among the whole ra.nge of my acquaintance, I
had never been introduced to this rascal and his son, or met him
accidentally at any place of public resort. They effectually
‘worked my ruin, but it was in the dark. R

“The loss of Charlotte made me reckless of the future. T
plunged headlong into all sorts of dissipation: wine, women,
the turf, the gaming-table, by turns intoxicated my brain, and
engrossed my time and thoughts, until repeated losses to an
alarming amount, made me restless and miserable, without in
the least checking the growing evil. I had forfeited self respeet,
..and with it the moral courage to resist temptation.

“ ] .was goaded on in my career of guilt by & young man of °
fascinating person and manners, but of deprdved habits and
broken fortunes. From the first night that I was introduced to
William Howard, he expressed for me the deepest respect and- .
fnendshxp, and haunted me subsequently like my shadow. He
flattered my vamty By the.most sedulous attentions, echoed my”
sentiments, hung upon my words, copled my style of dress, and
-imitated my manners,

T
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‘ These arts might have failed in producing the desired effect,
had he not wound himself into my confidence, by appearing to
sympathize in my mental sufferings. He talked of Charlotte,
and endeavored to soothe my irritated feelings, by expressing
the most sanguine hopes of my ultimate success; and, to dissipate
the melancholy that preyed upon my health and spirits, he led
me by degrees to mix with the reckless and profligate, and to
find“pleasure in the society of individuals whom I could not
respect, and from whose proximity a few months before I should
have shrunk with disgust and aversion.

““ A young fellow just beyond his minority is easily led-astray,
particularly, when he has wealth at his command, and no settled
employment or profession to engage his time and thoughts, and,
worse still, no religions principles to guide him in his perilous
voyage across the treacherous ocean of life.

“ Alas, Geoffrey ! I chose for my pilot one who had not
only ruined himself, but caused the shipwreck of others, superior
in prudence and intelligence, to the mar who now trusted to his
advice and believed him a friend.

“When I look back to that disastrous period of my life, my
soul shrinks within itself, and I lament my madness with unceas-
ing bitterness. All thet I have since suffered, appears but a just
retribution for those three years of vice and folly. Little did I
then suspect, that my quondam friend was an infamous sharper,
bribed by the -still more- infamous Robert Moncton to lure me
to destruction.

“ In spite of her aunt’s prohibition, I had continued to write

_to Miss Laurie ; at first, frequently, seldom many days elapsing
between letter and letter, but to my surprise and indignation, ~

not .one of my communications had been answered, although

_ breathing the most ardent attachment, and dictated by & passion

as sincere as ever animated a human breast. What could be

-

the cause of “this cruel neglect? I called repeatedly at - ’

Mrs. ——’s house in town, but was cobstantly told by the old

i :




-~

' THE MONCTONS. . 189

housekeeper;-who received me very coldly, that Miss Laune and

her aunt were still on the continent. LT
“ As long as this miserable state of uncertamty contmued | SR

clang to hope, and maintained the character of & man of honor
and a gentleman. Bat the insidious tempter was -ever at band,
to exaggerate my mstreSa, and to weaken my good resolutions.
Howard langhed at my constancy to & false mistress, and by
degrees, led me to consider myself as a very ill-used man, and
Miss Laaurie as a heartless coquette. -

““ Two years had elapsed since the death of Cornelius ; and I
was just ready to accompany a party of gay young fellows to

Newmarket, when I was told accidentally, that Miss Laurie,-

the great heiress, had arriwijn town, and the young men Were

' laughmg and speculating upon the chance of winning her and

her fortune.

‘¢ They-say she’s a beauty I’ cried one.

“¢Beanty won’t pay debts,’ said another. ‘I can’t afford to
marry for love.’

“¢A plain girl with her propetty is sure to be handsome.
Beaauty and gold are too much to fall to the share of one person

. I dare say, she’s only passable.’

“‘Sour grapes, Hunter, said Howard. ‘You know that
you are-such a —— ugly fellow, that no woman, with or
without & fortune, would take you for better or worse.’

“¢ Better is out of the question, Howard, and he can’t be
well worse,’ ? said the first speaker. ° But I should like to know

- H-Miss Tan aurie is really the beauty they say she is. Money is a
thing to possess—to enjoy—to get rid of. But beauty is a
divinity. I may covet the one—but I adore the other.

“¢You may do both then, at a humble distance, George.

Baut here’s Philip Mornington, can satisfy all your queries—he

knows—and used to feel an interest in the young lady.’
“To hear her name in such company, was to me profanation.
I made some ungracious reply to what I considered an imper-

< ~‘4’~‘
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tinent" observatlon of Howard’s, and feigning some improbable”

“~excuse for absentmg myself from the party, I turned my horse’s .

. head and rode back to my lodgings, in spite of several large
* hets @st 1 had pending upon a favorite horse.
“ (mglotte was in London, and I could not rest until I had
leamed my fate from her own lips.
. “I hastened to her aunt’s.residence ; and contrary to my
expectations, on sending up my card I wa.s msta.ntly a.dmltted'
to her presence.
“She was ‘alone in the drawing-room. The shght girl of
seventegnj#as? now a beantiful and graceful woman ; intelligence
* beaming from her eyes, and the bloom of health upon her cheek.
As I approached the table at which she was seated, she rose to
meet- e, and the color receded so fast from her" face tha
feared she would famt and instead of addressing me with her
usual frankness, she turned away her he d burst into
- tears. )
“You may imagine my distr

s—1 endeavored to take her
hand, but she drew proudly back. '

. thers-

respect and affection.
~ “‘Which implies that you do so no longer

“*You have rightly guessed.”

“‘ And may I ask Miss Laurie why she has seen fit to change
the opinion she once entertained ¥ -

“¢Mr. Mornington,” she said, firmly, repressing the emotion
which convulsed her lips and glistened in her eyes, ¢ I have long

wished to see you, to hear from your own lips an explanation of ..

your extraordinary conduct, and though this meeting must be
- our last, I counld not part with you for ever,until I had con-
vinced you that the separation was effected by yourself’

—

ed me—* the man for whom T once enterfained the deepest"
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- “ <t will be difficult to prove that,” I said, ‘if you really
sanctioned your aunt’sletter, and were privy to its contents.’
“ ]t was wriiten at my request,’ she replied, w1th/provokmg
coldness. ‘Mr. Moncton’s suspicions were arotsed, and your
following us to the continent would have confirmed them, and
rendered us both miserable: ‘my motives for requesting a
temporary separation, ¢ fully discussed in my letter which
"accompanied the ome written by my aunt. To this reasonable” - _
request Teturned wo answer, nor, in fact, to several subse-
etters which were written during our absence abroad.’
/ I trembled with agitation while she was speaking, and I
L fear that she misinterpreted my emotion.
“¢Good Heavens !’ I'exclaimed at last, ‘how grossly have I -
, deceived myself into the behe; that you never wrote to me—that
| you cast me from you without one word of pity or remorse. I
' never got a line from you, Charlotte. Your aunt’s cruel letter
1? came only too soon, and was answered too promptly; and to the
‘ - many I bave written to you since, you did not deign a reply.’
¢¢ ¢ They never reached -us, Mr. Mornington ; and it is strange
that these letters (which to me were, at least, matters of no
small importance) should be the only dnes among the numbers

! addressed to us by other friends, that miscarried.’
t %1 was stung by the incredulous air with which she spoke—
‘ ) it was so unlike my own simple, frank-hearted Charlotte.

¢ ¢ Miss Laurie, you doubt my word ¥’

“¢ A career of vice and folly, Mr. Mornington, has made me
doubt your character. While I could place confidence in the one
I never suspected deceit in the other. -

“¢Your sﬂence, Charlotte,” drove me to .desperation, and
involved me in the dissipation to which you allade.’

“¢ A man of integrity could not so easily be warped from the
path of duty: she said this proudly. ‘I can no longer love one
whom I have ceased to respect, whose condugt, fothe last two
years, has made me regret that we ever met” ~

NN U
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““You are too severe, Miss I:a.urie,’ and I felt the bloBd tush
to my face. ¢ Zoa.-shoﬁld take into account all I have suffered
for your sake” " -

“¢You.found a strange method of a.llemtmg those suffer-

\ ings, Philip.” This was said sadly, but with extreme bitterness.

T

\Ead “you loved or cherished me in your memory, you never
could have parsued a course of conduct so dmmetncally oppo-
site to my wishes.’ '

“ This was a home-thrust.” I felt like a guilty and con-
demned creature, debased in my own eyes, and humbled before
thé woman:I adored. -

4T felt that it was useless to endeavor to_defend myself
.against her just accusations; yet, I could ndt part with her,
without one struggle more for forgiveness, and while I acknow-
ledged and bitterly lamented my past errors, I pleadedsfor -
mercy with the most passionate eloquence. I promised to ..
abjure all my idle companions and vicious habits, and devote

_ the rest of my life entirely to her.

"% She listened to me with tearful earnestness, but remained

firm ‘to her purpose, that we were to part there for' ever, and

only remember each other as strangers.
‘“ Her obstinacy rendered me desperate. I forgot the pro-

.vocation I had given her by my wicked and reckless course. I

reproached her as the cause of all my crimes. Accused her of
fickleness and cruelty, and called Heaven to witness, how httle
1 merited her displeasure.

~ “ Her.gentle feminine brow was overcast ; her countenance
grew dark and stern. -

* ¢ ¢ These are a.wful charges Mr. Mornington. Permit me to

ask you s few questions, in my turn, and answer them bneﬂy

“and without evasion.

- “I gazed in silent astonishment upon her kindling face.
“¢Are you in the habit of frequentmg the gagmmo'-taole ?—
Yes, or no.
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“ My eyes mvoluntanly shruﬁk from”hers
¢ ¢ The race-course ?* - :
© ¢ ¢] must confess to both these charges’ I stammered out.
¢ But’ >
“¢For such conduct there can be no excuse. It is not armd '

such scenes that I would look for the man I love. i ¥
¢ Cease, Charlotte, in mercy cease, if you -do not mean to- - .
drive me mad. Some enemy has poisoned your mind against: -E

me. Left to yourself, you could not, condemn me .in this cold,
pitiless manner.’ - o

“ ¢ Your own, hps have condemned you, Phlllp She stopped, T
passed her hand 3 dcrass. her brow, as if in sudden pain, and

T~

s"* “

- sighed deeply. ~i -

¢ When will these reproaches end\Charlotte ?  Of what else
do you accuise me ? T

“ ¢JTs what I have said, false or true ¥ she cned turmnmd
denly towards me, and grasping my arm. °If false, clear your-
self. TIf‘true, what more can I have to do with you ? ?

“*“Alas,’ I cried, ‘it is but too true I’

“¢And can you expect, Mr. Mornington, that any virtuous,
well-edncated woman could place her happiness in the keeping
of one who has shown such little self-government ; who chooses
for his associates men of loose morals and bad character. - Your
constant éompanion and bosom friend is a notorious gambler,
a man whose society is scouted by all 'honorable men. I pity Y
you, Philip ; weep for you ; pray for you ; and God -only knows
the agony which this hour has cost me ; but we must meet as
lovers and friends no more.’

“ She glided from the:room, and I stood for some minutes
stupidly staring after her, with the horrible consciousness of
having exchanged a pearl of great pfice, for the base coin in
which pleasure pays her deluded followers, and only felt the
inestimable value of .the treasure I had lost, when it was no
longer in my power to recover it.

' 9
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‘*J returned to the company I had quitted. I betted and
lost ; plunged madly on ; staked my whole property on a des-
perate chance, and returned from the races, forsaken by my gay
companions, a heart-broken and rained man. ’ .
© “It was night when I reached London. Not wishing to
encounter any of my -late associates, I entered a coffee-house
seldom frequented by men of their class, and called for a bottle -
of wine.
‘ The place was ill- lighted and sohtary I threw myself into
a far corner of my box, and, for the first time—for I never was
& drinker—tried to drown care in the intoxicating bowl.
“The wine, instead of soothing, only increased the fever of my
spirit, and I began to review with bitterness the insdnity of my
conduct for the Iast few months. With a brain on fire with the
~wine I continued eagerly to swallow, and a heart as dull and
. cold as ice from recent mortification and disappoigtment, I sank

with my head upon the table into a sort of waking trance, ‘con-
. scious of surrounding objects, but unable to rouse myself from
"the stupor which held every faculty in its leaden grasp. -

“Two men entered the box. I heard one say to the other,
in a voice which seemed familiar. ’

“ ¢ This place is occupied, we had.better-go to another. .

¢ ¢The fellow’s drunk, retuzned his companion, ‘and may be
considered as non compos. He has lost all knowledge of him-
self, and therefore can take no notice of us. .

"« Feeling little interest in anything beyond my own misery, I

gave no signs of life or motion, beyond pressing my burning
brow more tightly against my fBTded hands, which rested on the
table. - .

‘ ¢ So, Mornington’s career is ended at last, and he is a roined
man,’ said the elder of the twain. g

“¢Yes, I have settled his business for you; and as my
success has been great, I expect my reward should be propor-
tionably. so,’ ‘ :

R
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«¢J am ready to fulfill my promise, but éxpect nothing mor&.
You have been well paid by your dupe. He has realized the
old proverb—Light come, light go. I thought he would have
given you more trouble. Yours, Howard, has been an easy

_vietory. o

“¢<Hang the foolish fellow!’ eried my quondam friend.; ¢ I feel
some qualms of conscience about him—he was so warm-hearted

‘and generous—so unsuspicious, that I feel as if I had been

guilty of a moral murder: And what, Mr. Moncton, must be
your feelings—your hatred to thé poor young man is almost
gratuitous, when it a.ppears that you are personally unknown to
each other.’

£ < He is the son of my worst enemy, and I will pursue him to

‘ death )

‘¢ He will spare you the trouble, if I read my man: rightly. .
He will not submit to this sudden change of fortune with stoical
indifference, but will finish a career of folly with an: act of
madness.” . :

¢ ¢ Commit suicide I’

- ¢“¢Ay, put a pistol to his head. ‘He is an infidel, and will
not be scared from his purpose by any fear of an hereafter.’

“¢Bring me that piece of news to-morrow, Howard, and: it
will be something to stake at hazard before. night.’

‘“ He left the box ; I rose to prevent him, but the opportu~
nity of revenge was lost. The younger scoundrel remained
behind to settle with the waiter ; as he turned round I <on-

» fronted and stared him full in the face. He pretended not to
. know who I was.

¢ ¢ Fellow, let me pass ! -
‘“ “Never ! until you have received the just reward of your

" treachery. - You are a mean, contemptible wretch—the bage:

hireling 6f a baser villain.. I will prosecute you both for enter-
ing into a conspiracy against me.

2

- ““You had better let it alone,” he said, in a hoarse whisper. -
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¢You are a disappointed and desperate man. No sensible per-
son will listen to complaints made by a drunken, broken-down
spendthrift and gambler.” - A TS
“¢Liar P I cried, losing all self-contro] when did you ever
w——mse&m&dnnk—or«knew -me-guilty-of one-dishonorable act- 7

¢ You were ;always too great a fool, Mornington, to take
care of yourelf, and you are not able, at this moment, to stand
steady. Be that, however, as it may, I never retract my

- words—if you require satisfaction, you know where to find
_-me’ :
T ¢¢] will neither meet mor treat you a.s a gentlema.n You

) are beneath contempt.’

o “¢The son of & drunken huntsman has a greater claim to

1S 1 gentility,’ sneered the sharper, bursting into an insulting langh.

i ¢Your mother may, perhaps, have given you an indirect claim
10 a higher descenit.’

“This taunt stung me to madness, and sobered me in a
moment. - I flung myself headlono' upon him. I was young and
strong—the attack unexpected, he fell heavily to the ground.
In my fury I spat upon him, and trampled him beneath my feet.
Death, I felt was too honorable a punishment for such a
contemptible villain. I would not have killed him though cer-
tain that no punishment would follow the act.

“The people of the house interfered. I was taken into
custody and kept in durance vile until the following' morning ;
but as no one appeared to make any charge against me, I was

- released, with a severe reprimand from the police magistrate, and
suffered to return home. J

‘“ Home—I had now no home—about one hundred pounds -
was all that remained to me of my fine property when my debts,.
falsely termed debts of honor, were paid, my lodgings settled
for, and my servant discharged.

My disgrace had not yet reached the home of my childhood: .
A state of mental suffering brought on & low fever. I was
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seized thh an mdescnbable Ionomg, an aching of the heart to
end my days in my native village.

“Pride in vain combated with this feeling. It resisted all
the arguments of reason and common sense. Natare trinmphed
—and a few days saw me once*more under the shadow of the
great oak that canopled our lowly dwelling.

CHAPTER XX.
ALICE.

““As I approached the cottage door, my attention was
arrested by a low, mournful voice, singing in sad and subdued
tones, a ditty which seemed the spontaneous outpouring of a
wounded spirit. The words were several times repeated, and I

noted them down as I leant upon the trunk of the old tree.
Out of sight, but within a few feet of the songstress, whose face -

was hidden from me by the thick foliage of the glorious old
tree, in whose broad-spreading branches,. I had played and
frohcked when a boy.

THE SONG.

‘<] once was happy, blithe and gay,
No maiden’s heart was half so light;
I cannot sing, for well a-day!
My morn of bliss is quenched in night.

1 cannot weep—my brain is dry,
Deep woe usurps the voice of mirth

The sunshine of youth’s cloudless sky
Hag faded from this goodly earth.

My‘ soul is wrapped in midnight gloom,
And all that charmed my heart before,
Droops earthward to the silent tomb,
oF Where darkness dwells for evermore.’
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“The voice ceased. .

I stepped from my hiding-place. Alice rose from the bench
beside the door ; the work on which she was employed fell from
her hand, and she stood before me wild and wan—the faded
spectre of past happiness and beauty. - &\

¢ Good Heavens, Alice! Can this be you
< “¢] may retarn the compliment,’ sht said, with a ghastly

smile. ¢Can this be Philip ? Misery has not been partial, oz -

your brow wears its mark in vain.) °

¢« Unhappy sister of an unhappy <br.ather, I cried, folding
her passive form to my heart, ‘I need not ask why you are
altered thus. , )

““ The fire that had been burning in my brain for some weeks
yielded to softer emotions. My head sunk upon her shoulder,
and I wept long and bitterly.

* ¢ Alice regarded me with a curious and mournful glance, but
shed no tears.

“¢Alice! That villain has deceived you? e

*She shook her head.

¢ < It is useless to deny facts so apparent Do you love him
stil? o

“ She sighed deeply. ‘Yes, Phiﬁp.' But ‘he has ceased to
love me. —~

‘¢ ¢ Deserted you ?’ "L -

“Her lip quivered. She was silent. .

“‘The villain! his life shall answer for the wrong he has
done you !*

¢ The blood rushed to her pale, wasted cheeks, her eyes ﬂashed
upon me with unnatural brilliancy, and grasme' my arm, she
fiercely and vehemently replied.

“ ‘Utter that threat but once agam, and we become enemies
for life. If he has injured me and made me the wreck you see
—it is not in the way you think. To destroy him would drive
me to despair. It would force me to commit an act of desper-
ation—I will suffer no one to interfere between me and the man
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T " Ilove. Iam strong enough to take my own pari—to avenge
myself, if need be:. I can bear my own grief in silence, and
therefore beg:that you will spare your sympathy for those who

-

weep and pule over misfortune. I would rather be reproached
than pitied for sorrows that I draw upon myself’ -

I T —

N - “She sat down trembling with excitement, and tried- to
"= resume her former occupation. ~ Presently the needle dropped
from her hand, and she looked wistfully up into my face.

« ¢ Philip, what brought you here 2 - -

“ ¢ Aq - gnwelcome visitor, I fear.”:

.. “‘Perbaps so. People. always come at the worst times, and
‘when they are least wantéd.’

“¢Do you include your brother in that sweeping common-
place term—has he become to you as one of the people? Ab,
Alice?

) ¢“¢‘We have been no more to each other for the last three
>~ years, Philip. Your .absence and long silence made me forget
 that Thad a brother. Few could suppose it, from the little
interest you ever expressed for me.’
¢¢T did not think of you, or love you the less.
¢ ¢ Mere words. Love cannot brook long separation from the
object beloved. It withers beneath neglect, and without per-
, sonal intercourse droops and dies. While you were happy and
prosperous you never came near us ; and I repeat a.gam —What
brings you now ?’
¢ ¢ have been unfortuna,te,Ahce the dupe of vﬂlams who
- have robbed me of my property, while my own folly has deprlved
me of self-respect and peace of mind. Il and heart-sickj<I
could not resist the strong desire to return to my native place
to die’
¢ ¢ There is 26 peace here Phﬂlp, she said, in a low soft voice.
~ ¢TI too, would fain lie down on the lap of mother earth and for-,
get my misery. But we are too young—to0 wretched to die.

Death comes to the good and happy, and cuts down the strong

L e v 4
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* man like the flower of the field—but flies theuw;retch who coﬁj‘té.

it, and grins in ghastly mockery on the couch of woe. Take my
advice, Philip Mornington, lose no time in leaving this place.
Here, danger besets you on every side.” -

“<Why, Alice, do you think I fear the _puny arm of Theophl-
Ius Moncton. 'The base betrayer of innocence.’

Lo ‘Why Theophilus Spare your reproaches, Phlllp ; wWe shall ’

' quarrel seriously if you miention that name with dlsrespect to
me—TI eannot, and will not, bear it. It was not him I meant.
Yon have offended our grandmother by.-your- long . absence.

Dinah loves you not. 1t is her a.nger I would warn you to
shun ? .

Lo Andedo you thmk Iam such a coward, as to tremble and_

fly from the malice of a peevish old granny ¥’ :
“‘You laugh at my warning, Philip.. You may repent your
rashness when too late. The fapg of the serpent isnot deadened

by age, and the rancor in the human heart seldom diminishes -

- with years. Dinah never loved you, a.nd absence ha.s not mcreased
the strength of her affection.’

“¢I am not come to solicit chanty, Ahce’ I have still
enough to pay the old woman handsomely for board and lodging
until my health returns, or death terminates my sufferings. If
Dinah takes me—a fact I do not doubt—she loves money.

¢ Where is she now 2 -

« ¢In the village, I expect her in every minute.’

“¢ And Miss Moncton ? I sa.ld, hesma.tmg, and “lowering my

voice. ‘How is she

“*I don’t know,’ returned Ahce, carelessly, ¢ the Hall is no
‘longer open to me.’ -

“ ¢That tells its own tale,” said I sorrowfully

‘¢ ‘The tale may be false, in spite of probability,’ returned she,

fiercely.  ‘No one should dare openly to condemn another with-

. out sufficient evidence. : -

¢ ¢They need not go far for that.’

-
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- “¢That is your opinion.’
“ ¢ On 'most conclusive evidence.

_.x % ¢How charitable.’

“¢How true, Alice.

“<False ag the world. As you, as every one is to the unfor--
tunate,” she cried, with indignation in her eyes and scorn upon
her lip. ‘Bat here is Dinah—Dinah, whom you consider unfeel-
ing and cruel. She knows me, and loves me better than you do.
She does not join with a parcel of conventlona.l sneaks to con-
demn me.’

“ As she ceased speaking, Dma.h entered mth a basket on her
arm. After the first surprise at my unexpected and unwelcome
appearance was over, she accosted me with more amenity of
look and manner than I ever before knew her to assume.

- “¢How are you, Philip? you look ill. Suppose you have

got into some trouble, or we should not be honored by: a visit.?’

“‘Yon are right, in part, grandmother. I have been sick
for some days, and have come home for ‘change of air and good
nursing.’

I put a handfal of gold into her lap. ¢ You see I am willing

e

" and able to pay for the trouble I glve When this is gone, you

“can have more.’

. “<Money is always Welcome—more welcome often than those
that bring it. = All thmgs considered, however, I am glad io see
you. When relatives, 'are too -long separated, they become
strangers to each other. Alice and I had concluded that you
only regarded us as such. The sight of you will renew the old
tie of kindred, and make you one of us again. Quick, Alice,
get your brother some supper he must be hungry after his
4long journey. '

~“‘Tam in no need ; Ahce do not trouble yourself ; I feel
too ill to eat. I will tro to bed if you please. All I want at
present is rest.’

“Dinah, who was passmo' the gold from ‘one hand to, the.
gk
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other, and gazing upon it with infinite satisfaction, suddenly
looked up and repeated the last word after me, with peculiar
emphasis. - .

"¢ ¢ Rest.! Who rests in this world ? Even sleep is not rest ;
the body sleeps, but the soul toils on, on, on, for ever. There is
no such thing as rest. ” If I thought so, I would put an end to
my existence to-morrow—I would ; and meet death as a
liberator from the vexatious turmoils of life.! ,

‘““There was something in these words that filled my mind
with an indescribable horror—a perfect dread of endless dura-
tion. I had always looked upon the grave as a place of rest—a
" haven of peace from the cares of life ; that old raven, with her
dismal -croaking, had banished the pleasing illusion, and made
me nervously sensitive to the terrors of a living, conscious eter-
nity. Whilst undressing to go to bed, I was seized with violent
shivering fits, and before morning was delirious, and in a high
. fever. ’
¢ T had never suffered from severe illness before ; I had often
been afflicted in mind, but not in body. I now had to endure
the horrors of both combined. For the first fortnight I was too
ill to think. I was in the condition of the unfortunate patri-
arch, who in the morning exclaimed, ‘ Would God it were night !
and when night came, reversed the feverish hope. ‘
“There were moments, however, during the burning hours of
these sleepless nights, when the crimes of the past, and the
dhcertainty of the fature, rushed before me in terrible distinct-
ness ; when I tried t¢' pray and .could not, and sought comfort
from the Word of God, and found.every line a condemnation.

Oh, these dreadful days and nights, when I lay a hopeless, self-

condemned expectant of misery, shuddering on the awful brink

of eternity, shrieking to the Almighty Father for peace, and
finding none ; seeking for rest with strong cries and tears, and
being repaid with ten-fold agony. May I never agdin suffer in
flesh and spirit what I then endured !

F;
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“The poor lost. girl who watched my bed, beheld the fierce

tossings of pain, the agonies of remorse, with icy apathy. She .

could neither direct nor assist my mind in its struggles to obtain
one faint-glimmer of light throuvh the -dense gloom caused by
infidelity and sin. :

¢ Death—natural dea.th—the mere extinction of a.mmal hfe,
I did not dread. Had the conflict ended with annihilation, I
could have welcomed it with joy. - But death unaccompanied by

total extinction was horrible. To be deprived of moral life—to -

find the soul for ever separated from God, all its high and noble
faculties destroyed, while all that was infamous and debasing
remained to form a hell of memory, an eternity of despair, was
a conviction so dreadful, so appelling to my mind, that my rea-
son for a time bowed before 1t and for some days I was con-
scious of nothmg else.

¢ This ﬁe"y trial yielded at’ last. I became more tractable,
and could think more calily upon the awful subject ever upper-
most in my mind. I felt a strong desire to pray, to acknow-
ledge my guilt to Almighty God, and. sue for pardon, and
restoration to peace and happiness. I could not express my

repentance in words, I could only sigh and weep, but He who

looks upon the naked <human heatt, knew that my contrition
was sincere, and accepted the unformed petition.

“ As the hart panteth for the water brooks, so did my thirsty
soul pant for the refreshing waters of life. In feeble tones I-
mplored Alice to read to me from the New Testament. My.

" eyes were so much affected by the fever, that I could scarcely

distinguish the objects round me.

“The request was distastefal, and she evaded it for many
days—at last, replied testily,

“ ¢ There is not such a book in the house—never was—and

yon know that quite well.
“‘You can borrow one of the schoolmaster in the village.
“¢I will do no such thing. A pretty story truly, to go the

v
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rounds of Moncton. That the Morningtons were such godless
people they had no Bible in the hounse, and had to borrow one.
They say that Dinah is a witch, ‘and this would confirm it.’

“¢Send the boy that cuts sticks in the wood. ILet him ask
it as if for his mother. . I know Mr. Ludd will lend it for a
good purpose ; and tell the boy I wﬂl give him half a sovereign
for his pains.’

“‘Nonsense. Why that would buy the book.’

“¢QOh, do bu}l it, Alice, my good angel ; for the love of God,

send "and buy it. You will find .my purse in my coat-pocket.
It will be the best money that was ever laid out by me.
“‘You had better be still and go to sleep, Philip ; you are
far too ill to bear the fatigue of reading yet.’
¢ This was dreadfully tantalizing, but I was forced to submit.
The next morning she brought me a cup of tea. I looked wist-
fully in her face. '
“ ¢ Dear Alice, you could give me somethmg that would do
me more good than this.’ ,
¢ ¢ Some broth, perhaps ; sick people always fancy everything
that is not.at hand.’
~ “¢That book.’
“¢ Are you thinking about that still
‘I long for the bread of life.”
‘Do you want to turn Methodist ?’
“ ¢I wish to become a Christian.’
‘¢ Are you not one already ¥
‘‘Ob, no, no, Alice! All my life long I have denied the
word of God and the power of salvation ; and now, I would
give the whole world, if I possessed it, to obtain the true riches.

Do, dear sister, grant my earnest request, and may the God of

all mercy bring you to a knowledge of the truth.’

“‘I hate cant,’ said Alice, discontentedly, ‘but I W1ll see
‘what I can do for you.

‘“She took some money from my purse and left the room.

T =—
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“Hours passed away. Ilistened for her returning footsteps
until I fell asleep. It was night when I again unclosed my eyes.
Alice was sitting by the little table reading. Ob, blessed sight.
The Bible lay open before her.

- I dreampt it,’ I cried-joyfully. ¢I dreampt that you got it,

‘and God has brought it to pass. Oh, dear Alice you have ma.de
me so happy.

© “““What shall I read ? » ‘

“Iwas puzzled; so much a stranger was I to the sacred
volume, that though it had formed a portion of my school- and
college studies, the little interest then felt in ig conkonts, had
made me almost a stranger.to them.

“ ¢ Read the Gospel of St. John.’

‘¢ A chapter you mean.’ . -

‘¢ As much as you can. TUntil you are tired.’

“ She began at the opening chapter of that sublime gospel, in
which we have so much of the mind of Jesus, though less of his

wondrous parables and miracles ; but matter that is higher, - ..

more mysterious, spiritual and satisfying to the soul. Nor gould
T suffer her to lay aside the book until it. was concluded.
- “How eagerly I drank in every word, and long after every

‘ eye was closed in sleep I continued in meditation and prayer.
A thousand times I repeated to myself,  And. ye shall know thé™

trath, and the truth shall set youfree.” What a glorious eman-

. cipation from the chains of sin and death. Ob, how I longed

for a knowledge of that truth, and the answer came. ‘O Lord
thy word is truth;’ and the problem in my soul was satisfied, and

. with a solemn thanksgiving T devoted myself to the service of

God. A calm and holy peace came down upon my soul, and

that night I enjoyed the first refreshing sleep I had known for
many weeks

“Tn the morning I was muach better, bnt still too weak to
leave my bed.

‘
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- “Z spent most of the day in reading the Bible. Alice had
relaxed much of her attention, and -I only saw her during the

- brief periods when she administered medicine, or brought me
broth or gruel.

¢ 1 felt hurt at her coldness ; but it was somethmg more than
mere coldness.  Her manner ha,d become sullen and disagree-
ablé. She answered me abruptly and in monosyllables, and
appeared rather sorry than gla.d, that I was in a fair way of
recovering.

«T often heard her and Dinah hold confused whispering con-
versations, in the outer room into which mine opened, the cot-
tage being entirely on the ground floor, and one evening I
thought I recognized the deep tones of a man’s voice. I tried
to catch a part of their discourse, but the sounds were too low
and guarded to make anything out. A short time after I heard
the sound of horses’ hoofs upon the gravel walk that led past

the cottage into the park. I sat up in the bed which was oppo-

site the window, which commanded a view of the road, and per-
ceived, to my dismay, that the stranger was no other than
Robert Moncton, who was riding towards the village.
¢ A dread of something—TI scarcely knew what—took posses-
sion of my mind, and remembering my weak, belpless state, and
bow completely I was in the power of Dinah North, I gave
myself up to vague apprgbensions of approaching evil.
. “ Ashamed of my weakness, I took the sacred volume from
under my pillow, and soon regained my self-possession. I felt

that I was in the hands of God, and that all things regarding -

me would be ordered for the right. Oh, what a blessing is this

trust in the care of an overruling Providence ; how it relieves -

one from brooding over the torturing fears of what may accrue
on the morrow, verifying the divine proverb: ¢Sufficient unto
the day is the evil thereof”

“ A thick, dark, rainy*night had closed ih, when my chamber

o
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door opened, and Alice glided in. She held in her hand a small
tray, on which was a large tumbler of mulled wine and some dry
toast. I had not tasted food since noon, and I felt both faint
and himgry A strange, ghastly expression flitted over.my sis-
ter’s face, which was unusually pale, as she sat down on the side
of the bed. :

“¢You have been a long time away,’ said=I, with the pee-
vish fretfalness of an invalid. ¢If you were ill and “incapable of
helping yourself, Alice, I would not neglect you, and leave you

for hours in this way. I might have died during your absence.’
¢ ¢ No fear of that, Philip. You are growing cross, which is
always a good sign. I would have come sooner, but had so
many things to attend to, that it was impossible. Dinah is too
old to work, and all the household ‘work falls on me. But, how
areyou?

“ ¢ Better, but very hungry.’

“¢I don’t doubt it. It is time you took something. I have

" got a little treat for you—some fine mulled sherry—it will do
you good and strengthen-youn.’

“¢Y don’t care for-it,’ said I, with an air of dlsgnst. ‘I am
very thirsty. Give me a cup of tea.’

“ ¢We got-tea hours ago, when you were asleep, and there is

. not a drop of hot water in the kettle. The wine is more nour-
ishing. The doctor recommended it. Do taste it, and see how
good it is I’

1 tried to comply with her request. A shudder ‘came over

me as I put the tumbler to my lips. ¢It’s of no use’ I said,
putting it back on to the tray. ‘I cannot drink it.’ .

“<If you love me, Philip, try. Drink a little, 1f you can. I
made it on pnrpose to.please you. ’

¢ She bent her large bright eyes on me thh an anxious,

dubious expression—a strange, wild look, such as I never saw
her face wear before. - )
“X looked at her in return, with a curious, searching gaze.

N
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£ 1 did not exactly suspect her of any evil intention towards me;-
bat her manner was. mysterious, and excited surprise.
: ‘“She cha,ngéd color, and turned away.

“ A sudden thought darted through my brain. Robert
Moncton had been. there. He coveted my death, for what
reason I could mot fathom. I only knew the fact. What if

\_that draught were poison !—and suspicion, once aroused, whls-
‘pered it is poison. -

“T rose. slowly in the bed, and grasped her ﬁrmly by the
-wrist.

«¢ Alice | we will drink of that glass together. You look
faint-and pale. The contents will set you all right. Take haif
-and I will drink the rest.’ :

¢¢I never drink wine.’

“¢You dare not drink that wine.’

“ ¢ If I liked it, what should hinder me 2’

“¢You could not like it Alice. It is poison ”

A faint cry burst from her lips. v

“¢God of heaven, who told you that 2’ :

“¢Flesh and blood did not reveal it to me. Alice, Alice,
how eould I imagine such a thing of you ?’ ‘ '

‘¢ How, indeed ¥ murmured the wretched girl, weepmg pas-
swnately. ¢ She persuaded me to bring it to you. "He mixed '
the wine. I—I had nothing else to do with it . :

“¢Yet to you, as a willing instrument of evil, they entrusted
the most important part of their hellish mission.’ v

¢ She flung herself on her knees beside the bed, and raising her -
clasped hapds and streaming eyes to Heaven implored God to
forgive her for the crime she had premeditated against my life,
binding herseif in an awful curse, not only to devise means to
save my life, but to remove me from-the cottage. -

“¢As to you, Philip, I dare not.ask you to forgive me—I -~ 5~
iny implore you not to curse me.’ B b

“¢] should entertam a very. poor opinion of myself, if I should ) i
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refuse to do the one, or attempt such an act of wickedness as is
involved in the other. But, Alice, do not-think that I can

- excuse the commission of such & dreadful crime as murder—

and upon whom? A brother who loved you -tenderly—who,

to his own knowledge, never injured you vaord thought or -

deed’

“* Philip, you are not my brother, or the deed had never been
attempted.’

¢¢ Not your brother ! Who am I then?” .

¢ ¢T cannot—dare not tell you. At least not now. Escape
from this dreadful place, -and some futare time may reveal it

“¢You talk of escape as a thing practicable and easy. I am
so weak I can scarcely stand, much less walk ten pacés from the
house. How can I get away unknown to Dinah ¥

¢ ¢ Listen to ‘me—I will tell you.” She rose from her knees,
and gliding to the door that led into the outer room, she gently
unclosed it, and leaning forward looked cautiously into the outer
space. Satisfied that it was vacant, she returned. stealthﬂy to
my bedside.

“¢T must make Dinah believe that you have drank ’thls'
wine. In less than two hours you will, in her estimation,~be -
dead.- Not a creature knows{of your return. For our own °

sakes, we have kept your being here a profound secret. Robert
Moncton, however, was duly informed by Dinah of your visit.

.He came this morning to the house, and they concocted this
scheme between them. She is now absent looking for a con-*

venient spot for a grave for your body when dead. She talked

. of the dark shrubbery. That spot is seldom visited by any one,

because the neighbors fancy that it is baunted. You know how

afraid we were of going near those dark, shadowy yews when

we were children. Margaret used to call it -the valley of the
shadow of death.’ :

¢¢ And it was there,’ I sa.ld w1th a shudder, ¢ that you meant

Tt
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¢ ¢There—I have promised to drag your body to the spot in
a sack, and help Dinah make the grave. But hist—I thought

- I heard a'step. We have no time to waste in idle words.’

«¢She cannot bury me, you know, without my consent, before
I am dead,” I said, with a faint smile. ‘Nor can I imagine
how you will be able to deceive her. She will certainly discover
the difference between an empty sack and a full one.

‘Y have hit on a plan, which, if well managed, will lull her
suspicions to sleep. You know the broken statue of Apollo,
that lies at the entrance of the Lodge? It is about your size.
It once belonged to the Hall gardens, and Sir Alexander gave
it to me for a plaything years ago. I did not care for such a

huge doll, and it has lain there ever since. I will convey this to

your chamber, and dress it in your night-clothes. The sack
will cover the mutilated limbs, and by the dim, uncertain light:
of the dark lantern, she will never discover the cheat.’

¢ ¢ But if she should insist on inspecting the body

¢ will prevent it. In the meanwhile you must be prepared

to leave the house when I come to fetch the body.’

“1 felt very sick, and buried my face in the pillows.

“¢I do not care to go ; let me stay here and die.’
. “*You maust live for my sake,” cried the unhappy girl, clasp-
ing my cold hand to her heart, and covering it with kisses. ‘If
you fail me now, we are both lost. Dinah would never forgive

" me for betraying her and Moncton. Do you doubt that what I
" have told you is true 7

“¢Not in the Teast, my poor Alice ; but I am so weak a.nd
ill—so forsaken and uuhappy, that I no longer care for the life
you offer.’

“¢1t was the gift 'of God. You must not throw it away.
He may have work on the earth that he requires you to do’

‘ These words saved me. I no longer hesitated to take the
chance she offered me, though I entertained small hopes of its

success. Yet if the hand of Providence was stretched out to -
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rescue me from destruction, it was only right for me to: yield to
its guidance with obedient gratitude and praise. -

¢ Alice was about to leave the room—she once more returned
to my-side.

-4 ¢Say that you forgive me, Phﬂlp

“T folded her in my thin, wasted arms, and imprinted a kiss
on her rigid brow.

“‘From my very heart I’ . i

“¢God bless you, Philip! I will love and cherish your
memory to my dying hour.’ ’

“ The house door opened suddenly ; she tore herself from my

" embrace. ‘Dinah is coming—Iie quite still—moan often, as if
“in pain, and leave me to manage the rest.’

¢“She left the chamber, and the door purposely ajar, that I
might be guided in my conduct by what passed-between them
* “¢Did he drink it  whispered the dreadful woman.

“ 3 He dld )

¢ ¢ And how does it agree with his stomach ? she laughed—
her low, horrid laugh.

«¢ As might be expected—he feels rather qualmish.’

“*Ha, ha I cried the old fiend, rubbing "her withered long
hands together, ‘ you came Delilah over him. Our pretty Sam-
son is caught at last., Let me see—how long will it be before
the poison takes effect—about two hours—when did he take it ¥

¢ About an hour ago. He is almost insensible. Don’t you

hear him groan. The struggle will soon be over.’

“¢ And then my bonny bird will have no rival to wealth and

. power. What your mother, by her obstinate folly, lost, your

wit and prudence, my beauty, will regain.’
‘“ This speech of Dinah’s was to me perfectly mexphcable I
heard Alice sigh deeply, but she did not reply.
~ “The old woman left the cottage but quickly retarned.
“¢I want the spade.’

: ?.‘?m""l |m|—_ﬂ§|
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“‘You.will find it in the out-house ; the mattock is there,
too ; you will need it to break the hard ground.

“‘No, no ; my arm-is strong yet—stronger than you think,
for a woman of my years. The heavy rain has moistened the
earth. The spade will do the job; we need not make a deep
grave. No one will ever look for him there.’ :

“‘The place was always hannted it w111 be doubly so

now.
“‘Pshaw ! who believes in ghosts. The dead are dead—lost
—gone for ever ; grass springs frogthem and their juices go

~ to fatten worms a.nd nourish thg, wekds of the earth. Light me

the lantern and I will defy all the ghosts and demons in the
world ; and hark you, Alice, the moment he is dead put the

. body i m a sack, and call me to help to drag 11; to the grave. I

 shall have it ready in no time.’

¢ ¢ Monster I’ I muttered to myself, ‘the pit you are prepar-
ing for me, ere long, may open beneath your own feet.’

“I heard the old womsan close the front door after her, and
presently Alice reéntered my chamber. '

“ ¢ Well, thank God she is gone on her unholy task. Now,
Phﬂlp! now—Ilose no time—rise, dress yourself, and be off as
fast as you can !

¢ I endeavored to obey, but, exhausted by lono' sickness, I fell
back fainting upon the bed.

“¢Stay,” said Alice, ¢ you are weak for the want of nounsh- .

ment. I will get you food and drink. i i
“ She brought me a glass of port wine, and some sandwiches.
I drank the wine eagerly, but could not touch the food. The
wine gave me a fictitious strength. ~After making several
efforts I was able to rise dnd dress— the excitement of the
moment and the hope of escape acting as powerful stimulants. I
secured all that remained of my small fund of money, tied up a

change of linen in a pocket-handkerchief, kissed the pale girl

b
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who stood cold and tearless at my side, and committing myself'
to the care of God, stole out into the dark night. -
] breathed again the fresh air, and my former vigor of mind

returned. I felt like one just freed from prison, after ha.ving' o

had sentence of death pronounced against him. I was once

‘more free—miraculously escaped from death and danger, and -
silently and fervently I offered up a grateful prayer to the Hea-

venly Father, to whom I was indebted for such’ a signal act of
mercy. .

“You will think 1t strange, Geoﬁ'rey-—-the whim of a mad-
man—bunt T felt an unsatiable curiosity to witness the interment
of my supposed body, to sbe how Alice would carry out the last
act of the tragic drama.

“The wish was no sooner formed, than I prepared to carry it
into execution.

“The yew shrubbery lay at the north end of the cottage, and

 was divided from the road, by a.clipped holly hedge. A large

yew tree grew out of the centre of this hedge, which }:ad been
clipped to repres\eﬁ a watch tower. Open spaces having been

left for loop-holes. Through these square green apertures, I
had often, when a boy, made war upon the blackbxrds a.nd spar- '

rows, unseen by my tiny game.

“ By creeping close to the hedve, and looking throuah one of
‘these loop-holes, I could observe all that was passing within the
shrabbery, without being observed by.Dinah or Alice. Cau-
tiously stealing along, for the night was intensely dark, and
guiding my steps by the thick hedge, which resembled"a massy

green wall, I reached the angle where it turned off into the ~

park. Tn this corner stood the green tower I was seeking, and
climbing. softly the gate which Ied@nto the spacious domain of

*the Morctons, I stepped upon a stoié block used by the domes-

tics*for mounting horses and thus raised several feet from the

ground, I could dlstmctly ‘observe, through the openmg in the
tree, all that was passmo' below. :

b
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“ A faint light directly beneath me, gleamed up in the dense
~drizzly darkness, and shone on the hideous features of that ab-
horred old woman, who was leaning over a shallow grave she

had just scoped out of the wet dank soil. Her arms rested on:

the top of the spade; and she scowled down into the plt that .
yawned at her feet, with a smile of derision on her thm sa.rca.s-
tic lips.
¢ ¢ It’s deep enough to hide him from the light of day. There’s
neither a shroud nor coffin to take up the room, and he'is worn
to a skeleton by his long sickness. Yes——%?here let him rest till
the judgment day—the worm for his ma.te and the cold clay for
his pillow ; I wish the same bed held all. his accarsed race.
“*And his pale-faced, dainty mother—where is she ? "Does
her spirit hover near, to welcome her da,rlmg to the land of
_dreams ?’
“ A light step sounded on the narrow path that led from the
shrubbery to the cottage, accompamed by a dull lambering
sound.

¢ Dinah, raised the lantern from the side of the grave, and .

held it up into the dark night.
“¢Alice 7
“¢Dinah I’
“¢Is he dead ¥
“¢Yes. Here, lend a hand The body is dreadfully hea.vy
I am almost killed with dragging it hither.’
““You did not bring it alone !’
4 Who could I ask to help me? and I was so a,frald of dis-
covery, I dared not leave it to come for you’
“The old woman put down the hght and went to help her
) granddauo-hter
‘¢ Let us roll the body into the grave mother.
. Not yet—I must look at him.’ i
“ He makes a dreadful corpse.” /
‘“Death is no flatterer, child. Hold up the light.’
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“¢No, o !—You must not—you shall not triumph over him
now. Let the dead rest, I dare not look upon that blue cold
face, those staring eyes again.

““Who wants you, foolish child? I wish to satisfy myself
that my enemy is dead.’

L ‘A scuffle ensued, in which the light was extinguished, and
the supposed body rolled heavily over into the grave.

¢ Nonsense—how timid you are. Go back to the house and
re-light the candle.’

‘¢TI dare not go alone.’
¢ ¢Then let me go ¥
_4““And leave me with him? Oh, not for worlds. Mother
mother ! I hear him moving in the grave. He is going to rise
and drag me down into it. Look—Ilook ! I see his eyes glaring
: in the dark hole. There, mother—there '
3 “¢Curse you for a weak fool! You make even my ﬂesh '
creep.’

‘¢ Cover it up—cover it up P’ cried Alice; pushing with her
hands and feet some-of the loose earth into the grave. *That
ghastly face will rise and condemn us at the Last Day. It will
haunt me as long as I live. Oh, ’tis terrible, terrible, to feel
the stain of blood on your soul, and to know that all the waters
of the great ocean could never wash it out.’

“¢J will'go home with you, Alice, and return and close ‘the
grave myself’ said Dinah, in a determined tone. ‘If you stay
here much longer, you will make me as great a coward as
yourself.”

I heard the sound of their retreating steps, and leaving my
place of concealment, slowly pm‘sued my way to the next village.
Entering a small tavern, I 'asked for supper and a bed. The

- innkeeper and his wife were both known to me, but I was so

E the corpse in this dreadfal darkness.’
}
f
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much altered by sickness that they did not recognize me. After
taking a cup of tea, I retired to rest, and was so overcome by
mental and bodily fatigue, that I slept soundly until noon the
next day, when I breakfasted, and took a sea,t in the mail coach
for London.

.“During my journey I calmly pondered over my situation,’
and formed a plan for the future, which I lost no time in putting .

into practice. : -

“From what had fallen from the lips of Alice, I was con-
vinced that some mystery Was connected with my birth, and
the only means which I could devise to fathom it, was to gain
more insight into the character and private history of Robert
Moncton.

"¢ At times the thought would present 1tse1f to my ‘mind that
this man might be my father. My mother was a strange crea-
ture—a woman whose moral principles could not have ranked.
very high. I scarcely knew, from my own experience, if she

“possessed any—at all events I determined to get a place

in his office, if possible, and wait patiently until something
should turn up which might satisly my doubts, and expose the
tissue of villainy that an untoward destiny had woven around

me. While ‘at college, I had studied for the bar, and had -

gained an extensive knowledge in the jurisprudence of my
country—in which I took great delight,”and which I had
intended to follow as a profession ; when, unfortunately, the
death of Mr. Mornington rendered me an independent man.

At school I had Iearned to write all sorts of hands, and could *

engross with great beapty and accuracy.

“ As a man, I was personally unknown to Robert Moncton,

whom I never beheld but once, and for a few minutes only,
when a-boy, and time and sickness had so altered me, that 1t
was not very llkely that he would recognize me again.

“ Two years _previous to the time of which I am now speak-
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ing, I had saved the eldest son of Mr. Moncton’s head clerk from
. drowning, at the risk of my own life. Mr. Bassett.was over-

. whelming in his expresswns of gratitude, and as to his poor

little wife, she never mentiond the circumstance with dry eyes.

“The boy, who was about ten years of age, was a very noble,-

handsome little fellow, and I often walked to their humble
lodgings to see him and his good parents, who always received
me with-the most lively demonstrations of joy. )

“To- these good people I determined to apply for adnce and
assistance.” Fortunately my application was made in a lucky
moment.” Mr. Bassett was about to leave your uncle’s office,
and he > strongly recommended me to his old master, as a person
well known to him; of excellent character, and who was every
way competent to fill his place. /

“1 was accepted. You know the rest. /

“Qur- friendship, dear Geoffrey, rendered my /situation far

“from irksome, while it enable:me to earn a respectable living.

At present, I have learned little, that can throw any addi-
tional light upon my sad history. Alice Mornington still lives,
and is about to bccome a mother. Theophilus, the dastardly
anthor of her wrongs, is playing the lover to the beautiful
Catherine Lee, who is a ward of his father’s.

“ From the conversation that passed between Dinah North
and Mr. Moncton in your chamber, I suspect that my poor Alice
is less guilty than she appears. Dinah has some deeper motive
than merely obliging Robert Moncton, in wishing to make you
a bastard. I feel confident that this story has been.recently got
up, and is an infamous falsehood. If true, you would have
heard of it before, and I advise you to leave no stone unturned
to frustrate their wicked conspiracy.”

“ But what can I do ? I have neither money nor friends ; and
my uncle will_take precious good care that no one in this city
shall give me employment.”

10




218 THE MONCTONS.

“Go to Sir Alexander. He expressed an interest in your
situation. Tell him the story of your wrongs, and, depend upon
it, he will not turn a deaf ear to your complaint. I know that
he hates both father and son, and will befriend you to oppose
ahd thwart them.”

My heart instantly caught at this proposal.

“Y will go1” I cried. “But I want the means.”

“ T can supply you with the necessary funds,” said Greorge Har-
rison, for I mast still call him by his old name. * And my offer

is not wholly disinterested. Perhaps, Geoff, you may be the

means of reconciling your friend to his old benefactor. But this
- must be done cautiously. Dinah North must not know that I
am alive. Her ignorance of this fact, places this wicked woman
in our power, and may hereafter force her to reveal what we
want to know.”

I promised implicit obedience to -these -injunctions, and"

thanked him warmly for his confidence and- advice. His story
had made a deep impression on my mind. I longed to serve
him. Indeed, I loved him with the most sincere affection ;
regarding him in the light of a beloved brother. '
~ In a fortnight, I was able to walk abroad, and was quite
impatient to undertake my Yorkshire journey. .

Harrison was engaged as a writer in the office of a respect-
able solicitor in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, and we promised to
correspond regularly with each other during my absence.

He generously divided with me the little money he possessed,
and bidding God bless and prosper my journey, he pressed me
to his warm, noble heart and bade me farewell. _

I mounted the York stage, and for the first time in my life,
bade adieu to London and its environs.
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CHAPTER XXI.
l-:IY VISIT TO MONCTON PARK.

8
~ Ir was a fine, warm, balmy evening in May—green delicious
May. With what delight I gazed abroad upon the face of
Nature. Every scene was new to me, and awakened feelings
of curiosity and pleasure.

Just out of a sick-bed, and after having been confined for
weeks in a dusky, badly ventilated and meanly furnished garret,
my heart actually bounded with rapture, and, I drank in health
and hope from the fresh breeze that swept the hair from my
pale brow and hollow cheeks.

Ah, glorious Nature | beautiful, purest of all that is pure and
holy. Thou visibie perfection of the invisible God. I was
young then, and am now old, but never did I find a genuine love

of thee, dwelling in the- heart of a deceitful, wicked man. To |
love thee, we must adore the God who made thee ; and how-

ever sin may defile what originally He pronounced good, when
we return with child-like simplicity to thy bredst, we find the
happiness and peace which a loving parent can alone bestow.

Nothing remarkable occurred during my journey. The -

coach, in due time, deposited me at the gates of the Lodge, in
which my poor friend Harrison had first seen the light.

An involuntary shudder ran through me, when I recognized
old Dinah North, standing within the porch of the cottage.

She instantly knew me, and drew back with a malignant
scowl,
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Directing the coachman to leave my portmanteau at the
village inn, until called for, I turned up the broad avenume of
oaks that led to the Hall.

The evemng was calm and lovely. The~ nightingale was

" pouring his first love-song to the silent dewy groves. The. per-
fume of the primrose and violet made every swelling knoll redo-
lent of sweets. I paused often, during my walk, to admire the

beauty of a scene so new to me. - .
Those noble hills and vales; that bright-sweeping river ;
those ‘bowering woods, just bursting into verdure, and that
princely mansion, rising” proudly into the clear blue air—all
would be mine, could I but vindicate my mother’s honor, and
prove to the world that I was the offspring of lawful wedlock.
I felt no doubt myself mpon the sabject. Truth may be

‘obscured for a while, but cannot long remain hid. The innate ¢
- eonsciousness of my mother’s moral rectitude, never for a

moment left my mind. A proud conviction of her irnocence,
which, I was certain, time would make clear.

Full of these reflections, I approached the Hall. It was an
old-fashioned buildiﬁg, which had been created during the wars
of York and Lancaster, now venerable with the elemental war
of ages, and might, in its day, have stood the shock of battle
aad siege. It was a fine old place, and associated as it was
with the history of the past sent a thrill of superstxtxous awe
through my heart.

For upwards of three hundred years it had been the birth-

place of my family.  Here théy had lived and flourished as

lords of the soil. Here, t00,"most of them had died, and been
gathered into one common burial-place, in the vault of the pic-
turesque gothic church, which stood embosomed in .frees not far
from the old feudal mansion.

While I, the rightful heir of the demesne, with a soul as

large,—with heart and hand equal to do and dare, all that they
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in their daj and generation had accomplished—approached . the
old home, poor and friendless, with a stigma upon the good
name which legally I might never be able to efface.

But, courage, Geoffrey Moncton! He who first added the
appendage of Sir to that name, rode among the victors at the
battle of Cressy, and the war-shout of one of his descendants
rang out defiantly on the bloody field of Agincourt.- Why need
you despair ! England wants soldiers yet, and if you fail in
establishing your claims to that name and its proud memories,
win one, as others have done before you, at the cannon’s
mouth. : f— ’

I sent up my card, whtch o'amed me instant admittance. I

was shown into the hbrary, which Harmon had so often des- -

cribed. A noble old room paunelled to the ceiling, with carved

~oak now almost black with age. :
Here I found the Baronet engaged with his daughter in a

game at chess.

He rose tq, meet me with evident marks of pleasure, and
introduced me to Miss Moncton, as a young cousin, in whom he
felt much interested, and one with whom he hoped to see her
better acquainted. :

With a soft blush, and a smile of inexpressible sweetness,
the little fairy, for she was almost as diminutive in stature,
bade me welcome.

Her face, though very pleasing, was neither striking nor
beautiful. It was, however, exquisitely feminine, and beaming

* with’ intelligence, dignity and truth. Her large, dark, soal-

lighted eyes were singularly beautiful. Her complexion, too

~ fair and pale for health ; the rich ruby-colored fall lips ond
dazzlicg teeth, forming”a painful contrast with the pure W —Hltc"' )

cheeks, shaded by a dark cloud of raven tresses, that, parting on
either side of her lofty brow, flowed in rich curls down her suowy
neck, a.nd over her marble shoulders to her waxst
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Her figure in miniature, comprised all fhat was graceful and .

“lovely in woman ; and ‘her frank, unsophisticated maunners ren-
dered her, in spite of a faulty nosg"and mouth, very attractive.
\ After exchanging a few sentences, Miss Moncton withdrew,
and I lost no time in explaining to ber father the cause of my
visit—the manner in which I had been treated by my uncle, my

récen’t illness, and the utter friendlessness of my present,

position. Z

“You told me, sir, to come to you at any crisis of difficulty,
for advice and assistance. I have done so, and shall feel most
grateful for your counsels in the present.emergency. I am will-
ing and able to work for my bread; I 6n1y want on opening to
be made in order to get my own hvmg ”

“ Your profession, Geoffrey ; why not stick to tha.t m

“ Most gladly would I do so, had not Robert Moncton put
the finishing stroke to his dastardly tyranny,'by tearing my
indentures, and by this malicious act destroyed the labor of
seven years.”

¢ Curse’him ! the scoundrel ! the mean, cowardly scoundrel !”
cried Sir Alexander striking the table with such violence with
bis clenched hand, that kings, queens, knights, bishops and com-
moners made a general movement to the other side of the chess-
board. “ Never mind, Geoffrey, my boy, give me your hand—
I will be your friend—will restore you to your rights, if it costs
me the last shilling in my purse—ay, or the last drop in my
veins. Let the future, for a short time, take care of itself.
Make this your home ; look upon me as your father, and we
shall yet live to see this villain reap the reward of his evil deeds.”

“ Grenerous, noble man !” I cried, while tears of joy and gra-
titude rolled down my cheeks, “how can I ever hope to
repay you for such disinterested goodness ?”

“ By never alluding to the subject, Geoffrey. Give me back

the love your father once felt for me, and I shall be more than

i s
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repaid. Besides, my lad, I am neither so good nor so disinter-
ested as you give me credit for. I hate, detest, despise that
uncle of yours, and I know the best way to amnoy him is to
befriend you, and get you safe out of his villainous clutches.

"This is hardly doing as I would be done by, but I can’t help it.

No one blames another for taking a fly out of a spider’s web,
when the poor devil is shrieking for help, although he be the
spider’s lawful prey. But who does not applaud a man for
rescuing his fellow.man from the grasp of a cannibal—and that
Robert Moncton is a regular man-eater—a wretch who grows
fat upon the substance of his neighbors.”

I could hardly help langhing at this outbreak of temper on
the part of my worthy kinsman.

“By the by, Geoffrey,” said he, “ have you dined ?”

“ At the last-inn we stopped at on the road.”

“The Hart ; a place not very famous for good cheer. . Their

beef is genei‘ally as hard as their deer’s horns. Let me order up -

refreshments.”

“ By no means. You forget Sir Alexander, that of late I
have not been much used to good living. The friend on whose
charity I have been boarding is a poor fellow like myself.”

“Well, we must have our chat over a glass of old wine.”

He rang the bell. The wine was soon placed upou the table,

and most excellent it proved. I was weak from my long con-

finement to a sick chamber, and tired with my journey ; I never

enjoyed a glass of wine so much in my life.
“What do you think of Moneton, Greoffrey ?”
“It is a glorious old place.”
“Wish it were yours—don’t you? Confess the truth, now.”
«Some fifty years hence,” I said, laughing.
“You would be too old to enjoy it, Geoff ; but wait patiently
God’s good time, and it may be yours yet. There was a period

in my life ;” and he sighed a long, deep, regretful sigh,” when I
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" hoped that a son of mine would be master here, but as that can-
not be, and I am doomed to leave no male heir to my name and
title, I know no one whom I would rather see in the old place
than my cousin Edward’s son.”’

“Your attachment to my father must have been great, when,
after so many years, you extend it to his son.” -~

“ Yes, Geoffrey, I loved that wild, mad-cap father of yours ’
better than I ever loved one of my own sex ; but I suffered one
rash action to separate hearts which were formed by natare to
understand and appeciate each other. You are not acqua.intéd
with this portion of the family history. Pass the bottle this
way, and I will enlighten your ignorance.” '

“When your grandfather, in the plenitude of his worldly
wisdom, for he had a deal of the fox in his character, left" the
guardianship of his sons to his aged father, it was out of no
respect for the old gentleman, who had cast him off rather an-
ceremoniously, when his plebeian tastes led him to prefer being
s rich citizen, rather than a poor gentleman ; but he found, that -
though he had amassed riches, he had lost caste, and he hoped
by this act to restore his sons, for whom he had acquired wealth,
to their proper position in society. :

“ My grandfather, Sir Robert, grumbled a good deal at
being troubled with the guardianship of the lads in his old age.
But when he saw those youthful scions of his old house, he was
so struck with their beauty and talents, that from that hour
they held an equal place in his affections with myself the on}y
child of his eldest son, and heir to his estates.

“I was an extravagant, reckless young fellow of eighteen, )

_ " when my cousins first came to live at Moncton ; and I hailed Q

C their advent with delight. Edward, I told you before had been - E
an old chum of mine at school ; and when Robert was placed

* in a lawyer’s office, he accompanied me to college to finish my
education. He was intended to fill his father’s place in the mer
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cantile world, but he had little talent or inclination for such a °
life. All his tastés were decidedly aristocratic, and I fear that
my expensive and- dissipated habits operated unfavorably on his
open, generous, social disposition.

“ With a thousand good qualities, and possessing excellent
~p talents, Edward Moncton was easily led astray by the bad
) example of others. He was a fine musician, had an admirable
voice, a brilliant wit, and great fuency of speech, which can
scarcely be called advantageous gifts, to those” who don’t know
how to make a proper use of them.

“He was the life of the society in which we moved, courted
and admired wherever he went, and a jolly time we had of-it, I
can tell you, in those classical abodes of learning and sin.

* Edward gave me his whole heart, and I loved him with the
most entire affection. But, though I saw that my example
acted most perniciously on his easy ‘disposition, I' wanted the
&, moral courage to give up a course of gaiety and vice, in order

to save him from ruin. 4

“Poor Edward !—I would give worlds to reeall the past. .
Bit the bad seed was sown,-and in time we reaped the blttel'\'-r _____ »
fruits. - -

“With all my faults—I was never a gambler ; women, wine,
and extravagant living, wefe my chief derelictions from the paths
of rectitude. ‘

“ But even while yielding to these temptations, I was neither
an habitual drunkafd nor a heartless sedacer of innocence,
though I frequented haunts, where both characters were con-
stantly found, and ranked many such mén among my chosen
friends and associates. ' My moral guilt, was perhaps as great
as theirs ; for it is vain for a man to boast of his not being intem-
perate, becanse nature has furnished him with nerves, which
enable him to drink, in defiance to reason, quantities which would
deprive the larger portion of men of their senses.
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- “Your father thought, boyhke for he was full three years
my junior, to prove his title to manhood™ by following closely in
my steps, and too soon felt the evil effects of such a leader.
He wasted his health in debauchery, and wine maddened him.
The gaming-table held out its allurements, he wanted fortitude
to resist its temptation, and was the loser to a- considerable
amount,

‘“He kept thisa secret from me. He wag & minor, and he
' feared that it might reach my grandfather’s ears; and that Sir
Robert would stop the supplies, until his debts wate paid. . =

T heard of it through a mutual friend, and-vei:}"consistently_ B

imagined the crime far gréater than any that I'had committed.

“ The night before we left college, I followed him to his favo-
rite rendezvous, which was held in the 'i-oori§spof a certain young
nobleman, unknown to the authorities, where students who were
known to belong to wealthy parents, met to play hazard and
écarté, and lose more money at a sitting, than could be replaced
by the economy of years. .

“I was not one of Lord ’s clique,  and I sent my
card to Edward by a friend, requesting to speak to him on a
. matter of importance. After some delay, he came out to me.

He was not pleased at being disturbed, and was much flushed

with wine.
‘¢ What do you want, Alick ¥’ he said, in no very gentle tones.
¢ I want you, to come and he]p me prepare for our Jonrney
to-morrow.’
¢ There will be plenty of time for that, by-and -by. I am
engaged, and don’t choose to be dictated to like a school- boy
. “*‘You are mad, said I, taking hold of his arm, ‘te’go
there at all. Those. fellows will cheat you out of every penny
. you have.
“ ¢ That’s my own look-out. I tell you once for all, Alick, I
don’t choose you to ride rough-shod over me, becaunse you fancy
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" yourself superior. I will do as I please. I have lost a deal of

money to-night, and I mean to play on until I -win it back.’

“¢You -will only lose more. You are not in a fit state to-
deal with sharpers Yox_i‘ are so tipsy novfr, you can hardly
stand.

¢ As.T said this, I put my arm around him to lead him away, -
when he, maddened I suppose by drink and his recent losses,
burst from me, and turning sharp round, struck me a violent
blow on the face. ‘Let that satisfy you, whether I am drunk
or soher,”'and with a bitter laugh, he returned to the party he
had quitted. -

“ Greoffrey, I felt tha,t blow in my hea.rt The disgrace was
little in companson to the consciousness that it came from
his hand—the hand of _the friend I loved. I could have
returned the injury with tenfold interest. But I did nothing of
the sort. - I stood looking after him with dim eyes and a swel-

ling heart, repeating to myself—
“ ¢ Is it possible that Edward struck me ?

“That blow, however, achieved a great moral reformation.
It led me to think—to examine my past life, and to renounce
for ever those follies, which I now felt were ‘debasing to both .
soul and body, and unworthy’ the pursuit of a.ny rational
creature.

¢ The-world expected me, as a gentleman, to ask satisfaction

_of Edward for the insult I had received.’

© 1 set the world and its false laws at defiance. -
“I returned to my lodgings and wrote him a brief note,
- him that I forgave him, and gently remonstrating w1th -

.‘hlm i ‘the violence of his conduct.

"« Instead of answering, or apologizing for what he had done,

- he listened fo the advice of a pack of senséléss idiots, who

denounced me as a coward, and lauded his rash act to the

. skies.
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*“ To seek a reconciliation, would be td lose hls\mdepeﬁdeﬁce .

they said, and prove to the world that he had been in the
wrong.

“ 1, on my part, was too proud to sohclt his friendship, and
left Loondon before. the effort of mutual friends had eﬁ'ected a
~ change in his feelings.

“ Perhaps, as the injurer, he never forgave me for being the

originator of the quarrel—be that as it may, we never met

again. My grandfather died shortly after. I formed an unfor-
tunate attachment to a person far beneath me in rank, and but
for the horror of entailing upon myself her worthless mother,
would certainly have made her my wife.

“To avoid falling into this snare, I went abroad for several
"years, and ultimately married a virtuous and lovely woman, and
became a happy husbaud and father, and I hope a better
min.” #

The Baronet ceased speaking for a few minutes, then said
with a half smile : . -

“ Geoff, men are sad fools. After losing that angel, I came
very near marrying my old flame, who was a widow at the time,
and as handsome as ever. She died most opportunely, I am

now convinced, for my comfort and respectability, and I gave -

-up all idea of taking a second wife.”

This account tallied exactly with Harrison’s story, which had
given me a key to the Baronet’s history. I inquired, rather
anxiously, if he and ‘my father remamed unreconciled up to the
period of his death.

“ I wrote to him frequently, Geoﬁ'rey, when time had healed
the wound he inflicted on my heart, but he never condescended
to reply to any of my communications. I have since thought
that he did write, and that his brother Robert, who was always
jealoas of our friendship, destroyed the letters. I assure you,

that this unnatural estrangement formed one of the saddest
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events in my-life ; and for the love I still bear his memory, I
will never desert his orphan son.”

“1 thanked the worthy Baronet again and again, for the gene-
rous treatment I had received from him, and we parted at a late
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CHAPTER XXII.
A SAD EVENT.

A rew weeks’ residence found me quite at home at the Hall.
My new-found relatives treated me with the affectionate famili-
arity that exists between old and long-tried friends. I ceased
to feel myself the despised poor relation—a creature rarely loved
and always in the way, expected to be the recipient of all the

kicks and cuffs of the family to whom his ill-fortune has made

him an attaché, and to -return the base coin with smiles a.ﬁd
flattering speeches.

Of all lots in this hard world, the hardest to bear must be
that of a domestic sneak ; war, war to the knife is better than
such humiliating servitude. I could neither fawn nor cringe,
and the Baronet, who was a h1gh~sp1r1ted man himself, loved me
for my independence.

The summer had just commenced. No hunting, no shooting
to wile away an idle hour. But Sir Alexander was as fond of
old Izaak Walton’s gentle craft, as that accomplished piscator,
and we often rose at early dawn to stroll through the dewy pas-
tures to the stream that crossed the park, which abounded with
trout, and I soon became an excellent angler, and could hook

my fish in the most scientific manner.

‘When the days were not propitious for our sport I accompa-
nied Sir Alexander in his rides, in visiting his model farms,

exanining the progress of his crops, the making of hay, the.

improved breeds of sheep and cattle, and all such healthy and
roral employments, in which he took a patriarchal delight.
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Margarétta generally accompanied us on these expeditions.
She was an excellent equestrian, and managed her high-bred
roan with much skill and ease, never disturbing the pleasure of
the ride by nervous or childish fears. .

‘“ Madge is a capital rider |” would the old Baronet exclaim.
“I taught her myself, There is no -affectation—no show-off
airs in her riding. She does that as she does everything else, in
a quiet, natural way.” 4

The enjoyment of our country life was seldom distaurbed by

visitors. All the great folks were in London ; the beauties of
nature possessing far less attractions for them than the sophisti-

cated gaieties of the season in town.

If his youth had been dissipated, Sir Alexander courted
retiremént in age, and was perfectly devoted to the quiet happi-
ness of a domestic life,

Margaretta, who shared all his tastes, and whose presence
appeared necessary to his existence, had spent one season in
London, but cared so little for the pleasures of the metropolis,
that she resisted the urgent entreaties of her female friends to
accompany them to town a second time. .

“T hate London, Cousin Geoffrey. There is' noroom in its

crowded scenes for nature and truth. Every one seems intent

upon acting a lie, and living in defiance of their reason and bet-
ter feelings. I mever could feel at home there. I mistrusted
myself and every one else, and neverknew what true happiness

was, until I returned to the unaffected simplicity of a country -

life.”

These sentlments were fully reclproca.ted by me, who had
passed, within the smoky walls of the huge metropohs, the most
unhappy period of my life.

Some hours, every day, were devoted by Sir Alexander to
business, during which he was closely closeted with Mr. Hilton,
his steward, and to disturb him at such times was regarded by
h1m as an act of high treason.
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During these hours, Margaretta and I were left to amuse
ourselves in the best manner we could. She was a fine pianist.
I had inherited my father’s passion for music, and was néver
tired of listening to her while she played. If the weather was
unfavorable for a ride or stroll in the park, I read aloud to her,
while she painted groups of flowers from nature, for which she
had an exquisite taste.

The - time *fled away only too fast, and this mmghng of
amusement -and mental occupation was very delightful to me,

whose chief employment for years had been confined to musty

parchments in a dall, dark office.

- Our twilight rambles through the glades of the beautiful
park, at that witching hour when both eye and heart are keenly
alive to sights and sounds of beauty, possessed for me the great-
est charm. :

I loved—but only as a brother loves—the dear, enthusias-
tic girl, who leaned so confidingly on my arm, whose glorious
eyes, lighted up from the very fountain of passion and feeling,
were raised to mine as if to kindle in my breast the fire of
genius that emanated from her own. _ .

Her vivid imagination, fostered in solitude, seized upon
everything bright and beautiful in nature, and made it her
own.

“ The lips of song-burst open
And the words of fire rushed out.”

At such moments it was impossible to regard Margaretta with .

indifference. I could have loved—nay, adored—had not my
mind been preoccupied with a fairer image.

Margaretta was too great a novice in affairs of the kheart, to
notice the gnarded coolness of my homage. My society afforded
her great pleasure, and she wanted the common-place tact of her
sex to disguise it from me. K3 )
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Dear, lovely, confiding Margaretta, how beautiful does your
simple truth and disinterested affection appear, as I'look back
through the long vista of years, and find in the world so few who
resemble thee !

Towards the close of a hot day in June we vxsxted the fra-
grant fields of new-mown hay, and Margaretta tired herself by

.chasing a pair of small, coquettish blue butterflies, who hovered

along the hedge, that bounded the dusty highway, like living
gems, and not succeeding in capturing the shy things, she. pro-
posed leaving the road, and returning home through the Park.
“With all my "heart,” said I. “ We will rest under your
favorite beech, while you, dear Madge, sing with your sweet
voice, the
“ Drowsy world to rest.”

‘We crossed a stile and entered one of the broad, green arcades
of the glorious old park.:

For some time we reposed mpon the velvet sward, beneath
Margaretta’s favorite tree. The slanting red beams of the set-
ting sun scarcely forced their way through the thickly interlaced
boughs of the forest. The sparkling wavelets of the river ran
brawling at our feet, fighting their way among the sharp rocks
that opposed @ barrier to their downward course. We bathed
our temples in the cool, clear waters. Margaretta. forgot the

dusty road, the in‘dependent blue butterﬂxes and her recent’
- fatigue.

“There is no music after all like the music of nature, Geof-
frey,” she said, untying her straw bonnet, and throwing it on the

grass beside her, while she shook a shower of glossy black ring- -

lets back from her small oval face.
“ Not that it is the instrument, but the soul that breathes

through it, that makes the music. And Nature, pouring her

soul into these waves, and stirring with her plaintive sighs these
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branches above us, awakens sounds which find an echo in the
heart of all her children, who remain true to the teachings of
the divine mother.” Then turning suddenly to me, she said,
“ Greoffrey, do you sing ?”

“ To please myself. I play upon the flute much better than
Ising. During the last half year I remained with my uncle I
took lessons of an excellent master, and having a good ear, and
being passionately fond of music, I gained considerable profi-
ciency. I had been an amateur performer for years.”

“ And you never told me one word of this before.”

“I did not wish to display all my trifling stock of accomplish-
menfs at once,” said I, with a smile. “ Those who possess but
little aFe wise to reserve a small portion of what they have.
You shall test its valae the next rainy da,y."’ X

‘“In the absence of the flute, Geoffrey, you must give me a
song. A song that harmonizes with this witching hour and
holiday time o’ the year.”

“Then it must necessarily be a love song,” said I ; *youth
and spring being the best adapted to inspire the _)oyonsness of
love.”

“Call not love joyous, Geoﬂ'rey, it is a sad and fearful thing
to love. ~ Love that is sincere is a hidden emotion of the heart H
it shrinks from vain laughter, and is most eloqlrent when sﬂeut
or only revealed by tears.”

I started, and turned an anxious gaze upon her pale, spiritual
face.

‘What right had I toge jealous of her? T who was devoted ~
to another. Yet jealous I was, and answered rather pettishly :

“You talk feelingly, fair cousin, as if you had experienced
the passion you describe. - Have you tasted the bitter sadness
of disappointed love ?” ’

“I did not say that”” And she blushed deeplp. “ You
chose to infer it.”
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I did not reply. The image of Harrison rose in my mind.
For the first time I saw a strong likeness between them. Such
a likeness as is often found between persons who strongly
assimilate—whose feelings, tastes, and pursuits are the same.
Was it possible that she had loved him? . I was anxious to
find out if my suspicions were true ; and without-any prelude
or apology commenced singing a little air that George had
taught’ mé,_both music and words being his own.

SONG.

1 loved you long and tehderly,
I urged my suit with tears;
But coldly and disdainfully
You crushed the hope of years.
I gazed upon your glowing cheek,
I met your flashing eye ; B
The words I strove in vain to speak
‘Were smothered in a sigh.

1 swore to love you faithfally, .
Till death should bid us part ;
But proudly and reproachfully,
You spurned a loyal heart.
Despair is bold—you turned away,
And wished we ne’er had met,
Through many a long and weary day
That parting haunts me yet.

Nor think that chilling apathy,
Can passion’s tide repress—

Ah, no, with fond idolatry,
I would not love thee less.

Your image meets me in the crowd,
Like some fair beam of light,

That bursting through its sombre cloud
Makes glad the brow of night.

i 343”
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236 THE MONCTONS.

Then turn my hard captivity,
Nor let me sue in vain,

‘Whilst with unshaken éonstancy,
I seek your feet again.

One smile'of thine can cheer the heart,
That only beats to be

United, ne’er again to part—
My life ! my soul !—from thee.

I sang my best, and was accounted by all the young men
of my acquaintance, to have a fine manly voice. But I was not
rewarded by a single word or encouraging smile. )

Margaretta’s head was bowed upon her hands, and tears were
streaming fast through her slender fingers. -

“ Margaret, dearest Margaret !” for in speaking to her, I
always dropped the Italianized termination of her name. * Are
youill. Do speak to me.”

She still continued to weep.

“ I wish I had not sung that foolish song.”

“It was only sung too well, Geoffrey.” And she slowly

' raised her head and put back- the hair from her brow. ¢ Ah,

what sad—what painful recollections does that song call up.
But with these, you have nothing to-do.., I will not ask you
how you became acquainted with that air, But I request as a
great favor, that you never sing or play’it to me again.”

She relapsed into silence, which I/ longed but did not know -

- how to break. At length she rose from the bank on which we

had been seated, resumed her bonnet, and expressed a wish to
return to the Hall. -

‘“The mvht has closed in very fast,” she sald “or is the
gloom occasioned by the shadow of the trees ?”

“ It is only a few minutes past seven, I replied, looking at
my watch. “The hay-makers have not yet left their work.”
We had followed the course of the stream, on our homeward
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path, and now emerged into an open space in the Park. The
sudden twilight. which had descended upon us was caused by a
hedvy pile of thunder clouds that hung frowning over the
woods, and threatened to overtake us before we could reach the
Hall.

“How still and deep the waters lie,” said Margaretta.i

“There is not a breath of wind.to ruffle them or stir the trees:
The awful stillness which precedes a storm inspires me with
more dread, than when it launches forth with- all its terrific
powers.”

‘“ Hark ! There’s the first low peal of thunder, and the trees
are all trembling and shivering in the electric blast that follows

it How sublimely beantifal, is this magnificent war of ele-

ments.”
“ It is very true, dea.r coasin, but if you stand gazing at the

_ clouds, we shall both get wet.”

: « Geoffrey,” said Margaretta, langhing, ‘ there is nothmg
poetical about youn.”

“XI have been used to the ‘ commonest prose-all my hfe,
Madge. But here we are at the fishing-house, we had better
stow ourselves away with, your father’s nets and tackles until
this heavy shower is over ”

. No sooner said than done. We crossed a rustic bridge which

spanned the stream, and ascending a flight of stone steps,
reached a small rough-cast building, open in front, with a beach
running round three sides of it, and a rude oak table in the
middle, which was covered with fishing-rods, nets, and other
tackle belonging to the gentle craft. . N
From this picturesque shed Sir Alexander, in wet weather,
could follow his favorite sport, as the river ran directly below,
and it was considered the best spot for angling, the water
expanding here into -a deep still pool, which was much fre-

- quented by the finny tribes.
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238 THE MONCTONS.

We were both soon seated in 'the ivy-covered porch, the
honey-suckle hanging its perfumed tassels, dripping with the rain,

~ above our heads, while the clematis and briar-rose gave out to

- the shower a double portion of delicate incense.

The scene was in unison, with Margaretta’s poetical tempera~
ment. She enjoyed it with her whole heart ; her beautiful eyes -
brimful of love and adoration.

'The landscape varied every moment. Now all was black and"
lowering ; lightnings pierced with their arrowy tongues the
heavy foliage of the frowning woods, and loud peals of thunder
reverberated among the distant hills ; and now a solitary sun-
beam struggled through a rift in the heavy cloud, and lighted
up the gloomy scene with a smile of celestial beanty.

Margaretta suddenly grasped my arm ; I followed the direc-
tion of her eye, and beheld a tall female figure, dressed in deep
mourning, pacing to and fro on the bridge we had just crossed.

Her long hair, unconfined by cap or bandage, streamed in wild
confusion round her wan and wasted features, and Tegardless of
the pelting of the pitiless storm, she continued to hurry back-
wards and forwards, throwing her hands into the air, and
striking her breast like one possessed.

“ Who is she ?” I whispered.

“The wreck of all that once was beautifal,” siched Margar-
etta. “It is Alice Mornington, the daughter of one of my
father’s tenants.”

« Alice Mornmgton ! Good Heavens?! is thab‘ poor mad-
woman Alice Mornington

Margaretta looked surprised.

-* Do you know this poor girl ?”

I felt that I had nearly betrayed myself, and.stammered out
 Not personally ; I know something of her private history,
which I heard accidentally before I came here.”

‘ Gteoffrey, no sister ever loved another more devotedly than

- €
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I loved that poor girléthaq I love her still. After she forsook -
the path of virtue, my father forbade me having the least inter-
course with her. My heart bleeds to see her thus. I cannot

stand calmly t}y and witness her misery. Stay here, while I go - -

and speak to her.”
. With noiseless tread she glided down the stone steps, and
gained the bridge. . The quick eye of the maniac (for such she

_appeared to be) however, had detected the movement, and with

a loud shriek she flung herself into the water.

To spring to the bank, to plunge into the stream, and as she
rose to the surface, to bear the wretched girl to the shore, was
but the work of a moment. Brief as the time was that had -
elapsed between the .rash act and her rescue, she was already
insensible, and with some difficulty I succeeded in carrying her
up the steep stairs to the fishing-house.

It was some seconds before suspended animation returned,
and when at length the large blue eyes unclosed, Alice awoke to

. consciousness on the bosom of the fond and weeping Mar-

garetta.

¢ Oh, Miss Moncton !” sobbed the poor girl, « why did you
save me—why did you recall mé to a life of misery—why did
you not let me die when the agony of death was already over ?”

“Dear Alice ” said Margaret, soothingly, * what tempted
you to drown yourself ? You know it is wrong to commit a deed
like this.” ' '

“I was driven to desperation by the neglect and cruelty of
those whom I love best on earth.”

“Do not reproach me, dear Alice,” said Margaret, almost
choking with emotion. It is not in my nature to desert those

"I love. My heart has been with you in all your sorrows, but I .

dared not disobey my father.”
“ Oh, Miss Moncton, it was not of you I spoke. I could
not. expect you to countenance one whom the whole neighbor-

0
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hood joined to condemn. If others had only treated me half as
well, I should not have been reduced to such straits.”
¢ Alice, you must not stay here in these wet clothes. You will
get your death. Lean on my arm. I will take you home.”
“Home! I have.no home. I dare nﬁt go home. Skeis

no one shall hear us but your own Marrraret.” .
“God bless you, Miss Moncton, for all your kindness. It
would, indeed, be a great relief to tell you all the grief that fills

~ take care of the things that belong to it. - Now, or never.
N‘ere may be no to-morrow on earth for me.”

“Cheer up, poor heart. There may be happmess in store for
you yet,” said Margaret.

“For me ?” and Ahce looked up with an incredulous smile ;
so sad, so dreary,. it Wwas enough to make you weep, that wild

me.”

She suffered herself to be led between us to the Hall. Mar-
garet directing me by a path that led through the gardens to a
private entrance at the back of the house.. wWlice was com-

round her slender waist, to support her up the marble stair-.
case. I left her with Margaret, at her chamber-door, and
retired to my own apartment, to change my wet clothes.

Miss Moncton did not come down to tea. - .

Sir Alexander was in the fidgets about. her. N Te’s

I thought it best to relate what had happened He looked
very grave. =
“A sad business. A véry sad business. I wish Madge

there ! and she will taunt me with this, and drive me mad again”
“ Then come to the Hall, Alice ; I will talk to you there, and -

my heart. Yes, I will go with you to-night. The morrow may "~

glance passing over her wan features. - “ Oh, never again for -

pletely exhausted by her former violence. I had to put my arm' .

Madge? What the deuce is the mafter with the girl. She~ ’
) went out with you, Geoffrey, as fresh as a lark. I will hold you §
oy responsible for her non-appearance.” \/\E‘:
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would keep her hands clear of that girl. I am sorry for her,
too. But you know, Geoffrey, we cannot set the opinion of the

world entirely at defiancé. And what a man may do with

impunity, a young lady must not.”

“ Miss Moncton has acted with true Christian charity. It is
a thousand pities that such examples are so rare.”

“ Don’t think ‘I blame Madge, Geoffrey. She is a dear,
good girl, a little angel. But it is rather imprudent of her to
bring the mistress of Theophllus home to the house. What will
Mrs. Grundy say ?”

“ Margaret has no Mrs: Grundies,” said I, rather mdlgnantly
“ She will not admit such vulgar, common—place wretches into
ber society. To the pure in_heaft all things are pure.”

“Well done 1 young champxon of dames. You will not suffer

Margaretta to be blamed without taking her part, I see.”

“ Particularly, sir, when I know and feel that she is in the V

right.” v

¢ She and I must have a senous talk on this subject, to-mor-
row. In the meanwhile, Geoff, bring here the chess-board, and
let us get through a dull evening in the best way we can.’s--

11
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CHAPTER XXIII.

A DISCOVERY.

_ TaE next morning I received from Margaretta, a circamstan-
tial detail of wha.t had passed between Alice and her on- the
previous evening.’ >

¢« After I undressed and got her to bed, she fell into a deep
sleep, which lasted until midnight. 1 was reading by the table,
not feeling at all inclined to rest. Hearing her moving, I went
to her, and sat down on the bed, and asked' how she felt
herself. 4

¢ ¢ Better in mind, Miss Moncton, but far from well My head
aches badly, and I have adul j})am in my chest.’.

“¢You have taken cold, Alice. ~ I must send for the doctor.’

«¢Qh! no,no. He could do me no good—mine is a Tnalady

of the heart. "If my mind were at ease, I should be quite well. )

I do not wish to get well. The sooner I die the better.’

¢ ¢ Alice, you must not talk so. It is very sinful.’

“¢You are right. Iam., gréat sinner. I krow it only too
well. But I cannot repen£f~.All is dark here and she laid her
hand upon her head. *I cannot:see my way through this thick

darkness—this darkness that can bie felt. You know, Miss.

Moncton, what the Bible says, E ‘ The light of the wicked shall

be put out in obscure darkness.” ‘My light of life has been ew:tm-_

guished, and the night of eternal darkness has closed over me.’
“¢We mast pray to God, A\hce to enlighten this awful
darkness.

LA
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*¢ ¢ Pray !—I cannot pray. I am too hard—to ‘ proud to pray.

= G'od has forsaken and left me to myself. If I could-discern one

ray of light—one faint glimmer only, I might cherish-fiope.’
‘‘There was something so truly melancholy, in this description
of the state of her mind, Geoffrey, that I could not listen to

" her with dry eyes.”

“ Alice,‘for her part, shed no tears, but regarded my emotions
with a look of mingled pity and surprise, while the latent
insanity, under which I am sure she is laboring, kindled a glow
on her death-pale face. Rising slowly in the bed, she grasped
my arm. ‘

“¢Why do you weep? Do you dare to think me guilty of
that nameless crime ? Margaretta Moncton, you should know
me better. - Don’t you remember the ballad we once. learned to
repeat, when we were girls together 7— - . P

*¢Not mine to scowl a guilty eye,
Or bear the brand of shame ;
Oh, God! to brook the taunting look ~
Of Fillan’s wedded dame.

“¢ But the lady bore the brand in spite of all her boasting.
But I do not. I am a wife— His lawful wedded wife, and my
boy was no child of shame, and he dare not deny it: And
yet,” she continued, falling back upon her pillow, and clutching
the bed-clothes in her convulsive grasp, ‘/e spurned me from
him—rme, his wife—the mother of his child: Yes, Miss Monc-
ton, spurned mefrom his presence, with hard words and bitter-
taunts. I could have borne the loss of his love, for I have long
ceased to respect him. But this—this has maddened me.’

“I was perfectly=astonished at his unexpected disclosure.
Seeing doubt éxpressed in my face, she grew angry and vehement.

“¢Jt is true. 'Why do you doubt my word? I scorn to
utter a falsehood. When, Miss Moncton, did I ever during our
long friendsh#p deceive you ¥
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“¢Never; Alice. But your story seemed improbable. Like
you, I am in the habit of speaking fearlessly my mind.”

“She drew from her bosom a plain gold rmg, snspended by a
black ribbon round her neck.

“ ¢ With this ring we were married in \ Moncton church. Our
bans were published there, in your father’s hearing, but he took
no heed of the parties named. I have the certificate of my
marriage, and Mr. Selden, who married us under the promise of
secresy, can prove the truth of what I say. The marriage was
private, because Theophilus was afraid of incurring his father’s
anger.’

¢ And what hgs become of your chlld Alice

“¢He is dead, she said, mournfully. ‘He caught cold,
during a long journey to London, which I undertook unknmown

_to my grahdmother, in the hope of moving the hard heart of my

cruel husband. It was of no earthly use. -I lost my child, a.ud
the desolate heart of the forsaken, is now doubly desolate.’

“ The allusion to her baby seemed to soften the iron obstinacy
of her grief, and she gave way to a passionate burst of tears.

This, I have no doubt tranquillized her mind. She grew calmer -
and more collected—consentéd to take some refreshments, and -

then unfolded to me at length, the tale of her wrongs.

~ “Oh, Geoffrey ! what a ‘monster that Theophilus Moncton

must be. I may be wrong to say so, but I almost wish that

poor Alice were not his wife, and so will you, after you have :

heard all that I have to tell you.

‘ Theophilus, it appears, from her statements, took a fancy to
Alice, when she was a mere child, and his passion strengthened
for her at every visit he subsequently paid to the Hall.

¢ After using every inducement to overcome her integrity,

rather than lose his victim, he proposed a private marriage.
“ This gratified the ambition of the unfortunate girl, who
knew, that in case of my father dying without male issue, her

N
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lover would be the heir of Moncton,~She was only too glad to
close with his offer, and they were married in the parish church
by the Rev. Mr. Selden, all the parties necessary to the perfor-
mance of the ceremony being sworn.and bribed to secresy.

"¢« For & few months Theophilus lavished on his young bride
great apparent affection, and at this penod his visits to the
Hall were very frequent.

‘¢ Alice, who had always been treated like a sister by me, now
grew pert and familiar. This alteration in her former respectful
-manner greatly displeased my father. ¢These Morningtons,’
he said, ‘are unworthy of the kindness we have bestowed upon
them, and like all low people, when raised above their station,

they become insolent and familiar.’ .
“Rumor had always ascribed young Moncton’s visits to the

Hall, to an attachment he had formed for me. The gossips of

the village changed their tone, and his amour with Alice became -

. - the scandal of the day.

- « My father having ascertained that there was some truth
in these infamous reports, sent me to spend my first winter in
London, with Lady Grey, my mother’s only sister, and told
Dinah North that her grand-daughter for the future would be
considered as a stranger by his family.

“ I wrote to Alice from London, telling her that I could not
believe the evil thimgs said of her; and begged her, as she
valued my love and friendship, to lose no time in clearing up
‘the aspersions cast upon her -character. -

~ “To my earnest and affectionate appeal, she returned no an-

_swer, and all intercourse between us ceased.

“ Three months after this, she became a mother, and my father
forbade ‘me to mention her name.

“It appears, that from this period she saw httle of her hus-

_ band. That he, repenting bitterly of his sudden marriage, treated

%7 her with coldness and neglect

B
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“ Dmah North, who was privy to her marriage, tock a jour-
ney to London, to try and force Mr. Moncton to acknowledge
her granddaughter as his son’s wife ; in case of his refusal threat-

ening to expose conduct of his whlch would not bear investi--

gation.

“ Dinah failed in her mission—and my dear father, pxtym«r
the condition of the forlorn girl, sought himself an interview
with Mr. Moncton on her behalf, in which he- begged your
uncle to use his influence with Theophilus, to make her his
wife.

“The young man had been sent abroad, and Mr. Moncton
received my father’s proposition with indignation and contempt,
and threatened to disinherit Theophilus if he dared to take such
a step without his knowledge and consent.

“In the meanwhile, the unfortunate Alice, withering beneath
the blighting influence of hope deferred, and unmerited neglect,
lost her health, her beauty, and by her own a.ccount at times
her reason.

“ Hearing that her husband had returned to England she

. wrote to him a letter full of forgiveness, and breathing the most

devoted affection—and told him of the birth of his son, whom
she described, with all a mother’s-doting love.

“To this letter she received, after a long and torturing delay,
the following unfeeling answer. She gave me this precious
-document.

“Read it, Geoffrey. It puts me into a fever of mdlgnatlon ;
I cannot read it a second time.”

I took the letter from her hand.

How well I knew that scrapulously neat and feminine speci-
men of caligraphy. It was an autograph worthy of Queen
Elizabeth, so regularly was each letter formed, the lines running

. in exact parallels; no flutter of the heart causing the least

deviation from the exact rule. It ran as follows:
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“Why do you continue to trouble me with letters which are not worth

the postage? I hate to Teceive them, and from this time forward will
return them unopened. -

“ Your best policy is to remain quiet, or I will MOnnection

between us, and free myself from your importunity by consigning you to

@ mad-house. -
1], N, 7 )

, « :Unfeeling» scoundrel 1” T exclaimed ; *surely this affectionate

"billet must have destroyed the last spark of affection in the
" breast of the unhappy girl.”

“Women are strange .creatures, Geoffrey, and often cling
with most pertinacity to those who care little for their regard,
while they take a perverse pleasure in slighting those who really
love them-—so it is with Alice. The worse he treated her, the
more vehemently she clung to him. To make a final appeal to
his callous heart- she undertook the journey to London alone,
with her baby in her arms, and succeeded under a feigned name
in getting admittance to Her husband.

““You know the result) He spurned the w1fe and child from

" his presence. The infart was taken sick on its homeward jour-

ney, and died shortly after she reached her grandmother’s

cottage ; and she, poor creature, will scon follow it to the grave,

for I am convinced that she is dying of a broken heart.”
Margaret was quite overcome with this sad relation. ‘Wiping

 the tears from her eloquent black eyes, and looking me sadly in

the face, she said, with great earnestness :

“ And now, Geoffrey, what can we do to serve her ?”

¢ Inform Sir Alexander of these particulars. Let him obtain
from Alice the legal proofs of her marriage, and force this base
Theophilus—this disgrace to the name of a man, and of Mone-
ton, to acknowledge her publicly as his wife. In the meanwhile,
I will write to her .brother, and inform him of this important
discovery.” ¢ '

g o
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“ Her brother |” and Margaretta turned as pale as death ;
‘““ what do you know of Philip Mornington ?”

‘ He is my friend—my dearest, most valued friend.”

“Thank God he is alive |” .

““ And likely. to live,” said I, leading her to a chair ; for we !
had been standing during our long conversation in the deep . r

recess of the library window. * Margaret, will you be offended
if I ask you one question 7
“ Not in the least, cousin. »
“ And will you answer me with your usual candor ?”
“ Why should you doubt it, Geoffrey ?” she sa.xd tremblmg‘
‘with agitation.
Do you love Phxhp Mornington ?”
“I do, Geoffrey—I have loved him from a child, bat not in
~ the way you mean—not such love as a girl feels for her lover.
I could not think of him for one moment as my husband—no, it
 is a strange interest I feel in his destiny—I feel as if he were a oy
part of me, ag if I bad a natural right to love him. He is so ‘
like my father, only milder and less impetuous, that I have
thought it possible that he might be-his natural son—and if so,
my brother.” ' ”
‘What a relief was this declaration to my mind. I could not,
for a moment, doubt its sincerity, and I rejoiced that the dear
tender-hearted creature before me, was not likely to wreck her
: peace in loving one whom she could not wed.
Yet, that she did love some one I felt certain ; and though I
i dared not prosecute the inquiry, it was a ptoblem that I was

-

_ very anxious to solve. ' - Py
P I left my fair cousin, to write a long letter to George Harri- *
f son, in which I duly. mformed him of all that had taken place :
L since I left London. _ . v
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CHAPTER XXIV.
MY SECOND INTERVIEW WITH DINAH NQI-tTH.

Ax hour had scarcely elapsed, when I received a message from
Miss Moncton, requesting my presence in the drawing-room,
where I found her engaged in an earnest conversation with Alice,
who looked more like a resuscitated corpse, than a living crea-
ture ; so pale and death-like were her beautiful features.

She held outgher hand, as I approached the sofa on. which she

was reclining ; and thanked me in low and earnest tones for sav-
ing Ker life. There was an expression of pride, almost aristo-
cratic, on her finely cut lips, which seemed to contra,dxct the
gratitude she expressed.
. “I was not in my right mind, Mr Geoffrey,—no one.is, I
have read and been told, who makes an attempt upon his own
life. T had suffered a great calamity, and wanted moral courage
to bear it : I trust God will forgive me.”

I told her that I deeply sympathized with her unfortunate
situation, and would gladly do anything in my power to
serve her. : -

‘“That is more than Theophilus would do for you. If there
is a person whom he hates more than me, it is yourself. You
can serve me very materially. Miss Moncton tells me, that you
know my brother Philip, mtlmately »

I nodded assent.

“ Write to him, and tell ‘him from me, how smcerely I
repent my past conduct to him—that I am not quite the guﬂty

11* .
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‘creature he took me for; though swayed by minds more
daringly wicked to commlt evil. Tell him not to avenge my
wrongs on Theophilus. There is one in heaven who will be my
Avenger—who never lets the thoroughly bad escape unpunished ;

" and’ tell him,” and she drew a deep sigh—'* that Alice Moncton
died blessing him.”

“Shall I go to London, and bring him down to see you ?”

““No, no |” she cried, in evident alarm, ‘ he must not be seen
in this neighborhood.” ’

“That would be bringing the dead to life,” said I pointedly.
She gave me a fartive look.

“Yes, Alice, Philip told me that dreadful story. I do not
wonder at your repugnance to his coming here ; and were it not
for your share in the business, I would commlt that atrocxous
woman to take her trial at the next assizes.”

. ‘“Horrible |” muttered Alice, hiding her face in the sofa pil-

lows. “I did not think that Philip would betray me, after all I
did to save his life.” -

“Your secret is safe with me. I would to God, that other
family-secrets known to you and Dinah, were in my keeping.”

“T wish they were, Mr. Geoffrey, for I have too much upon
my conscience, overburdened as it is with the crimes of others.
But I cannot tell you many things important for you to
know, for my lips are sealed with an oath too temble to be
broken.”

“Then I must go to Dmah » T said angrily, * and wrest the
 truth from her.”
Alice burst into a wild laugh—“ Rack and faggot wnuld not
- do it, if she were determined to hold her tongue—nay, she
would suffer that tongue to be torn out Qf her head, before she

would confess a crime, unless, indeed, she were goaded on by

revenge. Listen, Mr. Geoffrey, to the advice of a dying woman.

“ Leave Dinah North to God and her own conscience. Be-
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fore many months are over, her hatred to Robert Moncton and
his son will tear the reluctant secret from her. Had my son
lived,” another heavy sigh, “it would have been different. Her
ambition, like my love, has become dust and ashes.”

¢ Alice,” I said solemnly, “you have no right to withhold
knowledge which involves the happiness of others; even for
your oath’s sake.”

*“It may be so, but that oath involves an eternal penalty
which I dare not bring upon my soul.”

‘ Grod can absolve from all rash vows.”

“ Ay, those who believe in Him, who love and trust Him. I
believe, simply because I fear. But love and trust,—alas, the
comfort, the assurance which springs from faith, was never felt
- by me.”

“ Dinah may die, and the secret may perish with her,” cried
I, growing desperate to obtain information on a subject of such
vital importance to my friend—perhaps to me.

“ That is nothing to me,” she replied, coldly.

“ Selfish, ungenerous woman !” ,

‘She smiled scornfully. “The world, and your family espe-
cially, have given me great encouragement to be liberal”

¢ Is Philip your brother ?” T cried, vehemently, determined. to
storm the secret out of her. )

“What is that to you? Yet, perhaps, if the truth.were
told, you would be the first to wish it buried in oblivion.”

There was a lurking fire in her eye as she said this, tha.t
startled me.

“ Do you wish to prosecute the inquiry ?” she added, with the
bitter smile which made her face, thongh beautiful, very repulsive.

A glance of comtempt was my sole answer.

“Well, once for all I will tell you, Mr. Geoffrey, lawyer
though you be, that ‘your cross-questioning is useless. What I
know about you and yours shall remain unknown, as far as I
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am concerned—and shall go down with me to the grave. The
memory of my mother is too dear to me for any words of yours
to drag from me the trust she reposed in me. You have had
your answer. - Go—1I wish to be alone.”

In vain I argued, entreated, and even threatened. There was-

. too much of the leaven of Old Dinah in her granddaughter’s
character for her to listen to reason.

She became violent and obstinate, and put an. 1 end to this
strange conference by rising, and ‘abruptly leavmg the room.
T looked after her with feelings less tinctured with compassion
than annoyance and contempt. N

* Forgive her, Geoffrey,” said Margaret, who" had listened in
silent astonishment to the conversation ; “her reason is ‘dis-
ordered?; she does not know what she says X

“The madness of wickedness,” I said, sharply.  She is as
wide awake as a fox. It may seem harsh to say so, but I feel

little pity for her. She is artful and selfish in the extreme, and

. deserves . her fate. Just review, for- a moment, her past
life.” ‘ -

fanlts I loved her so fondly—love her still' and will never desert

her while a hope remains, that through my instrumentality her’

mind may be diverted to the contemplation of better things.”
¢ She is not worthy of the trouble you take about her,” said

I, shrugging my shoulders. “ Have you informed your father

of her marriage with Theophilas ?”

“Yes, and he was astonished. Theophilus was the last per-
son in the world, he thought, who would commit himself in that
way. Papa said, that he would write to Robert Moncton, and

make a statement of the facts. I could almost pity him ; this

news will throw him into such a transport of rage.

_* When Robert Moncton feels the most, he says little. He

acts with silent, deadly force. “He seldom speaks. He will

A

“Tt will not bear investigation, Greoffrey.  Yet, with all these '
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curse Theophilus in his heart, but speak fair of him to his ene-
mies. I am anxious to know how all this will end.”

‘“ My father wanted to see youm in the library,” said Marga-
retta. “Your conversation with Alice put it entirely out of
my head.”

I found Sir Alexander seated at a table, surrounded with

- papers. If there was one thing my good old friend hated more
than another, it was writing letters. - “ Wise men speak—fools’

write their thoughts,” was a favorite saying of his. He flung
the pen pettishly from him as I entered the room.
‘ Zounds, Geoffrey ! 1 cannet defile paper with writing to

that scoundrel. I will see him myself. It will be some satisfac-

tion to witness his-chagrin. “Who knows, but in the heat of his
displeasure; he may say something that will afford a clue 1o

‘ueravel” his' treachery towards yourself. At all events, I am

determined to make the experiment.”

‘“ He will make no sign. Robert Moncton never betrays
g y
himself.”

“To think that his clever Theophllus could make such a low

. marriage ; not but that the girl is far too good for him, and

I think the degradation is entirely on her side.”

“ The pair are worthy of each other,” said I.

“ You are unjust to Alice, Geoffrey. The gu'l was a beanty,
and so clever, till he spoilt her.”

““ The tiger-is a beautiful animal, and the fox is clever ; but
we hate the one, despise the other.”

The Baronet gave me a curious look.

“ How came you to form this character of the girl ?”

“ Partly from observation ; partly from some previous know-
ledge, obtained from a rehable source, before I left London.”

‘“ But what of this journey,” I said, anxious to turn the con-

* versation. “Do you seriously contemplate agdin going up to

town 27

.
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© “It is already decided. I have ordered the camage to be at
the door by eight to-morrow morning.”

1 do not ask you to accompany me, Geofirey. = I have busi-
ness cut out for you during my absence. You ‘must start
to-morrow for Derbyshire, and visit the parish in which your
grandfather resided for many years as curate, under the Rev.
James Brownson ; and where your mother was born. -I will
supply the necessary funds for the journey.”

“ And the object of this visit ?” I cried, eagerly.

“To take lodgings in , or in the neighborhood, and,
under a feigned name, prosecute. inquiries respecting your
mother’s marriage. There must still be many persons living
to whom Ellen Rivers.and her father were well-known, who
might give you much valuable information respécting her elope-
ment with your father, and what was said about it by the gos-
sips at the time. If you find the belief general, that they were
married, ascertain the church in which the ceremony was said to
have been performed—the name of the clergyman who offici-
ated, and the witnesses who were present. All these particu-
lars are of the greatest importance for us to know.”

¢ Take the best riding-horse in the stable, and if your money
fails you, draw upon me for more. “You may adopt, for the
-time being, my mother’s family name, and call yourself Mr.
" Tremain, to which address, all letters from the Hall will be sent.

* Should Robert Moncton drop any hints, which can in any
way further the object of your search, I will not fail to write
you word.

“We will, if you please, start at the same hour to-morrow,
each on our different mission ;. and may God grant us success,
and a happy meeting. And, now, you may go and prepare for
your adventure.”

I had long wished to prosecute this mqmry Yet, now the
moment had arrived, I felt loath to leave the Ha.ll

>
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The society and presence of Margafetta had become neces-
sary to my happiness. Yet, inconsistently enough, I fancied

“ myself desperately in love with Catharine Lee. I never sus-

pected that my passion for the one was ideal—the first love of
a boy ; while that for the latter, was real and tangible.

How we suffer youth and imagination to deceive us in
affairs of the heart. We love a name, and invest the person
who bears it with a thousand perfections, which have no exist-
ence in reality. The object of our idolatry, is not a child of

GEL]
R o

nature, but a creation of fancy, fostered in solitude by ignorance '~

and selflove. Marriages, which are the oﬂ'sprmo' of first-love,

- are proverbially unhappy from this very circumstance, which
leads us to overrate, during the period of courtship, the virtues -

of the beloved in the most extravagant mianner ; and this spe-
cies of adoration generally ends in dlcappomtment—too often.in

disgust.

Boys and girls in their teens are beings without much reﬂec-
tion. Their knowledge of charagter, with regard to themselves
and others, is too limited and imperfect to enable them to make
a judicious choice.

They love the first person who pleases the eye and charms the
fancy—for love is a matter of pecessity at that age.

Time divests their idol of all its imaginary perfections, and -

they feel, too late, that they have made a wrong choice. - -
.Though love may laugh at the cold maxims of prudence and
reason, yet it requires the full exercise of both quahtles to secure
for any length of time domestic happiness..
I can reason calmly now,on this exciting subject. But I
reasoned not calmly then. I was a creature of passion, and
passwnate impulses. The woman I loved had no fault in my

. eyes. To have supposed her liable to the common errors and
follies of her sex would have been an act of treason against the |
* deity I worshipped. ’
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I retired to my chamber, and finished my letter to Harrison.

The day wore slowly away, as it always does, when yon ;
.expect any important event-on the worrow, -

The evening was bright and beautiful as an evening in June " '

. counld well be. Margaretta had oaly been visible at dinner, her . v
time having been occupied between Alice and making prepara- :
- tions for her father’s journey.

At tea, she looked languid, and paler than usual, and When
we rose from the table I proposed a stroll in the Park. She
consented with a smile of pleasure, and wé were soon wandering
side by side beneath our favorite trees. .

“You will feel very lonely during your father’s absence, my
little cousin ?7”

“Then you must exert all your powers of pleasing, Geoffrey,
to supply his' place.”

*“But I am going too—I lea.ve Moncton at the same time, for‘
an indefinite period.” :

“ Worse and worse,”” and she tried to smile. It would not
do. The tears were in her beautiful eyes.. ‘That look of tender
inquiry caused a strange swelling at my heart.

“ You will not forget me, Margaret ?”

“Do you think it sach an easy matter, that you deem it
necessary to make such a request.”

“I am but a poor relation, whom few persons would regard-
with other feelings than those of mdlﬂ'erence\?'l‘hls I kuow, is

-not the case with your excellent father and you. I shall ever
regard both with gratitude and veneration—and I feel certain,
that ‘should we never meet again, I should always be remem-
bered with affectionate kindness.” . .

“You kiow not how deservedly dear you are to us both.
How much we love you, Geoffrey—and I would fain hope that
these sentiments are recjprocal.” '

Though this was said in perfect simplicity. The flushed cheek .

e ‘ Y
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and down-cast eye, revealed the state of the speaker’s heart,
I felt—I knew—she loved me. Bat, madman that I was, out
of mere contradiction, I considered myself bound by a romantic
atta(,hment which had never been declared by word or sign, to
Catherine Lee.

*“ You love me, dear Margaret,” I cried, as I clasped her hand
in mine, and kissed it with more warmth than the disclosure I
was about to make, warranted.

“ God knows | how bappy this blessed discovery would have
made me, had not my affections been pre-engaged.” '

A deep blush mantled over her face—she trembled v1olently
- as she gently drew her hand from mine—and answered ‘with a
modest dignity, which was the offspring of purity and truth,

“I will'not deny, Geoffrey, that I love you.” That what you
have said gives me severe pain. We are not accountable for
our affections—I am sorry that I suffered my foolish heart to
betray me. Yet, I must love you still, cousin,” she said, weep-
ing. “Your very misfortunes endear you to me. Forget this
momentary weakress, and only think of me as a loving friend

. and kinswoman.”

Mastering her feelings with a strong effort, she bade me good
night, and slowly walked back to the Hall

I was overwhelmed with confusion and remorse. I had woun-
tonly sported with the affections of one of the gentlest and
noblest of human beings, which a single hint, dropped as if
accidentally, of a previous passion might have prevented.

Between Catherine and “me, no words of love had been

cxchanged. She might be the love of another—might be a--

wife, for anythimg I knew to the contrary. I had neither secn
nor heard .anything regarding her for some months. I had
sacrificed the peace and happiuness of the gemerous; confiding
Margaretta, to an idol, which might only exist in my own heated

‘imagination.
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Bitterly I cursed my folly when repentance came too late.

I was too much vexed and annoyed with myself to return to
the Hall, and I rambled on until I found myself opposxte to the
fishing-house.

The river lay before me gleammg in the settmg sun. Every-
thing around was calm, peaceful and beautiful, but there was no
rest, no peace in my heart. :

AsI approached the rustic bridge from which the wretched
Alice bad attempted suicide, I perceived a human figure seated
on a stonQ;;‘Bn the bank of the river, in a crouching, listless atti-
tade. This excited my curiosity, and catching at anything that
might divert my thoughts from the unpleasant train in which
they had been running for the last hour, I struck off the path I
had been pursuing, which led directly to the public road, and
soon reached the object in question.

Wrapped in'an old grey mantle, with a red silk handkerchief
tied over her head, her chin resting between her long bony
hands, aud her eyes shut, or bent intently on the ground, I
recognized, with a shudder of aversion and disgust, the remarka-
ble face of Dinah North.

Her grizzled locks had partly escaped from their bandage,
and fell in thin, straggling lines over her low, wrinkled forehead.

_The fire of ber deep-seated dark eyes was hidden beneath their
drooping lids, and. she was muttering to herself some strange,
unintelligible gibberish.

She did not nitice me until T purposely placed myself between
her and the river that rolled sxlently and swiftly at her
feet.

Without manifesting the least surprise at_ the unceremonious
manner in which I had disturbed her reverie, shé slowly raised
her witch-like countenance, and for a few seconds surveyed me
with a sullen stara.

As if satisfied with my identity, she accosted me with the

© N LA e o .
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same sarcastic writhing of the upper lip, which on our first
_ interview had given me the key to her character.

“You, too, are a Moncton, and like the rest of that accursed
race, are fair and false. Your dark eyes all fire—your heart as
cold as ice. Proud as Lucifer-—inexorable as the grave—woe to
those who put any trust in a Moncton ; they are certain of dis-
appointment—sure to be betrayed. Pass by, young sir, I have
no doubt that youn are like the rest of your kin. I wish them ro
good, but evil, so you had better not cross my path.”

" “Your hatred, Mrs. North, is more to be coveted than your

friendship. To incur the first, angurs some good in the person
thus honored ; to possess the last, would render us worthy of
your carse.”

“Ha, ha!” returned the grim fiend, laughing ironically,
“your-knowledge of the world has given you a bitter spirit. I
wish you joy of the acquisition. Time will increase its acri-
mony. But I like your bluntness of speech, and prophesy from
it that you are born to" overcome the malignity of your:
enemies.”

“And you,” and I fixed my eyes steadily on her hideous
countenance, * for what end were you born ?”

““To be the curse of othersg’ she answered, with a grim smlle
which displayed those glittering white teeth within her faded,
fleshless lips, that looked like & row of pearls in a Death’s head ;
and there flashed from her swart eye a red light which made the
blood curdle in my veins, as she continaed in the same taunting
straio. -

I have been of use, too in my day and generatlon I have
won many souls, but not for heaven, I have served my master
well, and shall doubtless receive my reward.”

“This is madness, Dinah North, but without excuse. ‘It is
the madness of guilt.” -

* 41t is a quality I possess in common wu:h my kind. The

t
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world is made up of madmen and fools. It is better to belong
to the first than to the latter class—to rule, than to be ruled.
Between those two parties the whole earth is divided. Know-
ledge is power, whether it be the knowledge of evil or of good.

_ X heard that sentence when a girl ; it never left my mind, and I
have acted upon it through life.”

“It must have been upon the knowledge of evil-—as your
deeds can too well testify.”

“You have guessed right, young sir. By it, the devﬂ lost
heaven, but he gained hell. By it, tyrants rule, and mean men
become rich ; virtue is overcome, and viee triumphs.” '

‘“ And what have you'gained by it #”

““Much ; it has given me-an influence in the world, which
without it, never could have belonged to one of my degree. By
it, I bave swayed the destinies of those whom fortune had -
apparently placed beyond my reach. It has given me, Geoffrey
Moncton, power over thee and thine, and at this very moment,
the key of your future fortune is in my keeping.”

*And your life in mire, vain boaster. The hour is at hand
which shall make even a hardened sinner like you acknowledge
that there is a righteous Grod that judges in the earth.

“T ask you not for the secret which you say that you possess,
and which, after all, may be a falsehood, in unison with the

+ deceit and treachery that has marked your whole life—a lie,
invented to extort money, or to gratify the spite of your malig-
nant heart. The power that punishes the gailty and watches
over the innocent, will vindicate the good name of whu,h a
wretch like you would fain deprive me.”

“Don’t be too sure of celestial aid,” she said with a sneer,

_“but make to yourself friends of the mammon of unrighteous-
ness, as the wisest policy. Flatter from your Uncle Robert the
ill-gotten wealth that his dastardly son, Theophilus, shall never
possess.”
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“This advice comes well from the sordid woman who sold
her innocent grandchild to this same Theophilus, in the hope
that she might enjoy the rank and fortune that belonged to the
good and noble, and by this unholy act, sacrificed the peace—
- perhaps the eternal happiness of that most wretched creature.”

The countenance of the-old woman grew dark—dark as night.

She fixed upon me a wild, inquiring gaze.

“You speak of Alice. In the name of God, tell me what~

has become of Ler 1”

“Upon one condition,” I said, laying my hand upon her
shoulder and whispering the words into her ear. ‘Tell me
what has become of Philip Mornington.”

“Ha !” said the old woman, trying to shake off my grasp—
“what do you know of him ?”

‘“ Enough to hang you—somethmg that the grave in the dark
shrubbery can reveal.”

“ Has she told you zkat. The fool—the idiot; in so doing
she betrayed herself.” -

*She told me nothing. The eye that witnessed the deed con-
fided to me that secret. The earth will not conceal the stain
of blood. Did you never hear that fact before? Is not my
* secret as~good as yours, Dinah North? Are you willing to
make an exchange ?”

The old woman crouched herself together, and buried her face
between her knees. Her hands opened and shut with a convul-
sive motion, as if they retained something in their grasp with
which she was unwilling to part. At length, raising her head,
she said in a decided manner :

“ The law has lost in you a worthy member ; but I accept the
terms. Come to me to-morrow at nine o’clock ”

“To-mcrht or never |” :

“Don’t try to force or bully me into comphance young man.

At my own time, and in my own way, alone, will I gratify your
curiosity.”
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’ “Well, be it so—to-morrow. I will meet you at the Lodge

at nine to-morrow.”
She rose from her seat ; rega.rded me with the s same wither-

>ing glance and cutting smﬂe, and gliding past me, vamshed

among the trees.
Exulting in my success, I exclalmed-—“Thank God I shall

. know all to-morrow !” .
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CHAPTER XXV.

AN EXPLA.NATIOﬁ—DEPARTURE—DISAPPOINTMENT.

I was so elated with the unexpected result of my meeting with: ‘
Dinah North, that it was not uniil I missed the fairy figure of-

my sweet cousin at‘the supper table, that my mind reverted to
‘the conversation that had pa{ssed between us in the park.

“Where is Miss Moncton ?” I asked of Sir Alexander, in a
tone and manner which would have betrayed the agitation I felt,
to a stranger. .y

« She is not well, Geoffrey, has a bad headache, or is nervous,
.I forget which, and begged to be excused joining us to-night.
These little female complamts are never dangerous, so don’t
~ look alarmed. My girl is no"philosopher, and this double part-
" ing affects her spirits. She will be all right- again when you

* * come back.” ‘

I sighed involuntarily. The provoking old man burst mto a.
hearty langh.

“J am likely to have a dull companion to-night, Geoff. Hang
it, boy, don’t look so dismal. Do you think that you are the
only man that ever was in love? I wasa youfig man once.
Ay, and & fine young man too, or the world and the ladies told
great stories, but I never could enact the part of a sentimental
lover. Fill your glass and drive away ceare. ‘Success to your
journey. Our’ journeys, I might have said—and a happy meet~
ing with little Madge.”

T longed to tell Sir Alexander the truth and repeat to him
2 my conversation with his daughter. -But I could not bear to
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mortify his pride, for I could not fail to perceive that he con-

templated a union between us with pleasure, and was doing his

best to encoui‘age‘ me to make a declaration of my attachment
to Margaret. -

I was placed in a. most unfortunate predicament, and in order

- ~to drown my own miserable feelings, I drank more wine than

usual, and gaining an artificial flow of spirits, amused my gen-

erous patron with a number of facetious stories and anecdotes, o

until ‘the night was far, adva.nced and we both retired to rest.
My brain was too much heated with the wine I hdd drank, to
sleep, and after making several ineffectual efforts, I rose from

my bed—relighted my candle, and dressing myself, sat down to

my desk, and wrote a long letter to Margaretta, in which I
informed her of my first meeting with Catherine Lee.; the inter-
est which. her beauty had created in my heart—the romantic
attachment I had formed for her,.and which, hopeless as it was,
I could not wholly overcome. I assured Margaretta, that I felt

for herself, the greatest affection and esteem—that but for

the remembrance of this first passion, the idea that she loved
me would have made me the happiest' of men. That if she
would accept the heart I had to offer, divided as I felt it was
with another, and my legitimacy could be established, my whole
life should be devoted to her alone.

I ended this long candid confess1on; by relating verbatim my -

interview with' Dinah North, and begged if possxble, that I
might exchange a few words with her before leaving the Hall.

I felt greatly relieved by thus unburdening my mind. I had
told the honest truth, without fear, and without disguisé ; and

I knew that she, who was the mirror of truth, would value my

sincerity as it d_eserve&. :
The sun was scarcely up when I dispatched my letter, and

before the early breakfast, that had been ordered previous to-

our departure, was ready, I received the following answer—

Rty VI



i i

THE MONCTONS. - 265

“My DEsr Cousiv GEOFFREY :

Your invaluable letter has greatly raised you in my esteem ;
I cannot sufficiently admire the conscientious scruples which dictated it—
and though we cannot meet as lovers, after the candid revelation you
have confided to me; we may still remain, what all near relatives ought
to be, firm and faithful friends.

“ To you I can attach no blame whatever, and T feel proud that my
affections, though ﬁxed upon an object beyond their reach, were bestowed
upon one so every ‘way worthy of them.

“Let us therefore forget our private sorrows, and drown unavailing

_regrets in doing all we can to serve Philip and his sister. Farewell—

with sincere prayers for the successful issue of your journey, believe me, ~
now and ever, your faithful and loving friend,

-MARGARETTA.”
“What a noble creature she is,” I said, as I pressed the
letter to my lips; “I am indeed unworthy of such a treasure.”
* Yet I felt happy at that moment—happy, that she knew
all—that I had not deceived her, but had performed an act of
painful duty, though by so doing I had perhaps destroyed the
brilliancy of my future prospects in life.

With mingled feelings of gratitude and pleasure I met
my dear cousin at the breakfast table. Her countenance,
althongh paler than usual, wore a tranquil, and even €heerful
expression.

“ Why, Madge, my darling,” cried the baronet, kissing her
pale cheek, “you are determined to see the last of us—is your
early rising in honor of Geoffrey or me ?”
 “Of both,” she said, with her sweetest smile. “I never
employ a proxy to bid farewell to my friends.”

Several efforts were made at conversation during the meal,
which proved eminently unsuccessful. The hour of parting came.
The baronet’ was safely stowed away into his carriage ;. the
noble horses plunged forward, and the glittering equipage was
soon lost among the trees. I lingered a moment behind.

12
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‘ Dear Margaret, we part friends.”

“The best of friends.” .

“God bless you, dearest and noblest of women,” I said,
faintly; for my lips quivered with emotion; I could scarcely arti-
culate a word; “you have removed a load of anxiety from my ;
heart. To have lost your friendship would have been a severer !
trial to me, than the loss of name or fortune.”

“ I believe you, Geoffrey. But never allude again to this pain-
ful subject, if you value my health and peace. We understand
each other. If God wills it so, we may both be happy, though

. the attainment of it may not exactly coincide with our present
wishes. Adieu, deat cousin. You have my heart-felt prayers for
your success.” '

She raised her tearful eyes to mine. The next moment she .
was in my arms, pressed closely against my breast—a stified
sob—one kiss—one long lingering embrace—a heavy melancholy
deep-drawn sigh, and she was gone.

-I mounted my horse and rode quickly forward my thoughts
50 occupled with Margaretta and that sad parting, that I nearly
forgét the promised interview with Dinah North, until my prox-
imity to the lodge brought it vividly to my remembrance.

Fastening my horse to the rustic raiting that fronted the cot-
ta.fre, I crossed the pretty little flower garden, and. knocked
rather impatiently at the door. My summons, though given
in loud and authoritative tones, remained unanswered. .

Again and again I applied my hand to the rusty iron knocker;
it awoke no response from the tenant of the house. She must
be dead or out, I said, losing all patience; “ I will stay here
no longer,” and lifting the latch, I very unceremoniously entered
‘the cottage. All was silent within. The embers on the hearth

" were dead, and the culinary vessels were scatered over the floor.
The white muslin curtains which shaded the rose-bound windows
were undrawn. The door which led into the bed-room was open,
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the bed made and the room untenanted. It was evident that
the old woman was not there. I called aloud : :
" “Dinah, Dinah North ! Is any one wichin m x

No answer. : *

I proceeded to explore the rest of the dwellmfr In the front
room or parlor, the contents of a small chest of drawers had been
emptied out on the floor, and some few articles of little value were
strewn about. In was an evident fact, that the bird was flown;
and all my high-raised expectations resolved themselves inte air.

‘Whilst cursing the crafty old woman bitterly in my heart, my
eye glanced upon a slip of paper lying upon a side table. I
hastily snatched it up and read the following words traced in" a
bold hand :

¢ Geoffrey Moncton, when next we meet, your secret and mine will be
of equal value.

- Drxam Norta.”
1 ‘was bitterly disappointed, and crushing the paper in my
hand, I flang it as far from me as I eould. .
** Curse the old fiend. "'We shall yet meet. I will trace her
to the utmost bounds of earth to bring her to justice.”

Ileft the house in a terrible ill humor, and re-mounting my
- horse, pursued my journey to Derbyshire,

It was late on the evening of the second day, when I reached
the little village, over which my grandfather Rivers had exer-
cised the pastoral office for nearly- fifty years. The good man
had been gathered to his fathers a few months before I was
born. It was not without feeling a considerable degree of inter-
est that I rode past the humble church, surrounded by its lofty

screen of elms, and glanced at the green sward, beneath whose
da.xsy-spnnkled carpet, the

Rude forefathers of the vﬂlage slept.”

The rain had fallen sofsly bnt perseveringly the whole day,
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and I was wet, hungry, and tired—and -the neat little inn, with
its gay sign-board, white-washed walls and green window-blinds,
was hailed as the most welcome and picturesque object which
ha.d met my sight for the last three hours.

Cu Stay all night, sir ?” said the brisk lad, from whose helmet-
like leathern cap the water trickled in the most obtrusively

~ impertinent manuer over his rosy, freckled face, as he ran
forward to hold my horse. “ Good accommodation for man
and beast——capltal beds, sir.”

“Yes, yes,” I replied, somewhat impatiently, as I threw him
the reins and enfered_the brick passarre of the Inn. ‘ Where
is the master of the house ?”

“No master, 51r ” returned the officious lad, following me.
“The master be a missus, sir. Here she come.” -

“What's your pleasure ?” said a very pretty woman, about
thirty years of age, advancing from an inner-room. She was
dressed in widow’s weeds, which became her very fair face amaz-
ingly, and led by the hand a rosy, curly-headed urchin, whose
claims to general admiration were by no- means contemptible.
The mother and her lovely boy would have made a charming
picture ; and I forgot, while contemplatmfr the orlgmals, tha.t I
was wet and hungry.

With the quickness of her sex, Mrs. Archer percelved that
she had made a favorable impression on her new guest. And
putting back the luxuriant curls from the white brow of her
boy, she remarked, with a sigh : ,

‘“ He’s young to be an orphan—poor child !”

“He is, indeed,” I replied, kissing the little fellow, as I
spoke ; “and his mother far too young and pretty to remain
long a widow.” © .

“ La, sir ; you don’t say so,” said Mrs. Archer, smiling and
blushing most becomingly. “And you standing all this while

+ in the drafty, cold passage in your wef clothes. You can have
2 pmva.te room and a fire, sir.” '
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“And a good supper, I hope,” said I laughing. “1I have.

ridden fifty miles to-day, and I feel desperately hungry.”

“You shall have the best the house affords. Pray, walk
this way.”

I followed my conductress into a neat little room. A fat
country girl was on her knees before the grate striving to kindle
the fire ; but the wood was wet, and in spite of the girl’s exer-
tions, who was supplying with her mouth the want of a pair of
bellows, the fire refused to burn.

“It’s of no manner of use—no it isn’t,” sald the girl. “I
may blow till I bust, an’ it won’t kindle.”

“Try again, Betty,” said her mistress, eucouraéingly. “You-

were always a first-rate hand at raising the fire.”

‘“ But the wood warn’t wet,” returned the fat fnrl dlSCOn-
tentedly. I can’t make it burn when it won’t.” .

And getting up from- her fat knees she retreated, scowhng

alternately at me and the refractory fire. -

The room looked cold and.comfortless. The heavy rain
dashed drearily against -the narrow window paney; and I

inquired if I could not dry my wet clothes and eat my supper .

by the kitchen fire:

“Oh, yes. If such a gentleman as you will condescend to

enter my humble kitchen,” was the reply.

I did condescend—heaven only knows how gladly—and soon
found myself comfortably seated before an excellent fire,
company with a stout, red-faced, jolly old farmer, and a thm
weazel-faced, undersized individual, dressed in a threadbare
suit of pepper and salt, who kept his hat on, and wore it on one

side with a knowing swagger, talked big, and gave himself a

thousand consequentlal airs.

This person I discovered to be the barber and great poh-
tician of the village. Who talked continually of Kiog George
and. the royal family ; of the king’s ministers ; the war in

-
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Rooshia, the burning of Moscow, and the destruction of that
_monster Bonyparty.
The farmer, who was no-scholar, and looked upon him of the’

strop and razor as a perfect oracle, was treating him to a pot

“of ale, for the sake of the news. The barber paying twopence

a week for the sight of a second-hand newspaper.

Mrs. Archer went softly up to the maker of perukes, and
whispered something inhis ear. He answered with a knowmo'
nod, and without moving, stared me full in the face.

“Not an inch will I budge, Mrs. Archer. One man’s money
is as'good as another man’s money. No offence to the gemmen,
‘A man’s a man for a’ that’ That's wha.t I call real mde-
pendence, neighbor Brllock.”

And his long, lean fingers descended upon the fat knee of the
farmer with a whack that rang through the kitchen. -

“ Deuce take you, Sheldrake. I wish youw’d just show it in

some other way,” said the farmer, rubbing his knee. “ Why,
man, your fingers are as long and as lean as a crow’s claws, and .

as hard as your own block, and sting like whip-cord. One’

"would think that you had dabbled long enough in oil and

pomatum, and- such like messes, to make them as white as a
lady’s haiid, and as soft as your own head.”

“They have been made tough by handling such hard num-
skulls as yours; neighbor Bullock. That chin of yours, with its
three days’ growth of bristles, would be a fortune to a brick-
layer whilst: it- spoils my best razors, and never puts a penny
into the pocket of the poor operator.” .

“Operator,” repeated the farmer, with a broad, quizzical grin,
“1is that your new-fangled nants for a shaver? It’s a pity you

" didn’t put it on the board with the farago of nonsense, by which

you hope to attract the attention of all the fool bodies in the
town.”?
“Don’t Qpeak dlsrespectfully of my sign, sir,” quoth the little
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barber, Waxing wroth. “Mjy sign is an excellent sign—the
admiration of the whole village ; and let me tell you that.it is
not in spite and envy to put it down—let spite and envy try -as
hard as they can. The genius that suggested that sign is not
destined to go unrewarded.” :

“Ha, ha, ha !” roared the chewer of bacon.

““Mrs. Archer,” said the offended shaver, turning to the
pretty widow with an air of wounded dignity truly comiec, “ did
you ever.Before hear a Bullock laugh liké a hog ?”

“Dang-it, man, such conceit would make a cow caper a horn-
pipe, or a Shelled Drake crow like a cock.”

“I beg you, Mister Bullock, to take no liberties with my

" name—especially in the presence of the fair sex,” bowing grace-
. fully to Mrs. Archer, who was leaning upon the back of my
chair, half suffocated with suppressed laughser.

“What are you quarrelling about, Sheldrake ?” said the good-
natured widow. ‘ Bullock, can’t you let his sign alone ? It is
something new, I hear—something in praise of the ladies.”

“I was always devoted to the ladies,” said the barber, “hav-"
ing expended the best years of my life in their service.”

“Well, well, if so be that you call that powetry over your
door a compliment to the women folk, I’Il be shot !” said the
farmer. ¢ Now, sir,” turning to me, “you are a stranger, and
therefore unprejudiced ; you shall be judge. Come, barber,
repeat your verses, and hear what the gemmen says of
them.” ]

“ With all my heart ;” and flinging his shoulders back and
stretching forth his I‘I‘Tht arm, the ba.rber repeated in a loud
theatrical tone T
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“T, Wilham Sheldrake, shave for a penny,
Ladies and gentlemen—there can’t come too many—
With heads and beards—I meant to say

. Those who've got none may keep away.”
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A hearty burst of laughter from us all greatly disconcerted
the barber, who looked as ruefully at us as a stuck pig.

“You hairy monster,” quoth Mrs. Archer, “ what do you

"mean by shaving the ladies? You deserve to be ducked to
death in a tub of dlrty suds. Beards forsooth,” and she patted,
Wlth evident complacency, her round, white, dimpled chin;

“who ever saw a woman with a beard? Did you take us a.ll
for Lapland witches? I wonder what our pretty young lady
up at Elm Grove would say to your absurd verses.”

“That is no secret to me, Mrs. Archer. I do-know what
she thinks of it. Miss Lee is a young lady of taste, and knows
how to appreciate good poetry, which is more than some folks,
not a hundred miles off, does. T

“She rode-past my shop yesterday on horseback, and I saw
her point to my sign with her riding-whip, and heard her say to
the Liondon chap that is allers with her,

¢ Is not that capital 7’ '

“ And he says, ‘Capital! If that does not draw custom to
the shop, nothing will” So now, newhbor Bullock, you may
just leave off sneering at my sign.”

“T did not think Miss Lee had been such a fool,,” said Bul-
lock, ““ but there’s no accounting for taste.”

“ Who, is' the gentleman that is staying.at the Elms just
now ?” asked Mrs. Archer. ¢ Do you know his name ?” .

“T've heard,” said Suds, “but really I qmte forget. It
either bemns with an M or an N.”

“That’s a wide landmark to sail by, Sheldrake You might
as well have added a P or a Q ” : :

“ Stop,” said the barber, “1 can give you a elue to it. Do
you remember, Bullock, thé name of the fine sporting gemman
that ran off with Parson Rivers’s daughter ? I was a boy then,
serving my time with Sam Strap.”’

I started from the contemplation of the fine well—«rllled
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; T ~beefsteak that Mrs. Archer was dishing for my eapecml
) benefit.

“Well,” said Sheldrake, * he is either a son or a nefy of his,
and has the same name.”

“The deuce he is! . That was Moncton if I mistake not.
“Yes, yes, Moncton was the name. I well remember it, for it .
was the means of our losing our good old pastor.”

“ How was that ?” said I, trying to look indifferent.

“ Why, sir, do you see. Mr. Rivers had been many years in
the parish. He married my father and mother, and baptized
me, when a babby. He did more than that. He marriéd me to
my old woman, when I was a man—but that was the worst job
he ever done. '

“ Well, sir, as I was telling you. He was a good man and a
a Christain. But he had one little weakness. We have all our
faults sir. He loved his pretty daughter too well—wise men
will sometimes play the "fool, and ’tis a bad thing to make too
much of woman-kind. Like servants they grow saucy upon it.

i
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They always gets the advantage, any how, and our old parson L_
did pet and spoil Miss Ellen, to her heart’s content. =
“There was some excuse too for him, for he was an old man 2
and a widower. He had lost his wife and a large family. Par- -
sons always have large families. My wife do say, that ’tis because i
they have nothing else to do. But I’se very sure, that I should ;
find preaching and sermon work hard enough.” - "f,_

“Lord, man, what a roundabout way you have of telling a ;%.T
story,” cried Suds, who was impatient to hear his own voice again. *;i;’
“ Gret on a little quicker. Don’t you see, the gémmen’s steak’s 3
a-getting cold——and he can’t eat and hsten to you at the same 13
time, an art I learnt long ago.” g3

“Mind youor own business, Sheldrake,” said the farmer, “1 // ,’?‘w-
never trouble my head with the nonsense that is always frothmo" / 2

-out of your mouth.” » /
’ 12+ ‘ “~ 7
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“Well, sir,” turning again to me, “as I was saying ; his wife
and family bad all died in the consumption, which made him so

afraid of losing Miss Ellen, that he denied her nothing, and .

truly she was as pretty a piece of God’s workmanship as ever
you saw—and very sweet-tempered and gentle, which beautles
seldom are. I had the misfortune to marry a pretty woman,
and I knows it to my cost. But I need not trouble you with
my missus. It’s bad enough to be troubled with her myself.

“ Qo, sir—as I was telling you. There came a- mighty fine
gentleman down from London, to stay at the Elm Grove, with
my old landlord Squire Lee, who’s dead and gone.”

‘ This Squire Lee, was the son of old Squire Lee.”

“T dare say, Bullock, the gemman does not care a farthing
whose son he was,” cried the impatient barber. “You are so
fond -of genealogies, that it’s a pity you don’t begin-with the
last squire, and end with, which was the son of Seth, Whlch
wag the son of Adam, &c.”

. These interruptions were very annoying, as I was on the ten-
“ter hooks to get out of the mountain of flesh, the head and tail
of the story, he found such difficulty in bringing forth.

“ Pray go on with your story, friend,” I said, very demurely,
for fear of hurrying him into becomma more discursive. “I
feel quite interested.”

““Well, sir, this youmr‘man came to stay at the Grove, during
the shooting season ; and he sees Miss Ellen at church, and
falls desperately in love with her. This was all very natural. I
was a youngster myself once, and a smart active chap, although
I be clumsy enotgh now, and I remember feeling rather queer-
ish, whenever I cast a sheep’s eye into the parson’s pew.”

“ But the young lady and her lover ?”—for I perceived that'

he was trotting off at full gallop in another direction—* how

did they come on ?”
“ON, ay. As young people generaly do in such cases. From
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exchanging looks, they came to exchanging letters, and then
words. Stolen- meetings, and presents of hearts cut out of

turnips, with a skewer put through them, to show the despéta-

tion of the case. That was the way at least; that I went a
courting my Martha, and it took amazingly.”

‘“ Hang you, and your Martha !” thought I, as I turned help—
lessly to the beef-steak, but I felt too much excited to do it the
least justice.

After deliberately knocking- the ashes from hls pipe, and tak-
ing a long draught of ale from the pewter pot beside him, the

old farmer went on of his own accord.

“I ’pose the young man told Miss Ellen that he could not
live without her.. We all tell ’em so, but we never dies a bit
the sooner, for all that—and the pretty Miss told him to speak
to her father, and he did" speak, and to his surprise, old parson
did n6t like it at all, and did not give him a very civil answer ;
and turned the young chap out of the house. He said, that
he did not approve of sporting characters for sons-in-law, and
Miss Ellen should never get his consent to marry him. But as
I told you before, sir. The wgc}men-folk will have their own
way, especially when there is a-sweet-heart or a new bonnet in
the case, and the young lady gave him her own consent, and

they took French leave and went off without saying a word to:

noboa i .

- “Nextmorning old parson was running about the village, ask-

iny everybodyNif they had seen his child, the tears running over
8 ¥ Y ) g

his thin face, and he raving like a man out of his head.”

“ And were the young .people ever married ?” and in spite of
myself I felt the color flush my face to crimson.

“1I never heard to the contrary. But it was not right of her
to vex the poor old man ; he took it 'so to heart, that- it quite
broke his spirit, and he hved but a very few months after she
left him."” .
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“ His death was a great loss to the neighborhood. We never
had a parson that could hold a candle to him since. He was a
father to the poor, and it was a thousand pities to see the good
old man pining and drooping from day to day, and frettiog him-
self after the spoilt gall who forsook him in his old age”

“ You are too hard upon the young lady,” said Suds,—*it
was but human natur after all, and small blame in her to prefer
a handsqme young husband to an old snuffy superannuated
parson.”

" “Did she ever return to ”

¢ She came to see her father in his dying illness, but too'late
to receive his forgiveness, for he died while her step was on the
stairs. His last words—* Thank God Ellen is come, I shall see
her before I die” But he did not, for he expired directly the
words were out of his mouth. She and her husband followed
the old man to his grave, and baring her grief, I ‘never saw a
handsomer couple.”

“ Do you know,” I said hesitatingly, the church in which they
were married ¥

#¢1 never heard sir, not feeling curious to ask, as it did not
concern e, ,but Mrs. Hepburn up at the grove, knows, she was

* Miss Lee hen, and she and old parson’s daughter went to school

together, and were fast friends.”

“Thank you,” I replied, carelessly, drawing my. chair from the
table, “ you have satisfied my cariosity.”

Though outwardly calm, my heart was beating v1olent1y —
Could it be true, that I was in the immediate vicinity of Cather-
ine and her aunt, and that the latter miﬂht be acquainfed with
the facts so ifnportadt for me to procure.’ o

The hopes and fears which this conversation had produced

_ had the gffect of destroying my appetite. It was in vain that

widow tempted me with a nnmber of delicacies in the

”
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humming ale, the power of mental excitement overpowered the
mere gratification of the senses.

¢ Before I retired for the night, I had the mortlﬁca.tron of
seem«r my loquacious companions doing ample justice to the
savory supper, from which I had risen with indifference.

I sought the solitude of my .chamber, undressed, and flung-
_ myself into bed. To sleep was.out of the question. ~Catherine
" Lee, Margaretta Moncton and my dear mother floated in a con-

tinual whirl through my heated brain. My mind was a perfect
chaos of confused images and thoughts; nor could I reflect
calmly on one subject for two minutes together.

My head ached, my heart beat tumultuously, and in order
to allay this feverish mental irritation, I took a large dose of
laudanum, which produced the desired effect of lulling me into
profound forgetfulness.

The day was far advanced when I shook off this heavy unwhole-

some slumber, but on endeavoring to rise, I felt so stupid and
giddy, that I was fain to take a cup of coffee in bed. A table-
spoonful of limejuice administered by the white hand of Mrs.
Archer, counteracted the unpleasant effects of the opiate.
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“

CHAPTER XXVI

ELM GROVE.

Ox calmly reviewing the conversation of the past might, I
determined to walk over to Elm Grove, and confide my situation
to Mrs. Hepburn, who, as a friend of my mother’s, might feel
wore interested in me, than she had done in Mr. Robert Monc-
ton’s poor dependent clerk. »

I was so well pleased w1th this plan that I immediately put
it into execution, and gave myself no time to alter my resolu-

tion, until I found myself waiting the appearance of the lady, in -

an elegant drawing-room, which- commanded the most ‘beautiful
prospect of hill and dale, in that most beautiful and romantic of
Euglish coanties. - )

" Mrs. Hepburn was past the meridian of life, Her counte-
nance was by no means handgome, but the expression was gentle

and agreeable, and her whole appearance lady-like and pre- -

_possessing.
She had mm«rled a great deal in the world, which had given
her such a perfect control over ber features, that httle could be
read of the inward emotions of the mind, from the calm and
almost immovable placidity of her face. :
A slight look of ‘surprise at the sight of a visitor so unex-
pected, and, in all probability, equally unwélcome made me feel
most keenly the awkwardness of the situation-in which 1 was

- placed. The cold and courteous manner in which she asked to -

what cause she was indebted for the pleas;/re of a visit from

Ty
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Mr. Geoﬁ‘rey Moncton, did not tend to dummsh my con-
fusion.
I suffered my agitation so completely to master me, that for

a few seconds I could find no words whereth& to frame the

most commonplace answer.

Observing my distress, she begged me to take a seat, and
placing herself on the opposite side of the table, she continaed
to regard me with the most provoking nonchalance.

Making a desperate effort to break the oppressive silence, I
contrived at last to stammer out,

I hope, madam, you will excuse the liberty I have taken by
thus intruding myself upon your notice ; but business of a very
delicate and distressing nature induced me to apply to you, as

- the only person at all hke]y to befriend me in my present

difficulty.”

Her Took of surprise mcreased nor. do I Wwonder at it, con-
sidering the ambiguity of my speech. What must she have
thought ? Nothing very favorable to me, I am sure. I could
have bitten my torzue off for my want of tact, but the Llunder
was out, and she answered with some asperity.

That we were almost strangers to each other, and that she
could not imagine in what way she could serve me, without my
request was a pecuniary one, in which case, she owed me a debt
of gratitude which she would. gladly repay. That she had

heard, with sorrow, from Mr. Theophilus Moncton, the manner -

in which I had been expelled from his father’s office. That she
bitterly Iamented that she or .her niece should have directly or
indirectly haye been the cause of my disgrace. She had been
told, however, that the  cause of Mr. Moncton’s displeasure
originated in my own rash conduct, and she feared that no

application from her in my behalf, would be likely to effect a

reconciliation between me and my uncle.

The color burnt upon my cheek and I answered with some
warmth : - 1 v .
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“ God forbid, that I should ever seek it at bis hands ! Tt is
neither to-solicit charity nor to complain to you, Mrs. Hepburn,
of my pést ill-treatment, that-I sought an interview with yoa
this morning. But—but ”—and my voice faltered, and my eyes
sought the rrround “I was told last night that you were the
intimate friend of my mother.”

% And who, sir, was your mother ?”

“ Her name was Ellen Rivers.”

“ Good- Heavens ! you the son of Ellen Rivers;” and the
calm face became intensely agitated. You, Geoffrey Mouc-
ton, the child of my ﬁrst and dearest friend. I was told you
were the natural son of her husband.”- -

“But was he her husband ?” and I almast frasped for breath.

“Who dares to doubt it ?”

“This same. honorable uncle of mine. He positively affirms
that my mother was never lawfully the wife of Edward Monc-
ton. He has branded the names of my parents with infamy,
and destroyved every document which could prove my legitimacy.
The only advantage which I derived from a niggardly destiny—
my good name-—has been wrenched from me by thls cold-blooded '
dastardly villain !” ( .

I was too. much excited to spea.k with moderation ; I trem-

_bled with passion.

“Be calm, Mr. Geoffrey,” said Mrs. Hepburn, speaking in a
natural and affectionate tone. * Let us go at length into the mat-

“ter, and if I can in any way assist you, I will do so most cheer-

fully ; although I must confess, that as. matters stand between
the fanilies just now, it is rather an awkward piece of business.
Your uncle, perhaps, never knew that I was acquainted with
Miss Rivers; or felt any interest. in her fate. These deep-seeing
men often overreach themselves. But let me hear the tale you
‘have to tell, and then I can better judge of its truth or false-

- hood.”

Encouraged by the change in Mrs. Hepburn’s tone and bear-

re




ing, I gave her a brief statement of the events of my life, up to
the hour in which I came to an open rupture with my uncle ;
and be basely destroyed my articles, and I found myself cast
upon the world without the means of subsistence.

Mrs. Hepburn was greatly astonished at the narration, and
often interrupted me to express her indignation. '

‘“ And this is the man, that bears such a fair character to the
world. The friend of the friendless, and the guardian of inno-
cence. Geoffrey Moncton, you make me afraid of the world,
of myself—of every one. But what are you doing for a living,
and what brings you into Derbyshire ?”

“I am living at present in the family of Sir Alexander Monc-
ton, who has behaved in the most generous manner to his poor
relation.” :

“You have in him a powerful protéctor.”

“Yes, and I may add, without boasting, a sincere friend. It

<

is at his expense, and on his instigation that I am here, in order

to find out some clue by which I may trace the marriage of my
dear mother, and establish a legitimate claim to the title dnd
estates of Moncton, at the worthy Baronet’s demise, an event,
which may God keep far distant ”—1I added with fervor.

“If I fail in this object, the property. devolves to Robert
Moncton and his son.”

“Isee it, I see it all—but I fear, Mr. Geoffrey, that your,

uncle hds laid his plans too deeply for us to frustrate: I feel no
doubts, as to your mother’s marriage, though I was not present
when that event took place, but I'can tell yow the church in
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which the ceremony was performed.  Your mother was just of .
age, and the. consent of parents was uunecessary, as far as‘the

legality of the marriage was concerned.”

“ God bleéss you I T cr1ed taking thé hand she extended to
me, and pressing it heartily between my own. ¢ My mother’s
son blesses you, for the kind sympathy you have expressed in
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his welfare. You are my good angel, and have inspired me-with
a thousand new and pleasing hopes.”

~ “These will not, however, prove your Iegltlma.cy my young
friend,” she said, with a smile—*‘so restrain your ardor for a
more Tortunate time. I have a letter from your mother, written
the morning after her marriage, describing her feelings during

‘the ceremony and the remorse that marred her happiness, for
having disobeyed and abandoned her aged father. She mentions
her old nurse, and her father’s gardener, 3¢ being the only wit-
nesses present, and remarks on the sexton giving her away,
that it was a bad omen, that she felt superstitions about it,
and that her husband laughed at her fears.

“The register of the marriage, you say, has been destroyed.
The parties who witnessed it, are most likely gathered to their
fathers. But the very circumstance of the register having been

. destroyed, and this letter of your mother’s, will, I think, be
greatly in your favor. At all events, the parish of —— is only
a pleasant ride among the Derby hills ; and you can examine
the registers for a trifling -donation to the clerk ; and ascertain
from him, whether Mr. Roche, the clergyman who then resided
in the parish, or his sexton, are still living. _

«J will now introduce you to my niece, who always speaks of
youw with interest, and refuses to believe the many things ad-
vanced by your cousin to your disadvantage.”

“Just like Miss Lee. She is not one to listen to the slanders -

of an enemy, behind one’s back. I heard in the village, that
Mr. Theophilus Was in this neighborhood, and a snitor of Miss
Lee's.”

“ A mere village gossip. He is staying with Mr. Thurton, -

who lives in the pretty old-fashioned house, you passed on the

" hill, on your way -hither, and is a frequeut visitor here. . Mr.
Moncton is anxious to promote an alliance beEWeen his son and
my niece. In birth and fortune, they are equals, and the
match, in & worldly pomt of view, unexceptional.”

3
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“ And Theophilus ?”

“ Is the most devoted of lovers.”

“Execrable villain ! and his poor young wxfe dying at the
Hall of a broken heart. Can such things be—and the vengeance
of heaven sleep 1”

“You don’t mean to insinuate that Mr. Theophllns Mouncton
is 2 married man.”

I scorn insinuations, I speak of facts—which to his face I
dare him to deny.”

* My dear Kate !” cried Mrs. Hepburn sinking back in her
chair. -“I have combated for several weeks with what I con-
sidered an unreasonable prejudice on her part against this mar-
riage. And this very morning I was congratulating myself on
the possibility of getting her to receive Mr. Moncton’s suit more
" favorably. Ah, Mr. Geoffrey | doubly her préserver, your timely
visit has saved the déar girl from unutterable misery.”

I then informed Mrs. Hepburn, of all the particualars of this
unfortunate marriage. Of young Moncton’s -desertion and
barbarous treatment of his wife—of her attempted suicide, and
"the providential manner in which she had been rescued by me
from the grave.

This painful interview, which had lasted several-hours, was
at length terminated by the entrance of Miss Lee and Theophi-
lus, who had been absent riding with some' friends.

They entered from the garden, and Mrs. Hepburn and I were
- 50 de}ply engaged in conversation that we did not notice their
_a:pproach until Catheri}ie called out in a tone of alarm :— -

‘ Mr. Geoffrey Moncton here, and my aunt in tears? What
can have happened ?”

“Yes, Kate, you will be glad to see an.old friend,” said her
amnt, “To you, Mr. Moncton,” turning to Theophilus, “ he is
the bearer of sad tidings.”

* Anything happened to my father ?” said Theophilus, lookmg

b
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tayards me with an expression in his green eyes, of intense and
hungry i inquiry, which, for a moment, overcame his" first glance - '
f aversion and contempt.
I read the meaning of that look, and answered scorn for
storn. :
“ Of your father and Zis affairs I know nothing. The tie of
kindred is broken between us. I wish that I knew as little of
you and yours.”

“ Wehat do you mean 7”7 and his pale cheek flushed with crimson.

;“ Isit to traduce my character, to insult me before ladies, that

you dare to intrude yourself in my company? What brings
you here ?  'What message have yon for me ?”

“With you,” I said, coldly;* I have no business, nor did I
ever wish to see you again. My steps were guxd&f here-by that

. Providence which watches over the innocent, and avenges the

wrongs of the injured. It is not my nature to stab evef an
enemy in the dark. * What I have to say to you will be said
openly and to your face.”

“This is fine language,” he said, bursting into a scornful ,
laugh. * On what provincial theatre have you been studying,
since you were expelled my father’s office ?” *-5.

‘1 have not yet learned to act the part of the hypocrite and
betrayer, in the great drama of life. Or by lying and deceit to
exalt myself upon the ruin of others.” i

“ Gro om, go on,” he cried, “ I perceive your drift. You are
a better actor than you imagine yourself.  Such accusations as
you can bring against me, will redound more to my credit than
praise from such lips.”” )

“ Theophilus Monctoun,” I replied, calmly, “I did not 1nvade_
the sanctity of this roof in order to meet and quarrel with you.
‘What I have to say to you I will communicate elsewhere.”

- ¢ Here, sir, if you please—here to my face. I am no coward,
and that you know of old. I am certain that you cannot name
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anything to my dlsadvantaore, but what I am able triumphantly
to_refate.” , . - _

“ Well—be it so then. I find you here a suitor for this lady’s
hand. Four days ago your wife attempted suicide, and was
rescued from a.watery grave by my arm.” .

“Liar | ’tis false ! Do .not listen, ladies, to this vile calum-
niator. He has a purpose of his own to serve, by traducing my
character to my friends. Let him bring witnesses more worthy
of credit than- himself, before you condemn me.”

“J condemn no one,” Mr. Theophilus,” said Mrs. Hepburn,

gravely. “ Sir Alexander Moncton is a person of credit, and -
your wife is at present under his protection. What can you say -

to this

__She -spoke-in vaxHheophﬁusde*’t the room without deign-
mg to reply. We looked in silence at’ each other.

Miss Lee was the first who spoke. ‘

‘“He is convicted by his own conscience.” I thought him cold.

and selfish, but never dreamed that he was a villain. And the
poor young woman, his wife, what is her name ?”

¢ Alice Mornington.”

A faint cry broke from the lips of Catherine. I caught her
in my arms before she fell, and placed her in a chair ; she had
fainted. - Mrs. Hepburn rang the bell for one of her female
attendants, and amid the bustle and confusion of removing Miss
Lee to her own apartment, I took the opportunity of retiring
from the scene..

“What new mystery does this involve ?” I said half aloud, as
I sauntered down the thick avenue which led from-the house to
the high-road. “ Why-did the mention of that name produce

such an effect upon Catherine ? 3 - She cannot be acquainted witk
the parties. Her agitation mlght be acc1denta1 ’Tis strange

—rvery strange ”
“Stop ! cried a loud voice near me ; and pa.le and haggard

3
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his hands ﬁercely clenched, and his eyes starting from his head,
Theophilus confronted me. ‘
¢ Geoffrey, this meeting must be our last.”

K3

“JVith all my heart;” and foldmg my arms I looked him

steadfastly in the face.

Never shall I forget the expres510n of that countenance,
transformed as it was with farious passion ; livid, convalsed ;
every feature swollen and' quivering with maflice and despair.
It was dreadful to contemplate—scarcely human. '

How often since has it hannted me in dreams.

The desire of Tevenge had overcome his usual caution.  In
the mood’he was then in, hxs pﬁny figure would have been 8
match for a giant. i S

“T seek no explanation of your conduct,” he said ; * we hate
each other ;” he gnashed his teeth.as he spoke. I have ruined
-you, and you have dome your best to return the compliment.
But you shall not triumph in my disgrace. If we fall it shall be
together.”

He sprang upon me unawares. He wound his thin sinewy

- arms around me. I was taken by surprise, and before I could
"raise my arm to defend myself from his ferocious attack, I was
thrown heavily to the ground. The last thing that I can dis-
tinctly recollect was his thin bony fingers grasping my throat.

A
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;- CHAPTER XXVII.
MY Nmzsm—nn 'WHO saE WAS

Tree night was far advanced when I recovered my senses.
The room I occupied was large and spacious ; the bed on which
I was lymg such as wealth supplies to her most luxurious child-
ren. One watch-light with shaded rays, scarcely illuminated a
‘small portion of the ample chamber, leaving the remote corners
in intense shade. ,

A female figure, in a long, loose, white wrapping-gown, was
seated at the table reading. Her back was towards me, and
my head was too heavy and my eyes too dim to recogmze the
person of the stranger.

I strove to lift my head from the pillow ; the effort wrang

from my lips 2 moan of. pa,m This brought the lady instantly ‘

to my side.
It was Mrs. Hepburn’s face, but it faded from my sight like
the faces that look upon us in dreams. Recollection and sight

——

failed me—I remember nothing more. e

Many days passed unconsciously over me. Nearly three; )

weeks elapsed before I was able to bear the light, or ask an
explanation of the past.

Mrs. Hepburn and Miss Lee were my constant attendants, and
a middle-aged, respectable man in livery, who slept in my apart-
ment, -and rendered me the most kind and essential services.
Dan Simpsen was an old servant of the family. Had been born
on the estate, and lived for thirty years under that roof. He
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was a worthy, pious man, anqéring my long, tedious illness
we contracted a mutual friendship which lasted to the close of
his life. Had it not been for the care and atténtion of those
excellent women and honest Dan, I might never have lived to
; be the chronicler of these adventures. :
iy  As T recovered strengh, Simpson informed me that the game-
| i; » ‘ keeper had witnessed from behind the hedge my encounter with
B ' Theophilus, and prevented further mischief by bursting suddenly
- upon my adversary, who had the dastardly meaness to give me
: geveral blows after I was insensible.
Theophilus left his victim with saydge reluctance. The game-
= keeper, thought at first, that I was dead, and he told him that
he had better be off, or he wonld inform against him, and have
him convicted for murder. This hjnt was enough, and Theophi—
lus lost no time in qmttmg the neighborhood.
I had fallen with the back of my head against the trunk of a ,
]a.rn'e elm tree, which had caused concussion of the brain. P
“You must be quite still, sir, and talk as little as possible,
or ’twill be bad for you,” said Simpson. ‘“An the ladies must
come near you as seldom as they can. We may manage to
keep you silent, sir, but I'll be dashed, if it be.possible. to keep
women’s tongues from wagging. They will talk—no matter the
danger to themselves or others ; an’ tis *most impossible for a
man not to listen to them. They be so good and pretty. I'd
advise you, Master Geoffrey, to shut your eyes, when our young
lady comes in with thé mistress to see e an’ then youfll no be
tempted to open your ears.”
. There was a good deal of wholesome truth in honest Dan’s
-  advice, but I lacked the resolution to adopt it. . My eyes and
\ , ears were always wide open when my fair nurse and her aunt
: \\\gproached 1y bed side.
It wasdeho-h ful to me, to listen to the soft tones of Kate
Lee’s mus1ca.1 voice; when her sweet fair face was bending over

\
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me, and she inquired in such an earnest and tender manner, how
I was, and how I had passed: the night ?”

‘“ Always the better for seeing' and hearing you, charmmo-
Kate, I would have answered had I ‘dared.”

One afternoon, Kate was absent, and the dear old lady, her
good aunt came to sit with me, and read to me while she was

‘away. It was always good pious books she read, and I tried to
feel interested ; but they were dull, and if they failed to convert
me, they never failed in putting me to sleep. Knowing the result,
I always listened patiently, and in less than half an hour was
certain to obtain my reward.’

I have no doubt, that the” soponﬁc quality of these sermons,
by quieting my mind and producing wholesome repose, did more
to enhance my recovery, than ail the lotions and medicines
administered by the family physician—who was another worthy
but exceedingly prosy individual.”

It so happened thmt this afternoon my kind old friend was
inclined for a chat. She sat down near my bed, and after feel-
ing my pulse, and telling me that I was going on nicely—she
began to talk over my late misadventure.

“It is a mercy that your life was spared, Geoffrey. Who
could have imagined that your cousin, with his smooth courteous
manners and silken voice was sach a ruffian.”

a “The snake is beautiful and graceful,” said I, “yet the
g . venom it conceals produces death. Theophilos has many quali-
be % ties in common with the reptile. Smooth, insidious, and deadly.
, He always strikes to kill.” :
o8 His encounter with you, Geofirey, has removed every doubt
nd : from our minds, as to his real character and the truth of your
ot ‘ tatements. - I cannot think without a shudder, of the bare
. possibility of my amiable Kate becoming the wife of such a
Zate . Rvillain?
over

“Could Miss Lee really entertain the least regard for such a
man,” I cried, indignant at the bare supposition.
: 13

————
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“ Hush, Geoffrey. You must not talk above a whisper. You
know Dr. Lake has forbidden you to do that.” .

‘““Kate never loved Theophilus. She might, however, have
yielded to my earnest importanities for her to become his wife.
Mr. Moncton is her guardian, and some difficulties attend the
settlement of her property, which this union, would in all proba-
bility have removed. You know the manner in which lawyers .
cut out work for themselves, Mr. Moncton. T have no doubt, it
is the only real obstacle in the way.”

“ More than probable,” whispered I, for I wanted the old lady
to go on talking about Kate; ‘ but, dear Mrs. Hepburn, I have
a perfeet horror of these marriages without affection; they
seldom turn out well. Poor as I am I would never sacrifice the
happiness of a whole life by contracting such a marriage.”

“Young people always think so, but a few years produce a
great change in their sentiments. I am always sorry when I
hear of a young man or woman being desperately in love, for it
generally ends in disappointment. A heavy trial of this kind—

' 2 most unfortunate engagement in early youth, has rendered pgor

Catharme indifferent to the voice of love.”

I felt humbled and mortified by this speech. I turned upon
my pillow to conceal my face from my kind nurse. Good
heavens! Could it be true, that I had only loved the phantom
of a dream—had followed for so many weary months a creature

‘of imagination—a woman who had no heart to bestow upon her

humble worshipper ?
I had flattered myself that I was not indifferent to Miss Lee:
had even dared to hope that she loved me.

‘What visions of future happiness in store for me, had these
presumptuous hopes foretold. What stately castles had I not
erected upon this sandy foundation, which I was now doomed to
see perish, as it were within my grasp ?

My bosom heaved, and my eyes became dim, but I proudly
struggled with my feelings, and turning to Mrs. Hepburn, I

o — — [,
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inquired with apparent calmness, “If any letters had arrived

for me?” She said she did not know, but would send to the

post-office and inquire.

I then, by mere chance, remembered the name that Sir Alex-
ander had bestowed upon me, and told Simpson, who had just
then entered, to ask for letters for Mr. Tremain.

I felt restless and unhappy, and feigned sleep, in order to be
left alone—and when alone, if a few tears did come to my rélief
to cool the fever in my heart and bram, the reader who has ever

loved will excuse the weakness. e

I could not forgive my charming-Kate, “for hanng loved

_another, when I felt that she ought to have loved me. Had I

/

» _ not saved her life at the risk of my own—had I not been true

to her at the sacrifice of my best interests, and-slighted the pure
devoted affection of Margaretta Moncton, for the love of one
who loved me not—who never had loved me, though I had wor-
shipped her image in the innermost shrine of my heart? Alas!
for poor human nature : this severe trial was more than my
philosophy could bear.

Froia these painful and mortifying reflections I was aroused
by the light step of the beantiful delinquent, who, radiant in
youth and loveliness, entered the room.

I g]a.nced at her from under my half-closed eyelids. I regard--

half her beauty had vamshed.
She came to my bed-side, and in accents of the tenderest con-

‘cern, inquired after my health.

“ What have you been doing, Geoffrey—not talking too much

‘Thope? Youlook ill and feverish. See, I have brought you a

present—a nosegay of wild flowers, gathered in the woods.
Are they not beautiful

To look into her sweet face, and entertain other feelings than

those of respect and admiration, was impossible. I took the
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‘flowers from the delicate white hand that profered them, and
tried to thank her. My lips quivered. I sighed involuntarily,
and turned away. V

“You are out of spirits, Geoﬂ’rey, my dear friend,” she smd
sitting down by my bed-side, and placing her finger on the pulse
of the emaciated hand that lay listlessly on the coverlid ;  you
must try and overcome these fits of depression or you w111 Rever . ...
get well. I left you :cheerfal and hopeful. My dear aunt has

~—-been-preaching one of her long sel!mons, a.nd that has made yon
nervous and melancholy” > i

Another deep sigh and a shake of the head—I could nelther
look at her, nor trust myself to speak.

“Your long confinement in this dull room affects your mind,
Greoffrey.. It is hard to be debarred the -glorious air of heaven
during such lovely summer weather. But cheer up, brave heart,
in a few days, the doctor says, that you may be removed into
another: room; from the windows you will enjoy a delightful
prospect, and watch the sun set every evening behind the pur-
ple hills” B

“You and your kind aunt are too good to me, Miss Lee.
To one in my unfortunate circumstances, it would ha.ve been
better for e had I died.”

“For shame, Geofirey. Such sentlments are unworthy of
you—are ungrateful to the merciful Father who saved you from‘
destruction.” $

“Why, what inducements have I to live ?”

“Many ; if it be only to improve the talents that God has
committed to your keeping. For this end your life has been k
spared, and the heavier will be your amount of guilt, if you ﬁég-’ {
lect so great salvation. God has permitted you to assert your
innocence—to triumph over your enemy ; has saved you from
‘the premeditated malice of that enemy; and do yon feel no
gratitude to Him for such sxgna.l mercies ?”
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¢ Indeed I have not thought of my preservation in this way
before, nor have I been so grateful as I ought to have been. I
have- suffered human passions and affections to stand between
" me and heaven.”

“We are all too prone to do that, Geoﬁ'rey The mmd in
its natural and unconverted state, cannot comprebend the
tender mercies of the Creator. Human nature 55 so selfish, left

to its own guidance, that it needs the purifying influences of

religion to liff the.soul-from -grovellingin "the dust. “Tam no
blo'ot-—no disputer about creeds and forms of worship, but 1
know that without God, no one can be happy or contented in
any station of life, orinder any circumstances.”

Seeing that I did not answer, she released the hand that she
had retained within her own, and said very gently :

“Forgive me, Geoﬁ'rey, if I have wounded your feelin,

“Go on—go on. I could hear you talk for ever, dear Miss
Lee”

“You have grown very formal, Geoﬁ'rey—why Miss Lee?
During your illness; I have been simple Kate.”

“But I am getting weH now,” and I tried to smile ; my heart
_ was too sore. ‘Oh, Catherine,” I cried, “ fornge my way-
wardness, for I am very unhappy.”

“You have been placed in very trying circumstances, but I n

feel an inward conviction that you will overcome them all.”

“ My grief has pothing to do with that,” I said, looking at .

her very earnestly. T
« I read in her countenance pity and surprise, but no tenderer

: emonon
-\« May T—dare I, dearest Cathenne, unburden my hea.rt to

you b

the cause of your distress, you may be certam of my advice and
svmpathy ?

. “Speak freely and candidly, Greoffrey. If I cannot-remove

-

°
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“ Heaven bless you fer that 1” I murmured, kissing the hand
which dlsengao'ed itself gently from my grasp, and with a color
somewhat helghtened Catherme bent towards me in a h_tenmg
attitude.

The ice once broken, I determmed to tell her all ; and in low
and broken accents I procéeded to inform her of my boyish
attachment, and the fond hopes’I had dared to entertain, from
the kind and flattering manner in which she had returned my
attentions at Mr Monctow’s, and of the utter annihilation of

these ardently cherished hopes, when mformed by Mrs. Hepburn

that afternoon, that her affections had been bestowed upon some
more fortunate person.
During my incoherent confession, Miss Lee was greatly
agitated. ,
Her face was turned from me, but from the listless attitude
of ‘her figure, and the motionless repose of the white hand that

fell over the arm of the chair in which she was seated I saw

that she was weeping.

Then came a long, painful pause. ‘Catherine at length -wiped ,

away her tears, and broke the oppressive silence.

“ Greoffrey,” she said, solemnly, “T have been to blame in
this. At the tie you saved my life (a service for which I can
never feel sufficiently grateful, for I value life and all its mercies)
I was young and happy, engaged to one, who in many respects,
though older by some years, resembled yourself.

“When I met you the second time at your uncle’s disap-
pointment had flung a baleful shade over my first fond anticipa-
tions of life ; but, young and sanguine, I still hoped for the best.

“ By some strange coincidence, your voice and manner greatly
resembled those of the man I loved, and whom I still fondly
hoped to meet again. This circumstance attracted me tfowards
you, and I felt great pleasure ir conversing with you, as every

look and tone reminded me of him. This, doubtless, gave rise
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" to the attachment you have just revealed to me, and which I
must unceasingly lament, as it is impossible for me to ma.ke you
any adequate return.” -

“ And is my rival still dear to you, Miss Lee ?”

Her lips again quivered, and she turned weeping away.

“T read my fate in your silence. You love him yet ?”

* And shall continue to love him whilst I have life, Geoffrey
Moncton,” slowly- and suﬁ'ocatmu-ly broke from "the/ pale lips of
the trembling girl.

‘¢ And you would have been persuaded by your aunt to marry
Theophllus Moncton ?”

“Never! Who told you that ?” and her eye /ﬂashed proudly,
.- almost scornfully upon me.”

“Your good aunt.” / :

¢ She knows nothing about it. I ceased to/ /oppose her wishes
in words, because I found that it might produce a rupture
between us. Women of my aunt’s age, have outlived their
-sympathies in affairs-of the heart. 'What/they once felt they
have forgotten, or look upon as a weakness which ought not to
be tolerated in their conversations with the/ young.

“But look at that fine candid face, /Geoffrey ; that open
benevolent brow, and tell me, if having once loved the original,
it is such an easy matter to-forget or to find a substitute in
such a being as Theophilus Moncton. »

As she said this she took a portﬁalt that was suspended
by a gold chain from the inner folds whlch covered her beautiful
bosom, and placed it in my hand. /’

“ Good. heavens 1” I cried, sinking back upon the pillow,
“my friend, George Harrison ” ,"

“Who ? T know no one of that name.”

“ True—trye. George Harrison—Philip Mornington—they
are one and“the same. - And his' adored and lost Charlotte
Laaurie, aud. my beautiful Catherm/e Lee are identified. I see
through it now. He hid the tmth from me, fearmg that it
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might destroy our friendship. Honesty in this, as in all other
cases, would have been the best-policy.”

“ Philip is still alive ! - Not hearing of him for 80 ma.ny
months made me conclude that he was either dead or had left

saEngland in disgust.” '
? “ He still lives, and loves you, Kate; with all the fervor of a
first attachment.”

“I do not deserve it, Geoffrey. I dared to mxstrust hrs
honor, to listen to base calumnies propagated by Theophilus
and his father, purposely, I now believe, to injure him in my
estimation. But what young girl, ignorant of the world and
the ways of designing men, could suspect such-a grave, plausible
man as Robert Moncton, who, outwardly, always manifested the
most affectionate interest in my happiness. I much fear that
my coldness had a very bad effect upon Philip’s character, and
was the means of leading him into -excesses, that ultimately
led to his ruin.” ‘

I was perplexed, and knew not what answger to make, for she
had hit upon the plain truth. To tell her so, was to plunge sn
amiable creature into the deepest affliction, and to withhold it
was not doing justice to the friend, whom, above all of his sex, -
I loved and valued.

-With the quick eye of love, and the tact of woman, Kate
perceived my confusion, and guessed the cause; she broke into a
fit of passionate weeping.

“ Dear Kate,” I began, with difficulty raising myself on the .
pillow, * control this violent emotion and I will tell you all I
know of my friend.” ' _

She looked eagerly up through her tears ; but the task I bad ;
imposed upon myself was beyond my strength to fulfill. My (
nerves were so completely shattered by the agijgd
the past scene, that I sank back exhausted and®gd !
pillow.

“Not now—not now, Geoffrey, you are unequal to the task.
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This conversation has tried you too much.” And raising my
head upon her arm, she bathed my temples with eau de Cologue,
and hastened to administer a restorative ffom the phial tbat
stood on the table. : ‘

“T shal] be better now I know the worst,” I said; and ™

closing my eyes for a few moments, my head rested passively
on her snow-white shoulder.

A few hours back, and the tomch of those fair hands would
have thrilled my whole frame with delight ; but now it awoke
in me little or no emotion. The beautiful dream had vanished.

. My adored Catherine Lee was the'_béifro‘qhed of my friend ; and
I could gaze upon her pale agitated face with calmness—with

) ‘brotherly, platonic love. I was only now anxious to effect a

reconciliation between George and his Kate, and I rejoiced
that the means were in all probability in my power.

The euntrance of Mrs. Hepburn with letters, put an end to
this paioful scene ; while their contents gave rise to other
thoughts and feelmgs hopes and fears.

“I cannot read them yet,” I said, after havmﬂ' examined
the handwriting in which the letters were directed. * My eyes
are dim. I am too weak. The rest of an hour will restore me.
The sight of these. letters makes me nervous, and agitates me
too much. - They are from Sir Alexander and his daughter, and
may contain lmportant tidings.”

“Let us go, dear aunt,” whispered Kate, slipping her arm °

through Mrs. Hepburn’s. “It will be better to leave Geoffrey
for a.""hlle alone.”

They left the room mstantly I was relieved by their absence
My heart was oppressed with painful thoughts. I wanted to
be alone—to commune with my own spirit, and be still. .

A few min ad scarcely elapsed, and I was sound asleep.
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CHAPTER XXVIII.
MY LETTERS.

Day was waning into night, when I again unclosed my eyes.
A sober calm had succeeded the burning agitation of the pre-
vious hotdrs. I was no longer a lover—or at least the lover of
Catherine Lee. My thoughts had returned to Moncton Park,

and in dreams the fairy figure of Margaret had flitted beside

~ me, through its green arcades.

My heart was free to love her who so loved me, and by the light
of the lamp I eagerly opened up the letters, which I had grasped
during my slumbers tightly in my hand.

But hefore I could decipher a line, my worthy friend Dan
came to the rescue.

“T cannot permit that, master Geoffrey—your eyes are too'

weak to read such fine penmanship.”
“ My good fellow, only a few lines. You must allow me to do
that.”

“Not a word. What is the use of all this nursing if you

will have your own way? You will be dead at this ratem less
than a week.”

“What a deal of trouble that would save you,” said I, look-
ing at him reproachfully.

“Who called it trouble ? not I,” said honest Dan. *The
trouble is a pleasure if you will only be tract’nd obey those
who mean you well. Now don’t you see wh
against reason and common sense. You would talk to the mis-

mes of acting .

)

2
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tress the whole blessed afternoon. Several times I came to the
door, and it was still talk, talk, talk—and when my young lady
comes home and the old mistress was fairly tired, and walked
out to give her tongue a rest, it was still the same with the
young one—talk, talk, talk, and no end to the talk, till you well
nigh fainted ; and if it had not been for God’s Providence that
set you off fast asleep, you might have died of the talk fever.”

“But I am better now, Daniel—you see the talking did me®
1o harm, but good.”

“Tout, tout, man, a bad excuse, you know, is better than
none they say. But I think it’s far worse, for ’tis generally an
invented lie, just to cheat the Devil or one’s own conscience ;
howsomever, I doubt much, whether the-Devil was ever cheated
by such practices, but did not always win in the long run by
that sort of stale mate.” .

“ Are you a chess player ?” I asked in some sarprise.

“ Ay, just in a small way. OIld Jenkins the butler and I,
often have a tuzzle together in his pantry, which sometimes ends' .
in a stale mate—he, he, he—Jenkins who is a dry stick, says,
that a stale mate, is better than stale fish, ora glass of Hat cham-
pagne—he, he, he.” :

_ “I perfectly agree with Jenkins. But don’t you see, my good

Daniel, that you blame me for talking with the ladies,’and want-

ing to read a love-letter ; while you are making me act qﬁite as
" imprudently, by laughilng and talking with you.”

¢ A loveletter did yousay ?” and he poked his long nose nearly
into my face, and squinted down with a glance of intense curiosity .
at the open letter I still held in my hand. “ Why that is rather
a temptation to a~young gentleman, I must own ; cannot I read -
it for yon, sir ? 1 am as good a scholar as‘our clerk.” )

“I don’t doubt your capabilities, Simpson. - But yon
see, this is a I really can only do for myself. The young
lady would not like her letter to be made public.”

“ Why, Lord, sir, you don’t imagine that I would say a word
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about it. I have kept secrets before now—ay, and ladies’

secrets, too. I was the man that helped your father to carry

off Miss Ellen. It was I held the horses at the corner of the

lane, while he took her out of the chamber window. I drove

them to -church next inorning, and waited at the doors till
_ they were married ; and your poor father gave me five golden
. guineas to drink the bride’s health.. Ah! she was a bride

“*worth the winning—a prettier woman I never saw—she beat
my young lady hollow—though sonte folks do think Miss Cathe-
rine a beauty.”

“Youn did not witness the ceremony ™

- “No, sir ; but as I sat on the box of the carriage, I saw old
Parson Roche go up to the aisle in his white gown, with a book
in his hand, and if it were not to marry. the young folks, what
business had he there ?” @

“What, indeed,” thought I. “This man’s evidence may be
of great value to me.”

I lay silent for some minutes thinking over these circam-
stances, and qiite forgot my letter until reminded of it by Simpson.

" “Well, sir, I'm thinking that I will allow you to read that
letter ; if you will just put on my spectacles to protect your eyes
from the light.”

“But I could not see with them Simpson ; spectacles, like
wives, seldom suit anybody but the persons to whom they
belong. Besides, you know, that old eyes and young eyes never
" behold the same objects alike.” )

“ Maybe,” said the old man. *But do just Wait patiently
until I can prop you up in the bed, and put the lamp near
enough for you to see that small writing. Tzet, tzet—what a
pity it is that young ladies, now-a-days, are ashamed of writing '
a good, legible hand. You will‘_ require a dou*pair of specs
to read yon. B

Fhe old man's curiosity was aimost as great as his kindness ;.
and I should have felt annoyed at his pecping and prying over my
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shonlder, had I not been certain that he could not decipher, with-
out the aid-of the said spectacles, a single word of the contents.
I 'was getting tired of his loquacity, and was at last obliged
to request°him to go, which he did most reluctantly, begging
me as he left the room to have mercy on my poor eyes.
' There wassome need of the caution ; the fever had left me so
weak that it was with great dlfﬁculty I succeeded in reading
- Margaretta’s letter. -

“DEar Cousm G EOFFREY :

“We parted with an assarance of mutual friendship. I shall

not waste words in apologizing for writing to you. As a friend
I may continue to love and value you, convinced that the heart
in whlch I trust will never condemn me for the confidence I
repose jiait. -
" «1 have suffered a severe affliction since you left us, in the
death of poor” Alice, which took place a fortnight ago. She
died in"a very unsatisfactory frame of mind, anxious to the last
to behold her unprincipled husband or Dinah North. The
latter, however, has dlsappeared and no trace of her can be
discovered. :

“There was some secret, perhaps the same that you endea-
vored so fruitlessly to wrest from her, that lay heavily upon the
poor girl’s conscience, and which she appeared eager to commu-
nicate after the power of utterance had fled. The repeated
mention of her brother’s name during the day which preceded
her dissolution, led me to the conclusion that whatever she had
to divalge was connected with him. '

‘“ But she is gone, and the secret has perished with her, a cir-
cumstance which we may all have cduse to regret.

“ Aqd thisgs the first time, Geoﬁ'tey, that I have looked
upon death—iHe death of one, whom from infancy I have loved
as a sister. '
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“The sight has filled me with- awe and terror ; the more so,
because I feel "a strange- presentlment that my own end is not
far distant.

“This, my dear eousin, you wﬂl sa.y is the natural result of
watching the decay of one so young and beautiful as Alice
Mornington—one, who, a few brief months ago, was full of life,
and health, and hope—that her death has brought more. forcibly
before me the prospect of my own mortality.

“Perhaps it is :;:j I do not wish to die, Geoﬂ'rey/;; life, for
me, has many charms. I love my dear father tenderly. To his
fond eyes I am the light of life—the sole thing that remains to
him of my mother. I would live for his sake to cherish and
comfort him in his old age. I love the dear old homestead with
all its domestic associations, and I could not bid adieu to you,
my dear cousin, without keen regret.

“And then, the glorious face of nature— the Ms, the.

flowers, the glad, bright sunbeams, the rejoicing song of birds;
the voice of waters, the whispered melodies of wind-stirred
leaves, the green solitudes @tﬁe dim mysterious. forest, I love—. -

" - oh, how I love them all-]

¢ Yes, these are dear to my heart and memory ; yet I wan—-'-
der discontentedly amid my favorite haunts. My eyes are ever
turned to the earth. .A spirit seems to whisper to me. in low
tones, ‘ Open thy arms, mother, to receive thy child.’ -

“I struggle with these waking -phantasies ; my eyes are fall
of tears. I feel the want of companionship. I long for some
fricndly bosom to share my grief and wipe away my tears. The
sunshine of my heart has vanished. Ah, my &w friend, how
earnestly I long for your return! Do write, and let us know
bow you have sped. - My father came back to ‘the Hall the day
.after the funeral of poor Alice. He marvels like me at your
long silence. He has important news;p communicate which I
must not forestall - WL




THE MONCTONS. 303

~ @'Write soon, and let us know that you are well and ha.ppy ;
a lme from you will cheer my drooping heart.~-
: - Lo Yours, in the sincerity of love,
o ’ MARGAREHA Moxcrox.

4 MoxcroN PARK, July 22, 18—.7

I read this letter ~over several times, until the characters
became misty,-and I could no longer form them info words. A
'thousand times, I pressed it to my lips and vowed eternal fidel-
ity to the dear writer. Yet—what a mournful tale it told.
The love but half-concealed, was apparent in every line. I felt™
bitterly, that I was the cause of her dejection—that hopeless
aflection for me was undermining her health. .

1 would write to her instantly—would tell her all. “Alas, my
hand, unnerved by long illness, could no longer guide the pen—
and b could I employ the hand of another? I cursed my
unlucky accidént, and the unworthy cause of it ;.and in order
to- divert my thoughts from this melancholy subject, I eagerly
tore open Sir Alexander’s Ietter.

The paper fell from my grasp, I was not able to read.

Mrs. Hepburn appeared like a good angel, followed by honest
Dan, bearing candles, and the mos,}; refreshing of all viands to
an invalid,—a delicious cup of fragrant tea, the very smell

. of which was reviving ; and whilst deliberately sipping the con-
tents of my second cup, I requested Mrs. Hepburn, as a great -
favor, to read to me Sir Alexander’s letter.

- “Perhaps it may contain family secrets ?” she said, with an
inquiring lomst her hand rested rather tenaciously upon
the closely n sheets. -

“ After the confidence which we have mutually reposed in
each other, my dear Madam, I can have no secret to conceal.
You are acquainted with my private history, and I flatter my-
gelf, that %gxther you fer your amiable niece, are indifferent to
my fature welfare.” * : ' ’

I RIS
MY B
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“You only do us justice, Gedﬁ‘rey,” said the kind woman,
affectionately pressing my hand, after readjusting my pillows.
*I love you for your mother’s sake. I prize you for your own ;
and I hope you will allow me to consider you in the light of
that son, of whom Heaven early deprived me.”

“ You make a rich man. of me at once,” I cried, respectfully
kissing her hand. How can I be poor while I possess so many
excellent friends. Robert Moncton, with-all his wealth, is &
beggar, when compared to the hiterto despised Greoffrey.”

“Well, let us leave off complimenting each other,” said Mrs.
Hepburn, laughing ; “and please to lie down like a good boy
and compose yourself, and listen attentively to what your uncle
has to say to you.”

¢« My DEarR GEOFF :—
* ..

“What the deuce, man, has happened to you, that we
bave received no tidings from you. Have you and old Dinah
eloped together on the back of a broomstick. The old hag’s
disappearance looks rather suspicious. Madge does little else
than pine and fret for your return. T becm to feel quite jealous
of you in that guarter.

“T have a long tale to tell you, and scarcely know where to
begin. Next to taking doctor’s stuff, I detest letter writing,
and ‘were you not a great favorite, the pens, ink and paper might
go_to the bottom of the river, before I would employ them to
‘communicéate a single thought.

* ¢ T had a very pleasant journey to London, whmh termma.ted

in a very unpleasant visit to your woréky uncle. It was not
without great repugnance that I condescended to enter the
villain’s house, partwula.rly when I reflected on the errand which
took me there. k-

“ He received me w1th one of hlS blandest smﬂesm mq"ed
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after my health with such affectionate interest, that it woald .
have led a stranger to imagine that he really wished me well, <
instead of occupying a snug corner in the family vault.
“ How I abhor this man’s hypocrisy. Bad as he is—it is the
very worst feature in his character. I cut all his compliments
short, by informing him that the object of my visit was one
of a very unpleasant nature, that required his immediate atten-
tion.
- “He looked very cold and spiteful.
- ¢ T anticipate your business,” he said ; ¢ Geoffrey Moncton, I
“am informed, has found an asylum with you, and I sappose you
are anxious to effect a reconciliation between us. If such be the
parport of your visit, Sir Alexander—your journey must .prove
in vain. I never will forgive that ungrateful young' man, nor
admit him again into my presence.’
*“You have injured him too deeply, Robert,’ I said, calmly,
for you know, Geoff—that it is of little use of flying into a pas-
sion with your cold-blooded uncle; he is not generous- enough :
to get insulted and show fight like another man—°Greoffrey —
does not wish it, and I, should scorn to ask it in his name.’. :

“The man of law looked incredulous, bat di _notshoose—to———-———
venture areply. -

“¢It is not of Geoffrey Moucton, the mdependent warm-
hearted orphan, I wished to speak—who thank God ! has pluck
enough to take his own part, and speak for himself It is of.
one, who is a disgrace to his name and faxmly. I mean your son,
Theophllus ?

"““‘Really, Sir Alexander, you take a great deal of _trouble
about matters which do-not concern you’ (he said. this witha '
sarcastic sneer), ‘my son is greatly indebted to you for such -
disinterested kindness.’

" “His cool.impudence provoked me beyond endurance—I
felt & wicked pleasure in retaliation, which God forgive me, was
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far from a Christian spirit. But I despjsed the rascal too much
at that moment to pity him.

¢ ¢ My interference in this matter concerns me more nearly than
you imagine, Mr. Moncton. . Your son’s umfortunate wife at-
tempted suicide, but was prevented in the act of drowning
herself by the nephew you have traduced and treated 50

basely.’
4 ¢Damn her! why dxd he not let her drown? thundered

_ forth your uncle.

‘¢ Because his heart was not hardened in villainy like your
own. Your daughter-iv-law now lies dying at my house, and
I wish to transfer the responsxbxhty from my hands into your

own.’
“¢It was your fault that they ever met,’ he cried. ‘Your

 Jove of low society, that threw them together. Theophilus was

not'a man to make such a fool of himself—such an mferna.l
fool I

¢ And.then the torrent burst. - The man became transformed
into the demon. He stamped and raved—and tore his hair, and

‘carsed, with the most horrid and blasphemous oaths, the son who

had followed so closely in his steps. Such a scene I never
before withessed—such a spectacle of human depravity may it
never be my lot to behold again. In the midst of his incoherent
ravings, he actually threatened, as the consummation of his in-
dignation against his son, to make you his heir.

¢ Such is the contradiction inherent in our fallen nature, that

" he would exhalt the man he hates, to revenge himself upon the

son who has given the death-blow to the selfish pride which has
marked his crooked path through life.

‘T left the man of sin in deep disgust. It made me think very
humbly of myself. Faith, Geoff, when I look back on my own
early career, I begin to think that we are a vile bad set ; and
vithout you and Madge raise the moral tone of the family char-
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~ acter there'is small chance of any of the other members finding
_their way to heaven.
“T spent a couple of quiet days with my old friend Onslow,
and then commenced my journey home.
“At a small village about thirty miles from London, I was
overtaken by such a violent storm of thunder and rain, that
I had to put up at the only inn in the place for the night.

“In the passage I was accosted by an old man of pleasing -

demeanor, and with somewhat of a foreign aspect, who inguired

-if he had the honor of speaking to Sir Alexander Moncton? I

said yes, but that he had the a,dvanta,ge of me, as I believed him
to be a perfect stranger.

‘“ He appeared embarrassed, and sald that he did not wonder
at my forgetting him, as it was only in a subordinate s1tua,txon I

had ever seen him, and that was many years ago.

“T now looked hard at the man, and a conviction of often
having seen him before flashed into my mind. It was an image
connected with bygone years—jyears of folly and dissipation. .

“ ¢ Surely you are not William Walters, who for such a long+

time was the friend and confidant of Robert Moncton.”

“‘The same, at your service.’

¢ ¢ Mr. Walters,” said 1, turning on my heel ‘I ha.ve no wish
to resume tke acquaintance.*

-%“*¢You are right,” he replied, and was silent for a minute or
50, then resumed, in a grave and humble tone; * Sir Alexander,

1 trast We are both better men, or the experience and sorrows of §
years have been given to us in vain. I can truly say, that I

have deeply repented of my former sinful life, and I trust that

my repentance has been accepted by that God before whom we

must both soon appear. Still, I cannot blame you, for wishing

to haye no farther intercourse with one whom you only knew as

an immoral and noprincipled man. Bat for the sake of a.young

_man, who, if living, is a near connection of yours, I beg you to
listen patiently to what I have to sa.y
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‘¢ If your communication has reference to Geoffrey, the son of
Edward Moncton and nephew to Robert, I am entirely at your
service.” :

“‘He is the man! I bave left a comfortable home in the
United States, and retufned to England with the sole object in
view, of settling a moral debt which has lain a long time paino-
fully on my conscience. I was just on my way to Moncton Park
to speak to you on this important subject.’

“ My dear Geoff, you may,lmagme the feelings with which I
heard this announcement. Had I been alone,- I should have
snapped my fingers, whistled, shouted for _]oy-——anythmv that -
would have diminished with sa.fety the suffocating feeling at my

~ heart. I was so glad—I never knew how dear you were to me

until then. So I invited the solemn, and rather puritanical look-
ing white-headed man to partake of my dinner, and spend the
evening in my apartment, in order to get out of him all that I
could concerning you. The result was most satisfactory. There
was no need of bribes or nut-crackers; he was anxious to make

a clean breast of it, for which I gave him ample absolution. '

‘“ Here is his confession, as well as I can remember it.

“¢‘My acquaintance with Robert Monc¢ton commenced at
school. I was the only son of a rich banker in the city of Nor-
wich. My father was generous to a fault, and allowed me
more pocket-money than my young companions could boast of
receiving from their friends at home.

‘¢ My father had risen, by a train of fortunate cu-cumstances,
from a very humble station in life, and was ostentatiously proud
of his wealth. He was particularly anxious for me to pass for-.
the son of a very rich man at school, which he fancied .would

"secure for me powerful friends, and their interest in my journey

through life’

<1 was not at all averse to his plans, which I carried out to
their fullest extent, and went by the name of Ready-Money
Jack, among my school-mates, who I have no doubt whispered
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behind my back, that—fools and their money are soon parted—
for you know, Sir Alexagdet this is the way of thé world. And

there is no place in wliﬁxch the world and its selfish maxims are

more fqlly exemplified than in a large boarding-school.
“el had not been Loncr at school when the two Y[onctons were
ad'mltted to the same class with myself. Edward was a dash-
ng, eloquent, brave Iad more remarkable for a fine appearance

and an admirable téu‘]per, than for any par ticular talent. He

was a very popular boy, but somehow or other we did not take
to each other. . |

«¢The boyish va;mty fostered by my father, made me wish to
be considered the ﬁrst lad in the school ; a notion which Edward
took good care to keep down ; and fretted and galled by his
assnmptwn of supenonty, 1 turned to Robert, who was every-
thing but frxend]y to Edward to support my cause and back me

% in my quarrels. |

I

« ¢ Robert was & handsome gentlemanly-looking lad, but quite

the reverse of Edward. He hated rough play, learned his

lessons with -indet"'atigable industry, and took good care to keep
~himself out of harm’s way.  He was the pattern f)oy of the
school. The favorite with all the-teachers.

“<He pos_ses"Sed a grave, specions manner—a cold quiet
dignity, which imposed upon the ignorant and unsuspecting ;
and his love of money was-a passion that drew all the blood
_from his stern proud heart.

“‘He saw that I was frank and vain, and he determined fo
profit by my wpakness I did not want for natural capacity,
but I was a sad idler. ’ _

¢ ¢ Robert w'as shrewd and persevering, and I paid him hand-
somely for doma' my sums and writing my Latin exercises. We
became firmy \fnends and I loved him for years with more
sincerity than he deserved..

“tAsI advanced towards manhood, my poor fa.ther met w:th

(
i
i
i
|
1

e

b

s -




3i0 THE MONCTONS.

great losses ; and on the failure of a large firm with which his >

own was principally connected, he became a bankrupt.

¢ ¢ Solely dependent upon my rich father, without any fixed
aim or object in life, T had just made a most imprudent marriage,
when his death, which happened almost immediately upon his
reverse of fortune, awoke me to the melancholy reality that
stared me in the face.

‘¢ In my distress I wrote to Robert Moncton, who had just
commenced practice at his old office in-Hatton Garden. He
answered my appeal to his charity promptly, and gave me a
seat in his office as engrossing clerk, with a very liberal salary
which, I need not assure youm, was most thankfully accepted by
.& person in my reduced circumstances.

“¢This place I filled entirely to his satisfaction for fifteen
years, until I was the father of twelve chil ’ .

¢ My salary was large, but, alas ! it was the wages of sin.
All Robert Moncton’s dirty work was confided to my hands.
I was his creature—the companion of his worst hours—and he
paid me liberally for my devotion to his interests. But for all
this, there were moments in my worthless life—when better feel-
ings prevailed—when I loathed the degrading trammels in
which I was bound; and often, on the bosom of a dear and
affectionate wife, I lamented bitterly my fallen state.

. «¢ About this period Edward Moncton died, and Robert

was appointed guardian: to his orphan child. Property there
was none—barely sufficient to pay the expenses of the faneral
Robert supplied from his own purse £50, towards the support
of the young widows until she could look about and obtain a
situation as a day governess or a teacher in a school for which
she was eminently qualified.

«¢J never shall forget the unnatural joy displayed by Robert
on this melancholy occasion. '

“¢«“Thank God! William,” he said, clapping me on the

2
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shoulder, after he had read the letter which poor Mrs. Moncton
wrote to inform him of her sudden bereavement, “ Edward is dead.
There is only one stumbling-block left in my path, and T will
soon kick that out of the way.”
. ““Three months had scarcely elapsed before I went to
with Robert Moncton, to attend the funeral of his sister-in-law.

“¢The sight of the fine boy that acted as chief mourner in that
mournful cerenf®ny cut me to the heart. I was a father myself
—a fond father—and I longed to adopt the _poor, friendless
child. But what could a man do who had a-dozen of his
own? .

“¢ As we were on our road to ——, Robert had confided to
me his plans for setting aside his nephew’s claims to the estates
and title of Moncton, in case you should die without a male

" heir. The secluded life that Mrs. Moncton had led since her °
_marriage ; her want of relatives to interest themselves in her

behalf, and the dissipated habits of her husband, who had lost
all his fine property at the gaming-table, made the scheme not
only feasible, but presented few obstacles to its accomplishment.

*“ ¢ Inexpressibly shocked at this piece of daring. villainy, I
dissembled my indignation, and while T appeared to acquiesce in

his views, I secretly determined to befmend, if possible, the ~

mnocent child.

“ ‘The night prior to the funeral he called me into his private

office,. and after chatting over a matter of little consequence, he
said to me in a careless manner :—

“ ¢« By the by, Walters, Basset told me the other day, that
you had taken a craze to go to America. This is your wife’s
doings, I suppose: I don’t suffer Mrs. Moncton to settle such

_matters for me. But is it true ?”

“‘I said that it had been on my mind for a long time. The

want of funds alone preventing me from emigrating with my
family.
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¢ “Tf that is all, the want of money need not hinder you..
But mind, Walters, I am not generous, I expect something for
my gold. You have been faithful to me, and I am anxious to
~show you that I am not insensible to your merit. We are old
friends, Walt—we understand each other ; we are not troubled
with nice scruples,’ and dare to call things by their right
names. But to the point.
#¢ ¢ «“This boy of my brother’s, as I was telling you, is a thorn
in my side, which you can remove.” z
‘¢ “In what way ?” I said, in a tone of alarm.
¢ ¢« Don’t look blue;” and he laughed. “ Lkill with the tongne
and the pen, and leave to fools the-pistol and the knife. You
must go to the Parish of among the Derby hills, where
Edward was married, and where he resided, enacting love in &
" cottage, with his pretty, penniless bride, until after this boy,-
Geoffrey, was born—and subtract, if possible, the leaves from
‘the church-books that contain these important registries. Do
this with your usual address, and T w1ll meet all the expenses of
your intended emigration.” .
“ < The offer was tempting to a poor man, but I still hesitated,
conjuring ﬁp 3 thousand diﬁiculties which either awoke his mirth
or scorn. -
¢ ¢¢The only dlﬁicnlty that I can find in the business,” he said,
“js your unwillingness to undertake it. The miserable old
wretch employed as clerk in the church, is quite superannuated.
© A small bribe will win him to your purpose, especially as Mr.
Roche, the incumbent, is just now at the sea-side, whither he is
gone in the delusive hope of curing old age. Possessed of these
‘registers, I will defy the boy to substantiate his claims, pro--
vided that he lives to be a man, for I have carefully destroyed
all the other documents which could lead to prove the legality
B s of his title. The old gardener and his nurse must be persuaded
o to accompany you to America. Old Roche is on his last legs—

|
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from him I shall soon have nothing to fear. What do you say
to my proposal—jyes or no ?”

« ¢ Yes” I stammered out, * I will undertake it, as it is to be
the last affair of the kind in which I mean to engage.”

¢« You will forget it,” said he, “ before yon have half crossed
the Atlantic, and can begin the world with a new character. I
will give you five hundred pounds to commence with.”

*¢ ¢ This  iniquitous bargain concluded, I went down the day
after the funeral to , on my honorable mission. As my
employer anticipated, a few shillings te the old clerk placed the
church-books at my disposal, from which I carefully cut the
leaves (which, in that quiet, out-of-the-way hamlet, were not
likely to be missed) that contained the registries. In a small

hut among the hills I found the old gardener and his widowed

daughter, who had been narse to Geoffrey and his mother, whom
I talked into a fever of enthusiasm about America, and the

" happy life that people led there, which ended in my engaging

them to accompany me. ~ Good and valuable servants they both
proved. They are since dead.’

¢« And what became of the registries? Did you destroy them ¥’

¢ Y tried to do it, Sir Alexander, but it seemed as if an angel
stayed my hand, and yielding to my impressions at the moment,
I placed them carefully among my private papers. Here they
are ; and taking from his breast-pocket an old-fashioned black
leathern wallet, he placed them in my hand.

“‘Here, too,’ be said, ‘is an affidavit, made by Michael
Alzure on his dying bed, before competent witnesses, declaring
that he was present with his da.ughter Mary, when the ceremony
took place.’ -

“ ¢ This is enough,” said I, joyfully, and shaking the old sinner
heartily by the hand. ¢The king shall have his own again.
But how did you hoodwink that sagacious hawk, Robert
Moncton ?? .
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“ ¢ He was from home when I returned to London, attending
the assizes at Bury. I found a letter from him containing &
draft upon his banker for five hundred pounds, and requesting
nie to deposit the papers in the iron chest in the garret of which
Ihad the key. I wrote in reply, that I had done so, and he
was perfectly satisfied with my sincerity, which during fifteen
years I had never given him the least cause to doubt.

“¢The next week, I sailed for the United States with my
family,-determined, from henceforth, to drop all connection with
Robert Moncton, and to endeavor to obtain an honest living.

“¢¢¢ It has pleased God to bless all my undertakings—1I am now
a rich and prosperous man—my children are married and settled
on good farms, in the same neighborhood, and enjoying the com-
mon comforts and many of the luxuries of life. Still; that little
orphan boy haunted me—1I could.not be happy while I knew
~ that T had been the means of doing him a foul injury, and I

determined, as soon as I knew that the lad must be of age, to
make a voyage to England, and place in your hands the proofs
I held of his legitimacy. :

“ Your powerful assistance, Sir Alexander, and these papers,
will I trust restore to him his lawful place in society, and I am
here to witness against Robert Moncton’s villainy.’

“Well, Sir Geoffrey Moncton, that will be, what do you
say to your old uncle’s budget? Isnot this news worth the
postage ? Worth throwing up one’s cap and crying hurrah—.

-and better still, dropping down upon yous knees in-the solitude
of your own chamber, and whispering in your clasped hands,
¢ Thank God for all his mercies to me, a sinner ? If you omit
the prayer, I have not omitted it for you, for most fervently I

_blessed the Almighty Father for this swnal instance of. his
love. 3

“1 returned to the Park 5o elated with the resalt of my

journey, that I could scarcely sympathize in the grief of my
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poor girl, for the death of her foster-sister, which took place
during my absence.

“QOld Dinah is off. Perhaps gone somewhat before her time
to her appointed place.

“It is useless your remaining longer in Derbyshire, as we
~ already possess all you want to know, and you must lose no
‘time in commencing a suit against your uncle for conspiracy in
order to defraud you out of y'our rights. Robert’s character
will never stand the test of this infamous exposure.

“My sweet Madge looks ill and delicate, and like the ‘old
father, pines to see you.again. - You - young scamp—you have
taken a strange hold on the hea,rt of your attached kinsman and
faithful friend, ,

' “ ALExANDER MoNcroN.”

I made my kind friend, Mrs. Hepburn, read over this import-
ant letter twice. It was the longest, I verily believe, that the
-worthy scribe ever penned in his life, and which nothing but his
affection for me, could have induced him to write.

" “God bless him 1 I cried fervently, “how I long to see him
~ again, and thank him from my very heart, for all he has done
for me.”

I was so elated, that I wanted to leave my bed mstantly and
commence my journey to the Park.

This was but a momentary delusion—I was too weak, when
I made the trial, to sit upright, or evento hold a pen, which was
the most provoking of the two. ‘

Mrs. Hepburn, at my earnest sohcltatlon wrote to Sir Alex-
ander, a long and circumstantial account of all that had befallen
me since I left Monctou. )

That night was full of restless tossings to and fro I sought
 rest, but found it not ; nay, I could not. even think with calm-
ness, and the result Was as might have been expected a great
increase of fever, and for several days I was not only worse,
bat in considerable danger
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Nothing could be more tantahzmg than this provoking relapse.
.A miserable presentiment of evil clonded my mind—my anxiety
to write-to Margarétta was painfully intense, and this was a
species of communication which I could not very- well convey
through another. .

To this unfortunate delay, I have attributed much of the sor-
rows of after years. : :

Our will is free to plan. Our opportunities of a,ctxon are in
the hands of Gtod—what I most ardently desired to do I was
prevented from doing by physical weakness. - How, then, can
any man affirm that his .destiny is in his-own hands, when eir-
cumstances form a chain around him, as strong as fate, and the
mind battles in vain against a host of trifles, despicable enough
when viewed singly, but when taken in comb nation, possessing
gigantic strength ?

Another painful week wore slowly away, at the end of whlch
I was able to sit up in a loose dressing-gown for severa.l hours
during the day.

T lost not a moment in writing to Margaretta du'ectly I was

able to hold a pen. I informed her of all that had passed

~ between me and Catherine, and laid open my whole heart to her,
without the least reserve. Deeming myself unworthy of her

“love, I left all to her generosity. I dispatched my letter with & =

thousand uncomfortable misgivings as to Wwhat effect it might
produce upon the sensitive mind of my little cousin.
 To write a long letter to Geeorge Harrison was the next duty
1 had to perform ; but when I reflected on the delight which my
communication could not fail to convey, this was not only an
easy, but a delwhtful task. :

. Thad already arrived at the second closely written sheet, when"
alight tap at the door of the room announced the presence of }:

- Kate Lee.

“ What, busy writing still, Geoffrey ? ‘What will honest Dan |-
say to this rebellions conduct on the part of his patient? You




must lay aside pens and paper for this day. Your face is flushed
and feverish. Don’t shake your head, my word is despotic in
this house—1I must be obeyed.”

absolute. It was because I am writing of you, that my letter
has run to such an unconscionable lenO'th » )
“ Of me, Geoffrey ?”
“Yes, of you, my charming friend.”
‘ Nay, you are joking, Mr. Moncton. You would never dis-
tress me, by writing of me to strangers ?”’
* Strangers—oh no—but this is to one who is most dear to
us both.”
Catherine tarned very pale.
“ Geoffrey, I hope that you have not said anything that I
could wish unsaid ?”
“ Do not look like a scared dove, sweet Kate. Have g little
patience, and you shall read the letter.” T

“That is asking' too much ; I will trust to your honor—that
innate sense of dehcs,.cy whlch I know you possess.”

“You shall read the letter—I insist upon it. If you do not

tory.”

She turned her glistening eyes upon me, full of grateful
thanks, and seated herself beside me on the couch.. I then
recounted to her the history that George had confided to me,
though the narration was often mterrupted by ‘the sighs and

tears of my attentive auditor.
 After the melancholy tale was told a long silence ensued.
Poor Kate was too busy with her own thoughts to speak. I put
the letter I had been writing into her hands, and retired to my
own chamber, which opened into the ome in which we were
sitting, whilst she perused it. 1t was a simple statement of the
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“ Wait a few minutes, dear Miss. Lee, and your ‘will shall be »

like it, I will write another. But you must sit down by me and -
listen to what I have to tell you, of my poor friend’s hlS-‘
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facts related above. I had left him to draw from them what
inference he pleased.

When I returned an hour after to the sitting-room, which had
been fitted up as such entirely for my accommodation, the win-
dows opening into a balcony that ran along the whole front of
the house, I found Kate leaning upon the railing, with the open
letter still in her hand.

Her fine eyes were raised and full of tears, but she looked
-serene and happy, her beautiful face reminding me of an April
. sun just emerging from a soft fleecy cloud, which dimmed,
only to increase by softening, the glory which it could nét
conceal.

“Well, dear Kate, may I finish my letter to George—-—for I
maust call him so still ?”

Ky NO ” 7

“Why not,” I said, surprised, a.nd half angry. 5

“ Because I mean to finish it myself-wxll you give ime per- -
mission ?”

“ By all means : it will make him so happy.”

¢ And you are not jealous ¥’ And as she said this, she bent
upon me a curious and searchipg glance.

“Not now ; a few weeks ago I should have been. To tell
you the truth, dear Kate, I am too egotistical a fellow to love
one who does not love me. I truly re301ce in the antmpated
happiness of my friend.”

Methought she looked a little dlsappomted but recovering -
‘herself, she added quickly— '

“This is as it should be, yet I mtmt own that my woman’s
‘vanity is a little hurt at the coolness of your philosophy. We
all love power, Geoffrey, and do not like to loseit. Yet I am
sincerely glad that you have’ conquered an attachment which
would have rendered us both mlsera.ble No fear of a broken
heart in your case.” '
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* Such things have been, and may be again, Kate, but I believe
them to belong more to the poetry than the reality of life.
Hearts are made of tough materials. 'I‘hey don’t choose to
break in the right place, and just when and where we want
them.” ‘ N

She laughed, and asked when I thought I should be able to
commence my journey to Moncton Park !

“In a few days I hope. I feel growing better every hour ;
my mind recovers elasticity with returning strength. But how -
I shall ever repay you, dear Miss Lee, and your excellent aunt,
for your care and kindness, puzzles me.” :

“ Greoffrey, your accident has been productive of great good
to us all, so say namore about it. I, for one, consider myself in

g

e

your debt. You have made two friends, whom a cruel destiny &
had separated, most happy.” : f
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CHAPTER XXIX.

A WELCOME AND AN UNWELCOME MEETING.

* - THREE déys had séarc‘ely%l_éwed, when¥ found myself mounted

on my good steed; and gaily trotting along the road on my way
to Moncton Park. )

‘Honest Dan Simpson insisted on being my companion for the
fifst stage. *Just,” he said, “ to take care of me, and see how
I got along.” I could gladly have dispensed with his company,
for I longed to be alone—but to hurt the good feHow’s feelings,
would have been the height of ingratitude.

He had indignantly rejected the ample remuneration which -

Sir Alexander had remitted for his services.
“1 took care of you for love, Sir. It was no trouble, but a

pleasure. As to money—I don’t want it, I ha.i%'g saved a.gogd
~ pile for old age, and have neither wife nor child to-give it®%o
when T die. Lord, sir, I was afraid that you would take it:ill,

or I was going to ask you if you wanted any. I should have
been proud to accommodate you, until you.had plenty of your
own.” , , _ ,

I could have hugged the dear old man in my arms. Fortun-

. ately my being on horseback(,preventéd guch .an excess.. I
turned to him to speak my thanks, but a choking in my throat
prevented my uttering a word. He caught *the glance of my

moist eye, and dashed the dew, with his hard hand, from his
own. - . . '
“ T know what you would say, Mr. Geoffrey. But you need
not say it. It would only make me feel bad.”

R T e ——
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* T shall never forget you kindness, Dan.” But will alwars
reckon yon among my-best friends.” '
“That’s enough, sir—I’m satisfied, overpaid,” and the true-

"Bea_r'ted fellow™ rode close up to me and held .ont his hand. I

shook it warmly. He turned his horse quickly round, and
" the sharp ringing of his hoofs on the rocky road told me that -
- he was gone. ‘

I rode slowly on ; the day was oppressively warm, not a breath

of air stirred the bushes by the road-side, or shook the dust - .

from the tawny leaves which already had lost their tender green,
and were embrowned beneath the hot gaze of the August noon-
day sun. \ -

Overconie by the heat, and languid from my long confine:
ment to a sick room, I often checked .my horse and sauntered
slowly along, keeping the shady side of the road, and envying
the cattle m the meadows standmg mid leg in the shallow
streams.

“There will surely be a storm before night,” I said, looking ;

wistfully up to the cloudless sky, which very much resembled

Job’s deseription®of a molten loo_kihg-glass. T feel the breath
of the tempest in this scorching air. A little rain would lay -

the dust, and render to-morrow’s journey.less fatiguing.”

My soliloquy was interrupted by the sharp click of ‘a horse’s
hoofs behind me, and presently his rider passed me at full speed
A transient glance at the stranger s face made me suddenly
recoil.

It was Robert Moncton.

" He looked pale and haggard, and his counténance wore an v

unusual appearance of anxiety and care. He did not notice me,

and checking my horse, I felt relieved when a turning in the

road hid him from my sight.
His presence appeared like a bad omen. Aﬁ]eavy gloom
sunk upon my spirits, and I felt half inclined to halt at the
14%*
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small village I was approaching and rest until the heat of the

- . day had subsided, and I could resume my journey in the cool of

the evening. }

Ashamed of such wea.kness, I resolutely turnedvmy face from
every house of entertainment 1 passed, and had nearly cleared
the long straggling line of picturesque white-washed cottages,

-which composed the larger portion of the village, when the figure
~of a gentleman pacing to and fro, in front of a decent-lovking
"inm, arrested my attention. There was something ir the air and

manner of this person, which appeared familiar to me. He
raised his head as I rode up to the door. The recog"rnitién was
mutual. ' ‘

¢ Greoffrey Moncton !”

“ Gteorge Harrison ! Who would have thought of meetmg
you ip this out of the way place ?” .

¢ There is an old saying, Geoﬁ'rey—ta.lk of the Devil and he
is sure to appear. I was thinking of you at the very moment,
and raising my eyes saw you before me.”

“ Ay, that is one of the mysteries of mind, which bas still
to be solved,” said I, as I dismounted from my horse and fol-
lowed George into the house. ‘I am so heartily glad to see

‘you old fellow,” I cried, embracing him warmly, directly we

were alone—I have a thousand things to say to you, which could
not be crowded into the short compass of a letter.”

“ Hush—don’t speak so loud,” and he glanced suspiciously
round. “These walls may have ears. I know, that they con-
tain one, whom you would not much like to trust with your
secrets.”

“How—Is ke here 77

“You know whom I mean ?”

“ Robert Moncton ? He passed me on the road.” .

“ Did he recognize you ?”’

I think not. His hat was slouched over his forehead ; his
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eyes bent moodily on the ground. Besides, George, I am so

greatly altered by my long illness ; I am surprised-/that you’
knew me again.”

“ * Love-and hatred, are great sharpeners of the - memory. It "

is a.s hard to forget an enemy as a friend. But to tell you the
trath, Geoff, I had to look at you twice before I knew who you

: weﬂe But come up stairs—I have a nice snug room, where

we _can chat in private whilst dinner is preparing.”
“T should Like to know what brings Robert Moncton this

| road,”—and I flung my weary length upon & crazy old sofs, that

occupled a place in the room more for ornament tham use, and
whose gay chintz cover, like charity, hid a mnltltnde of defects

* “No good I fear.”

“T cannot exactly tell. There is some new scheme in the
wind. Harry Bell, who fills my old place in his office, informed
me that a partial reconciliation had taken place between father
and son. This was by letter, for no personal interview had
brought them together. Theophilus was on his way to_Monc-
ton, and appointed the old rascal to meet him somewhere on the
road. 'What the object of their meeting may be, time alone can
discover. Perhaps, to discover Dinah North’s place of conceal-
ment, or to ascertain if the old hag be dead. Her secresy on
some points of their historyfs a matter of great moment.

“ They are a pair of precious scoundrels, and their confeder-
ation portends little good to me.”

““You need not care a rush for them now, Geoffrey, you are
beyond the reach of their malice. Moncton is not aware of
the return of Walters. This circumstance will be a death-blow

to his ambitious hopes. How devoutly they must have wished -

you in Heaven during your illness.”
“ At one time, I almost wished myself there.”
“You were not too ill to forget your friend, Geoffrey,” and

- he rose and pressed my hand warmly between his own. “ How
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can I thank you sufficiently for you disinterested kindness. By
your generous sacrifice of self you have made me the happiest

of men. I am now on my way to Elm Grove to “meet one, -

whom I.never hoped to meet in this world again.”

~ “Say nothing about it, George. The sacrifice may be less:,
disinterested than you imagine—I no longer regret it, and am

heartily glad that I have been instrumental to this joyful change
in your prospects.”

“ But why, my good fellow, did you conceal from me the name
of the beloved. Had you candidly told me who the lady was,
I should not have wounded by my coldness a dear and faithful
heart.”

“Your mind Was so occupied by the 1mage of Kate Lee—I
dared not.”

“1t would have sdved me a deal of misery.”

*“ And destroyed our friendship.””

“You don’t know me, George; honesty would have been the

best policy, as it always is, in all cases. I could have given up

Kate when I knew that she loved, and was beloved by, my
friend. Your want of candor and confidence may have been
the means of destroying Margaretta Moncton.”

“Do not look so dreadfully severe, Geoffrey. I admit that
truth is the best guide of all our actions. It was my love for
you, however, which ‘led me to.disguise the name of Catherine
Lee. You don’t know what a jealous fellow you are, and, at

that time, you wete too much excited and too ill to hear the -

truth. 'What I did for the best-has turned out, as it sometimes

~ does, quite contrary to my wishes. You must forgive me, :
Geoffrey. It is the first time I ever deceived you, and it will be = -

the last.” .
. He took my hand and looked earnestly into my face, with

‘those mild, melancholy eyes. To be angry long with him was
. impossible. It was far more easy to be angry with myself ; so,

7 -
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I told him that I forgave him from my very heart, and would
no longer harhor against him an unkind thought.

- I was still far from well, low-spirited and out of humor with
myself and the whole world. I felt depressed with the myste-
rious and unaccountable dejection of mind, whlch often precedes
some unlooked-for calamity.

In vain were all my efforts to rouse myself from this morbid
lethargy. The dark cloud that weighed down my spirits would
not be dispelled. I strove to be gay; the laugh died upon my
lips or was choked by involuntary sighs. George, who was
anxiously watching my countenance, rose and walked to the

window—and, tired of my uneasy position on "the hard, crazy,

ald sofa—and willing to turn the current of my thoughts from
flowing in ‘such a turbid bed—I followed his example.
We stood for a while in silence, watching the groups which

* occasionally gathered bepeath the archway of the little inn, to--

discuss the news of the village.

“You are not well, Geoffrey. Your journey has fatxgued. :

you. Lie down and rest for a few hours.”
““Sleep is out of the question, in my preéent feverish state.
I will resume my journey.”

“ What, in the face of the storm that is rapidly gathering I

Do you see that heavy clound in the northwest ?’
“I am not afraid of thunder.” -
“ Tt has a particular effect upon some people. It gives me
- an intolerable headache, hours before it is even apparent in the
- heavens. To this cause I attribute your sudden depression of
spirits.”
T shook my head sceptically.
B Then do tell me, dear Geoff, what it is that dxsturbs
you?”
“ My own thoughts. Do not laugh, George. ~ These things
~ to the sufferer are terrible realities. - I am oppressed by melan-
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choly anticipations of evil. A painful consciousness of approach-
ing sorrow.” .I have experienced this often”before, but never
to such an extent as to-day. Let me have my own way. It is
good for me to combat with the evil genius alone”

“I think not. Duty compels us to combat with such feelings.
The indulgence of them tends to shake our reliance on the |
mercy of God, and to render us unhappy and discontented.”

“ This is one of the mysteries of mind which we cannot com-
prehend. The links which unite the visible with the invisible
world. But whether they have their origin from above or
beneath is, to me, very doubtful—unless such presentiments ope-
rate as a warning to shun impending danger.

“I hear no admonitory voice within. All is dark, stlll and
heavy, like the black calm. that slumbers in the dense folds
of yon thunder-clond ; as if the mind was suddenly deprived of
all vital energy, and crouched beneath an overwhelming con-
sciousness of horror.”

George gave me a sudden sidelong scrutinizing glance, as if
he suspected my recent accident had impaired my reason.

A vivid flash of lightning, followed by a sudden crash of thun-
der, made us start some paces back from the window, and a
horseman dashed at full speed into the inn yard.

Another blinding flash-—another roar of thunder, which
seemed to fill the whole earth and heavens, made me involun-
tarily close my eyes, when an exclamation from Greorge— “Gtood
heavens, what an escape [”—made me as quickly hurry to the
window.

The lightning had struck down the horse and rider whom we
had before observed. The nobler animal alone was slain.

The avenging bolt of heaven had passed over and left the
head of the miscreant, Theophilus Moncton, unscathed.

Livid with recent terror, and not over-pleased with the loss
of the fine animal at his feet, he cast a menacing glance at the
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lowering sky above, and bidding the ostler with an oath(which
sounded like double blasphemy in our ears) to take care of the
‘saddle and bridle, he entered the inn, shaking the mud and rain
from his garments, and mutiering indistinet curses on his 111-
lack. ‘

“The blasphemous wretch !” I cried, drawing a long breath.

,“Bad as the father is, he is an angel when compared with the
on”

“ Geoffrey, he is what the father has made h1m I would
give much to witness the meeting.”

“You would see a frightful picture of’ huma.n .guilt and
depravity. Half his fortune would sca.rcely bribe me to witness
sach & revolting scene.”

The rain was now pourmg in torrents, and one mky hue had
overspread the whole heavens. Finding that we were likely to
be detained some hours, George ordered dinner, and we deter-

mined to make ourselves as comfortable as circumstances would

admit.

All our efforts to provoke mirth, however, proved abortlve
The silence of our meal was alone broken by the dull clattering
of knives and forks, and the tinkling of the bell to summon the
brisk waiter to bring wine and draw the cloth. But;if we were
silent, an active spirit was abroad in the house, axjh voices in
loud and vehement altercation in the room adjoinir
our attention:

The muttered curse, the restless, lmpatlent walk ng to and
fro, convinced us that the parties were no other than Robert
Moncton and his son, and that their meeting . was ne\t likely to
have a very amicable termination. At length, th\%ﬁ;mce of my

uncle in a terrible state of excitement, burst forth ‘with this

awful sentence : :

“I discard you, sir! From this day you cease to be my son.
Go, and take my curse along with you! Go to —-! and
may we never meet in time or eternity again.”‘ .

, arrested
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" "With a bitter, sncering langh the disinherited-replied. ~*‘Tn
heaven we shall never meet ; on earth, perhaps, we may meet-

‘too soon. In the place to which you have so unceremoniously

sent me, I can perceive some lingering remains of paternal
affection—that where you are, I may be also.”
“Hold your tongue, sir. Dare you to bandy words with
me ?”
"¢ 1t would be w1sdom in you, my most righteous progenitor,

- to bribe me to do so, when you know how much that tongue

can reveal.”

Another® sneering derisive laugh from the son, of fiendish
exultation, and a deep, hollow groan from the father, and the
unhallowed conference was over. -

Some one passed the door with rapid steps. I walked to the
window as Theophilas emerged into the court-yard below. He
raised his eyes to the wmdow I met their dull, leaden. stare ;
he started and stopped ; I turned contemptuously away.

. Presently after we heard him bargaining for a horse to carry
hxm as far as York on his way to Loudon.

I dov’t envy Robert Moncton’s feelings,”. said George.
‘“What can have been the cause of this violent quarrel ?”

“It may spring from several causes. His son’s marriage

alone would be sufficient to exasperate a man of his malig-

_ nant disposition. But look, Harrison, the clouds are parting

in the west. The moon rises early, and we shall have a lovely
night after the rain for our journey to York.”

¢ Our—I was going by the coach which passes through the
village in an hour to Elm Grove. But now I think of it, I will

“postpone my visit until the morrow, and accompany you a few
miles on your way.” ’

¢ I shonld be delighted with your company, George, but ’—

. “You would rather be alone, nursing these gloomy thouglits
“Not exactly. But it will postpone your visit to Miss Lee.” -
“Qunly a few hours; and as I wrote yesterday and never
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mentioned my visit, which was a sudden whim—one of your odd
presentlments Geoffrey, which seemed to compel me almost
against my will to come here—she cannot be disappointed. To
tell you the truth, I did not like the look with which your
_ cousin recognized you. When rogues are abroad it behoves
honest men to keep close together. I am detérmined to see
you safe to York.” o -

I was too much pleased with the proposal to raise any
_obstacles in the way. We fell into cheerful conversation, and
whilst watching the clearing up of the weather, we saw Robert
Moncton mount his horse and ride out of the Inn—yard

“The sun is breaking through the clouds, George It is

time we were upon the-road.”

“ With all my heart,” said he; and a few minates after we
Were upon our journey. -

The freshness of the air after the heavy rains, the delicious-
perfume of the hedge-rows, and the loud clear notes of the black-
bird resounding from the bosky dells in the lord}wy_ﬁlantations
skirting the road, succeeded in restoring my animal spirits.

Nothing could exceed the tranquillity of the lovely evening.

" Greorge often checked his horse and broke out into enthusiastic
exclamations of delight whilst pointing out to me the leading
features in the beautiful country through which we were travel-
ling.

“Where are your gloomy forebodings now, Greoffrey 7”7 -

“This glorious scene has well-nigh banished them. Nature
has always such an exhilarating effect upon my mmd that I can
hardly feel miserable while the sun shines.”

George turned towards me his kindling eyes and animated

countenance.:

“ Geofffey, I have not felt so happy as 1 do this evening,
since I was a little, gay, htrht-hea.rted boy. I could sing aloud
in the joyousness of hope and pleasing anticipation. In this
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respect my feelings during the day have been quite the opposite

* of yours. I reproach myself for not being able to sympath.lze

in your nervously depressed state of mind.” -

““Your bemg sad, George, would not increase my cheerfalness,
The quiet serenity of the hour has operated upon me like a
healing balm. I can’smile at my superstitious fears, now that
the dark cloud is clearing from my mind.”

Thus we rode on, chatting with the familiarity of long-tried
friendship, discussing our past trials, present feelings, and future
prospects, until the moon rose brightly on our path; and we
pushed our horses to & quicker pace, in order to reach the city
before midnight. -~

The road we were travellmg had been cat through a steep

bill. . The banks on either side were very high, and crowned with
plantations of pine and fir; that cast into deep shadow the space

. between. The hill was terminated by a large.deep gravel pit,

through the centre of which our path lay—and the opposite Tise -
of the hill, which was destitute of trees, lay gleaming brightly
in the mooshine.

As we gained the wood-crowned helght we perceived a horse-
man slowly riding down ‘the steep before us. His figure was
so blended with the dark shadows of the descending road, that
the clicking of -his horse’s hoofs, and the moving mass of deeper
shade alone proclaimed his proximity.

“This is a gloomy spot, Greorge. I wish we were fairly out
of it.” : '
¢ Afraid, Geoﬁrey—and two to one ?”

“ No, not exactly afraid ; but this spot would be lonely -at . -

noonday. Look—Ilook ! George, what makes that man so
suddenly check his horse as he gains the centre of the pit and
emerges into the moonlight ?” ~

“Silence 1 cried George. “ That was the report of a pistol.
Follow me !” :
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We spurred our horses to fall speed and galloped down the

hill. ,
The robbers, if indeed any were near, had dlsappeared and

we found the man whom we had previously observed, rolhng on -
< the ground in great agony, and weltering in blood.

Dismounting from our horses, we ran lmmedxatel_y to his
assistance. He raised his head as we approached, and said in &
low hollow voice,—

T am shot, I know the rascal, he cannot escape. Raise my

"head, I-feel choking—a little higher. The wound may not be

mortal, I may live to be revenged upon him yet.” .

“The sound of that voice—the sight of those well-known
features, rendered me powerless. . I stood mute and motionless,
staring npon the writhing and crushed wretch before me, unable
torender him the least assistance.

It was my uncle who lay bleeding there, slain by some
unknown hand. A horrible thought flashed through my brain ;
a ghastly sickness came over me and I stifled the unnatural sup-
position. : -

In the meanwhile Harrisoi had succeeded in raising Mr.
Moncton into a sitting posture, and had partly ascertained the
nature of his wound. Whilst thus employed, the moon shone
fall wpon his face, and my uncle, uttering a cry of terror, fell

. prostrate on the ground, whilst the blood gushed in a dark

stream from his wounded shoulder.

“ Greoffrey,” and George beckoned me to come to him, ““ don’$
stand shaking there like a person in an ague fit. Something
must be done, and that immediately, or your uficle will die on
the road. Mount the high bank, and see if you can discover
any dwelling nigh at hand, to which he can be conveyed.”

His voice broke the horrid trance in which my senses were. .

bound. I'sprang up the steep side of the gravel pit, and saw
before me a;‘ma.rshy meadow, and not far from the road, a light
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ghmmered from a cabin window. It was a wretched looking
place, but the only habitation in s1ght nearer than the village, -
whose church spire, about two miles distant, glimmered in the
moonbeams. Turning our horses loose to graze in the meadow,
we lifted a gate from the hinges, and placing the now insensible
lawyer upon this rough litter, which we covered with our tra-
velling. cloaks, we succeeded with much difficulty, and after a
considerable lapse of time, in reaching the miserable hovel. )

On the approach of footsteps, the persons within extinguished
the light, and for some time we continued rapping at the door
without receiving any answer. ’

I.soon lost all patience, and began 6 hollo and shout in the
hope of provoking attention. ’

Another long paase.

“ Open the door,” I cried, “a man has been shot on the road

‘he will die- without assistance.”

A window in the thatch slowly unclosed, and a hoarse female
voice croaked forth in reply : -

““ What concern .is that of mine? Who are you who disturb
honest folk at this hour of the night with your drunken clamors ?-
My hbouse is my castle. Begone, I tell yon! I will not come
down to let you in.”

“ Dinah North,” said Harrison, solemnly, “I have a message
for you, which you darenot gainsay—I command you to unbar
the door arnd receive us instantly.”

Fhis speech was answered by a wild shrill cry, more resem-
bling the howl of a tortured dog than any human sound. I felt
the blood freeze in my veins. Harrison whispered in my
ear,— '

¢ She will obey my summons, which she believes not one of
earth. Stay with your uncle, while I ride forward to the village
to procure medical aid, and make a deposition before the magis-
trate of what has occurred. Don’t let the fiend know that I am
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alive. It is of the utmost i.u/portance to us all, that she shounld
still believe me dead.” i
I tried to detain him, nét much liking my present position; but
he had vanished, and shortly after I heard the clatter of his
horse’s hoots galloping at full speed towards the town.

What a fearful fermination of my gloomy presentiménts,
thought I, as I looked down at the livid face and ptostrat;e form
of Robert Monczz/

“ Where, will this frightful scene end ”

‘The gleam (;?L light flashed across the broken casement ; the
next moment Dinah North stood before me.

“ Geoffrey Moncton, is this you?” There was another voice

that .spoke to me—a voice from the grave. * Where is your -

companion

“I am alone with the dead’ I said, pointing to the body. ’

“Look there I
She held up the light and bent over that insensible bleeding
mass, and looked long, and I thought triumphantly, at the

ghastly face of- the accomplice in all her crimes. Then turning

her hollow eyes ‘on me, she said calmly :

“Did yon murder him ?”

“No, thank God, I am guiltless of hlS blood ; but he seems
to know the hand that dealt the blow.”

“Ha, ha " shrieked the hag, ¢ my dream was true—my hor-

rible. dream. Even so, last night, I saw Robert Moncton '

weltering in his blood, and my poor Alice was wiping the death-
damps from his brow ; and I saw more—more, but it was a
sight for the damned—-a. sight which cannot be repeated to
mortal ears.

“Yes, Robert Moncton, it is all up w1th you; we have
sinned together and must both drink of that fiery cup. I know
‘the worst now.” ' _

“Hush! he moves—he still lives. He may yet recover.
Let us carry him into the house.” ‘

id
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“He has troubled the earth and your father’s house long
enough, Greoffrey Moncton,” said the strange woman, in a soft-
ened, and I thought, melancholy tone. “It is time that both .
he and I received the reward of our misdeeds.” -

"She assisted me to carry the body into the house, and strip-
‘ping off the clothes, we laid it upon a low flock bed, which
occupied one corner of the miserable apartment, over which she
threw a coarse woollen coverlid.

She then examined the wound with a eritical eye, and after
washing ..it" with brandy she said that the ball could be
extracted, and she thought that the wound was not mortal and
might be cured. L N

HN Tearing his neckcloth into bandages, she succeeded in stalmch~
ing the blood and diluting some of the brandy with water, she
washed the face of the wounded man, and forced a few spoonfuls
down his throat.

Drawing a long, deep sigh, Robert Moncton unclosed his
eyes. For some minutes they rested unconsciously upon us.

"Recolleetion slowly returned, and recoiling from the touch of
that abhorrent woman, he closed‘ them again and groaned
heavily.

““We have met, Robert, in an evil hour. ']:he fnendshlp of
the wicked brings no comfort in the hoir of death or in the day
-of judgment.”

‘ Avaunt, witch | The sight of your hideous face is worse
than the pangs of death. Death,” he repeated slowly—“I am.
not near death—I will not die—I- cannot die.”

“You dare not:”* sald Dinah, in a low, malignant whisper.

Lo .- “Is this cowardly dastard the proud, wealthy Robert Monc-

ton, who. thouf’ht to build up his house by murder and treachery?

Methinks this is a noble ‘apartment and a fitting’ couch for the

body of Sir Robert Moncton to lie in state.” .

“ Mocking fiend ! what pleasure can you find in my misery ? »
¢ Much, much—oh, how much. It is not fau' that I should
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bear the tortures of the damned alone. Since the death of the -
only thing I ever loved I have had strange thoughts and terrible”

visions ; restless, burning nights and fearful days. But I
cannot repent or wish undone that which is done. I can
neither weep nor pray ; I can only curse—bitterly curse thee
and thine. I rejoice to see.this hour—to know that before, I
depart to your Master and mine, the vengeance of my soul wxll
be satisfied.”

"¢ Geoffrey, I implore you to drive tha.t beldame from the
room. The sight of her hideous face and her ominous croaking
will drive me mad.” '

“TUncle, do not exhaust _your stren‘rth by answering her.
She is not in her right senses. In a few mmutes my friend will
return with surgical: aid, and we will get you removed to more
comfortable lodgings in the village.” '

“Do not deceive yourselves,” returned Dinah ; “from the bed
on which he now lies, the robber and murderer will never rise
again. - As he has sown, so must he reap. He deserves small

-kindness at your hands, Geoffrey Moncton. You should rather

rejoice that the sting of the serpent is dra.w‘ﬁ,& and that he can

hurt you and yours no more.”

¢ Alas |” returned I, taking the hand of the wretched suﬁ'erer
in mine, ¢ how much rather would I gee h1m turn from his evil
deeds, and live !” :

“ God bless you, Geoffrey I’ sobbed forth my miserable uncle,
bursting into tears ; perhaps the first he ever shed in his life.
“ Deeply have I sinned against you, noble, generous boy. -Can
you forgive me for my past eruelty ?”

“T can—I do ; and should it please God to restore you to
health, I-will prove the truth of what I say by deeds, not words.
I assure you, uncle, I feel more anxious to save your soul from
eternal misery, than to gain any advantage by your death.” -

“ Do not look so like your father, Geoffrey. His soul speaks
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to me through your eyes. Your kindness heaps coals of fire
upon my head. Itwould glve me less tortare to- hear you curse
than pray for me.” :

“Pray for yourself, uncle. I have never attended to these
things a8 I ought to have done. I am punished now, when I
have no'word of comfort or instruction for you”

“ Pray !” and he drew a long sigh. “ My mother died when
Ned and I were boys. We soon forgot the prayers she taught
us. My father’s God was Mammon. He taught me early to
worship at the same shrine. No, Geoffrey, no—it is too late to
pray. I feel—I know that I am lost. I'have no part or lot in
the Saviour—no love for God, in whom I never believed . unt1l
this fatal hour.

“1I have injured you, Gecffrey, and am wﬂlmrr to make all the
reparation in my power by restoring you to those rights which I
have labored so hard to set 'asi,de.” '

“ Spare yourself, uncle, the painful relation. Let no thought
on that score divert your mind from making its peace with Grod.
Walters has returned, and the documents necessary to prove my
legitimacy are in Sir Alexander’s hands.”

“Walters returned !” shrieked my uncle. “Both heaven and
hell conspire against me. 'What a tale can he unfold.”

“ Ay, and what a sequel can I add to it,” said Dinah, rising .
from her seat, and standing before him like one of the avenging
furies. “ Listen to me, Geoffrey Moncton, for it shall yet be
told.” N ¢ '

“ Spare me, cruel>wpman, in mercy spare me. Is not your
malice sufficiently gratified, so see me humbled to the dust ?”

“ Ah! if your villainy had, proved successful, and you were
revelling in wealth and splendor, instead of grovelling there
beneath the lash of an awakened conscience, where Would be
your repentance ?

“ What would tken become of Geoﬁ'rey Moncton s claims to




THE MONCTONS, oy 3%

legitimacy ? I trow he wonld remain a bastard to theverd of
his days.” . ' :

« Greoffrey, for God’s sake bid that woman hold her venomous
tongue. I feel faint and sick with her apbraidings.” i

“ He is fainting,” I said, turning to Dinah. * Allow him to
die in peace.” o

“You are a.fool to feel the least trouble about him,” said
Dinah. “ There, he is again insensible ; our efforts to bring him
to his senses will only make matters worse. Listen to me,
Geoffrey Moncton, I have a burden on my conscience I would
fain remove, and which it is necessary that you should know.
Remember what I told you when we last met. That the next
time we saw each other, my secret and yours would be of equal
value.” -

o
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CHAPTER XXV.
DINAE’S CONFESSION.

“Ir is an ill wind, they say, Geoffrey Moncton, that blows
no good to any one. Had the son of Sir Alexander Moncton
- lived, you would” have retained your original insignificance. . It
is from my guilt that you derive a clear title to the lands and
“honors which by death he lost.”
I know not why, but as she said this, a cold chill crept'
through me. I almost wished that she would leave the terrible
tale she had to tell untold. I felt that whatever its 1mp0rt might
be, that it boded me no good.
My situation was intensely exciting, and made me alive to the
most superstitious impressions. It was altogether the most
important epoch in my life.
Seated at the foot of that miserable bed, the ghastly face of
" the wounded man just revealed by the sickly light of a miserable
candle, looked stark, rigid and ghost-like, to all outward appear-
ance, already dead. And that horrible hag, with her witch-like
face, with its grim smile, standing between me and the clear
beams of the moon, that bathed in a silvery light the floor of
that squalid room, and threw fantastic arabesques over the
time-stained walls—glanced upon me like some foul visifant
from the infernal abyss. ’

The hour was solemn midnight, when the dead are said to
awake in their graves, and wander forth until the second crowing
of the bird of dawn. I felt its mysterious influence steal over
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my senses, and rob me of my usual courage, and I leant forward,
to shut out the ghastly scene, and covered my faee with my hands.

Every word that Dinah uttered fell upon my ear with terrible
distinetness, as she continued her revelations of the past.

“ My daughter, Rachel, by some strange fatality had won.the
regard of her delicate rival, Lady Monecton, who seeméd to feel
& perverse pleasure in loading her with favors. Whether she
knew of the attachment that had existed between her and Sir

Alexander is a secret. Perhaps she did not, and. was only

strack with the beauty and elegance of the huntsman’s wife—
which was certainly very unususl in a person of her humble
parentage. Be that as it may, she deemed her worthy of the
highest trust that one woman can repose in another. The

*charge of her infant son, and that son the heir of a vast estate.

“Rachel was not insensible to the magnitude of the con-
fidence reposed in her; and for the first six months of the
infant’s life, she performed her duty conscientiously, and bestowed
upon. her nurse-child the most devoted care.

“ Robert Moncton came to the Hall at this time to receive

the rents of the estate for Sir Alexander—for he was his man .

of business.  He saw the child, and perceived that-it wasa poor,
fragile, puling thing; the thought entered his wicked heart,
that if this weakly scion of the old family tree were removed
his son would be heir to the title and lands of Moncton.

. “I don’t know what argument he made use of to win Rachel
to his purpose. - I was living with him at the time as his house:

. keeper ; for the wife he had married was 4 poor, feeble-minded

creatnre—the. mere puppet of his imperious will, and a. very
indifferent manager. But she loved bim, and at that period he
was a very.handsome man, and- had the art of hiding his.tyran-
nical temper, by assuming before strangers a pleasing, dignified
manner, which imposed on every person who was not acquainted
with the secrets of the domestic prison-house.
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“Rachel consented to make away with the child ; but on
the very night she had set apart for the perpetration-of the
deed, God smote her own lovely boy upon the breast, and the

tears of the distracted mother awoke in her mind a conscious- -

ness of the terrible sin she had premeditated. .
* To hearts like Robert Moncton’s and mine this circumstance
" would not have deterred us from our purpose ; but Rachel was
not like us, hardened in guilt or bad, and unknown to us both
she reared .the young heir of Moncton as her own.
- “It was strange that neither of us suspected the fact.

“I might have known, from the natural antipathy I felt for
the child, that he was not of my flesh and blood ; but God hid
it from me, till Rachel informed me on her death-bed of the
deception she had practised. : )

‘It was an important secret, and I determined to make use
of it to extort money from Robert Moncton, when the child
should be old enough to attract his attention. I owed him a
long grudge, and this gave me power to render him restless and
miserable. Thus I suffered -George Moncton to live, to obtain
a two-fold object—the gratification of Avarice and Revenge.

~ “In spite of neglect and harsh treatment, which were insepar-
able from -the deep-rooted hatred I bore him' on his parents’
account, the hand of Heaven was extended over the injured
child. ' _ ’ '

“ He out-grew. the feeble delicacy of his infancy, and when he
had attained his fourth year, was a beautiful and intelligent
boy.

“His father, as if compelled by powerful natural instinct,
_‘lavished upon him, the most abundant marks of favor. Lady
‘Moncton’s love was that of a doting mother, which increased

- up to the period of her death. . : .

“The death of Lady Moncton, and that of Roger Mornington,

followed quickly upon each other, and all my old hopes revived,
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when Sir Alexander remewed his attentions to my daughter
But vain -are the expecta,tlons of the wicked. Bitter experience
has taught me (though it took me a long life to learn that les-
son) that man cannot contend with God—and my beautifal
Rachel died in her prime, just when my fondest expectatlons
seemed on the point of realization.

“ Years fled on—years of burning disappointment and ungra--. -
tified passion. The little girl Rachel left to my care was hand-

some, clever and affectionate, and I loved her with a fierce love,
~ such as I never felt before for anything of earth—and she loved
me—a cfeature from whose corrupted nature, all living things
seemed. to start with abhorrence.

“I watched narrowly the young beir of Moncton who led

that smiling rosebud by the hand, and loved her tod, but not as

I could have wished him to love her.

“Had I seen the least hope of his ever forming an attach-
ment for his beautiful playmate, how different would have been
my conduct towards him. :

‘ Alice, was early made acquainted with -the secret of his

birth, and was encouraged by me, to use every innocent bland-
ishment towards him, and even to hint that he was not her
brother, in order to awaken a tenderer passion in his breast.
' “His heart remained as cold as ice. - His affections for Alice
never exceeded the obhrratlons ‘of pature, due to her as his
sister. They were not formed for each other and, again disap-
pointed in my ambitious hopes, I vowed his destruction.

‘At this time Sir Alexander sent him to school at York, and
the ™an who lies grovelling on that bed, was made acquainted
with his existence.”

A hesvy groan, from Robert Monctoh, interrapted for a few
minantes the old woman’s narrative. She rose fror her seat,

took the lamp from the table, and bending over the sorry couch,®

-regarded ‘the rigid marble features of my uncle, with the same
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keen scrutiny, that she had looked upon me in the garret of the
old house in Hatton Garden.
“It was but a passing pang,” she sa.ld resuming- her seat.
“ His ear is closed to all intelligible sounds.”
I thought otherwise, but after-rocking- herself to and fz\o on
her seat for'a short space; she again fixed upon me her dﬁrk,
searching, fiery eyes, and resumed her tale.
“ Robert Moncton bore the intelligence with more temper
than I expected. Nor did he then propose any act of open
violence towards the innocent ebject of our mutdal hatred—but
determined to destroy him in a more deliberate and less danger-
ous way. At that time I was not~myself eager for his death,
for my poor deluded, lost Alice, had ot then formed the ill-
fated attachment to Theophilus Moncton, ,which terminated in
her broken heart "and early grave—and which, in fact, has
proved the destruction of all, and rendered the house of the
destroyer as desolate as my own. .
“At first I could not believe that the attachment “of my
poor girl to Theophilus was sincere, but when I was at lquth
convinced that both were in earnest, my, long withered hopes .
revived. I saw her.in idea, already mistress of the Hall and
.often in private called her Lady Moncton.

“I despised the surly wretch, whom, unfortunately, she only

loved too well, and looked upon his union with my grandchild § -

as a necessary evil, through which she could alone reach the
summit of my ambitious wishes.

“In the meanwhile, Alice played her cards so well that she
and her lover were privately married—she binding herself, by
a solemn promise, not to divulge the secret, even to me, until
a fitting opportunity.

‘“ After a few months, her situation attracted my attention.
I accused her of having been betrayed by her fashionable para-
mour. :
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“She denied the charge—was obstma.te and violent, and
much bitter language passed between us. '

- Just at this period, young Mornington returned to us, a ruined
man. He fell sick, and both Alice and myself hoped that his dis-
ease would terminate fatally. In this we were disappointed. He
slowly and surely recovered in spite of our coldness and neglect.

“ Before he was able to leave his bed, Robert Moncton, who
bad discovered his victim’s retreat, paid us a visit. Me, he

. cajoled, by promising to give his consent to his son’s marriage

with Alice, but only on condition of our uniting to rid him for

ever of the man who stood between him and the long—coveted
estates and title of Moncton.

¢ 1, for my part, was easily entreated, for our interests were
too closely united- in his destruction, for me to raise any objec-

tions. S

“ Alice, however, was a novice in crime, and she resisted his
arguments with many tears, and it was not until he threatened
to disinherit her husband, if he ever dared to speak to her

again, that she reluctantly consented to administer the fatal

draught that Robert prepared with his own hands.”
There was a long pause, I thought I heard the sound of horses’

“hoofs in the distance. Dinah heard it too, and hastened to con-

" clude her narrative.
“Yes, George Moncton died in the bloom of life, the victim
- of treachery from the very morning of his days. But the cry
of the innocent blood has gone up to the throne of Grod, and
ternible vengeance has pursued his murderers.

“ When I discovered that Alice was the lawful wife of Theo-
philus Moncton, and that the “child she carried, if it proved a
son, would be Sir Alexander’s heir, I made a journey to Lon-
don, to communicate the fact to Robert Moncton, and to force
him to acknowledge her publicly ashis daughter-in-law.

“ He would not believe me on my oath—and declared that it
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was only another method to extort money. I produced the
proofs. He vowed that they were base forgeries, and tore the
documents, trampling them under his feet—and it was only when
I threatened to expose the murder of hgs cousin, that he conde-
scended to listen to reason..

_ “It wag then, for the first time, I heard of your existence,
. and a new and unforeseen enemy, seemed to start, up and defy me
to my teeth.

“ Robert Moncton laughed at my fears, and told me how
ingeniously he Jad contrived to brand you with the stlgma of-
illegitimacy.

“He could not however lull my fears to rest, until I was satls-
fied that Walters had really placed the stolen certificates in the
- jron chest in your garret—and late as it was, we went to assure

ourselves of the fact.”

“ Oh, how well I remember that dreadfal visit,” said I—* and’
the horrible dream that preceded it.”

“You were awake, then ?”

« Yes—awake with my eyes shat—and heard all that passed.”

“ A true Moncton,”.and she shéok her palsied head. ‘The
“devil is in you all. You know then, that our search was fruit-
less, and I returned to Moncton with the conviction, that we
were destined to be defeated in our machinations.

“ Six months after these events, Alice gave birth to a son,
and was greatly.cheered by the news, which reached her ghrongh
one of the servants at the Hall, that her husband had eturned
from Italy, and was in "London.”

“The rest of her melancholy history is known to me,” said I.
¢ It-was my arm that lifted her from the water when she at-
tempted to destroy herself.- Oh, miserable and guilty woman,
what have you gained by all your deepaid schemes of villainy ?
As to you, Dinah North, ¢he gibbet awaits you—and your pros-
pects beyond the grave are more terrible still.”
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“Dinah North will never die beneath the gaze of an insolent
mob,” said the old woman, with a sullen laugh.” “ A few months
ago, Geoffrey Moncton, and I would have suffered the rack,
before I would have confessed to you aught that might render

you a sprvice, but the kindness youn showed to my unhappy grand-
" child—awoke in my breast a feeling towards you foreign to my
nature, I have been a terrible enemy to your house. But you,
at least, should regard me as a friend. Had George Moncton
lived, what would become of your claims to rank and fortune ?”

“ Dinah, he does live ! and the conviction that I was penni-
" less—a poor dependent upon & noble house, instead of being the
expectant heir, pressed at that moment painfully on my heart.
“See,” I continued, as the door opened, and George attended
by several ‘persons entered the house, “he is here to assert his
lawful claims. The grave has given up its dead.”

The same wild shriek that barst’ so fnghtfully on my ears,
when George first addressed the old woman, rang through the
apartment.

* Constables, do your duty,” said George. Instantly se(;nre
that woman.”

As he spoke, the light was suddenly extmgmshed and we
were left in darkness. Before the hurry and bustle of re-kind-
ling it was over, Dinah North had disappeared, and all search
* after her proved frmtless
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CHAPTER XXXI.

RETRIBUTIVE.  JUSTICE.

Roserr Moxcrox had lain in a stapor for the last hour, The
surgeon whom George had brought with him from the village,
after carefully examining the wound, to- my surprise, declared
tkat it was mortal, and that the sufferer could not be removed,

“~~~—_as his life must terminate in a few hours. '
\Durm the extraction of the bullet and the dressing of the/
wound, Robert oncLon recovered his senses and self-possession,
and heard his doom with. aglassy gaze of fixed despair.

Then, with a deep sigh, he asked if~a lawyer were present, ss:
he wished to make his will, and: set his affairs’
died.

George had brought with him a professional gentleman, t
clergyman, and one of the chief magistrates in the village. He
now introduced to his notice the Rev. Mr. Cha,pman and Mr.
Blake, the solicitor.

. “When I require your offices,” he said, addressing the former

gentleman, ““I will send for you. Such comfort as you can give

. in the last hour, will not atone for the sins ot a long life.  This

is one of the fallacies to which mén cling when they can no

longer help themselves. They will, however, find it a broken
reed when called upon to pass through the dark valley.

“ With you, sir,” shaking hands ‘with Mr. Blake, “ my busi-
ness lies. Clear the room till this matter is settled ; I wish us °

to be alone ”

2
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The clergyman. mounted his horse and rode away in high

. dudgeon. George and I gladly availed ourselves of the oppor-
tunity of leaving for a while the gloomy chamber of death, and

taking a turn in the fresh air.

‘We wandered Yorth into the clear nwht the blessed and
benignant aspect of nature forming, as it ever does, a solemn,
hol)" contrast with the turbulent, restless spirit of man. Nature
has her storms and awful convulsions, but the fruits are fertility,

abundance, rest. The fruits of our malignant passxons—sm, \

disease, mental and physical death.

My blighted prospects, in spite of all my boasted disinterest-
edness, weighed heavily on my heart. I tried to rejoice in my

' friend’s good fortune, but human nature with all its sins and

weaknesses prevailed. I was not then'a Christian, and could
scarcely be expected to prefer the good of my neighbor to my
own.

Bowed down and humbled by the consciousness of all I had
lost, I should, had I been alone, have shamed-my manhood, and
found-relief in tears. ' '

“ Dear Geoffrey, why so silent ?” and G€orge wrung my hand
with his nsual warmth. “Have you no word for your friend.
This night has been one of severe trial. God knows how deeply
sympathize in your feelings. But cheer up, my dear fellow ;

better and brighter moments are at hand.” .
“No, no, not for me,” returned I, almost choking. “I am
one of the unlucky ones ; no good can ever happen to me. My §

hopes and prospects are blighted for ever. It is only you,

George Moncton, who in this dark hour, have reason to
. rejoice.” ’

He stopped and grasped my arm. “ What do you mean,’
Geoffréy, when you call me by that name ?” -
* “That it belongs to you.”
~ “Tome! Has Dinah made any confessmn 44

1yt

&
&




348 THE MONCTONS.

“She has. Have a little patience, Greorge, till I can collect
my scattered thoughts, and tell you all.”

I then communicated to-him the conversation that had passed
_bétween Dinah and myself, though my voice often trembled with
emotion, and I could scarcely repress my tears.

He heard me silently to the end ; then flinging his arms
about my neck, he pressed me closely to his heart, a.nd we wept
together

“ Ah, Geoffrey, my cousin, my more than brother and fuend ”
he said at last, ‘“ how gladly would I confer upon you, if it
" would increase your comfort and happiness, the envied wealth
that has been the fruitful cause of such revolting crimes.

‘¢ Ah, mother !” he continued, looking up to the calm heavens,
and raising his hands in a sort of ecstasy, * deat, sainted, angel |
mother, whom, as & child, I recognized and loved, it is only on .
your account that ‘I rejoice—yes, with joy unspeakable, that I
am indeed your son-—that the boy you adored and fondly
cherished was the child you sought in heaven, and wept on
earth as lost. And that fine, generous, noble-hearted old man
—how proud I shall feel to call him father, and recall all his
acts of kindness to me when a nameless orphian boy. And
Margaretta, my gentle sister—my best and earliest. friend.
Forgive me, dear Geoffrey, if thoughts like these render me
happy in spite of myself. I only wish that you conld partici-
pate in the fallness of my joy.” ~

“I will<I do I I exclaimed, ashamed of my past regrets.
“The evil spirit of envy, George, cast a dark shadow over the
sunshine of my heart. This will soon yield to better feelings.
You know me to be a faulty creature of old, and must pity and
excuse my weakness.”

Unconscionsly we had strolled to the top of a wild, heathery
common, which overlooked the marshy meadows below, and was
covered with dwarf oaks and elder bushes.
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Though close upon day-break, the moon was still bright, and
I thought I discerned something which resembled the sharp -
outline of a human figure, suspended from the lower branch of a :
guarled and leafless tree, the long bair and ga.rments fluttering :
loosely in the wind.

‘With silent horror I pointed it out to my companion. We

both ran forward and soon reached the spot. i
' Here, between us and the full, broad light of the moon, hung ‘ i
the skeleton-like figure of Dinah North ; her hideous counte- -
nance rendered doubly so by the nature of her death. 5

Her long grey hair streamed back from her narrow contracted :
brow; her eyes wide open and staring, caught a gleam from the

S e R

#moon that helghtened the malignant expression which had made
" them terrible to the beholder while in life.
~ Weneitherspoke, but looked at each other witheyesfull of horror.

Greorge sprang up the tree and cut down the body, which fell

at my feet with a dull, heavy sound. S '

“She has but anticipated her fate, Geoffrey. Surely the
‘hand of God is here.”

* Miserable woman !” I said, as I turned Wlth a.shudder from
the livid corpse—**is this the end of all your ambitious hopes ?
Your life a tissue of revolting crimes—your end despair.”

“We harried back to the cottage to give the alarm, and found

~ Robert Moncton awake and in his senses, though evxdently sinking
fast.

“Dinah North dead !” he said, “and f)y her own voluntary

“act. 'This is retributive justice. She has been my evil genius
on earth, and-has gone before me to our appointed place.

“ Greoffrey Moncton, I have a few words to say to you before
I follow on her track. ) .

1 have injured yom during my life. I have however, done

. you justice now. I have made you my heir ; the sole inheritor
- of the large fortune I have bartered my soul to realize.”
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“But, uncle, you have a son.”

His face grew dark as night.

-4 None that I acknowledge as such. And mark me, Geoffrey
—he compressed -his lips firmly and grasped my hand tightly as
he spoke——I have left you this property on one condition—that
you never bequeath or share one copper of it with that racsal
Theophilus Moncton, for in such case it will benefit neither
party, but will revert to your cousin, Margaretta Moneton. Do
you hear ?”” and he shook me vehemently.

“ And what will become of Theophilus ?”

He laughed bitterly. . -

“He will yet meet with his deserts. What I bave done may -
seem harsh to you, Greoffrey, but it is strictly just. My reasons
for so doing may puzzle the world and astonish professional .
men, but it is a secret which never will be known until I meet the
human monster, who calls himself my son, at the eternal bar.
And may the curse of the great Judge of all flesh, and my

. curse, cleave to him for ever.”

I shrank back from him with feelmo's of disgust and horror,
which 1 took no pains to conceal but it was unnoticed by him.
The hand relaxzed its rigid gra,sp, the large icy eyes lost the
glittering brilliancy that had marked them through life, the jaw
fell, and the soul of Robert Moncton passed forth from those

_open portals to its drear and dread account.

“ He is dead,” said the lawyer.
I drew a long sigh.
“ How did he come to his death, young gentleman 1”-

_ “He was shot from behind the hedge, as he rode through the
pit at the end of the long plantation. He said, when we first
found him, that he knew the person who shot him.”

¢ He admitted the same thing to me, but would not mention
the name of the assassin. I have iny own suspicions.”
1 had mine, bat I did not wish to hint at the probability of
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s fact that Robert Moncton had purposely, I have no doubt, -

left unrevealed. The cause of his death, and the hand that per-

petrated. the deed have never been discovered, but will remain ~ "

open to conjecture as long as those live who feel the least inter-
est in the subject. It was supposed, that important information
could be obtained from his son, which might throw some-‘light
upon the mystery, but he had disappeared, and no trace of his
whereabouts could be discovered.

We were detained for several days at the village whilst the

coroner’s inquest sat on the bodies, and we had made a state-
ment before the proper authorities of all we knew about this
mysterious affair.

Before three days were at an end, the public journals were
filled with accounts of the awful tragedy that had occurred at
the village of ——, in Yorkshire; and the great talents and
‘moral worth of the murdered lawyer were spoken of in terms of
the highest praise, which certainly astonished his relations, and
would have astonished himself. The only stain on his character,
the extraordinary manner in which he had disinherited his ouly

son, in order to place a poor relation who had been brought up
" in his house, in his shoes. It was evident to all, the part this
domestic sneak must have acted in the dreadful tragedy to ensare
the property to himself. ’

Hints of a darker nature- were thrown out, which deeply
wounded my sensitive pride, and which drew a reply from Mr.
Blake, who stated, that Mr. Moncton told him that the murderer
was well known to him, but he never would reveal to any one
who or what he was. That he left young Geoffrey Moncton and
Creorge at the inn, and they did not come up until after he was
shot. That the assassin did not attempt to conceal himself, but
exchanged words with him and met him face to face.

I had just taken up my pen to add my testimony to that of

the worthy Mr. Blake, when the door of the room suddenly
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opened, and Sir Alexander and his lovely daughter, banished

- all other objects from my brain.

What an overflowing of eyes and hearts succeeded that unex-

" pected meeting. How I envied Geeorge the hearty embrace with

which the fine old man received his newly recovered son. The
tearful- joy that beamed in the dark eloquent eyes of his delight-

“ed sister as she flung herself with unrestrained freedom into the

arms of that long-cherished friend, and now beloved brother.

' My welcome was not wanting either—Sir Alexander received
me as another son, and my own; my lovely Madge as something
dearer to her than even a brother.
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CHAPTER XXXIL
' THE DOUBLE BRIDAL.

Tre first excitement of our meeting over, I was painfully
struck with the great alteration that the absence of a few weeks
bad made in the face of Margaret.

Her eyes, always beautiful, now gleamed with an unnatural

brilliancy ; and her pure, pale complexion, at times was flushed |

with a hectic glow, which, contrasting with the dazzling white
teeth and Jet-black hair, gave a fearful beauty to her charming
face. '

I took her hand in mine. It burned with fever.

“Dear Margaret, are you ill ?”

She raised her eyes to mine, swimming in tears.

“ Not ill, Geoffrey ; only a little weak.”

“No wonder, when you are in such a state of emaciation.

You ought not to have let the death of Alice bring you so low

as this? ‘
“Your absence and long silence, dear Geoffrey, have had

more to do with my poor health than the death of my unfortu- -

nate friend.” -
' “How so, dearest ?”
“ Torturing anxiety, sleepless nights, and days of weeping
- would produce this change in stronger frames’ than mine. But

that is all past. I am quite well and happy now, and Margaret, .

. will soon be herself again.”
This was accompamed by such & sad, moouhght smlle, that it

I!
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only served to increase my fears. I inquired earnestly if her
father had consulted a medical man. :

+¢0h, yes—a dozen, at least.”

¢ And what opinion did they give ?”

“They told the plain tfuth. Said that my illness was pro-
duced by mental excitement. That change of air a.ud scene
Would soon bring me round.”

I felt that I looked grave and sad. She put her arm round
my shoulder, and whlspered in my ear: “ You are mire,
Geoffrey, and I shall soon get well in the society of those I
love ; so banish that gloomy frown, and try to partlcxpate in the
general joy.

I have procured an excellent flute for you, as a little pre-
sent. You shall play, and I will sing, and Kate Lee (of whom
I am no longer jealous) and George shall dance, and papa shall -
smoke his cigar beneath our favorite old tree and enjoy the fun,
and we shall all be so happy.” . '

Thus did my poor, fading, white rose strive to divert my
thoughts into a brighter channel ; and hope, ever attendant
upon the young, cheated me into the belief that all would yet
be well. ,

Instead of returning to Moncton Park, George proposed our
accompanying him to Elm Grove. Sir Alexander thought the
change would be beneficial to' Margaretta, and we joyfully
-accepted his proposal.

I exchanged my horse with Sir Alexander, and took his place
beside Madge in the open carriage. The good Baronet rode
with his son, whothad a thousand revelations of his past life to
communicate to his delighted father.

Madge and I were not without our histories and confessmns
and long before we entered the avenue that led to Elm Grove
the dear girl had promised to become my wife, when returning
health should remove the last barrier to our union..

Lk y el B ] 1
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Our reception at Elm Grove was such as might havé been
expected from its amiable possessors.

Accounts of Robert Moncton’s and Dinah North’s-death had
travelled there before us, and formed, for the first few days, the
theme of general discussion. ~ My kind friend, Mrs Hepburn

“warmly congratulated me on my accession of: fortuune, and Dan
Simpson was almost beside himself with joy. Though I could
no longer regard myself as Sir Alexander’s successor, I found
myself not & whit inferior in wealth and importance.

Sir Alexander received my proposal for his daughter with-
unfeigned satisfaction. He wrung my kghd with hearty good-
will. “Two sons, my dear Geoff. God has given me two sons
in return for depriving me of one of them for so many years.
Faith, my dear boy, I hardly know which of you is dearest to
‘the old man. Madge, however, has found out which of the
twain she loves best. I shall resign the Hall to Greorge and his
pretty bride, and will come and live with my dear girl and ny
adopted son—hey, Madge ! will you give the old man an easy
place by your fire-side ?”

Margaret threw herself into his extended arms, parted the

white wavy locks from his high forehead, and devoutly
kissed it.

" Thus did we suffer hope to weave bright garlands for the
future, without reflecting how soon the freshest flowers of earth
are withered and scattered in the dust.

Cheered by the society and sympathy of her new friends, with
a devoted lover ever at her side, Margaretta regained much of
her former health and cheerfulness. =

Hand in hand we roamed among the Derby hills, and \x\ted ’

every romantic spot in the neighborhood—not forgetting the old
parsonage where my mother was born—the spot where my good
old grandfather was buried—the little inn over which Mrs.
Archer presided, who was infinitely delighted with seeing me
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again, and hearing me introduce her lovely boy to Margaretta’s

especial notice. - ‘
Kate Lee did the honors of the house w1th the most bewitch-
ing grace, and she and Margaretta formed the most lively

‘attachment to each other.

“Ts she not beautiful, Geoffrey ?” said Margaretta, as we sat
together on the lawn beneath the shade of a large ash ; and she °
watched her friend as she bounded past us down the grassy
slope, to join Sir Alexander and his son in their evening walk,

 Yes, very beautiful, Madge.” ,

“Don’t you envy George the possessxon of such a charmmg
wife 27

" T love George and admire ].'us Kate, but I would not
exchange my little fairy,” and I pressed her fondly to my heart
¢ for his stately queen.”

“ Ah, flatterer, how can I believe you, who would prefer the
pale, drooping snow-drop to the perfumed, glowing rose ?” ’

“Let George keep his rose—the peerless among many sweets
—but give me the pure solitary gem of early spring, which

- cheers with its modest grace the parting frowns of envious

winter.”

X pressed her small white hand with fervor to my lips and
beart. The meek head of the gentle girl sunk drooping on my
bosom. The long black lashes that veiled her matchless eyes
were heavy with large bright tears.

“ Why do you weep, swéet Madge 7”7

“I am too happy. These are tears of joy ; they relieve the
fullness of my heart. After suffering so mauch bitter griefitisa .

Jluxury to weep in the arms of the beloved.”

How often have I recalled those words when weeping in mad- -
ness on her grave, and found no Joy in gnef—-no peace in my
distracted heart.

The ha.rvest had been gathered in, and the ripe autumnal
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fruits hung heavily on the loaded trees whem we returned to
Moncton Park. The first of October had Yeen named for the
celebration of our double nuptials, ard all was bustle and
activity at the “Hall, in making the necessary preparations for
the important event. Malg'aretta. appeared to take as much
interest in the ma.trlmomél arrangements as her lively friend,

Kate.

Not a ribbon was selected or a dress purchased, but George
and I were called to give our opinion- of its beauty or becoming-
ness ; whilst the good old- Baronet’s whole time and attention
~ were directed to the improvements and decorations which he
had planned in the interior of the Hall. S

Thus all went merry as a marriage bell until the second week
in September which was ushered in by heavy gales and frequent
showers.

Often when returning from our accustomed rides and walks,
Margaret would draw her shawl tightly round her, and clinging _
-~ closely to my arm, would complam that she was cold—q:ery
cold.

One day in partlcular when the deceitful beauty of the morn-
ing had induced us to extend our ride a few miles farther than
usual, we all got drenched by a sudden shower of rain. The
next morning- my dear gitl. complained of a pain in her chest,
sudden chills and weariness of mind and body. These symptons -
were succeeded by a short, hacking cough, and sudden ﬂushmo-s
of the face, whlch greatly alarmed us all. :

Medical adnce was instantly called in, but Margaret’s mala.dy
daily increased and her strength rapidly declined.,

I dared not: whrsper to myself the fears that oppressed my
heart, and, was almost afraid of asking Dr. Wilson the nature of
her complamt .

To my nutter grief and despair he informed me that his
patient was beyond human aid—that a few weeks, at the
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farthest, would terminate the existence of the gentlest and
purest of human beings.

“ It would be cruel to deceive you, Mr. Moncton,” he said, ag -
he announced the startling truth—for the dreadful communica-
tion had quite unmanned me. ¢ Let this comfort you in your
affliction, that I have anticipated this for years—that our dear
patient has carried about with her the seeds of this fatal malady
from infancy—that it is better that she should thus fall in the’
budding season of youth, than leave hereafter a family of child-
ren to bewail their irreparable loss. - I sorrow for her father
.and you, Mr. Geoffrey, more than for her. Death has few
. terrors to a sincere Christian, and such from childhood Mar-
ga,ret Moncton has been A friend to the ﬁ'lendless-——a. sister
of mercy to ;he poor-and “Gestitate.”

" Oh, reader ! if you have ever known what it is to see yonur
" fondest hopes annihilated at the very moment of their apparent -
falfillment, you can form some idea of 'my mental anguish whilst .
watching the decay of that délicate flower.

Margaret was now fully aware of her danger, a most uncom-
mon circumstance in the victims of that insidious disease; on
whom Death advances so softly that he always comes suddenly
.at last. " She prepared herself to meet the mighty conquerer’

with a cheerfal subxmssxon to the will of God, that surprised
us all. . ‘
~ One thing she earnestly entreated, that the marriage of
~ Catherine and George might not be postponed on a.ccount of
her illness. -

“T not only wish to witness their happiness ‘before I go hence,

_ but to share in it,” she said to. us, a few days, before the. one

that had been appointed for the ceremony, as we were all sitting
round the sofa on which she was reclining. -

¢ And you, dearest Greoffrey, must nge me a lawfal elaim to
“the tender care I receive from you Though I can only be your
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wife in name, I shall die happy in heanng you address me by
that coveted appellation.”

1 could in reply only press her wasted form in my arms and
bathe her hands and face with my tears. How earnestly had I
wished to .call her mine, though I lacked the courage to make
the proposal so dear to my peace.

Oh, what a melancholy day was that to us all. Margaret’s
sweet face alone wore a serene smile, as, supported bjr her father,
she stood beside me at the altar. .

How beautiful she looked in her white bridal dress  What a
mockery was the ceremony to my tortured heart, whilst fancy;
busy with my grief, converted those flowing garments into a
snowy shroud.

One little week after that melancholy event I again bent
before that altar, to partake of the last tokens of a Saviour’s
dying love ; but I knelt alone. The grave had closed over my

bright, my beantiful, my virgin bride, and my soul had vowed -

an eternal divorce from the vanities and lusts of earth.
L% * * % ¥* ¥ *
Years have fled on in their silent and undevmtmg course. I
am now an old, grey-headed man.
Sir Alexander Moncton has long been gathered to his fathers,

and the old Hall is filled by a race of healthy, noble- looking

young people, the children of Sir George Moncton’ and Cathe-
rine Lee.
1, too, have a Geoffrey and a Margaret, the children of my

adoption, for out of a large family Sir George w1llmgly spared

‘me these.

For years I have resided at the Lodge, formerly the residence '

of Dinah North, which I have converted into a pretty dwelling,
sarrounded by shrubberies and flower-gardens.

I love to linger near the scenes where the happiest and sad-
dest moments of my life were passed.
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Behold me now—a cheerful and contented old man, sur-
rounded by dear young faces, who lavish upon Uncle Geoffrey
the redundant affections of warm and guileless hearts.

My wealth is the means of making many happy—of obviating
the sorrows of the sorrowful, and smoothing with necessary
comforts the couch of pain.

* When I first' lost my beloved Margaret, I mourned as one
without hope ; but it pleased God to hallow and bless my afflic-

 tions, and by their instrumentality, gently to lead me to a know-

ledge of the truth—that simple and holy truth, which has set
me free from the chains of sin and the fear of death.

In what a different light I view all thesé trials now. How
sincerely ‘I can bless the munificent hand that wounds but to
seal—punishes but to reform—who has poured upon the dark-
ness of my soul the light of-life, and exchanged the love of
earth, which bound me grovelling in the dust, for the love of
Christ—sorrow for the loss of one dear companion and friend, -

" into compassion for the sorrows and sufferings of the whole

human race.

A few words ‘more, gentlé reader, and we part for ever.
These relate to the fate of Theophilus Moncton, and fally illus-
trate the awful text—* There is no peace,” saith my God, *for
the wicked ”—and again—* The wicked have no hope in their
death.” '

From the hour that Robert Moncton fell by the hand of the
unknown midnight assassin, Theophilus Moncton was never seen
or heard of again for upwards of twenty years, until his name
was forgotten, and I, like the rest of the world, believed that he
was dead, or-a voluntary exile in a foreign land.

One day, while crossing the Strand, just below Somerset
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House, my chanty was sohcxted by the d1rty, ragged sweeper
of the street.

The voice, though long unheard, was only too familiar to my
ear, and looking earnestly at the suppliant‘,::pyith mingled sensa-
tions of pity and horror, I recognized my long-lost cousin,
Theophilus Moncton.

He, too, recognized me, and dropping the tattered remains of -

his hat at my feet, muttered half aloud :

© “Do not betray me, Geoffrey ; I am a lost and miserable
man. My punishment is a.lready O'Ieater than flesh and blood
can well bear.”

““'What assistance can I render you ?” I asked, in a faltering
voice, as I dropped my purse into his hat, for the sight of him
recalled many painful recollections.

“You have rendered me the best in your power ;” and fling-
ing away his broom, he disappeared down a dirty, narrow alley,

leaving me in a state of doubt and " anxiety concerning .

him.

Wishing to convert this sinner from the error of his ways,
and to elucidate, if possible, the mystery which involved his
father’s death, I repaired to the same place for several days in
the hope of meeting with him again, but without success. -

A week elapsed, and I found another tattered son of want
supplying his place at the crossing of the street. Dropping a

shilling into his extended hand, 1 asked what had become of the

poor fellow that used to sweep there.
" “Saving your honor’s presence,” returned the mendicant, in
‘a broad Irish accent, “ he was & big blackguard, and so he was,
not over-honest neither, and always drunk. T’other day, some
foolish body who had more money nor wit, took a fancy to his
. ugly, unwholesome phiz., and gave him a purseful of gould—or
-mayhap he stole it—an’ he never quits the grip of the brandy

- bottle till he dies. They carried the body to the poor-house,
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and that’s all I knows of the chap. 'Tis a lucky thing, yer
honor, that the scamp has neither wife nor child.”

I thought so, too, as with a heavy sigh I took my way to the,
inn, murmuring to myself as T walked along :

“ And such is the end of the wicked.”

THE. END.




A BOOK THE JESUITS CAN NOT SUPPRESS!

'THE ESCAPED NUN;

DISCLOSURES OF CONVENT LIFE.

Giving a more BMinute Descripii(m and a Bolder Revelation of the Mysteries and.
Secrets of Nunneries, than have ever before been submitted to the American public.
Elegantly bound in cloth, 12mo. Price, $1.

The public are aware that we have lately been involved in 2 course of litigation

. respecting a Book on Convent Life, and the result is also known. There is a great diver-

sity of opinion respecting the injunction and its attending circumstances; but there is
but one opinion as regards the merits of the book we have now the pleasure of presenting,

- and which contains a fuller and more detailed account of the inner life of Convents or

Nunneries, than we could have presented in any other form. In order to render this
volume as full an exposition as possible of the abuses of which it treats, and to give pub-
licity to-facts which admit of almost immediate verification, in addition to the principal
narrative, the CONFESSIONS OF A ‘SISTER OF CHARITY,” written by herself, are also
embodied, together with THE EXPERIENCE OF A NUN, the details of whose eventful history
are deeply interesting ; so that in this invaluable work, we have a most diversified and
thorough exposition of the immoralities and impostures as practised in nunneries.
Parents and Guardians who have the most distant idea of sending their children or
wards to these prison-houses, falsely called ¢ Institutions of Learning,” should not fail to
read the palpable evidences of their criminality in entertaining such a thought, as set
forth in this book—evidences convincing and undeniable. The profound sensation which
these astounding revelations are destined to create, has been already experienced to
some extent. in thg, literary world, among editors'who have been furnished with proof
sheets of the work. - They say that “It bears. the unmistakable marks of truthfulness
upon its face; and yet the mind shrinks with terror from the necessity of believing that
such horrid criminalities are practised in convents. But hereis 7ruth pointing with her
.unerring finger to the record and the facts, and to her revelations we are bound to yield
implicit belief.” . .
The }ollowing constitutes but a small portion of the Contents:

Perversion to Romanism.—The Trap. An Accidental Discovery. The Alarm.
The Laws of Nature ¢s. the Laws of Popery.| My Flight.—The Boat.—The Escape. .
The New Prison.—Mysterious Influences. Murder of an American Nun at Sea. )
Suspicious Intimacy.—Contemplated Escape.| Excursions from the Convent dressed as a
Tmmoral Practices in Convents. Sister of Charity, as a Priest, &c.
Reflections. on the Cruel Bondage of Nun-|Strange men in the Convent.—Prisons again
neries.~Inveigligg Girls into Convents.| Convent of the Sacred —.
The Mother Superior.—The Pretty Nuns. | Midnight Adventures in the Convent.
Culpability of Parents in sending Daughters! The Hotel Dieu. or Black Nuanery.
to Nunneries.—The Forced Ceremony. |Character of Popish Priests.

The bitterness of Death Anticipated. Crimes of Priests and Tricks of Nuns, °
Forced t6 leave the Convent at Midnight. | Disguised for School-teachers.
Imprisonment.—Release.—An Outrage. My Cell.—A Rude and Insolent Priest.

Passion of the Superior.—Priestly Duplicity.| Gagged and Blindfolded.—The Conference.
The'Stoler Portrait.—The baffled Bishop. Praying to all but God.—The Gay superior.
The Ordeal.—The Victory.—Deception. A Confessor in Love.—A Wedding.
Convents above the Laws.—Tle Jesuit Spies.| The Mystery Explained.—God and Man.

DE WITT & DAVENPORT, PusLisnErs,
’ 160 & 162 NASSAU STREET, N.Y
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A VALUABLE HOUSEHOLD BOOK.

SCENES
IN

THE PRACTICE

F

A NEW YORK SURGEON.

| BY EDWARD H. DIXON,. M.D.,

EDITOR OF THE

¢“SCALPEL.”

Embellished with Eight Exquisite Engravings, from original Designg, by DARLEY,
Engraved by N. Orr. Elegantly bound in cloth, gilt. Price, $1 25

This highly interesting work is the embodiment of much that is valuable in.science and
striking in incident. The facts and narratives here grouped together have been gleaned

. during a practice both varied. and lengthy, and from sources the most diverse both in
means and matter. The canopied couch and the lowly pallet—pampered luxury and
starved mendicity—have each contributed to illustrate some of those pbases, the peculi-
arity of which has led many a reflecting mind to e\claun—— “ Venly, life is a mystery, and

" death the solution thereof I

“Let us hope that, whatever truths useful to humamty may be found within these
pages, will live for a little while after the hand that sketched them is resolved into its

elements, and mingled with the atmosphere and the earth whence it originated.”

The following is but a small portion of the Contents :

Scenes in City Practice.—i
The Cholera of
* Broadway Workwomen—The'
Young Mother —The Last,
Day’s Work—Terry’s Court-
ship.

The Nerve Power.—What
is the Nature of the Nerve
Power ?—Its action on our
Bodjes, under the various
Stimuli—Its Power over the
Contraction of the Muscles—
The Influence. of. Prolonged
Inspiration in-Caring Dis-
eases and in giving strength
to the Body—How ‘does it
compare with other "Systems
of Cure?

. On Hooping Cough.—
What is Hooping Cough?
~Period of Occurrence—
First Symptoms—Subtle Cha-
racter of the Contagion —
Period - of Duration.—1Its
usual Attendants — Manner
of Treatment—Has Medicine

Wil Medicine Cure Con-

sumption—The Stethescope—
Formation of Tubercles—
Cough an Early Symptom—
Bronchitis.

Scenes in Southern Prac-!

tice.—King Death in his Yel-!

Import&nce of Truth in

’32-—The sumption ?—Origin of Con-| Education.—The Right of

Discovery—Fairy Stories—
Children should behold Truth
in their Parents.

Scenes in a Western Plly.
sician’s Life—~What is Me-
mory ?—College Life in the

low Robe—-The Proud Mer-; Country—The Pious Studens

chant—The Lovely Creole
Wife.

—The Orphan Betrayed—The

i i Robin’s Nest—Maternal Re-

On Crowp.—What is°flections—What is Love 7—

Croup ?—Its Symptoms and
Treatment.

Scariet Fever.~What are
the Causes of its Dreadful
Fatulity 2—Has Medicine any
control over it ?

Recollections of City
Practice. — PrivationeOur
Two Lodgers— A Faithful
Sister—First Affection — An
Unworthy Object—The Art-
less .Victim—The Young
Mother—The Wedding—Ma-
ternai Love~The Legacy—

. any power over it?

‘The Closing Scene.

The Funeral Pile : wha.t isits,
Philosophy ? 7.

Functions of the Skin.— '
Cold Fatal to Infants.

Scenes in City Practice.—
1. Death’s Quartette in a Gar-
ret— Delirium Tremens—2.
Precariousness of Medical
Life in New York—A Profes-
sional Martyr—The Curse of
an Irish Practice—Death of
the Physician, his Widow
and Child—Parental Love—
Mercantile Affection — The
Love of Money.

DE WITT & DAVENPORT; PoeLisHERs,
160 & 162 NASSAU STREET, N. Y.




GREAT ANTI-CATHOLIC WORKS.
I M O.A T ED TN
OR, DISCLOSURES OF CONVENT LIFE.

Giving a more Minute Déscription and @ Bolder Revelation of the Mysteries and
Secrets of Nunneries, than have ever before been submitted to the American .
Public. Elegantly bound in cloth, 12mo. Price $1.

Injunctions, slanders, and vile insinuations avail not to injure the sale of this popular
exposition of the terrible evils of CoxveNT LiFe. The more the Jesuits endeavor to sup-
press the book, the better it sells. The people want light on these dark subjects, and this
is just the work ¢o give it to them, being no fiction, but actual experience of living wit-
nesses. ! .

AAWERFUIL DISCLOSTURES.

> BY MARIA MONK, OF THE HOTEL DIEU NUNNERY, MONTREAL.
Price, cloth T5 cents. -

Almost every one has heard of the terrible disclosures of Maria Monk, which about
twenty years ago created the most intense excitement among all classes of society, who
were greatly divided in their opinions as to the truth or falsehood of her statements.
Recent 'developments have gone far to establish the certainty of their ¢ruth, and wmuch
curiosity has been therefore expressed to see the work, which has been long out of print,
and consequently scarcely seen by the present generation of readers. - Hence this repub-
lication.

THE ONLY EDITION CONTAINING ¢ ALL’® THE LETTBRS OF SENATOR BROOKS.
THE CONTROVERSY BETWEEN

SENATOR BROOKS AND “tJOHN,”

ARCHBISHOP OF NEW YORE.
Growing out of the Speech of Senator Brooks on the

CETURCE PROPERTY BILI.,
1IN THE NEW YORK STATE SENATE, MARCH 6TH, 1855.
Arranged for pubiication, with an Introductory Preface, by
WILLIAM S. TISDALE.
With well executed Portraits of the Senator and Archbishop.

We have been at considerable expense in getting up this Pamphlet. It is well printed
on good paper, making a Book of over eighty-four pages, small type. And itis well to
remember that this' is the only coMpLETE Edition in the market, the Catholics hdving
omitted, in the one published by them, three or four of Senator BROOKS’ most unanswera-
ble letters. The Price per hundred is $14, $1 80 per doz., 25 cents single copy. .

This Controversy therefore awoke a spirit of inguiry on the subject more exciting and
more engrossing than anything before the public for years.

THE ENOW NOTHING AEMANAC, -
AND TRUE AMERICAN’S MANUAL, FOR 1856.°

EDITED BY W. S. TISDALE, ESQ.
Price, $T per hundred, S shill. per dozen, 12% cents single copy.

This little work is the best calculated of any American pamphlet ever published fo dis-
seminate the pure principles of our party throughout the land. Carrying its lessons of
patriotism into the home of the farmer, the workshop of the mechanic, the store of the
merchant, and the office of the professional man, it may truly be called the missionary
tract of the good cause.

W. H. Tissoy, Printer and Stereotyper, 24 Beekman Street, N. Yo
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DE WITT & DAVENEORT,
160 & 162 NASSAU STREET, =
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. . PUBLISH THE FOLLOWING

" 'VERY POPULAR ANTI-CATHOLIC WORKS.

FATHER GAVAZZI'S LECTURES
. IN NEW YORK.
o L s ' :
THE LIFE OF FATHER GAVAZZI, -
CORRECTED AND AUTHORIZED BY NIMSELF. . .
Price, in paper, 50 cts.; cloth, T5 cts. )
Himself a Priest, he is cognizant of the vices and abuses that exist in the Romish
Church, and does not fear to expose them at the hazard of his life. The clergy and the

press speak of his Lectares in enthusiastic terms. -
: —_—

BEATRICE; ‘
OB, THE UNENOWN RBELATIVES.

’ BY BIsS SINCLAIR.
> Price, in paper, 50 cts. ; cloth, T5 cts.
The most formidable opponent of Romanism that.the Church has had this century. |
Over 40,000 copies have been sofl. The encomiums of the press would fill volumes.

Eaxtract 5f a Letter from Rev. N. Murrdy (the celebrated Kerwin).

ELIZABETATOWN, Feb. 1st, 1853,
Messgs. DE WirT & DAVENPORT : .

In ¢« BEATRICE ”’ she taxes all her energies, and the result is a work of deep interest
and great power. Its object is'to expose the deceptive arts of Popery and of the Jesuits,
and this it does with great truthfalness and effect. It can not be otherwise than greatly
useful in aiding to remove from the world the great curse of humanity—Popery.

. |4 “N. MURRAY.

——— -
HELEN MULGRAVE ;

OR, JESUIT EXECUTORSHIP.
AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A YOUNG LADY, A SECEDER FROM ROMANISA.
Price, in paper, 50 cts. ; cloth T5 cts. )

Herexy MULGRAVE; OR, JESUIT EXECUTORSHIP, is the title of 2 narrative by a converted
Catholic, showing one phase of the well-known intrigue and rascality which Jesult priests
are wont to practice, in the case of wills and estates of the dead. It is a tale to harrow
up every generous and honorable feeling—and is all the more harrowing as the reader’s
knowledge of history will forbid his regarding it as at all exaggerated or fictitious.—New
York Evangelist. ) . B .

The writer bere records her own experience. It is a lively description of suffering and
perseverance, and-a lifelike development of the art, cruelty and blindness of Roman-
Bm.—@Genesee Evangelist.
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: GREAT NATIONAL WORK. , A
OFF-HAND TAKINGS; OR, CRAYON SKETCHES
OF THE NOTICEABLE MEN OF OUR AGE.

BT GEORGE W. BUNGAT.

Embellished with Nineteen Portraits on Steel. Eleganily bound in cloth. Price $1 50,

This is a work that should be in the hands of every American who is proud of his
_ country, and of the men who have helped to render that country honored abroad by
their contributions in Literature, Science, Commerce or Arts. Though some of the per~
sons in the following list are handled pretty roughly, still, we think most persons will allow
that the hard treatment they get is deserved.
The Book is well printed on beautiful paper, embellished with Nineteen Portraits, en-
graved on Steel, in the finest style of the art. ,

CONTENTS.

Daniel Webster. Solon Robinson (portrait.) | Gerrit Smith (portrait).
Henry Clay. John Ross Dix. Edward Beecher.

. Edwin H. Chapin (portrait). |P. T. Barnum (portrait). Thos. H. Benton (portrait).
John Charles Fremont. .| Dr. E. Kane. . . * | Wm. L. Marcy.
G. P. Morris and N. P. Willis.| Nathaniel Hawthorne. Alfred Bunn.
Wm. H. Seward (portrait). Samuel F. B. Morse. Peter Cartwright.
Edw. Everett (portrait). Geo. W. Eendall. Anson Burlingame.
John P. Hale (portrait). Saml. Houston (portrait). | George Law (portrait).
Tather Taylor. . Pierre Soulé. Dr. J. W. Francis.
-John C. Calhoun. ‘W. Thackeray. Dr. 8. H. Cox. .
Lewis Cass. . John Pierpont. Freeman Hunt.
Charles C. Burleigh. Horace Greeley (portrait). | B. P. Shillaber.
H. Ward Beecher (portrait). | George N. Briggs. Bishop James.
Abbot Lawrence. Theodore Parker. Rev. Mr. Wadsworth.
Ralph Walde Emerson. Neal Dow (portrait). Rev. Dr. Durbin. .
J. Van Buren (portrait). Philip S. White, S. A. Douglas (portrait).
John Greenleaf Whittier. Charles Sumner. W. Gilmore Simms. .
‘Washington Irving. Ogden Hofiman (portrait). | James Gordon Bennett.
G. W, Bethune. Thomas Francis Meagher. | Caleb Cushing.
E. P. Whipple. Wendell Philips. James Watson Webb.
G. C. Hebbe (portrait). Elibu Burritt. Dr. Duffield.
Rufus Choate. Wm. C. Byrant (portrait). | J. R. Lowell.
Horace Mann. Daniel 8. Dickinson. John Mitchel (portrait). *
Vr. Boardman. General Winfield Scott. And others.

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.
The following very brief extracts from extended notices of the book by leading

papers, will give the public some idea of the estimation placed upon it.

. From The Commonwealth, Boston. )
¢ The book will sell—it will be read—it will have a wide popularity. Itis written in the
right way for it,and if the author don’t get his 10,000 from it we very much mistake
figures. He writes like a man who is fully wide awake ; his portraits sparkle with vitality.
The engravings are superb, and the letter press excellent; the binding gala-ish. Get the
book if you want one that will take your arm and be an agreeable companion.”

From The Christian Freeman, Boston.
= He never allows anything like dulness-to flow from his pen. His descriptions are

graphic and to the life. Every sketch might be termed a master portrait. He writes.

with an independent, fearless pen, without fear or favor.”
From The Boston Traveller.

¢ Written in a spirited and of-hand style, presenting well-drawn and characteristic *

portraits.” R .
From The Newport News, R. I. .

«The portraits are dashed off with a free and easy pencil, and are uncommonly
natural and life-like.” ' .

From The Ayis, Worcester, Mass.

Every one who desires a. knowledge of eminent living men, should have this volume.”

We could fill a volume with the encomiums already reoeived (although all parts of tta
country have not been heard from), but we think we do not err in saying that a more at
tractive boak, both in interior and exterior, has never been offered to the public.

DE WITT & DAVENPORT, Publishers,
R . ) Nos. 160 and 162 Nassau &&
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0 Ps. Amdiv's Celebeatel Works,
As novels of quiet humor, genuine pathos, and rich and vividness of description,
Mrs. Moodie’s Works have acquired a reputation which will endear them to every lover
of the béautiinl and truthful in nature. -

By special arrangement with Mrs. Moodie we are now the sole- publishers of her
works in America. Her Life-History is contained in the following works,

FPLORA LYNDSAY.

OR, PASSAGES IN AN EVENTFUL LIFE,
Price, inpaper, 50 cts.; elegantly bound in cloth, T5 cts.

Those who laughed and cried while in imagination they were * Roughing it in the
Bush ¥ with Mrs. Moodie will take up with eagerness this fiction, which is'in fact, under
an assumed name, an autobiography of her own eventful life prior to her seeking a new
home in America, and also-a vivid and thrilling description of events that transpired in
a long and perilous voyage over the Atlantic.—Philadelphia Saturday Evening Post.

All who have read ¢ Roughing it in the Bush ” will be sure to look with eager curiosity
into 1thpages of “Flora Lindsey * and bé repaid by the perusal of a delightful story.—

This new work of Mrs. Moodie’s is truly a delightful one.—Boston Mail.

—_—

ROUGHING IT IN THE BUSH.

- Elegantly bound in cloth, price $1 00.

Mrs. Moodie’s descriptions of frontier life have never been surpassed.—Boston Times.
Mrs. Moodie stands in the front rank of able female writers, and we cordially recom-
mend * Roughing it in the Bush *=to our readers.—Allon Courier.
It is written in a beautiful, simple style, truthful and lifelike, with that peculiar fascicat-
long manner and dry, quiet humor that is so peculiarly her own.—~Phila. Christian
8erover.

—_—

LIFE IN THE CLEARINGS vs. THE BUSH.
Price, in paper, 50 cts.; ele_ganﬂy bound in cloth, 75 cts.

“T have been repeatedly asked, since the publication of “Roughing itin the Bush,”
to give an account of the present state of society,and to point out its increasing pros-
perity and commercial advantages; but statistics are not my forte, nor do I feel myself
qualified for such an arduous and important task. My knowledge is too limited to enable
me to write a comprehensive work on a subject of vital which might involve
the happiness of others. 'But what I do know I will endeavour to sketch with a light
pencil; and if I cannot convey much useful information, I will try to amuse the reader;
and by a mixture of prose and poetry compile a small volume, which may help to while
away an idle hour, or fill up the blanks of a wet day.”—Authors Preface, [Nearly Readyl.

——
MARK HURDLESTONE;
OR, THE TWO BROTHERS.
Price, in paper, 50 cts. ; eleganitly bound in cloth, 5 cts.
We advise all who get this book not to take it up late in the evening, for they will be

sure to spend the night in reading it. It is‘impossible to leave off, so hurrying and in-
tense is the interest—ZLynn (Mass.) News. - -

The work before us is one of the most powerfal ever published by a woman, full of
deep meaning, of stern truths, aad pure morality.—2Portsmouth (N. H)) Journal.







