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THE WORLD BEFORE THEM.

CHAPTER 1.
DOROTHY AND HER LOVER.

« Biﬂ‘, Dolly ! father will never give his
consent, ybu know that;”’ said a
male voice behind the hawthorn hedge,
- that skirted the deep, sandy lane that
led to Heath Farm. The tone, reproachful
and irritating, in which this was spoken,
was answered in a sweet, calm vdice.
“Until he gives his consent, his frank,
free consent, Gilbert, I cannot, and will not
be your wife.”
“You are just as obstinate as the old
“Ay, and as proud. But don’t think
VOL. I. v B
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for a moment, Gilbert, that I blame your
father. Were I in his place, I might
think just as he thinks. If he has higher
views for his son than a marriage with a

. nameless girl like me, his son should be
“the last to find fault.” Don’t let love blind

you to. facts. Look them boldly in the
face, as I do. I cannot forget what I
am, and what I owe to your father. The
happy ‘life I have led here from a child,
made me forgetful of the great debt until
—and here the calm voice faltered—* the
reproaches of last night brought it all
fresh to my mind, and T saw how ungrate-
ful I had been to my benefguct_or, in giving
the least encouragement to you.” ..

“ Yes, I shall not soon forget the cruel
insult he put uponyou. It was mean and
cowardly, to say the least of it. He
might -be.proud to call you his daughter,
and his daughter you shall be, in spite
of him.”

“There are two words to that bargain,”
and the voice now spoke sternly and de-
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cidedly, “two voices that speak in my
heart—the voice of love pleading for you ;
. the voice of conscience, demanding of me,

" ‘to act rightly. Which shall I obey ?”* -

No answer was given to this appeal.

The speakers came forward to the stile;
the young farmer with the fork over his
shoulder, with which he had been making
hay; his companion, a girl of seventeen,
with the rake in her hand, her broad,
coarse straw hat dangling from her arm,
her raven ringlets thrown back from her
fine sun-burnt_face; which glowed with
healthy exercise. .

The lovers had been working together
through the long June day. This was the
first time that either had spoken upon a
subject that was uppermost in their
thoughts, which had lain like a heavy
weight upon their hearts, and rendered
them unusually reserved to each other.
They had worked in silence and apart,
expecting the explanation which they
knew must come, which both wished, yet

B 2
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4 THE WORLD BEFORE THEM.

each secretly dreaded, and put off until
the last moment, as if by mutual consenc.

y  The hay was all cocked, they could no
longer linger in the field; and as they £
strolled homeward, Gilbert had broken
the ice, and spoken in such an abrupt
and decided manner, that it had aroused
in his companion a spirit of resistance; .
and confirmed her in the course which, - i
after 1éng and painful consideration, she :
had determined to adopt, not to accept /3
the hand of her lover against the wishes »
of his father. ‘

The young people leant for a few
minutes on the stile, beneath the shade
of a large ash tree—the only tree of any

| magnitude in the heathy lane before

them. They would have made a good

study for an artist, had an artist been”at

hand to sketch them and their surround-

ings.

The sun had sunk behind the common
fronting them, which formed a steep ridge
against the horizon; and seemed to sepa-

. .
(% oo



DOROTHY AND HER LOVER. 5

rate them from the rest of the world.
The road led to an old fashioned, high
gabled farm-house at the foot of the hill;
the only tenement visible from that lonely
spot.

A little brawling brook crossed the

road, and threaded its silvery way through-

the low meadow which had been the scene
of their labours; singing and prating to
the flowers that bent over its tiny waves,
as they wound their course down to the
sandy beach, to add their mite to the
vast world of waters. )
The sides of the lane were skirted with
high furze bushes. The short strip of
velvet sod that bordered the road, blue
with harebells, interlaced with tufts of

purple heath ; and the high common glow- °

ed like an amethyst in the red rays of the
setting sun. L :
The near proximity to the sea hindered
a softer growth of herbage, but the spot
was not deficient in picturesque beauty ;
and the deep bass voice of the unseen
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ocean gave an additional charm to the
rugged landscape.

To the young and loving, nature is al-
ways beautiful in the most homely garb;
and as the delicious perfume of the new
mown hay floated out upon the warm
evening air, our yo{mg folks, who had

" never known a brighter spot, thought it

divine—an Eden of flowers and freshness.

Theré was nothing remarkable in the
appearance of the young farmer; but his
fellow-worker possessed no ordinary share
of beauty, and in her own pecuhar way

‘was a remarkable person.

They were simple country folks, who had
been brought up in the old-house at.the
foot of the hill. They had spent their
lives together in that secluded spot, and
had been, and still were, all the world to
each other. .

Gilbert Rushmere was the son of a well-
to-do ¥Yeoman, whose forefathers had
owned (and cultivated the farm that ex-
tendeddor a hundred acres in breadth, on

-+ >
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DOROTHY AND HER LOVER. 7

either side of the road, for many genera-
tions. The old family records shewed that
the Rushmeres had, during the reign of
the Lancastrian line of Plantagenets, been
a family of considerable repute in the
county of That Nicholas de Rush- -
mere had been lord of the manor of Had-
stone, and resided in the old baronial hall
that still raised its proud head above the
oak forest that skirted the western
horizon, though bid from view by the
steep common in front of the lane, in
which his rustic descendant stood.

A strong, active, young fellow, of three
and twenty, was Gilbert Rushmere; with
ruddy cheeks, blue eyes and homely fea-
tures ; the latter, however, rendered vefy
agreeable by the frank, honest expression
they wore, which had secured for him the
good-will of his neighbours.

- Some people are born to be popular
among the class to which they belong.
Not so much from any merit peculiarly
their own;. but from inheriting from
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nature a happy physical temperament, a
willingness to please and to be pleased,
with every one with whom they fall in
company.

Such men are always prized more highly
than they deserve; if educated, they push
their way into situations of comfort and
independence, with very little effort. So-
ciety likes their genial companionship, and
they are favourites with, and favoured
alike by young and old.

Gilbert was one of those petted indi-
viduals who carry the good-will of others
by storm. Young fellows in his own
grade repeated his sayings and imitated
his doings, and he was the chief man and
oracle among them at fair or market.

He had received the scanty education
generally bestowed upon the sons of small
yeomen at the beginning of the present
century. He could read and write, and
cast accounts, but in good truth, he pre-
ferred the labours of the field to poring over
books, and could do a hard day’s work
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without grudge or grumbling, could plough
. & straight furrow, and master a high-
spirited horse; and was considered the
best cricket player in the county. In the
eyes of his companion—and oh! what
splendid black pyes they were—he was
withlout doubt the cleverest, handsomest,
and dearest man in the.world.

Of Dorothy Chance—for so the young
girl was called—a few words must be said,
in order to explain the conversation, which
the reader has overheard, between her and
her lover.

Fifteen years prior to the commence.
ment of our story, Dorothy had been
found by farmer Rushmere on the wild
common fronting them. It was the early
. dawn of a bright summer day, succeeding
a night of terrific storm and darkness.
The farmer was abroad earlier than usual,
to see if his weanling calves had sustained
any injury from the down-pouring of the
pitiless thunder shower.

Passing through a deep hollow in the
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heath, his attention was drawn towards a
clump of furze bushes, by the faint ories
of a child. Thinking that it might belong
to some neighbour, had wandered from
its home, and been overtaken by the
storm, he hastened to the spot.

A little head suddenly appeared above
tho wet heather-bells, then as quickly
disappeared, and all was again quiet.
The frightened little one, on seeing a
stranger approaching, nestled more close-
ly into the cold bosom, on which she had
slept, during the terrible tempest'of the
past night.

“Js it a child, or a fairy ?’ muttered
the good man, as the apparition vanished
into the earth.

“ Here Towser | whistling to his sheep
dog, who followed close at his heels.
“ Find this stray lamb for thy master ?”

The sagacious animal pounced upon the
terrified child. ]

“Mamma! mamma !” screamed the
frightened little one, as Rushmere tried to
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lift her from her hiding place, under the
tattered cloak of a young woman, whose -

slight emaciated form lay shrouded in the
wet heather.

The farmer slightly stirred the prostrate
sleeper with his foot.

“ Woman—Thou beest a sound sleeper
—Wake up, and see to thy bairn, and I
will gie thee both a good breakfast.”

The figure remained motionless. There
was no answering voice or sound.

The farmer stooped dbwn, and raised
the shabby bonnet fr'pZ)the face of the
woman to examine her} more carefully.

He stepped hastily back, his cheeks,
before so fresh and ruddy, were now
blanched with a deadly pallor.

The poor marble statue at his feet can
no longer respond to the cries of her
famishing child. She is cold, is dead. -

A forlorn victim of want—perhaps, of
vice, overtaken by night and storm, ren-
dered feeble by disease and famine, unable
to battle with the hostile elements, has
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died unknown and unheeded in that lonely
spot. No human ear heard her cries for
help, no pitying voice spothed her last
agonies. No friendly eye marked the des-
pairing love which clutched to her chilling

" bosom the tender form of her sleeping

child, when during the bitter conflict with

death, she implored the Heavenly Father
to take them both.

She was still very young, not over

twenty years of age; and, though squalid ’

and dirty, and clothed with the filthy rags
that vice bestows upon her degraded vic-
tims, her shrunken features retained even
in death some semblance of former beauty.
Her hands were small and white, and
delicately formed; and seemed to have
been little accustomed to hard work or
outdoor drudgery.

A plain gold ring encircled the third
finger of the left hand. There was no
money in her pockets, nothing that could
give the least clue to who, or what she
had been. It was painfully evident to

h
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DOBOTHY AND HER LOVER. 13

the most casual observer, that she had

died of absolute starvation.

Poor houseless wandererl She had
found at last a safe home—-—a soft bosom.on
which to pillow her aching head, and "still
- the wild beatings of her breakiﬁg heart.

“Bless my soul! but this is a bad
business, a bad business,” muttered the
farmer. “I wonder how it all - com’d
about.” ' o

The innocent child put its wasted arms
around its mother’s neck, and tried to
awaken her with its caresses, kissing
pale lips that could never kiss again,
and warbling unintelligible baby language
into an ear locked by eternal silence.

The man’s rugged nature was touched
by the pitiful sight. Tears filled his eyes,
as he lifted the living child from the dead
* bosom to which it obstinately clung. The
ragge& cloak, with which maternal love
had endeavoured to shield its offspring

from the fury of the storm, became holy’

as the white robe of an angel.

-
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“Poor lass! Thy last thought was for

‘ thy child. May the good Lord shew the

same mercy to thee.”
So farmer Rushmere took the little
foundling to his home, and adopted her as

" his child; and buried the unrecognized

stranger, at his own expense, in the pic-
turesque burying-ground of the small
gothic ivy-covered church that stood on
the other' side of the heath.

The little girl they conjectured to be
between two and three years of age. She
could only lisp a few broken words. All
they could learn from her, in answer to
their oft-repeated questions, was, that the
poor dead woman was ‘‘ Mammy,” and

. that she herself was ¢ Mammy’s Dolly ;"

8o the good man and his wife, to make
sure of her being a Christian, re-baptized
this stray lamb from the world’s great
fold, and named her Dorothy Chance.
An odd and somewhat unromantic name,
but very significant of the circumstances
under which she was found”>
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A fortunate chance it was that brought
Dorothy beneath farmer Rushmere’s roof.
From that day, the good Providence that
had watched over her, blessed his basket
and his store, and made every undertaking

"to prosper in his hands. '

Had he found a crock of’ gold, the

* treasure would have been of less value

in the homestead than the services of
Dorothy proved to its inmates in after
years.

Mrs. Rushmere, a kind, simple-hearted
woman, had but one child, a boy, some
six years older than Dolly. She had
always wisheéd for a daughter, to share
with her the domestic labours of the farm,
and her desires had met their fulflment
when the orphan child of the vagrant was
thrown into her arms. :

The little maid grew and prospered
under her maternal care; and became the
pet and darling of her adopted mother.
At fifteen years of age shg was able to

perform all the labours required in the .
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house, besides helping in. the field during
tho busy seasons of hay-time and har-
vest. -

Slight in figure and graceful in all
her motions, Dorothy was, nevertheless,
strong and active. Sickness had never
blanched the warm glow on her cheeks,
or dimmed: the brightness of her large,
lustrous eyes. Healthy, happy, cheerful,
it was a pleasure to listen to her clear
ringing voice, to enter into the spirit of
ler joyous laugh; to feel that a creature,
so free from care and guile, hovered like a
good angel about your path.

Without the sunshine™of Dolly’s pre-
'sence, the old homestead would have been
a gloomy prison, surrounded by that
lonely desolate heath, and its inmates
weary plodders along. the dusty high-road
of life. | /

The Rushmeres kept no servants, male
or female. The farmer and his son did all
the out-door work, leaving to Mrs. Rush-
mere and Dolly the management of the

A
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dairy, the rearing of calves and poultry,
and the spinning of flax and wool.

Once a woek, Dorothy drove a light
tax-cart to the market town, some five
miles distant, to dispose of her eggs,
cheecse, and buttor. The oxcellence of
these latter articles had gained for their
maker quite a reputation; they always
commanded the highest price, and brought
no small gain to her adopted parenté.

.Dorothy’s reputation, however, was not
confined to her skill as a dairy-maid ; she
was considered the prettiest girl in those
parts; though her beauty was not a per-
fect model of what art has chosen for its
highest types.

Her eyes were dark and expressive,

. surmounted by a smooth forehead and
black arched eye-brows, soft as velvet,
-and quite eastern in their hue and texture.
Her nose was straight.and well-formed,
but the rosy mouth, full of white even
teeth, and graced by two charming
dimples, which continued to smile after
VOL. L. 0
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the honest, gay peal of laughter had died
away upon the dewy lips, was far too
laxge for the required standard of female
beauty. Her cheeks and chin were softly

rounded and bronzed by the sun to a warm

brown| tint, reminding one of the rich
colouring of ripe autumnal fruits.

After all, the beauty which gladdened
every eye Ia.)} in the expression of the
whole countenance; in the harmony that
reigned in every feature; which, when
lighted up and animated by the spirit
within, was irresistibly pleasing—a picture
full of sense, goodness, and warm con-
fiding affection.

Lovers our little Dorothy had by the
score, though she was never seen but at
church or at market. Many a young

- farmer in the neighbourhood would have

deemed himself a fortunate fellow, could
he have persuaded Dorothy to become his
wife. And Dorothy was not averse to ad-
miration—few women are; but she was
too young, and too much occupied by

) D
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houschold matters, to cast one thought on
matrimony. Her life, hitherto, had glided
on so -sifobthly, that she was not aware
that hed Ig¥ve for Gilbert exceeded the affec-
tion that a sister anight own for an elder
brother, who had always treated her with
tender confidence and kindness, until his
importunities had suddenly awakened her
to the fact, and pressed the conviction
home to her heart, that thcyl' were some-
‘thing more than brother and sister to each

_ -other. Still, on Dorothy’s part, it was
~ more a love springing out of long associa-

tion and deep-rooted esteem, than the pas-
sion generally recognised by that name.
She could have given him up to another,
without any very severe pang, if she
thought by so doing, it would have been
for his happiness.
This state of things was not destined
"to last long. The peace of families is
subject to sudden interruptions, as well as
the peace of nations. The noblest qualities
of the heart often have their birth amid

c 2
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scenes of domestic strife,-as the devotion
and patriotism of the soldier are streng-
thened by the horrors of the battle-field.

Old Rushmere had raised an unreason-
able persecution agairst his son on
Dorothy’s account. This circumstance
had made her feel a deeper interest in
Gilbert, and had quickened her frlendshlp _
into love

Though good and worthy in his way,
the old man was avaricious, and possessed
an enormous amount of family pride. This
latter quality was based, not upon the
position in the county which his family
then held, but upon that which it had once
occupied. Gilbert was his only child, the
last of the old stock ; and he cherished a )
parental hope, that his boy, by industry
and a wealthy marriage, might restore its
ancient respectability. Such dreams, how-
ever improbable of fulfilment, are natural
enough.

He loved Dorothy, but he did not wish
her to be Gilbert’s wife; he regarded her
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in the light of a daughter, knew her worth,
and the advantage of her presence in the
house; but expected Gilbert to feel no
deeper interest in her than that of a sister,
and was quite indignant that he would not
acknowledge an /'imao'mary tie of kindred.
He had been a prudent, hard-working
man himself; and though Heath Farm was
not remarkable for the goodness of its
soil, consisting mostly of wild, uncultivated
heath land, he had contrived to lay by a
handsome sum of money, and hoped to
see his son one day a gentleman. And
what was Dorothy ? Perhaps the bastard
of a beggar. Such an alliance was not to
be tolerated for a moment, in connection
with the l#st scion'of his name and race.
" Rushmere:blamed his innocent wife for
having encouraged the growing attpchment
between Gilbert and Dorothy, in po
measured terms of displeasure; and hav-
ing canght this disobedient son in the very
act of kissing the ruby lips of the orphan,
he told him in hot anger before her face—

4
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¢ That if he persevered in that nonsense,
he would cut him off with a shilling; and

turn her out of the house to find a living

on the heath where he first picked her

2

up.

The good wife remonstrated. In the
humour her spouse was then in she had
better have remained silent—she told him,
that he was harsh and unjust. Iam afraid
she called him a fool, for abusing the
young people after that fashion—she in-
sisted that Dorothy was the best girl in
the county; that she loved her as her
own life; that Gilly was a wise man in
wishing to secure such an excellent wife ;
that he might search England through,
and not meet with such a bonny lass; that
she would rejoice at their magriage, and

- give them her blessing with all her

heart. ‘

This praise of ‘her favourite, though
quite sincere on Mrs. Rushmere’s part,
and fully merited by Dorothy, was very
impolitic at such a mdment ; it exasperated
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the angry old man, and made matters
worse. . :

Gilbert, backed®by the imprudence of
his mother, did worse. He made use of
very violent language to his father, and
said and did many undutiful things.

“ He was a man,” he said, *“and of age
to please himself—he meant to be his own
master—he did not care a fig for his
father’s opinions and prejudices, and he
would marry Dbrothy, whether he liked it
or not.”

There is no knowing how the quarrel
might have terminated—for Rushmere was
an obstinate, self-willed man like his son—
had not the innocent cause of the dis-
turbance, instead of crying and wringing
her hands, or dropping down at his feet in
a dead faint, like any other heroine of
romance, quietly stepped up to the ex-
asperated farmer, and, laying her hand
upon his arm, said in her pleasant, cheerful
voice. -

“ Don’t be afraid, father. He shan’t
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marry me without your consent, so don’t
be angry and abuse us all; for which you
will be sorry an hour hence. Listén now
to me. I love Gilbert. I believe that he
loves me. I love you and mother also. I

~ do not intend to vex or grieve you by any

conduct of mine; nor do I mean to leave
you, now you are both infirm and old. I
am young and strong, and better able to
work than you are. If you turn me out
of the house by one door, I will come in
at the other. I owe you a large debt of
gratitude, which I want to work out—so
do not talk of sending me away. God
gave you to me for parents. I have no
other, nor friends beside you in the wide
world.”

Her lips quivered, but, quickly regaining
her composure, she went on. *Hear me,
father, while I promise you faithfully,
before God and you all—and you know,
father, I never told you a lie—that I will
not marry Gilbert without your consent -
and approbation—your full, free, hearty

~——
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consent.”” She held out her hand—* Will

w satisfy you ?”’
bstinate as he was, the girl’s frank

honesty conquered the angry old man.
He took the proffered peace-offering, and
shook it warmly.

“Ay, lass! I will €’en take thee at thy
word. You are more dutiful than yon
chap. I cannot so easily forgive him.”

“But you must forgive him, father.
Angry people are,not aware of all the hard
_ things they say to each other.”

“True for you, girl. I have naught to
say agin you, Dolly ; I might get a worse
daughter. But there are some ugly draw-
backs to that bargain.”

¢ Don’t name them, father,”—and Do-
rothy raised her small hand beseechingly.
“I know them well enough,”’—tears now
glistened in her eyes, she turned her head
away,—“I never felt that I was so poor
and friendless before.” Then kissing the

old man, she ran out of the room. Gil- .

bert’s ¢ O shame, father,” and Mrs. Rush-

—
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mere’s * God bless the dear child,” follow-
ing her hasty retreat.

Dorothy was deeply moved, but was
only too glad to be the means of restoring
peace to the belligerents she had left.

It was a few days after’ the bursting of
this domestic thunder-cloud, that Gilbert
and Dorothy were thrown alone together.
Mr. Rushmere had been called away to
the town on business, and the lovers had
been working all day in the hayfield.
Gilbert was not at all satisfied with the
promise Dolly had given to bis father;
he thought himself slighted and ill-used.
He had been anxiously watching for an
opportunity to talk it all over. Dorothy,
anticipating his intentions, had carefully
kept aloof. .

There was no getting out of the way
now, and she was forced to listen to the
renewal of his suit; and to parry, in the
best way she could, his passionate appeals
to her to revoke the promise she had
given to his father.
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They walked silently down the lane to-
gether, Gilbert sullen and mortified, Do-
rothy pitying but resolute. Gilbert atlast

~~__spoke.

““If you loved me, Dolly, you could not
talk about it in that cool way, and sacri-
fice my hap\piness to gratify my father’s
foolish pride.”

“T mean to keep my word, Gilly. We
are both young. We can afford to wait.”
“ A pleasant prospect, truly.

“Ts it not better than disobeying your
parents,.or my leaving them, which I
must do, if you continue to press me on
this subject.”

“ Dorothy, Dorothy ! how cold you are.
Now don’t preach, and talk to me about
duty and patience, ‘and all that. I can’t
stand such cant, when my heart is break-
ing. How can I hold my peace ?”

“Then you wish me to go\?”

“ Dolly ! do you mean to driveme mad ?”
“Not quite—I think you would be
dangerous,”—and Dorothy laughed merri-
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ly. Gilbert winced at the joke. She did
not wish to provoke him to anger, but to
make him seée things in a more cheerful
light.

“ Gilly, she continued, quite serious
now, ““ do you not see the necessity of yield-
ing to your father’'s wishes ? It is the only
way by which you can even hope to see
me your wife. He will surely separate
‘us if you obstinately resist his will. Think
how painful it would be to part. How

dear mother would grieve after her little-
Dolly—to say nothing of Gilbert,”—with

a sly bewitching glance.
 Mother could not do without me.
She could not manage the dairy, and do

all the housework alone. Your father will -

come round by and by. ~ He is sbmetimes
stern, and appears unfeeling, but you
know that in the main he has a kind
. heart. No good can come from opposing
him. If you forget your duty, I must not
forget mine. Your father wants you to
marry a rich wife, as I told you before,—

o
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not a poor girl, who has not even a name
that she can lawfully call her own.”

«“I can remedy that evil, Dorothy, by
giving you mine.”

“ A gift that will be joyfully accepted,
Gilly, when seconded by your father’s
approval. Till that/can be obtained, let
us talk of something/ else.”

“ This subject is ilearest my heart. I
have no words for any other.” He looked
upon her bright face, a dubious expression
flittering over his own. ¢ Old men can’t
live for ever—he may die!-—I shall then
be free to please myself.”

Dorothy was shocked. She waved her
hands impatiently. “Deon’t talk of his

*death. It is dreadful to anticipate happi-
néss from such a sad event. Father is as-

likely to live as either of us—is hale and

strong—with a back unbent, and a step

as firm as your ewn. Oh, Gilbert, I did .

not think that you were so selfish. I
love the dear old man. God grant that
he may live for twenty years !”

B
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“And you expect me to remain single
all that time, Dolly,—do you call that
reasonable? I will not do it, even to
please you.”

“Do not wait for me, Gilly, if you can
get a better chance,” said Dorouny, striving
to call up a smile upon his gloomy face.
Her lover was in no laughing humour.

¢ Provoking girl. I cannot make you
understands the state of my feelings. I
shall die, Dolly, if you cruelly persist in
refusing to be my wife.”

“Of love! Gilbert?” This was said
with a comical air of doubt, and a half
smile, which sent a ripple of laughter over
the charming faee.

“ Ay, lass—of love.”

The ripple now broke into a wave of
joyous merriment.

“ Gilly, did you ever know a man or
woman that died for love ?” “

The lover looked puzzled.

“I can’'t exactly say that I have. I
bave heard gf such unfortunates—have
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seen chaps very miserable about their
sweethearts, when they were contrary, or
were fond of some one else—and have

ad about it in books.”

“ Do you believe everything you read in
books, Gilbert ?”’ ‘

“To be sure I do—what were they
written for else? Do you think that a
sensible man would waste paper and ink,
and his precious time in printing off lies ?”’

“¢1 am certain, Gilly, that some books

are only written to make‘people laugh. " I
am no scholar, and can’t read half as
well as you, yet I know that much. Do
you think the book you were reading out
-to father the other night—the one you
know that you bought of the pedlar—all
about the little men and women with the
hard names—was a real history ?”

¢ Gulliver’s Travels.”
~ “ Do you believe that true ?”

# Of course I do.”

Dorothy clapped her hands and laughed
heartily.

B
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. /
“You ought to be a good Christian,
Gilbert.”

‘ Why, lass p”

“ For great is your faith. But—hark!
—is not that the old clock in the kitchen
clapping seven? We must not stand here
gossipping any longer, or father will be
after us to hurry our motions. =Mother
has the supper ready by this time. If you
are not hungry, I am. I have not yet
found out the way to live upon love.”

“¢¢ Oh, Dolly !”” sighed the young man.

Dorothy, élrea,dy out of hearing, had
vanished into the old-fashioned house at
the bottom of the hill.



CHAPTER II. -
HEATH FARM.

HE farm-house was one of those quaint,
picturesque old buildings, which have
long ago vanished from our public tho-
roughfares, and is only to be found in re-

~ mate rural districts, approached by narrow

cross-roads. Its high gables and chim-
neys, its bay windows, projecting several
feet beyond the wall, and filled with
diamonded panes of glass set in lead, and
guarded by heavy iron stanchions, told a
tale of past centuries, and--carried you

back to the feudal times, when every .

gla:n’s house was literally his castle, and

presented a hostile front to the tra- -
veller. ' ‘
- VOL. L. ' D
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A pointed porch, composed of very
small dark red bricks, grey and rusty
looking from the lichens which epcrusted
them, sheltered the front entrance frgm the
bleak easterly winds, which swept over a
long range of salt marshes, from the
sea. A massy oak door opened from the
porch, into a long square hall, paved
with -broad flag stones, in which the
family generally assembled to take their
meals. ' -

Through that ancient doorway a band
of Cromwell’s soldiers had once passed,
and been regaled at the huge oak table
that held the centre of the floor. Silver
flagons had foamed with nut-brown ale;
and “ success to the brave defenders’ of
England’s rights—and confusion to all
tyrants”—had been drank ’mid uproarious,
shouts, that made the old rafters overhead,

ring again. .

Sir Lawrence Rushmere, 'tlie head of

the family in those days, had been a per-
son of some importance during the great
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struggle that revolutionized England, and
laid the foundation of her present great-
ness. ‘

A staunch adherent of the stern Pro-
tector, he had furnished a number of
_ horses and arms at his owr cost, for the
use of the Commonwealth, and brought
his own strong arm and stout heart to
advocate the good cause. For the active
part he took in the contest, his de-

scendants had to suffer no small amount’

of robbery and wrong after the Restora-
‘tion. The larger portion of their estates
were forfeited to the crown; and the old
house and two hundred acres of poor
heathy waste land was all that remained
to the impoverished fa.mily:

The old dining-hall-had shared in the
general decay, and been shorn of all its
ancient honours. Like the cobbler’s stall
in the old song, it served the present
occupants for * kitchen and parlour and
all” It was the room of general resort,
into which all the offices pertaining to
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the farm opened, and in which all
the lighter. labours of the house, such
as spinning and weaving, were carried
on. - '

A small, dark, highly-polished spinning-.
wheel, such as is used in the eastern
counties for converting the fine white
flax mto thread, occupied a conspicuqus
place along the wall; and, during the
short winter days, kept up a perpetual
whirring sound, which formed a pleasant
accompaniment to the gay blithe voice
of Dorothy, as she sang seme local ditty,
while the fine thread grew beneath her
fingers. -

The wide ﬁre-place nearly extended
across the upper end of the hall, with its
broad hearth-stone, huge iron crank, and
hooks, bright brass dogs, and whlte brick
gettles, telling of warm yule ﬁ s, and
abundance of country cheer. .

A practical illustration of the same
might be seen in the rows of fat hams, and
rounds of hung beef that dangled from

< ~
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the beams that crossed the low ceiling:
interspersed with strings of onions and
savory pot-herbs—and, as if by way of
variety, separated by hanks of white and
coloured yarn.

A picture in oils, painted upon wood, and
by no means & bad specimen of the arts, -
hung over the carved oak mantel—the
half-length portrait of a fine soldierly look-
ing man. This is the soldier of the cove-
~ nant—the grim Roundhead, Sir Lawrence
Rushmere—for 8o his enemies called him.
Look at him well. His bold honest English
face déserves-a nearer scrutiny. Examme
his broad brows, his large clear blue eyes,
his firm nose, and resolute mouth, before
you call that man a traitor.

He has drawn the sword he holds in his
hand in what, after mature consideration,
he considers the right cause, and being
once ﬁilly convinced that it is so, has
thrown his’ whole heart and soul into the
struggle. If you can overturn a rock
whose roots are embedded in the depths
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of ocean, you may hope to turn him from
his purpose.:

This old family portrait is held in great

reverence by his last descendant, who bears

-his name; and though degenerated into
a rude half educated tiller of the ancestral
acres, Lawrence Rushmere thinks himself
a great man, while looking upon the noble
portrait of his remote progenitor.

The old high-backed arm-chair, so rich-

1y carved, in which the farmer smokes his
pipe after the labours of the day are over,
is always placed fronting that picture.

He sees a great resemblance between
himself and the brave soldier of the cove-
nant, and draws the attention of every
stranger that comes to the house to the
picture, by asking, ¢ if they do not remark
the likeness P> A harmless vanity, which
amuses without giving o?ence,» and he
generally ends by saying,

Yes, Sir. That brave knight was my
great, great grandfather, and he has often
sat in this very chair in which I am sitting
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now: It shall never go out of the family
while there’s a Rushmere left to fill his
place.”

Look at those long rows of pewter dishes
and platters that grace the shelves. These
too are relics of a former age. No doubt
the said Sir Lawrence has taken many a
good dinner off them. Yet no one points
them out as objects worthy of mnotice,
though they are kept as bright and clean
as if required for daily use. They have
been completely laid upon “the shelf half
a century ago. .

The rest of the furniture of the room is
as old as the Protectorate ; especially that
large Venetian mirror, in its beautiful
frame of ebony. What a prize for a modern
antiquary.

Poor simple Mrs. Rushmere and Do-

rothy have not the most remote idea of its-

value. - The old lady thidks it a very be-
coming glass, which makes people look
much handsomer .than they really are, and
Dorothy contemplates her sweet face in




ol
ki
A

o

i

N

IR

R

. -

R r T LI RUEU IR R T AT L

40 THE WORLD BEFORE THEM.

its mysterious depths, and speculates on
all who have done the same, and wishes
that she could call the sleepers from their
graves,” and make them pass in review
before her. '

What a multitude of strange faces, and
still stranger fashions, they would bring
again to light !

Doro%hy sometimes pursues this idea,
till she grows afraid of her own conceit,
and turns away from the mirror, as if she

. really saw the spectres she had conjured
. up.

But the crowning glory of the place is a
large dome-shaped cupboard, which fits
into a corner of the spacious room, and
fills: it from the floor to the ceiling. It
opens with a single door, the outside of
which is a fine picture by some old master,
representing the judgment of Solomon.
The reverse side, when the door is opened
suddenly, calls forth a cry of surprise, and
not unusually of terror, from the spectator.

There stands our first father, in the
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naked deformity of sin, in the very act of
eating the forbidden fruit, with a face so
full of remorse and agony, that it chills

the heart of the gazer with its unmitigated

horror.

Though used to this terrible- picture
from a child, Dorothy could never look at
it without a shudder. When Gilbert and
she were children, and behaved amiss,
Mrs. Rushmere had only to threaten to
shut them up in the cupboard with father
Adam, and it brought them instantly to
their senses.

The shelves. of this mysterious piece
of furniture were filled with Japan china.
Real * chaney ”—as good Mrs. Rushmere
called it—which, like the ebony-framed
mirror, had belonged to the familyinits
bygone days of wealth and importance.
These gorgeous tea-cups were never used
but on high-days and holidays, or on the

- advent of any particular visitors.
Such an unusual event had just taken -

place, and a mild looking old lady, in a

" e |
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plaited cap and, brown stuff gown, was
going to and fro, from the open cupboard
to the table, arranging some of the ex-
quisite china cups and saucers on a carved
wooden tray, and bringing sundry delicate
cakes and biscuits, of Dorothy’s own
making, from their hidden receptacles,
to do honour to the evening meal. The
table was covered with a snow-white dam-
ask cloth, manufactured by the same skil-
ful hands, and boasted a good supply of
fine wheaten bread, and the fresh cheese
and butter, for which the Heath Farm
had become famous, under the said dam-
sel’s superintendence.

The guest for whose especial benefit all
these preparations were made, was a very
great person indeed—at least, in the eyes
of these simple country folk—and Mrs.
Rushmere was all fuss and excitement to
set before her the very best the house

~ afforded.

Stephen Watling, a near neighbour and

- landed proprietor, whose farmr joined their
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own, had died suddenly, in the very prime
of life, a few weeks before, and his only
sister had come into possession of the
propérty.

From keeping her brother’s house, she
had become the mistress of it in hier own
right, and merged plain Nancy into Miss
Watling, or as her country neighbours
said, .

“ Had put on her Sunday gown, and
had nothing to do now but hold up her
head high, and sup her soup out of a sil-
ver spoon.”

The heiress was not a very prepossessing
looking individual. The sudden acquire-
ment of wealth had served to increase an
inmate vulgarity, rendered more conspicu-
ous by an arrogant assumption of su-
periority. She affected airs of consequence,
which made her company everything but
agreeable to those who had known her in
a subordinate situation.

Miss Watling was on the wrong side of
thirty, bony and- sharp featured, with small
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and snaky looking black eyes, a sallow
complexion, loud voice, and most repulsive
manners. Her affectation of extreme
youth was so absurdly ridiculous, that it -
made her appear older and uglier than she
really was.

Ever since her unexpected good fortune,
Mr. Rushmere had secretly contemplated
Miss Wathng as a very eligible wife for
his son. He had not as yet dared to
broach the subject to that refractory in:
dividual, as he dreaded no small amount
of opposition—or even to hint at it to his
wife, who, he well knew, faivoured his at-
tachment to Dorothy, and with whom the
rich spinster was no favourite; but he

- was thinking it over all day long, and cal-

culating the worldly advantages to be

.derived from the union of the two estates.

It would make Gilbert a rich man at
once. As to the difference of age, that
was a mere trifle, more than counter-
balanced by the lady’s superior wealth.

True, she was very plain—he could not

& ‘e
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deny that—Dbut beauty, after all, was only
skin deep, and would not, according to the
homely adage, *“ buy beef.”” His son was a
handsome young fellow, and he felt certain
that Miss Watling was not indifferent to
his personal attractions. It would be a
capital match, and his son would be a down-
right fool to let such an opportunity of

securing a rich wife slip through his,

fingers.

Thus age and avarice can always over-
leap barriers which, to the young and
romantic, are insurmountable.

From the master of Heath Farm Miss
Watling received the most cordial welcome,
and was easily persuaded to lay aside her
bonnet and shawl, and take tea with the
family.

To judge of the lady’s grief by the ultra
blackness of her mourning garments, you
would have supposed that no gleam of
joy could ever enter her afflicted heart
again. All crape and bombazme from
head to foot, she presented to  the
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spectator a ghastly&exterior of hopeless
8OTTOW. ,

““And so poor Stephen is gone,” said
the simple Mrs. Rushmere.  Who would
have thought of his leaving us so suddenly ?
The last time he was here he looked the
picture of health and contentment, Well,
well,—we must all go some of these days.
But the death of such as he—it seems so

: shocking. A man in the very prime of
life—it is surely a great loss to the parish.
You, Nancy, who were his only relative,
must feel it sorely. The house must be
very lonesome to you, wanting the mas-
ter.”

¢ It was dreadful, Mrs. Rushmere, to be
taken without a minute’s warning, to
think of his poor neglected soul. Heg
never cared about religibn. He was so

. entirely taken up with his worldly con-
cerns, it makes me very uncomfortable to
think what may become of him in the
other world,” said the bereaved sister.

“ God is merciful,” sighed the old lady.
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“It is of no use trusting to mercy,
without repentance,” was the' sharp re-
joinder, “and he had no time for
that.”

“He was a kind man to the  poor,
Nancy. A good neighbour and a regular
church-goer, honest and industrious—let
us hope that these qualities will be taken
into account. It is not for sinful creatures
like us to condemn a man, because 1t
pleased the Almighty to call him suddenly
out of the world.” ’

“ Works—mere works,” ,and Miss
Watling shrugged her shoulders emphati-
cally. ¢ For my part, I have no hope of
his salvation. If he had faith, he put his
light under' a bushel, for no one in the
house ever saw it. But he is gone,
_and has left me, a young "unprotected
female, to struggle alone in ‘this wicked
world.” '

'“Why, surely, Nancy, you be old
- enough to take care of yourself ?”’ returned
the good woman, with more truth in her

|«ml-l
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look and accent than was agreeable to her
visitor. “ You be some years older than
he.”

¢ You are mistaken, ma’am,” said Miss
Watling, *he was a grown up man when
I was a little girl at school.”

“Oh, my dear!” cried the provoking
old lady, “it is of no use your telling me
that. Why, don’t I know all about it. I
was with your mother when you were
born. Itis just thirty-five years ago, last
May. You were a sharp cross little thing,
and you gave your mother a world of
trouble. I have often heard her say, that
she never had the sound of your crying
out of her ears, or got a whole night’s
rest, for the two first years of your life.
"You were turned of six before Stephen was
born. You pouted and sulked, and had ‘a
great fight with nurse, for bri’ilging a
nasty boy into the house. Don’t I re-
member it all, and how your father laughed
at your tantrums.

“¢Little maid’s jealous of boy,’ he
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said, ‘she won’t have it all her own way

Mrs. Rushmere had touched a tender
point. She knmew that her visitor was
dreadfully sensitive about her dge; but
she was so much disgusted with the un-
feeling piece of cant, in which she had
just indulged about her brother, that she
did it to punish her for her crlielty and

hypocrisy. —
“You have an excellent memory,” said E
Miss Watling, wincing under the infliction. ~

“Such reminiscences, however, are neither
polite nor agreeable. It would be un-
becoming in me to contradict so old a
woman as you, for it is impossible for me
to recal events which happened in my
infaﬁcy.” . p
Miss Watling was angry, but she kept
in, her wrath. She had no intention of
quarrelling with the Rushmeres. She
swallowed that bitter pill about her age
in the best way she could, and anxious to
get-rid of the disagreeable dispute, in
VOL. I ) E
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which she was sure to come off second
best, she asked Mrs. Rushmere how she
liked her mourning.

“The bombazine,” she observed, ¢is
very fine—the .crape, the best I could
procure in Storby. As I had to go into
"mourning for Stephen, I thought I would
do the thing genteelly. Besides, shabby
black is 80 mean and unbecoming.” |

Mrs. Rushmere glanced coldly at the
-crape scarf her visitor held up for her
inspection. .

“It does well enough for those who
wear their” grief upon their sleeve. One
little bit of heart mourning is worth it
all.”

Before the wearer of the sables could
frame a reply, Dorothy opened the door -

- and looked into the room, but quickly
withdrew her head, when she saw by
whom it was occupied. Mrs. Rushmere
followed her ‘to the door.

“ Where is Gilly ?”

“Just cleaning }ﬁmself up a_bit, and
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changing his working slop. He will be
here in a minute. Don’t wait for me,
mother. I have the cows to milk. I can
get my supper by and by.”

The owner of the bright face vanished,
Mrs. Rushmere poured out the tea, and
the small party gathered about the
table. . ‘
~ Gilbert came in presently—glanced
coldly at the visitor, made a stiff country
bow, and took a seat by his mother, and
as far from Miss Watling as he possibly
could. Hé never had liked her when
plain Miss Nancy, but since she had
got a handle to her name, her airs
and affectations had filled him with dis-
qust. |

"“Do you suffer that young person,
Mrs. Rushmere, to call you mother ?”
asked Miss Watling, with a sneer upon
her thin upper lip. ¢ Surely it is taking
too great a liberty.”

“Oh, not at all. You forget, Nancy,
that she is my adopted daughter, that I
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look upon her as my own cHild. The
dear knows I-could not love her better if
she were.” .

" “Well, my dear madam, there’s no
accounting for tastes.” Nancy Watling
thought that it was her turn to say
something spiteful. “I see nothing to
admire in that girl. Is she not the
beggar’s brat that Mr. Rushmere picked
up upon the heath ?”

“ So she be,” muttered Lawrence, half
aloud from his own chair.

“No fault of hers,” said Gilbert,
flushing up. * She has beauty and sense
enough to have been the daughter of a
king.” )

* Rather a vulgar princess,” giggled
Miss Watling. ¢ She looks what she was
born to be—a servant !” ‘

His mother caught the flash of her
son’s eye, and pinched his knee under
the table, to keep him quiet ; then finding
that her hint was not likely to coel down
his rising passion, and hearing a pet cat
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mewing for a morsel of the repast, she
screamed out—

“Mind, Gilly! you great blundering
follow. You have trod on pussy’s tail,
and she will be sure to scratch you.”

“T'll take good care of that,” said
Gilbert, deceived by his mother’s innocent

stratagem, by turning her out of the -

room. Dolly has made such a pet of
that beast, she has become quite a
nuisance.”

He rose and put out the unoffending
cat, and peace was once more restored.

The farmer, who had been sitting upon
thorns during the dispute, inwardly
cursing his wife’s want of tact and plain-
ness of speech, and his son’s rudeness,
thought it high time to put in a wdrd or
two, and direct the conversation into a
new channel.

“ What do you intend to do with the
farm, Nancy ? Will you let it, or cafry on
the business yourself 7’

S

“ Well, my old friend,” said Miss Wat- -
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ling, folding her hands in her lap, and
looking down demurely,  that is the -
difficulty. I am exceedingly puzzled what
to do. I came here this afternoon :
on purpose to consult you, though I knew
what a busy time it was with you during
the hay harvest. I am so young and
\inexperienced, and so igmorant of agri-
cultural matters, I should make a poor
farmer. 1 know nothing about cropping
lands, milking; or. churning. I was

given an education quite above such
pursuits.”

‘1 . Gilbert glanced up from the tea-cup he )
| held in his hand, a comical smile passing

over his face, though he said nothing.
Miss Watling seemed to interpret his
thoughts, for she positively looked down

and blushed.

Did she forget, at that moment, how
often Gilbert had helped her, when a boy,
to drive home the cows from the salt
marshes, and sat and whistled on the
meadow stile, while she milked them—
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®

or was she conscious of uttering an un-
truth ? '

Gilbert was determined to plague her a
little, by jogging her memory.

“ Nancy,” he said, *“you do yourself
great injustice. If you don’t understand
the farm business, I don’t know who
does. Why, you were always considered
the best spinner and weaver in the parish.
Remember. how often you used to scold
me for tangling the yarn, when you were
spinning on the great wheel. I was
mortally afraid of the big thrashings you
threatened me with, and trusted more to
my heels than to your generosity and
forbearance. Those were jolly times. I
wonder you can so easily forget them, and
try to thrust such nonsensical fibs down
our throats.”

This sally drew forth a general laugh, in
which Miss Watling joined as heartily as

_the rest.

“ Gilbert do you call that good manners,

to contradict a lady? Where, sir, did you
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get your schooling?”’ said the farmer
sharply. .

“ Among simple country folk, father.
I did not mean to contradict Nancy, only :
to remind her of past times.” b

“Oh, I don’t mind what he says, Mr.
Rushmere. He was always a saucy boy,”
returned the lady, striving to smile plea-
santly. !

«She takes it better than I expected,”
; . thought Gilbert. ‘It is as good as a play
| to hear her attempt to act the fine lady.

' How polite father is to her. I wonder
what they are driving at ?”’
| “You -had better let the land, Nancy,”
‘; said Rushmere, after a few minutes thought,
in answer to her protestations of ignor-
ance as to agricultural matters.

“J] won’v do that,” said Miss Watling,
brigkly, I should be sure to be cheated
by my tenants. A woman can’t follow
the plough, or go into the stable, to see
if horses are properly cared for, and they
are deceived and taken in by every
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one. Consider my youth and inexpe-
rience.”

* Take a husband to help you out of the
difficulty.”

“Yes, if I could find a good one.”

] think I could recommend a smart,
honest, good-looking fellow to your notice,”
said Rushmere, chuckling and rubbing his
hands. “One who can work hard, and
who would do justice to the land.”

“ Now I hope to goodness father does
not mean me. His foolish joke has
actually brought colour into the old maid’s
face,” thought Gilbert, who listened with
intensezinterest to the conversation, hard-
ly knowing whether to be affronted or
amused.

The farmer knew very well what he wa
about, and did mean him; and was re
joicing in the prospect of a successful
negotiation on his behalf.

“] was not thinking of matrimony,”
said Miss Watling. ¢ There is plenty
of time for that. It is not every one to
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whom I would trust myself and my pro- '
perty. I assure you, Mr. Rushmere, that
I shall be very particular in my choice of
a husband. But I was thinking that if
I could get a steady industrious young
man to farm the place on shares, and look
after my private matters, it would answer
my “purpose better than letting it upon
lease.” ! ’

| ~ Gilbert made a great clatter with his
il knife and fork, to conceal the laugh that
*i’" he could not repress. He now saw what
I Miss Watling was driving at, and he felt
[ certain that he was * the man.”

:g ““ Does she think me a goose? She and

her affairs may go to Jericho, for what

J’ I care,” whispered the unambitious young
4 fellow to his mother.

’: ’ “To be sure—to be sure, Nancy,” said
! ‘the farmer. ‘ You are a woman of sense,
l‘ and see things in the right light. It
[ would be an excellent chance for Gilly.
It is high time for him to be doing some-
thing for himself. I can hire a labourer

M L UL LHIENL
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in his place, to work the farm. What do
you say, Gilbert, to Miss Nancy’s pro-
posal?’  This was accompanied by a
shrewd look to his son, indicating plainly
enough what he expected him to say.
“ Can you and the lady agree P’

“I fear not, sir. I hate all partnership
concerns. I have been too long my own
master to submit to a mistress. Besides,”
he added, with a droll smile, that showed
all his splendid white teeth, “I am to0
young to fill such a responsible situation.”

¢ Oh, not at all, Mr. Gilbert,” returned
the anxious lady, looking full into Gil-
bert’s handsome face.  You need not let
that stand in the way. Brought up to
the business all your life—born, I may say,
to be a farmer, you cannot want experience.
Ishould only be too happy to entrust the
property to your care. You shall be your
own master—have everything your own
way. Manage the land to please yourself.
Any interference on my part would be
quite unnecessary. If you are not too
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proud to accept my offer, I am sure that
wo shall get on famously together.”

“Thank you—thank you, Nancy—Miss
Watling, I should say,” returned Gilbert,
coldly. “In a pecuniary point of view,
it might turn out a good thing; and I
know several young fellows who would
Jjump at it. I have no wish to enter into
such an engagement, and must decline it
altogether.” -

“ Why, sir, why ?”’ cried old Rushmere,

in an angry tone. ¢ Are you mad, sir, or

a fool ?”’ 4
“1 am my father’s son,” said Gilbert,
turning to the door.: *“It does not suit
my inclinations. I have other reasons,
which I do not choose to discuss here.”
“If you should change your mind, Mr.
Gilbert, let me know,” returned Miss

Watling, deeply  mortified. “I will de-

fer advertising in the papers until next
week.”
“ Thank you, Miss Nancy,”- said the

farmer. “ My son is a wilful young man

[
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—he will think better of your liberal
offer.” ,
« There is little danger of my changing
my mind,” said Gilbert, sulkily. ¢ Miss
Watling, you may advertise for a bailiff as

soon as you like.”

¢ Stop, Gilly,” cried his mother, as. he
was about to leave the room, “it is getting
dark, you must see Miss Watling safe over
the common.”

Gilbert wished her at the bottom of the
brook. He saw plainly that her proposal
boded him no good; that his refusal was
highly displeasing to his father, and would
call forth a storm of anger against himself
and Dorothy ; and with a very bad grace,
he yielded to his mother’s request, to see
the cause of the mischief safe to her own-
door. ‘ :

“] wish these troublesome women
would stay at home and mind their. own
business,” he muttered, as he stalked on
- ahead of the lady, who diligently gathered
up her glossy sables, to keep them out of
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the dust of the lane. ¢ What right had-

§3 i ~ she to come and set father and me by the

: ears together "’

1 At the farm-gate they met Dorothy,
1t fresh and blooming as a rose, “with a pail
in each hand foaming to the brim with
milk. Gilbert nodded to her as they passed
on.

** You have excellent cows, Mr. Gilbert,”
remarked Miss Watling, scowling at the
pretty milk-maid, ‘“and a capital dairy-
woman.”

“Yes, evefything depends upon that,”
said the young man.

“ You, of course, consider her a
“SYreasure.” Miss Watling had quickened
her steps, and was now at his side, and as
she spoke she looked spitefully back at
Dorothy.
“Of course I do. We derive much
profit from her skill. The farm yields but
a poor return in grain. We depend mainly
_ on the flocks and herds. How many cows
do you milk now, Miss Nancy 7"’
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“ I'milk ! what a question !”

« Ah, 'IAsuppose you have forgotten how
to do it,” and Gilbert looked mischievously
at her, from under the broad brim of his
coarse straw hat, which had been plaited
and put together by Dorothy’s- dainty
fingers. ‘I remember the time when we
were all young together,”—and he
laughed—* that is, before you came in for
the big fortune, when you thought it a
great compliment to be called the
best milker in the parish. I should
- like to hear you talk like a sensible
woman.’

“ But tlmes are altered smce then,
Gilly,” said Miss Watling conﬁdentlally,
~ and slipping her arm within his. “I can
still milk the cow, or act the lady, with
old friends. But one has, you know, to
assume a little dignity,-or no one would
suspect me of being a rich lady.”

“Still less with the dlgmty——-wlnch
suits. you as little as a court dress would
me. But I respect you now, Nancy, for
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speaking the honest truth. I thought you
had given yourself up to the other thing
altogether. Look you, Nancy. I believe
you wish to be my friend. Will you be
angry with me, if I speak the honest
truth ?” ‘
~ Miss Watling’s heart fluttered a little.

“ What can you want to say to me,
Gilly—Is it any thing very particular ?”

“ Yes—rvery particular, at least as far as
I am concerned.”

“ About the proposal I made to your
father ?”’ with a smlle

* The same.’

“You mean to accept it?” speaking
Joyfu]ly, and pressmg his arm tenderly.

¢“Oh, no, no,” cried Gilbert, shrinking
from the caress, *quite the reverse. I
decline it at once, and for ever; and Ibeg,
Nancy, that you will never broach ‘the
subject to me, or to father, again. Old
folks don’t see with our eyes, or feel as we
feel ; they always forget when they were
young themselves. The spring and sum-
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mer of life is gone with them, and the
autumn with its golden fruit is all they care
about, and wish us to procure at any cost.
What does a young fellow want with
money, while he is full of health and warm
blood, and has enough to enjoy himself ?”’
" «“But why should you refuse a good
offer ?’ said Miss Watling, only half com-
prehending the meaning of Gilbert’s
roundabout way of introducing a disagree-
able subject.

¢ Simply, because it is not a good one
for me. I don’t like it, and will have
none of it. I am happy where I am, and
don’t want to change my situation.”> He
stopped suddenly, and took Miss Watling’s -
hand. “ Will you be my friend, Nancy ?”

£ Can you doubt it, Gilbert ?”’

"¢ Well, then, I love Dorothy Chance.”

Miss Watling dropped her hand, as if it
had come in contact with a hot coal.

“ Love—Dorothy—Chance |” and the
hard mouth writhed convulsively. Gilbert’s
eyes were bent upon the ‘ground; he did
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not see the twitching of the malignant

was-not even conscious that she
had withdrawn the black—kidded hand

from his own—or the conversation wm\?

have come to a sudden stop.

“Yes,” he continued, “I love Dorothy
Chance with all my heart and soul, and
mean to make her my wife as soon as a
good opportunity offers. Father don’t
like the match, though he likes the girl.
He loves money, and he wants me to
- kneel down with him and worship the
golden calf. I won’s do it. If I can’t
have Dolly, I'll have no one else. That’s
the plain downright truth, Nancy Watling.
. Do you wish me to take your farm on
shares now ?”

¢ Certainly not, Mr. Gilbert Rushmere,”
drawing herself up, with a withering air
of spurious dignity. “ If you can forget
your good old family, and stoop so low as
to marry a girl that your father picked
out of the dirt, you may stay at home with
her I don’t want to have anything to do
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with you. I don’t wonder at Mr. Rushmere
not giving his consent to such a vulgar con-
nection. It is enotgh to break the honest
beart of the pogr old man. His only son,
to e last of his name. Mr. Gilbert
Rushmere, you astonish me !”

T have heard all these arguments be-
fore,” said Gilbert, sorry for his misplaced
confidence, when it was too late. “ I con-
sider them mere words, and take them
for what they are worth. I thought it
would be best to act like a man; and give
you my real reasons for rejecting your
kind offer. I have satisfied my con-
science, and I leave you to think of
me a8 you like. But here we are at
your gate, Nancy, so I will wish you.
good night.”

Nancy Watling deigned no reply to
his farewell salutation, but walked in-
dignantly across her moon-lighted lawn.
She felt mortified, disappointed, and de-
cidedly belligerent. True, she had not
made him an offer of marriage, but it

: r 2
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was tantamount to it; and he had des-
pised both her and her money, and all
for a penniless black-eyed dairy-maid,
who might be his father’s daughter for
aught he knew to the contrary.

It was a strange story, at any rate,
his finding the dead woman and the
child out on the heath. She remembered
what thd village gossips had whispered
about it, at the time, and she determined
to publish a new edition of the long-
forgotten scandal.

She would be revenged on Gilbert, for
the insult he had passed upon her, let
it cost what it might. As for Gilbert,
what need she care about him—if he did
not accept her and her farm, another
would. He was a rude brute, a vulgar,
low fellow, to treat any lady.as he had
that night treated her. If he married

that base-born creature Dorothy, no re-
spectable person would ever enter the

house. ,
While such uncharitable thoughts were

&



HEATH FARM. 69

‘passing through Nancy Watling’s small,

narrow mind, Gilbert, glad to be rid of
his disagreeable charge, took his home-
ward path across the heath. Sometimes
he stopped—not to admire the cloudless
beauty of the sky—he was a careless
observer of the beauties of nature—but
to put his hands to his sides, and laughed
with uncontrollable merrimént.

He was amused at his own cleverness—
rejoicing over the adroit manner in which
he had got rid of the odious woman,
and her self-interested offers of service.

“I am rid of her at last. I'm thinking
she’ll come after me no more. I don’t
approve of women giving such broad
hints to us men folk. It was as good as
asking me to be her husband. 1 can
tell black Nancy that she’s ‘o wife for
Gilbert Rushmere. Does she think that

I would sell myself to age, ill-temper’

and ugliness, for all the money in the
Bank of England? I would rather go
to church with Dolly in homespun, than

L
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ride in a carriage beside that shrivelled
piece of tanned leather. How Dolly will
laugh when I tell her how affectionately
the old thing hugged my arm! A part-
nership with her, ha, ha! is it not rare
fun to disappoint her matrimonial specu-
lations ?”

To Dorothy, this visit of Miss Watling’s
to the farm proved everything but a
laughing matter.




CHAPTER IIL
A FAMILY QUARREL.

OROTHY found Mr. Rushmere chafing
with passion, when she returned to
the big room to take her simple supper
of bread and milk. Gilbert’s conduct to

Miss Watling had cut him to the quick, -

and thrown down in a moment the fine
castle in the air which he had been for
weeks building “for his son’s especial
~ benefit.

The sight of Dorothy, whom he looked
upon as the real cause of his bitter dis-
appointment, stirred his generally sluggish
nature to its depths, and his rage burst
out with the vehemence of a volcano,
caring nothing for the mischief and ruin
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which might follow its desolating course.

He upbraided her with inveigling the
affections of his son, and making. him
rude and undutiful to his parents—re-
iterating his threat of sending her off to
seek her own living, and cursing the
unlucky hour he brought her to the
house. .

He said go many hard and cruel things,
that Dorothy was roused at last. Leaving
her supper untasted upon the table, she
went across the room to Mrs. Rushmere,
who was standing before the window,
with her back to her husband, weep-
ing Dbitterly. Dorothy put her arm
across her shoulder, and spoke in a low
voice, meant to be calm, but which trem-
bled with suppressed emotion.

 Mother, I am no longer wanted here.
I will go and seek service elsewhere to-
morrow.”

“Dorothy, my child, you are not in
earnest. . You cannot mean what you
say P’ .
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“ Father wishes it. I believe that it
will be better for all parties. You are

my only friends ; the only parents I have

ever known. God, who reads mwy heart, .

knows the love I feel for you both, but
Q—but,”-——ahd here poor Dolly broke down,
and flinging herself into the kind woman’s
~ outstretched arms, they mingled their
tears together. '

“She .is right—quite right,” said the

old man, too angry to be touched by the -

grief of the weeping women. ¢ She has
been here long enough. It is time she
should g6:” . .

«“ And where is the poor child to go?”
asked the wife, pressing Dorothy to her
warm maternal breast. ¢ Have you the
feelings of a man, Lawrence, after she
has shared our home for so many years,
and been to us a dutiful and loving daugh-
- ter, to turn her out upon the wide, wide
world.”

* She shall go,” was the dogged reply to
his wife’s appeal.
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“Don’t distress yourself, mother, on
my account,” whispered Dorothy. I
am young and strong. I can work for"
my living. Never fear. God will raise
me up friends, and find me another
home.” Then turning to Mr. Rushmere,
she addressed him with the calm dlgmty
which was natural to her.

* Father, after all the benefits I have
received from you we must not part in
anger. IfI have been in fault, God knows
that I have erred through ignorance, that
it was wholly unintentional on my part.
I acknowledge now, what I did not under-
stand before, that I am not a fit mate for
your son. I have given up all idea of
being his wife. Speak to me, father.
Say that you forgive me, and let us part
in peace.”

She slid down on her knees before the

* stern old man, as he sat sullenly in. the

big arm-chair, and looked imploringly
into his face. Her rosy cheeks were
deadly pale now, and wet with the tears
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that flowed unceasingly from her large
black eyes.

Rushmere folt rather ashamed of the
violent language he had used—he soft-
ened a little, and replied in a gentler
tone,—

* Dolly, you are a good girl. You know
I love and respect you, but you canmot
marry my son. I should feel degraded if
you were Gilbert’s wife.”

The blood rushed in a hot tide into the
girl’s pale wet face, and yet she shivered
as if an arrow had pierced her heart.
With a low moan her head sunk upon the
old man’s knee, and she shook and
trembled with violent emotion.

“ Go,” and Rushmere laid his large
band upon the bent head, with all its
glossy ebon ringlets—‘ Go, and God
bless you.” ' '

Dorothy rose from her knees.

« Your wishes shall be obeyed, father.
I will go, a8 you desire it. Only let me
-stay this night beneath the roof that has
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sheltered me so long. I will seek a new
home to-morrow. And now, good night.
Oh,” she cried, in a tone of bitter anguish,
“ how hard it is to part.from all we love.

“To bid you good night for the last time,

in the dear old home.”
Their eyes met. The old man drew her

‘down to him and kissed her.

“ You must go, Dorothy. I am sorry
to part with you, but I do so for Gilbert’s
sake.” ‘

“ Who talks of parting? What does
all this mean ?”’ cried Gilbert, who had

‘been standing some minutes unobserved
in the doorway, hurrying forward. * Who
.is going away P What is the matter with

mother and Dorothy, that they are crymg :
like babies ?”’ |

‘¢ Gilbert,” said Mrs. Rushmere, sorrow-
fully, it is Dorothy who is going to leave
us.”

“ Where is she going [

“To see service.’

“ Good God ! Mother, are you all mad?
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What will you do without her? How can
you suffer her to go ?”’

“1 cannot prevent it, Gilbert. It is
‘your father’s doing.” Ask him.”

Gilbert turned wrathfully, and faced the
old man. They glared upon each other
like two angry wild beasts.

“So, this is your doing, sir. You
thrust an unprotected young girl out of
your house, because she happens to be
. dear to me! Now, mark my words, for I
‘mean to abide by ‘what I say. If Dorothy
@ driven from her home on my account, I
feave it alsp—leave it, never to return
‘twhile you live. Don’t cry, mother. Don’t
. shake your head, Dorothy. I am in
earnest—so help me God!”

“ What do you say to that, Law-
rence P’ cried Mrs. Rushmere. * Do
end this disgraceful scene and listen to
reason.” -

“I say,” and Rushmere spoke in a
voice of thunder, * that he is an undutiful .
gon; a disgrace to his family; that he
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may go as soon as he likes; the sooner

the better; that.I never wish to set my

eyes upon him again. That's what I say,

dame |” .

He shook his fist in Gilbert's face,
and his brow grew dark with violent
passion.

Dorothy glided round to the back of
the chair. She was afraid of his falling
down in a fit. She now fronted her \
angry lover, and she silently pointed
down to his agitated father, and made
imploring gesture for him to leave the
room. .
eg—ilbet'lz read her meaning in her terri-
fied eyes. He was determined not to go,
but to tell his father a bit more of his
mind. ‘ '

“ Speak to him, dear mother ; he will
heed what you say.”

-~ Mrs. Rushmere shook her head sorrow-
fully. .
“Itis of no use attempting to reason

with angry men. It only makes matters
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worse. To contradict an obstinate man
in a rage, is to add fuel to the fire. Go
. to your bed, Gilbert, your father will for- -
get all about it to-morrow.”

“1 don’t care whether he does or not.
My mind is made up. If he is indifferent
to my happiness, and unjust to the woman
I love, I will no longer work like a slave
for him. From this hour I am my own
master.” '

He tprned and held out his hands to
Dorothy.

“ Come, Dorothy, darling, come with
me. Let us seek our fortunes in the.
world together. Here we have no longer
a home. See if this strong arm cannot
win one for you.”

“I have been the cause of all the
trouble, Gilbert. Be reconciled to your
father, and let me go my way in peace.” ;

“How! Do you reject my offer,
Dorothy ?* He spoke in tones of sup-
pressed anger. * You surely will not
refuse to become my wife 1"
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“ Yes—under existing circumstances.

I will never bring sorrow under the roof

that has sheltered me,” said Dorothy,

- firmly, without daring to raise her eyes to

her lover’s face.

“ Look at me, Dorothy. Look at me
straight in the eyes, and then tell me that
you mean what you say.”

Dorothy raised her eyes to his, swim-
ming in tears, her lips quivered, but
she replied, in a voice more decided than
before. '

“ Gilbert Rushmere, I cannot be your
wife. It is cruel to ask me, in the face of
your father’s anger.”

“It is enough.” He folded his arms
and smiled disdainfully. 1T shall not
ask' you again. I havesacrificed every-
thing for you—and this is my reward.”

He went up to Mr. Rushmere, and held
out his hand. He was despera.tely angry
with Dorothy.

*“ You hear her, father. She has refused

"to be my wife.”

.
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“She’s a sensible girl,” said the
farmer.

“ Perhaps she is,” and Gilbert laughed
bitterly. ¢ May she never have cause to
repent of her decision. A different
course, however, might have made us
happy.” .

. “You have agreed to give him up then, -
Dorothy ?”* said Rushmere, eagerly eyeing
the trembling girl.

Dorothy did not speak. Words rose to
her lips, but to have given them utterance
would have choked her. Gilbert answered
in her stead. :

“Yes, sir. She has yielded to your
wishes—and we have nothing more to say
to each other. Are you satisfied ?”

“Quite, quite, my son,” and the old
man grasped his hand warmly. A slight
sound, like a suppressed sob, broke the
stillness of the great hall. Gilbert looked
round. Dorothy stood firm and erect
behind his er’s chair, her right hand
grasping the frame, her ]ar\ge eyes wide
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open and fixed on vacancy, her features
rigid, her face ag white as that of a stone
statue.

His heart smote him. He knew the
purity of her motives, he saw how she
suffered, but his pride and vanity were

alike wounded;—he would not yield an -

inch—he would punish her for the decided
manner in' which she had rejected his
offer. He did not daubt her love, but in
that evil mood he had ceased to love her
himself.

“ Gilbert, I am glad you acknowledge
the folly of your conduct,” said the
farmer, breaking the painful silence.
“ When you don’t see the girl: you ‘ will
soon forget her, take my word for it.
Out of sight out of mind. There’s much
truth in those old proverbs.”

'Gilbert again glanced up at Dorothy, to

. see how this speech affected her.

She was no longer in the room.
A few minutes later, the tramp of a
horse’s hoofs sounded on the pavement of
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the court-yard. Dorothy had sought re-
fuge in her own chamber from a scene she
was nd longer able to endure. She had
sunk down beside the bed, her head was
buried in the pillow; she was sobbing
wildly. That sound broke painfully upon
her ear—it was the climax of her agony.
She started to her feet. She sprang to
the window, and flung wide the casement,
stretching out her arms with a despairing
gesture, as she caught a glimpse of Gil-
bert’s retreating figure.

“ Gilly, Gilly !” she cried, ‘come back
and speak to me. Tell me that we do not
part in anger. That you will forgive your
poor broken-hearted Dolly !”

" The gate swung back on its hinges—the

. figure had vanished into the night.

“ He is gone—he does not hear me,”
sobbed the distracted girl. “I shall
never, never see him again.”

She threw herself on the floor, and
prayed that God would end her life—that
she might die in the old house and never
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see the light of another day. This was

her first great life-trial. She had tried to

bear up against it, to submit with patience

to her bitter grief, but her fortitude had all

deserted her now, and she wept with such.
an abandonment of sorrow, asif her whole

being would dissolve in tedrs.

This could not last long. After awhile
she sat upon the floor, and tried to com-
prehend the misery that had overwhelmed
her; to think more calmly of her situation,
and the forlorn prospects of the morrow ;
to bope, that her fears respecting Gilbert
were unfounded ; that he had ridden out
on pleasure or business; perhaps, to get
over his passion by violent exercise. She
had known him to try that remedy before.
It was foolish of her to look only at the
dark side of 'things.

¢ He could not leave her in that way if
he loved her as she loved him. No, no, it
was cruel of her to-imagine such a thing.
It was not to be wondered at that he was
vexed with her for refusing him, before
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his parents, as she had done. But how
could she help it, without breaking her
promise to his father. Surely he must
remember that, and exonerate her for her
seeming indifference.”

And then, her mind wandered away to
her mother ; and she wondered why she
should stand between her and her marriage
with Gilbert.

- She had often heard the farmer tell the
story—and a sad story it was, and never
failed to bring the tears into her eyes; but
she had never connected the tale with dis-
grace or infamy, or thought it possible
that ghe could be blamed for the poverty,
or even guilt, of parents she had never
known. "

How could any one prove that her
mother was a bad woman, or that she was
base born? Was not that mother’s wed-
ding ring, at that moment, pressing her
finger ? She, Dorothy, might be the child
of sorrow, but who should dare to say
that she was the offspring of shame?
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The poor girl’s heart began to warm to-
wards this mysterious unknown mother;
all her womanly instincts were aroused to
defend her memory; and she felt in-
dignant that Mr. Rushmere, who had
acted 8o nobly by her, and her orphan
child, should be the first to cast a reproach
upon her.

In spite <of her simple reasoning,
Dorothy keenly felt that the dubious
circumstances in which she had be 2
found, must give a colouring to her
future life ; and would not prove a letter
of recommendation in helping her on in
the world.

While she was pondering these thmg
in her heart, there came a gentle tap
the door, and Mrs. Rushmere, inf{her
night-cap and bed-gown entered.

“ What, Dorothy, darling, not abed yet
Alack, I cannot sleep a wink myself, so as
sorrow loves sympathy, I came to have a
chat with you. Do you know that Gilbert
is gone ? He took his own young horse,

.
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and rode off at full speed. What can he
be after at this time o’night? Still, child,
I am right glad that he is gone, and given
father time to get over his anger. When
he comes back, which he will early in the
morning, the old man will have forgotten
it all—for he dearly loves his son, though
he be cross with him, and with us all, now
and then.”

“ But will Gilbert return ?’ and Dorothy
fixed her eyes, with such an eager inquir-
ing glance on Mrs. Rushmei face, that
the startled little woman said, ‘it made
her blood run cold.”

- ¢ Return P—VYes, that he will. I have

no fears about him. The hay must be

carted to-morrow. Gilly never neglects
his business. Besides, he shook hands
with his father, and seemed reconciled to
giving you up. It’s all right between
them now. You had better go off early
in the morning, Dolly, before he gets sight
of you, or the love fit. will come on
stronger than ever.”
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“Ah, dear mother,” sighed the girl,
terribly afraid.that her lover was lost to
her for ever, “no fear of that.” Her head. .
sunk between her hands for a few minutges,\' »
but, recovering herself, she turned quickly
to Mrs. Rushmere.

¢ cannot go before I Eave “milked the
cows, and done the morning’s work for
you. Oh, mother, mothéx;, what shall
I do without you? Who is there in

" the- world to love and care for me

now ?”’

¢ Don’t fret, Dolly dear,;gnd\ go to cry
the eyes out of your hedd: *¥ou look as
pale as a ghost. Thmcg never be so bad,
as at first sight they seem.

“ True, mother,” said Dorothy, persever-
ingly wiping away the rebellious tears,
which would find their way down her pale
cheeks, do what she could to hinder thexh,
‘ but what is to become of me? Where am
Ito go?”

I have been planmng that for you, dear
child,” returned the kind woman. ¢ You
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know, my old friend, Mrs. Barford™ who
lives six miles over the heath,on the other
side of Hadstone. She will be right glad to
take you in for my sake,/'/ My mother and
her mother were ﬁrst/;/éousin{s, and Jenny
and I went to school together. She is
none of your idle//ifl-natured gossips, but a
real kind motherly woman.”

1 like the old lady, but her son and
his wife are very rough people,” suggested
Dorothy.

“Never you mind that. You go to Mrs.
Barford ; she owns the farm, and is the
mistress, and tell her all your trouble.
Say that I sent you. She knows you too
well to suspect you of coming to her with
a lie in your mouth, or that you have done
anything amiss.”

¢ But how do youa know, for certain,
that she will take me in?” asked
Dorothy. T

“ Well, Dolly,.dear, I have heard that
you can never be sure of anything in this
world, but if Jane Barford is living I feel
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no doubt about it. Her daughter-in-law
is only just about, after her confinement,
and has a baby to take care of, and they
are not well able to keep a girl. Jane
does little herself in the house, and I
know that they will be right glad of your
help during the busy time.” _

“Is the younger Mrs. Barford a kind
person ?”

T know almost nothing about her. She
looks good-natured enough at church, be-
side her husband and her fine little boys.
She was only a servant girl, up at the Hall
Farm, when Joe Barford married bher,
which was a sore vexation t6 his mother,
who had been decently educated at the
same school with me, while this poor
ignorant lass did not know a letter in the
book. She is not a very good housewife
either. She is tidy enough, but very
thriftless—mean, without the power of
being economical. Joe made but a poor
match, and though he works hard enough

- himself, they can barely make both ends

~
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meet, after paying Mrs. Barford her
thirds.”

This short history was everything but
satisfactgry to Dorothy. She seemed -#o
comprehend in a moment the discomfort
and misrule in the Barford establish-
ment.

¢ Mother,” she said, after a few minntes
thought, ““ I do not think I shall suit these

Barfords, and I don’t think, from your !

description of them, that they will suit
me. Had I not better seek a place at
Storby ?”’

“Dolly, you be ignorant of town life,
.and know mnothing about town work.

ou go to Mrs. Barford, as I tell you,:
akd bide with her, till I can send you
wond from home. Things mayn’t be so
pleasant as they be here, but you make
yourself as comfortable as you can. Your
father is not a hard hearted ,man; when
his passion is over he will be the first
to want you back. He will only find
out your real value, Dolly, when you

PRcT
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are gone. As for me, darling, you are
as dear to the old mother as her own
flesh and blood. Don’t you know
that P” e

Dorothy’s arms closed tightly round
Mrs. Rushmere’s neck, as she faintly
whispered,

“Yes, ah, yes. It needs no words to
tell me that.”

““Then keep up your h&rt, child, and
trust in God. All things done by Him
happen for the best. Maybe I shall yet
live to seé*lyou Gilly’s wife.”

This last remark recalled poor Dolly’s
grief, and she fell to crying worse than
before.

“ Now, go to bed, Dolly, and try to
get a little sleep. ~Remember what the
good book says—¢Sorrow may last for
a night, but joy cometh in the morning.’

We may be worritings -ourselves for
nothing after all.”

The kind honest sympathy of this true
friend roused Dorothy from her stupor of
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grief. Raising her head from Mrs. Rush-
mere’s supporting arms, she promised to
attend to all her injunctions, and reconcile

her mind to her altered lot. The women’

parted for the night, and Dorothy laid
her aching temples on her pillow, and soon
fell into a deep and dreamless slumber.
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'DOROTHY’S DEPARTURE.

THE sun had just risen when Dorothy

unclosed her eyes. Everything look-

| ed bright on earth, and in the heavens,
in the early flush of that lovely June
morning. The perfume of the honey-
suckle and briar rose, that clasped the—
old porch in their fragrant embrace, and
climbed to the very roof of the house,
mingled deliciously with the scent of the

. new mown hay. Who, looking abroad
into the sweet face of nature, at that pure )
still hour, which an old poet has felicitously - T
named ¢ the bridal of the earth and sky,”
could believe in the wickedness and de-




‘:3-

o

DOROTHY’S DEPARTURE. 95

praw:ity of the human portion of her
children.

In great cities, enveloped in the miasma
of moral depravity, this depressing con-
viction comes home to the heart of the
thinking and religious inhabitants, where
not an hour in the diurnal circle is un-
marked by crime,—it is only in the soli-
tude of the country that nature puts on
a virgin grace, and man forgets in her
august presence the stern realit§ and
withering blight of sin. ‘

In spite of the great sorrow that lay
at her heart, the earth had not lost the
freshnes: of Eden for Dorothy, and she
had still faith in the goodness of her fellow-
creatures. She sprung lightly from her
bed, sorry that the birds had not roused
her an hour sooner, for she had a great
amount of work to do that morn-
“ing.

She had forgotten all the anguish of
the previous night, until it was brought
back to her remembrance, by the dull
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aching sense of weariness that p..ssed
upon her heart and brain.

Slowly and painfully she realized it
all.

The reflection of her pale face in the
glass startled her. The sunken eyes, the
tangled masses of raven hair, the look of
exhaustion and hopeless woe.

Can that be Dorothy—that wan image
of despair? The laughing happy country:,

girl—what havoc a few. hours has made --

in that gay warm heart !

A new life had dawned upon her; the
bright and beautiful had vanished, and
clouds and storms had ‘gathe{ed over the
glad morning of her existence.” She must
now strengthen her heart for the great
moral conflict between good and evil, and
fight vigorously with the cares and tempt-
ations of an evil world.

““God help me!” she cried, I feel a
poor, weak, miserable creature, I that -
thought myself so strong. May He give
me courage to bear up against this great
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tria;,’ and teach me to lead an honest,
virtuous life.”

Brief as the prayer was, it gave her
strength, and she set about her usual
morning work with energetic earnestness
of purpose, anxious to ‘do all in her

power for Mrs. Rushmere, before she left:

her.

The cows were milked, the poultry fed, a
large cheese made and in the press, and the
week’s butter churned and dressed for
market before the family met at the break-
fast table. '

Dorothy cast a hurried glance round
the room. Her heart sank within her,
Gilbert’s place was vacant, and the fear
that had distressed her so .much on the
previous night returned with redoibled

force. Then, again, hope whispered, «“ He

is in the stable preparing the horses for
the field. Maybe he has gone to the
meadow, to see if the hay is dry enough
for carting. He would come, at any rate,
to bid her good bye.”

VOL. L. S :
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“How we shall miss our good,:
industrious Dorothy,” said Mrs. Rush-
mere, to the farmer, as he took his seat
at the table, “She has been hard at
work for me since day-break. I shall
never find another to supply her place.”

 Aye, wife, but Gilly would never be
settled as long as she bides here. When
the plough has been put into the field,
it is of no use drawing back from the
furrow.” '

‘“As’a man sows, so shall he reap,”
replied Mrs. Rushmere. “ The ci'op of
trouble you have been sowing for yourself
and me, Lawrence Rushmere, is likely
to produce a plentiful harvest. You have
made two young happy - creatures, very
miserable. May God forgive you, but I can’t
say amen to your doings. I have spoken
my mind, however, upon the subject, and
now we will say no more about it.  Dolly,
it is time that you were upon the road:
the day is hot and the path dusty, and
you have a long lonely walk before you.”
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Dorothy cleared off the table, and went
to her own room to pack up her clothes,
and prepare for her journey. There was
no finery in her wardrobe, a few neat
cotton ‘gowns for summer wear, and home-
spun for the winter—that was all.

She felt very sorrowful as 'she smoothed
the homely garments, and placed them
in a small leathern trunk. ¢ Oh,” she
thought, shall I ever be happy again ?”
and she wished, though she feltit to be a
sin, that she had died with her poor forlorn
mother on the heath. Before her little
preparations were completed, she was
joined by Mrs. Rushmere. - -

“ Don’t cumber yourself, Dolly, with
that big trunk. You look tired mow—
that heavy luggage will .break you down
altogether. Put a few necessaries into
a bundle, just for present use. You will
not be away long, take my word for it.

" I.will send the cow-boy over with the

trunk, should I prove a false prophet.
~Father is coming round. He seems rest-
H 2
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less and uneasy like. He feels that he
has been too hasty, but like most of the
men folk, is too proud to own it. I should
ot wonder, before the end of the “week,
that he goes to fetch you back himself.”

“I am proud too, mother. Perhaps I
may refuse to come.”

Mrs. Rushmere looked at her in sur-
prise. ( i

“ Dorothy, don’t™ say that.”

The glance of thé  hithérto meek girl
filled her with wonder. ‘

Yes, dear mother, and I mean it too.
The trodden worm, -F have heard, will
turn again—and my heart has been trod-
den into the dust. Our first parents never
returned to Eden after they had heen
driven out.” :

¢ Lauk-a-mercy, child, you don*t mean
to compare, yourself with them, or call this

. poor place Paradise? They would have

beén ‘glad to eome back, had God seen fit

. to récal them.”

i Mothq-,” sai-d;. Dorothy, solemnly,
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“ there is only one thing which could
bring me back to Heath Farm. If Gilbert
should not return.”

‘ Gilbert not return! Whatever put
such an unlucky thought into your head,
Dorothy. Return, aye, surely he will, if
he be not back already. It is such a
beautiful day for the carting. He would
never suffer that fine crop of hay to be
spoiled ; and father, with no one hefe to
help him to bring it in. He would never
act so foolishly to spite you. No, no,
‘he will be home soon. I have no fear of
that.” ' ’

it. A vague presentiment of evil was at
that moment pressing heavily on her
heart. She knew that Gilbert, when

roused to anger, was stubborn and wilful ; ‘

that the spirit of resistance was as strong
in him as in the old man; that he was but
a second edition of his father. But she
saw it was best to keep her fears to
herself; that what she had already

-~
-?
-~
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Dolly was less sanguine. = She did: fear \,\
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hinted, had frightened the kind little
woman, and filled -her with alarm about
her son.

“It is a pity that father ‘had not

kept in his displeasure until after the busy

time was over,” she said, in her sim-
plicity. “It is so hard to leave you,
mother, to do all the summer work. I

hardly know how you will get through it
alone.”

“ Passion costs money, child, but it is
of no use talking about it now. I shall
have to hire a girl in your place. I am
too old for the stooping and lifting. Oh,”
she continued, with a sigh, *“what a
pleasant world it would be, if it were not
for the bad tempers of the people in it.

I hear Lawrence calling to us in the -

court below. You had better go to him,
Dolly, and bid him good bye, before he
takes the team to the field. Dear, dear,
what can keep Gilly? What shall we do’
without him ?”’ and she cast a dreary look
from the window up the road.

~




DOROTHY'S DEPARTCRE. 103

Dorothy took up her bundle, and em-
bracing Mrs. Rushmere, with her whole
heart and soul in that last kiss, ran down
into the paved court below.

She found Mr. Rushmere busy ad-
justing and sorting divers pieces of
harness.

“ Confound the fellow,” he muttered,
in vexed tones, ‘ for taking himself off,
just at a time when he knew that 1
would miss him most. What the deuce
has he done with Dobbin’s dutfin ?”

“It’s in the barn, father,” cried Doro-
thy, in a cheerful voices * He took it
there to mend it. I will get it for you
in a minute.”

Away ran the light-footed girl, ever
ready to render a service to the old man,
and to shield Gilbert from blame. In a
few minutes she returned, with the miss-
ing article in her hand.

The farmer watched her as she came

up, and a deep regretful sigh burst from
his lips. ‘
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“Well, ’tis a bonny lass. I don’t
blame Gilbert much for loving the like o’
her. She is pretty enough, and good
enough, to be my daughter—but, then,
—her mother. God knows what she may
have been—and what’s bred in the bone,
*hey say, is hard to get out of the flesh.
She was handsome too—if she had not
been so wasted with misery—though the
girl is no more like her than I am like
the moon. She was fair as a lily, with
bright golden hair, and bore no resem-

blafice to this- dark-eyed, black-browed

wench. If I could only think that she
had been an honest woman, I should not
care. But there’s the difficulty. My
Mary thinks me a hard-hearted man. I
know she does, and that I have acted
unkindly by Dolly, but I have done
it for the best, and she will think as
I do by and by. It is right that she

‘should quit. I have kept her these many

years for naught. She can now take
care of herself.”
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‘¢ Father, I am going. May God bless
and reward you for all your kindness to
me,” said Dolly, with quivering lips, as
she dropped the piece of harness at his
feet.

¢ Stop,” cried Rushmere, putting his
hand into his pocket, and drawing forth
a heavy yellow leathern bag, ¢ you must
not leave me without a penny in your
purse, to buy you a night’s lodging,” and
he slipped three guineas into her hand,
and drew her towards him and kissed
her.

Dorothy’s first impulse was to return
the gold. She thought better of it. The
sum was not large, and he could afford
to give it, and she had honestly earned
every fraction of it. She might want a
little money; she had none ‘of her own,

 so she thanked hiny <heartily for his

gift, bade him good bye, and walked
away as fast as she eould, to hide her
tears.

Her path to Mrs. Barford’s farm lay
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down the sandy lane, @ then back of
the house, six miles over the heath in
a westerly direction, and away from the
coast.

The morning was pretty far advanced,
and she could not reach her place
of destination before mnoon. She had
many misgivings in her mind about
these Barfords, and what sort of recep-
tion she was likely to receive from
them.

She did not know much about them.
She had seen and spoken with them occa-
sionally, both at market and at church.

hey were a grade below the Rushmeres ;
were without even the plain education
that she had received at the village
school, and spoke the common dialect of
the éunty. Mrs. Barford had held a
better position, she had heard her mother
say, but she had made a low marriage—
her son a lower ome still; and though
the farm was good, and they enjoyed a
tolerable competence, they were not re-
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ceived into the society of the yeomen of.
a better class. They were no favourites
with Gilbert, who had-‘‘pronounced them
decidedly . vulgar—a common term of re- »
proach in the mouths of persons who
have themselves no great claims to gen-
tility.

Mrs. Barford might, or she might not,
believe Dorothy’s statements; the latter
began to think that the whole affair
would have a bad look, and justly excite
the suspicion that she had done something -
wrong, or Mrs. Rushmere, who was
known to be very fond of her, would not
have consented to her leaving them' in
such an abrupt manner.

Dorothy’s mind had been too much
agitated by the sudden blow that had
fallen upon her, to give her position a
calm consideration; and now, when she
thought it over, she inwardly shrunk from
the disagreeable-investigation that it in-
volved. If she had not promised Mrs.
Rushmere to follow her advice, her path

4
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would have been to the sea-p’ort town,
about two miles distant, and not over the

“heath to the west-of Hadstone. . It was,

however, of no use drawing back now,
and with a heavy heart she commenced

> her journey.

As she proceeded up the lane, she
paused at the stile where she and Gilbert
had held their last conversation. She
fully expected to meet him there, and
lingered for some minutes under the
shade of the ash tree, and looked
anxiously up and down the road, won-
dering how he could let her leave the
farm, without intercepting her, to say a
last good-bye.

Poor Dorothy. How bitterly she re-
pented having sacrificed so much, out of
a foolish sense of gratitude to his father:
Ought not Gilbert’s happiness, she rea-
soned with herself, to have been dearer to
her than all the worldbeside? Could a
heavier punishment have fallen upon her,
by yielding to his request to become his
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wife, than she was mow called upon to
endure ?

The old man obuld only have turned
her out of doors for disobeying him, and
he had done that, and left her friendless
in the world, without Gilbert’s love to
console, or Gilbert’s arm to win for her
another home. Had not her very integrity
brought about the thing she dreaded?
And when she thought on these thlngs
she wept afresh.
~ The next turning in the Iane would hide
the old house from her- view. She
stopped and looked at.it through her
blinding tears. It was the home that had
sheltered her orphan childhood ; she had
never slept a night from under its moss-

grown roof. Its walls contained her

world—all that she most loved and
prized on earth. It was a bitter agony
to bid it farewell, perhaps for ever—to see
the dear familiar. faces and objects no
more.

And Gilly—what had become of him?
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Fear knocked loudly at her heart, when-
ever she asked of it this agitating ques-
tion. She looked for him at every field-
gate, at every turning of the lane, and
could not believe it possible that they
were thus to part.

Climbing the steep hill that led up to

.the heath, an old Scotch terrier, who

had been her playmate from a child,

sprang suddenly to her side with a joyful
bark.

“You, Pincher, would not let me go
without saying good-bye. You, at any
rate, will miss poor Dolly, if she be
forgotten by all beside.”

Pincher looked wistfully up in her face,
and seemed to understand that something
was wrong with his mistress. Was he
conscious of its deadly paleness—of the
tears that flowed down it? He certainly
had never seen that joyous laughing face
look so sad before, and redoubled his

" ¢aresses, to assure her of his sympathy,'

whining and licking her hands.
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" In moments of utter bereavement who
has not felt, to the heart’s core, the
tender attachment of a faithful dog? Tt
is only when overwhelmed with sorrow
and forsaken by the world, that we know
how to value the humble love that abides
with us till death.

“ Poor brute,” sighed Dorothy, patting
his shaggy head, ‘“we have had many
happy days together, old dog, and I
meant to take care of you and cherish you
as long as you lived, but it seems that we
must part. Go home, Pincher. Go
home, sir. It is not lucky for anything to
love me.” S

- Pincher had no idea of going home.

For once the dear familiar voice com-
manded in vain. The old dog stuck to
her like a burr, and she had not the
heart to take up a stick to enforce
obedience. So the twain walked on very
lovingly together, Dorothy gazing sadly
and fondly at every well-known object
in her path. "



112 THE WORLD BEFORE THEM.

.- The brook babbled to her like an old

friend; the blue harebells nodded their
heads in the breeze, and silently seemed
to say good-bye. She gathered a bunch
f the lovely flowers, and. hid them away,
on\ her bosom, to remind her, when far
away, of all she had loved and lost.
rossing the heath, her pathway lay
near the spot where she had been found,
clinging to the bosom of her dead mother.
She ‘turned off the road to look at it.
The golden furze bushes glowed as bright-
ly and smelt as sweetly in the morning
air, as when Lawrence Rushmere first
lifted her up from her cold bed of wet

_ heather. .

She had often visited the spot before.

"~ Now, it seemed invested with a peculiar

interest. Like that unknown mother, she
too had become a houseless wanderer,
seeking for a home and shelter .from a

hard unfeeling world.
* Poor mother,” she thought, “in my .

days of careless happiness, how little I ~**~
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K ~t‘hought of you,—still less could I com-

ehend the sorrow that crushed the hfe
out of your heart. Now I feel—I Aunder-
stand it all. Shall'l never know your sad
history, or who was my father ? It hardly
ever struck me before, that I must have
had a father! Who? and what was he?*

_Is he living or dead? Oh, shall I ever,

ever solve the cruel mystery ?”

A chill seemed to strike through her.
_She checked these useless inquiries; they
gave rise to painful and humiliating con-
jectures. It was better, perhaps, that
she should never be enlightened, and
drying her tears, she regained the path
across the heath and hurried on.

VOT. 1. I



CHAPTER V.
DOROTHY'S NEW FRIENDS.

’I: was noon when Dorothy entered the

gate that opened upon the grass-grown
avenue, that led up to the farm-house.
It was flanked on either side by a row of
lofty elms, from which the rooks were
cawing lustily, as they tended their sable
offspring, in the huge unsightly nests
that swung on every bough.

The people were just returning from
the hay-field to their dinner, and it
seemed so natural to Dorothy to hear
them calling to the horses, as the load of
hay, fresh and fragrant, swept past on
its way to the rick.

The farm-servant, who walked beside
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the load, with his fork over his shoulder, .
stared at her, and plucked the front lock
of his hair, by way of salutation. ,

Dorothy went up to him, . and asked,
“if his old mistress was at home ?”

““Ya’as. She be to whome, an’ young
meastress too. A’ be seek wi sha’aking
ague. I’'m thinkin’ she’ll be right glad to
see you, Dorothy Cha’ance.” And the
team moved on, and poor Dolly, more
ashamed of her errand than ever, went
into the house.

She found that the younger Mrs. Bar-
ford was not in from the field, but an old
crong, who was rocking the cradle, told ™
her ¥ 4o go straight up to the old woman’s
chamber,” and Dorothy, glad to escape
from ‘the farmer and his men, went up
accordingly.

She found the sick woman wrapped up
in a warm dressing-gown, reclining lan-
guidly in a large easy.chair. She was a
fine looking woman of sixty, but the dis-
~agreeable disease under which she was

12
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labouring, rendered her sallow and hollow-
eyed, and added a ghastly lengthiness to
her straight features.

She received Dorothy with much kind-
ness ; bade her sit down and tell her the
news; and how they all were at Heath
Farm ; and why she (Dorothy) had taken
such a long walk in the heat of the day,
and at such a busy time; /adding, with
great self-complacency, * that she sup-
posed her old friend, Mary Rushmere, had
heard she was ill, and had sent Dorothy to
learn how she was.”

Dorothy was obliged to undeceive her
on that point, though she expressed great
concern to find her unable to leave her
chamber, and, encouraged by the friendly
countenance of the ifivalid, she explained
the cause of her visit, and offered her ser-
" vices gratis, in return for the protection of
a home. .

Mrs. Barford, who knew the valiée ef
those services to her former employers,
not only accepted them with great satisfac-
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tion, but promised to remunerate them as
they deserved.

“Take off your things, Dorothy, and
make yourself contented. * It’s an ill wind
that blows nobody any good. Letty has
just had another baby, and her dairy-maid
got married and left at this busy time, and
I'm sick and good for naught. I look
upon your coming as a sPecial'providence,
for every body knows what a good in-
dustrious girl you be.”

“I will try my very best to serve you,”
said Dorothy. I am a good nurse, and
it will give me much pleasure to wait upon
you. I never had the ague, but I am sure
it must be a weary thing.”

 The fit has just left me, Dorothy 1
feel better now. You must tell me- that
story again. So Rushmere did not wish
his son to marry you?’

.:. ',

“I don’t wonder at that,” said Dolly,

sadly ; ‘““but dear mother wished it.”
““And well she might. A clever in-

dustrious woman, let her rank be what it

—
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may, is a treasure to a farmer. Gilbert
showed his good sense in wishing to secure
such a-wife. Larry was always proud
and uppish, and carried his head a foot
higher than his neighbours. I was sorry
when Mary Horton married him. He has
made her a better husband than I thought
: " he would. He need not blame Gilbert for
' marrying for love, it was the very thing
he did himself. Mary had no fortune but
her pretty face.”

“ She is the best woman in the world,”
said Dolly, energetically. I feel as if I
never could love her enough, or repay her
for all she has done for me. Father was
very good and kind, too, till Gilbert took
this unfortunate fancy for me.”

“You have no fancy for him, then?”
and the old lady pinched the velvet cheek
of the earnest girl.

«“Of course, I have,”’ answered Doro-
thy, with amusing simplicity. “If I did
not care for him, I should have no cause
to be here.” 4
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Mrs. Barford laughed.

“Now tell me, child, what were
Lawrence Rushmere’s principal objec-
tions to such a suitable match for his
son ?”’ ) '

In spite of ‘the character bestowed upon

\ her by her old friend, Mrs. Barford dearly
loved a bit of gossip. She had been con-
fined to the house a month, and there had
been, as a natural consequence, a great
dearth of news.

““ He wanted Gilly to marry Miss Wat-
ling. She has money and land. I have
none.”

 Marry Nancy Watling !”” cried the in-
valid, rubbing her hands together, in a
sort of ecstacy. ¢ Ugly, ill-tempered old
Nance—well, that’s a capital joke. Law-
rence must be in his dotage. Does he
think that he can force' a handsome jolly
young bachelor, like his son Gilbert, to
marry the like o’ her? Why the woman
is old enough, Dolly, to be your mother—
and what said Nance ?”’

——
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T think she wished it very much.”

“ No doubt she did.”

¢ She offered her place to him to farm
on shares, and said, that she wanted a
smart young man to take charge of her
affairs. It was his refusal that made all
the trouble.”

For a sick woman, to be sure, the ague
fit had left its victim for that day, and she
was feeling better. Mrs. Barford laughed
very uproariously.

Just then, her son came in to hear how
she was, and what he should send up for
her dinner.  His good-natured wide
mouth expanded into a broad grin, as he
stood with a clownish air at the door,
staring at Dorotby, without advancing a
step. . e
“Why, mother, you be in a mighty
foony humour. I ’spected to find ye's
croonin an groaning in fit this morning.
What did lass say, to make ye’s laugh out
so loud ?” '

¢ Shut the ‘door, Joe, and come here,”

1
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said his mother, still laughing. ¢ What
do you think. Nance Watling has been
turning everything upside down.at the
Heath Farm. She made proposals to Gil-
bert for a sleeping partner.”

“Obh, no, ma’am. Not quite so bad as
that,” put in Dorothy, thinking that her
new friend was not adhering strictly to
the truth. < He was to go shares with
her in the farm.”

“Pshaw! child. I can see through her
tricks. It all comes to the same thing.
Why she made an offer to Joe here before
he married.”

“Yes, that a’ did,” simpered Joe, ““I
dare say she’d deny it now. She wanted
to ha’ me, whether a’ wud or no. And
what said old man ?” . -

“He wanted Gilly to close with her
offer.”

O coorse—he thought o’ her big fortin.
Old Larry is fond o’ the money.”

“ Gilbert kicked up, it seems,” con-.

tinued Mrs. Barford, ‘“and would have

- ot
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none of the old maid. He wanted to
take this lass. Lawrence flew into a rage,
and turned the poor girl out of the house.
The wife, who knows her value, sent her
straight to me. She will be of rare ser-
vice during,these busy times to Letty and
me.” -

«That a’ wull,” responded  Joe.
“ Coome along, Dolly, an’ speak to my
missus. The dinner will be ’a waiting,
an’ times money ‘here. Mother can’t
ye’s drink a pint o’ yell an pick a bit
o’ bacon ?” '

The sick woman shook her head, with
an air of disgust. o

¢ Dolly will bring me a glass of cowslip
wine and a bit of dry toast. I don’t feel
like eating yet.” \

“Dang yer cowslip wine,” quoth Joe,
““it’s poor trash, the yell would do a’ more
good.”

“It’s bad for the bile,» Joe. This ague
makes a body very squeamish. But go to
your dinner, children, and don’t keep the
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men waiting. Dorothy, you can attend to
me by and by.”

Dorothy smoothed her black locks,
which the wind and her quick walking had
scattered over her face, and followed her
jolly conductor down to the kitchen.

The homely but substantial dinner was
smoking on the table, and Joe’s wife was
. already in her place at the head of the
board. e \

A short stout matron of thirty, with
yellow hair, blue eyes, and a very rosy
face; her featurés were coarse, and their
expression everything but pleasing; her
whole appearance decidedly common and
vulgar. Four young boys ranging from
\ﬁve to thirteen years of age, were seated
on either side their mother, and formed
very respectable olive branches; healthy
merry looking fellows, with eyes brimful
of fun and mischief. A wicker cradle, in

which the youngest scion of the house

was sleeping, stood beside Mrs. Barford,
number two ; so that if baby stirred dur-
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ing the repast his mother could keep him
quiet, by moving the cradle with her foot,
while attending to the wants of her
household. '

Joe fronted his better half at the foot
of the table, in his .shirt sleeves; tall,
bony and hard featured, his honest jovial
face tanned to a swarthy red; he pre-
sented a fair specimen of a common tiller
of the §ofl ; his three working hands, who
sat near him, were far more civilized in
their appearance than the master of. the
house.

As they came trooping in, and tumbled
into their seats, Letty Barford called out,
in a shrill voice.

“ Don’t make such a clatter there, ori
yo’ll waken up the babby. -Joe, I wonders
at ye, keepen the dinner waiting so long.
The old woman upstairs shu’d ha’ more

sense. An’ who is this gall ye ha’.

brought with you ?’ scowling at Doro-
thy. “I'm thinken I've seen her face
afore.” X )

L et
e s

RN

B PR AR



DOROTHY'S NEW FRIENDS. - -125

“Tt’s Miss Chance, from Heath Farm,”
said Joe, in a very subdued voice, his large
grey eye quailing beneath the fierce in-
quiring gaze of his wife. _
¢ Miss.—We have no misses here,” she
muttered, in an audible aside. ¢ Sit
dowﬂ, Dorothy Chance, Ye’r welcome to
what we ha’; mnot ’specting company
you’ll find no junkets at table.”

Dorothy, who neither liked the looks of
the speaker, nmor her harsh voice, me-
chanically obeyed; and the great business
of dinner commenced.

Such a clatter of knives and forks, such
an earnest addressing of each individual
to the important task of ' satisfying his
hunger, that few words. were spoken
during the meal.

Beans and bacon, cabbage and brown - |
hard dumplings, formed the bill of fare,
which the men washed down with f»lenty
of table beer.

Dorothy had been used t& such homely
diet, and, in spite of her grief, ate a
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tolerably hearty meal, not having tasted
food since she had dined on the previous
day. ,

“ That’s right, lass! doan’t fret aboot
sweetheart,” but get a good dinner.
There’s plenty o’ men left in the country,”
said the yeoman, drinking off his glass of
foaming ale, and nodding to Dorothy.
¢ There’s my Dick, an’ he wor only ten
vear older, I'd gi him to yer, wi a right
good wull—that a’ wud.”

Dorothy blushed scarlet, the men burst ,
into a loud haw, haw; and Master Dick,
glancing at the strange girl, said, with a
saucy air— .

“When I wants a maid, I'll please
mysel,” a declaration which all present
seemed to consider very witty.

The dinner was .at last conc X ed, and -
men and boys went off to thé hay-field,
leaving Dorothy alone with ¥Irs. Joe and
the baby.

With great reluctance. she communi-
cated to the coarse common-minded
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woman, the unfortunate circumstances
that had brought her to the-house, taking
care to give the relation' in the most
matter-of-fact-language. ‘

Mrs. Joe listened to the tale with an
‘air of stolid indifference, though secretly
glad of the chance that had brought such
an excellent work-woman into the house.
She was a poor manager, and possessed
no capacity for anything beyond keéping
her husband and children remarkably
clean. Her butter and cheese had no
repute at market, and she generally
had to dispose of these important
articles of farm produce for an inferior
price.

“ Well,” she said, with a most pro-
voking air of distrust, ¢ yours do seem a
strange story. I hope it may be all true.
How’dsomever, that be no consarn o’
mine. I be right glad- you be come.
-Maybe, you'll teach.me your method o’
makin’ cheese an’ butter. Yours wor
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allers the crack o’ the market. I ha’ had
that ere butter o’ your’n thrown up in
my face a hunder times.

“I \v;i}l take charge of the dairy, Mrs.
Joseph, if you wish it P”

¢ Doan’t call me, Mrs. Joseph. I doan’t
want any o’ those quality names here.
T'm allers called Letty. If a’ wull take
care o’ the cows, it will save me a world
o’ trouble. The children are all lads, an
it’s little help they gi’ a body, they keeps
‘un allers washing an’ mendiﬁg, an’ fret-
ting un’s heart out about thar mischief.
Then old uman’s so ugly about the rows.
they make, toombling over chairs an’
stools, an’ yapping when thar hurt, my
heads a’most split wi’ noise. I did ‘hope
that young 'un in cradle wu’d ha’ proved
a lass, but ’tis a man child, an’ a
fine whopping boy too, amaist big
enough, and strong enough, to go to
plough.” :

Here Letty drew the coverlet from the
face of the sleeping babe, and displayed
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his chubby proportions with maternal
pride. .

¢« That’s some ’at like a babby—he’s a
credit to the farm.”

“ What a lovely child,” cried Dorothy,
as the sleepy little fellow, barely a month
old, lazily opened his blue eyes, and
stretched himself and yawned in the most
healthy and approved fashion. ¢ What
have you called him ?”

“ Hain’t taken un to parson yet. A
mean to call 'un Thomas, arter my own
feather. Mother do think that she ha’ a
right to name all the bairns, but I mean
to ha’ my own way for once.”
~ “Tommy and I are sure to be friends,”
said Dorothy, lifting the child from the
cradle. 1 dearly love babies—it will be
play nursing him.”

The mother laughed.

“Ye'r dearly welcome to sich.play. If
you bide here, ye’ll ha™ lots on’t. But..
what of the old missus upstairs.—What ’11
gshe ha’ for dinner ?”’

VOL. 1. ’ K
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Dorothy had forgotten all about the
cowslip wine and the toast, and procuring
these - delicacies from Mrs. Joe, she
hastened with them back to the sick
chamber.

“Qut o' sight out o’ mind,” said the
invalid, good-naturedly. I thought,
Dolly, you never meant to come. What
has kept you since dinner ?”’

'« had to tell Mrs. Letty the reason
why I left the farm.”

“ An’ what did she say?’ asked her
companion, with an eager look.

“I think she scarcely believed me,”
returned Dorothy. ¢ She almost said as
much.”

—¢ Oh, you must not mind her. She is
a rude envious creature, an’ as jealous o’

_her husband as she can be. - You must

mind how you speak to him, or you'll get
scissors. I have to keep Mistress Letty
in her place, the vulgar low thing that she
is, or I should have a poor time of it; if I
let her have her own way. She is actually
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jealous of the natural affection Joe has
for me, an’ he’s the best tempered fel-
“low in the world to put up with her
nonsense. But I'm mistress here, an’
she’s obliged to draw in her horns.
You'll get on very well with her, if you
" only show her a bold front; for, after all,
_ she’s a big coward, her bark is worse than
her bite.”

‘While drawing this unprepossessing but
true character of her daughter-in-law,
Mrs. Barford went on leisurely sipping
- her E:owslip wine. .

“I hope we shall be friends,” said
Dorothy, “we all have our faults, and
. 80 many young children are a great trial
of temper; I shall be able to relieve Mrs.
Letty of the trouble of the baby, and do
most of the indoor work. It will be bet-
ter than my going out into the fields with
her husband and the men.”

“You are just right. Now run down
and clear away thlq dishes. 1 feel quite
comfortable. ~Reach a pillow from the

K 2
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bed, Dolly. Just put it here, to the
right side of the chair. Now the house
18 quiet, I shall get a nice nap.”

Here Master Tommy thought fit to try
the strength of his lungs, and began
squalling lustily.

“ Drat the child!” cried Mrs. Bar-
ford, using her son Joe’s favourite ex-
pletive, ‘he allers chooses to be wide
awhke when I want to go to sleep. Do
try, Dolly, and keep him still. You will
find plenty to do down stairs between this
and supper time.” Coiling herself round

in the comfortable chair,~the old lady -

settled herself for a nap, and Dorothy ran
down to clear away the dishes and relieve
Letty from the care of the babe.

A week passed away, Dorothy thought
it as ]’ong as a month. There came-no
word from the farm, and she concluded
that Gilbert had returned to his accus-
tomed duties ; and that even Mrs. Rush-
mere had become reconciled to her ab-
sence.

I )
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Another week, and still' no news of
Gilbert.

Dorothy, by this tlme, was thorouohly
acquainted with her new place: had got
used to the people and the cattle; and -
was a great favourite in the family, from
Master Dick down to little Sammy, who
sat upon her lap of an evening to hear her
* tell him a story before he went to bed,
Mrs. Letty forming the only exception:
She could not bear to hear her mother-in-
law praise Dorothy, but she found her
too useful to quarrel with lightly,- and
confined her dislike to a watchful scrutiny
of her words and actions, and a curt rude
manner in giving her orders.

Dorothy would have felt this want of
common courtesy very keenly, had not
. her mind been occupied with a deeper
- cause of anxiety, and she neither resented
nor took the least mnotice of Mrs. Joe's ill

manners, beyond settlng ‘her down in her
own mind as a selfish unfeeling woman,
with whom she could never be on friendly .
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terms, and whose company was very dis-
agreeable.

One day she was passing, through a
passage that led from the kitchen to the
dairy. Joe and his wife “were in earnest

_conversation in the kitchen ; the door was

“;)pen, they did not see Dorothy, and she
could met help ovérhearing what they
were t‘alking about. .

“ Doa’nt b’lieve a word on’t. The#®irl’s
a good modest girl. She never do trouble

“herself aboot men folk.”

 Phew !” hissed forth the little wife.

‘ People are mighty good till they be
found out. She’s a sly one—she be. I
doa’nt swallow that story o’ her’'n. De-
pend upon it, man, it be a big lie fro’
beginning to end. She doa’nt fool me wi’
the like o’ that. Farmer Rushmere wu’'d
not turn her out for naught.”

“Dang it! Letty, I know summut o’
women folk. I'd as soon suspect mother
o’ the like as Dorothy Chance. A nicer,
quieter girl never comed into a house.”
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“Q coorse, Joe, she be all perfection-

in yar eyes,” and Mrs. Joe began to whim-
per. - “ These still 'uns be allers the worst.
Wait awhile an’ you'll find out who’s
right. I hate the wench, wi' her cunning
black eyes lookin a body through. She
be a deep un—she be.”

Here the matrimonial colloquy ended,
and Dorothy hurried on to the dairy. She
put down her pails, shut the door, and
began to ponder over what she had
heard.

What could Mrs. Joe mean? What had
she done? Of what did she accuse her?
She felt inclined to go back and demand
an explanation. Then, the old adage
rushed into her mind. ¢ Listeners sel-
dom hear any good of themselves,” and
she was no match in a battle of words
with such a woman as Mrs. Joe; so she
determined to take mno notice of what she
bhad heard, but to seek another situation
as soon as she could.

Dorothy felt very wretched, and set

A
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about churning that evening with a heavy
heart. Her faith in the goodness of
human nature was very much shaken;
she had conscientiously done her duty to
her employers, and this was her reward.

Saturday was the market-day at Had-
stone. Dorothy dressed the butter—it
was a prime article—and packed a panier
of fresh eggs, before she went to bed
that night, thinking that her services
would be required to sell them in the
morning. She wanted much to go to
town, in the hope of hearing some news
about the Rushmeres, and to obtain, if
possible, another service, for she felt it
was impossible to remain much longer
where she was.

Unfortunately for her, this was Letty’s
holiday. The only day in the week, ex-
cept Sunday, that she could learn the
news of the parish.  Dorothy felt cruelly

disappointed, but she said nothing, and‘

helped Letty, as-carefully as usual, to
pack the bagkets into the light cart.
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In her best bonnet and black silk spen-
cer, (they wore spencers in those days
instead of jackets) her light flaxen hair
disposed in round curls, her gay chintz
gown spotlessly clean; the younger Mrs.
Barford looked a comely country wife.
Dorothy gave her the whip, and ran
ahead fo open the gate that led into the
road.

““Mrs. Barford,” she said, in a hesi-
tating voice, “do not forget to make
inquiries about the old folks at the farm,
and whether Gilbert has returned. I do
so wish to know. I should feel more
happy and settled like.”

“Never fear lass. I'm dying wi’
curiosity to larn all I can aboot them.”
She smiled significantly and glanced fur-
tively at Dorothy. )

«“Old Mrs. Larks wull tell me every’
thing. She allers picks up all the news.
Mayhap, you may hear more than wull
please you.”

Dorothy felt mad with herself for ask-
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ing her to inquire about her old friends,
and Mrs. Letty commenced giving her
instructions about the household during
her absence. .

“ Now mind, Dolly, an’ take care o’ the
babe, an’ put no sugar in a’s milk. Arn’
gee that the men ha’ their dinner in right
time; an’ doant put tew many plooms
inter thar doomplins, for ’tis carting day,
‘an they ’spect plooms. An’ keep the
old woman from scolding the lads. She’ll
be sure to be peeking an’ perking inter
every thing the moment my back’s turned.
I shan’t be whome. afore ’tis time to
milk cows. An’ mind an’ be here to
open the gate when I coomes back.”

Crack went the whip and away floun-
dered the old horse through the gate.
Dolly, after watching his progress for a
few minutes down the hill, with a heavy

sigh and a boding anticipation of evil ‘

.. tidings, returned slowly to the house.
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CHAPTER VL
NEWS OF GILBERT.

HE elder Mrs. Barford, the real mis-
tress of the house, for the farm be-
longed to her, and she, shared the profits
with her son; had quite recovered from
the ague, which she attributed to the
good nursing and care of Dorothy. She
and her son’s wife were not on very
good terms.

Mrs. Barford, as a country heiress,
had received a boarding-school education,
and was very superior to Letty in every
respect. Her mother died when she was
very young. After her father’s death,
which happened before she was out of
her teens, she had married the bailiff, who
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farmed the estate for her benefit. A
good looking, But totally uneducated
man. :

He despised what he called book-larn-
ing, and suffered -his only son to grow
up as ignorant and clownish as himself.
This had been a deep mortification to
Mrs. Barford, but as it had originated in
her own imprudence, and she had no
one to blame but herseif, she wisely held
her tongue about it. It was not until
after Joe brought home his vulgar wife,
that she was practically taught to feel
the degradation that her ~mésalliance
had brought upon her once respectable
family.

While Dorothy was alone with her that
morning, she informed Mrs. Barford gf
the conversation she had overheard be-
tween her son and his wife, and asked
her if she knew what it meant ?

The old lady was as ignorant of- the
matter as herself. She was very fond of
Dorothy, who, she sa.i.d, was the “only per-
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son in the house she could talk to, and
was very angry with Letty for having in-
dulged in such base suspicions.

“TItis just like her,” she said. ¢ No-
body knows the trial I have had with her,
since Joe brought her here to be therplague
of my life. Don’t heed her, Dorothy.
She is a cantankerous creature, who never
has a good word to say about any one. I
am mistress here, and you shall stay as
long as I please, without asking her leave.
She did not bear the best of characters
when my poor boy was fool -enough to
marry her. Dick was born five months

after, which brought a_gcandal upon the -

house ; and it is allers those sort o’ folks
that are the first to find fault with others
who are better and prettier than them-
selves. She is a poor shiftless thing, and
indifferent to every thing but her own
. comfort.” )

Much as Dorothy disliked Letty, she
thought that little comfort could be ex-
tracted from continuous hard work, and

P
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the care of five children, the youngest
a baby; her very want of method made
her labours less effective and more
fatiguing.

Without, perhaps, being aware of it, the
elder Mrs. Barford was very selfish and
exacting ; she added a good deal to Letty’s
domestic drudgery, and never did the
least, thing herself, beyond continual fault-
finding and scolding the children.

Dorothy had tried her best to relieve
Letty of half her burthen, and in return
had been made a bone of contention
between them. Mrs. Barford wanted her
to wait entirely upon herself, and was
jealous of her doing so much for Letty;

“and Joe, who endorsed all that his mother
did and said, had widened the breach, by
admiring Dolly’s pretty face, and extolling
her superior inanagement.

It was hard to keep the peace between
them all.

Dorothy had been so much engrossed
by her own troubles, that she had taken
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little notice of their occasional bickerings ;
it was only since yesterday that she had
imagined that she-was in any way the
cause of their quarrels,—hitherto she had
gone about her work little heeding them.
This day in particular, the old lady was
cross and hard to please. The baby cried,
wanting its mother, and refuséd to be fed.
The younger boys were troublesome, and
the day oppressively hot.” Dolly was sadly
put about, to attend to them all and cook
‘the dinner. It was a relief when Joe and
.. the men came in from work.

“The beef an’ cabbage,” Joe said,
“wor cooked prime.” He wished *the
missus wud go out every day, an’ leave
lass to cook the dinmer.” The ploom
dumplings, however, were not so much to
his taste.

“Doll,” he said, “do you call e'es
suetty t]nngs ploom dumplins? I see no
plooms in”em. It dew put me in mmd o’
a story feather: used to tell, o’ a st
missus, who made a pudden for the men

L
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in harvest, an’ put one ploom in ter
middle on’t ; an’ while men wor quareling
aboot who shu’d ha’ the ploom, a wasp
flew away wi’ it.”

A chorus of haw haws, showed how
delighted his fellow-clowns were with

- farmer Joe’s story.

Dorothy felt annoyed, though she

laughed with the rest.

I should have made the dumplings
with more fruit in them, master, only
Letty cautioned me not to be extravagant
with the plums.”

¢“I-thought as much,” returned Mrs.
Barford, rather spitefully. ¢ Letty is
fond of saving in a small way. Stop-
ping the cask at the spigot, and let-

»

ting out at the bunghole, as my father -

used to say. Take it as a general rule,
Dorothy, when men work hard to feed
them well.”

¢ The old missus for ever,”” shouted Nat
Green, one of the farm servants. ¢ She
wor a prime hand at a pudden anyhow.”

e
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“ Ah, ha,” said Joe, who happened to
be in a very jocular mood, ¢ that reminds
me o’ a terrible thrashing I once got from
mother. I was a youngster about the size
of Jack there; we wor in the thick o’ the
harvest, it wor carting day, an’ all hands
on the farm mortal busy, mother wanted
plooms for the pudden an’ ther wor none
to send to shop but I, so she calls me to
her, an’ gees me a shilling.

“<Joe,’ she says, ‘run down to the
village and buj two pund o plooms o’
Mr. Carter; be quick, for I be in a
mighty hurry, and I'll gi’ you a ha’penny
when you come back.” I wor right glad
o’ the chance. ’Twor aboot a mile, an’
I run’d the whole way, an’ bought the
-plooms.

‘¢ Says Mr. Carter, says he, ‘ doan’t eat
them by the way.’

1 shu’d never have thought o that,
foreby he had held his tongue. As 1
coomed whome a hole broke in the paper, .

an’ plooms coomed tomblin out, one arter
VOL. I. : L
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another ; an’ I kept, yeating an’ yeating

till thar wor half gone. Dang it, I wor
sceared. What shuwd a’ do? Mother
wor awful in them days aboot stealing,
so I sat doon on bank by road side, an’
thought it well over, an’ by gosh, I hit
on a plan I thought wud get me oot o’
scrape.” ,

“ Well, feather,” called out Master
Dick, opening wide his round blue eyes,
“what did a’ do? Did granny find it
oot ?”

, “That_she did, boy. I "opened the
parcel, an’ bit ev’ry ploom in two.”

¢« You were about as wise then, Joe, as
you be now,” suggested Mrs. Ba.rford,
who, like the children and Dolly, was
listening intensely to the story.

“But what did granny say?”’ again
demanded the boy. '

¢ She asked how they coomed in that
state? I pretended I diﬁ\ not know.
That was just the way I gob em from
Mr. Carter.
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“<You lie, quoth she, ‘an’ are a
big fule into the bargain. Come here an’
I wull teach you how to tell the truth.’

““ An’ she took an ashen stick, an’ she
loomped I, an’ thrashed I, till a’ went
off limping to bed. -

“¢Lie thar, Joe, till the morn,’ says
she, ‘an’ take your time to find out
how many two halves make put ‘to-
gether.’ ‘

“ Lauck, a lauck, how my bones
ached! It wor all right, howsomever;
[ never. put my baund to stealing
again.”

The boys regarded their grandmother
with a look of awe. The men returned
to the field, and Dorothy busied herself
with household matters till the sun
.went down. She was in a fever of
impatience for Letty’s return from the
town, and worked as hard as she could
to keep down her heart and drown
thought. T

“ What keeps Letty, said Mrs. Bar-

L 2
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ford, putting aside her knitting, and going
to the door, ‘she is later than usual.
Now she has some one to do her work
she will stay gossiping about the town
* till dark night. When you have milked,
Dolly, run to the avenue gate, and' see if
she be coming.” ' '

The round red moon was slowly
rising behind the trees, and Joe and his
men had_finjshed * .their supper, and
brought the last load of hay into the yard,
before Dolly had cleared away and
finished milking.

Without staying to take a cup of
tea with Mrs. Barford, she tied on her
bonnet and ran down to the avenue gate,
‘just as old Captain came lumbering up
to it. .

*Dolly,” cried his mistress, ‘“be that
you ?” ,

Dorothy threw open the gate.

- “T ’spose you all thought I wor
lost. I ha' strange news for you,
Dorothy.” ‘
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“Bad or good?” asked Dolly, in a
voice scarcely above her breath.
“Bad enough. This be what I lieard
in the market. That you, Dorothy
- Chance, had played the fule wi’ Gilbert
Rushmere. That the old folk turned
you off for your bad conduct. That
Gilly run’d away, to get rid on ye, an’
went an’ listed for a soger, an’ be gone
to forin parts. An’ the old woman be
quite crazed, an’ well nigh dead wi’ grief,
‘an’ has not been out o’ bed for a fortnite.
That Rushmere goes cursing and swearing
about the house, an’ wishing you in the
bad place, an’ that he had never seen your
black face. That’s the news I heard, and
for sartin it be bad enough an’ no mis-
take.”
Dorothy’s colour went and came as she
“clung-%o the gate for support. ‘You
cannot believe that of me, Mrs. Letty.
You cannot have the heart to believe it,”
she gasped out, in a tone of entreaty, ap-
pealing to the heart and conscience of her
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accuser. It is false! cruelly filse! I
never did aught amiss with Gilbert in my
life.” :

“Folks say it’s true, at any rate,” re-
torted the little souled creature, with a
malignant glance of triumph at her pale
trembling victim. “I tould you I never
did ’blieve that cock an’ bull story wi’
which you gulled mother an’ Joe. It
didn’t sound probable like—it didn’t.”

Joe’s wife rode slowly up the avenue,
to communicate what she had heard to
the assembled household, leaving Dorothy
at the gate crying as if her heart would
burst.

The cruel and unjustifiable conduct of
her lover, the distress of his parents,

and her own desolation, was almost more -

than she could bear; and when to all this
suffering was added the abominable slander
jJust uttered by her unfeeling mistress, the
weight of undeserved injury that pressed
upon her brain was maddening. It
changed all the benevolence “of her
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nature into wrathful bitterness and un-
mitigated contempt.

A word had never before been breathed
against her character. She had always
been spoken of as a modest good girl, and
pointed out as a model for imitation to
all the young women in the parish,—and
the base calumny just spoken by Letty
Barford, and her evident satisfaction in
repeating it, filled her with more grief,
than even the sad news of Gilbert’s en-
listment.

““What shall I do!” she cried. “I
cannot stay here. I cannot hold up my
head among these people with all this
shame cast upon me.”

In a few minutes her resolution was
taken. “I will go home,” she sobbed,
‘““and hear the truth from their owx lips,
—they must need help in their present
distress. Who can feel for them tlike
me, whose heart is bleeéiing from the
same wound. Mother knows my inno-
cence—she will pay no heed to these

\
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wicked stories. Yes, I will return to her
this very night.”

She drew herself up proudly, wiped
away her tears, and walked with a firm
step back to the house, tied up her few
things in the bundle, and entered the
kitchen with the courage that conscious
integrity can alone give.

Men, women, and children, were gathered
togethér in the middle of the room, all
talking at once. ’

“ Hush!” said Letty, glancing towards
the door,"as Dorothy came in. ¢ Here’s
my lady herself.”

¢ Dolly,” cried the yeoman, ‘“ Dolly, lass,
I do’ant ’blieve one word o’nt. It’s all
a malicious invention of Nance Watling’s.
Face it out, Dolly. T’ll stand by you at
ony rate.”

“] want no one to take my part, Mr.
Barford,” returned Dorothy, hef spirit
rising as she spoke. “I don’t care who
invented or who believes such a vile

. story. It is false. I can liveit down.”
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“That’s right, my girl, take it with
a high hand,” retorted Letty, who con-
cluded that Dorothy’s speech was le-
velled at her. ¢ It makes a body laugh,
“when a beggar’s brat gi'es hersel’ sich
airs.” :

“For shame, Letty,” said the old lady,
whose faith in Dorothy’s goodness had
been a little upset by ber daughter-in-law’s
relation, but who still regarded her with
affection. ““ What harm has poor Dolly
ever done to you? Those who have glass
windows of their own,” she added, in an
aside, “‘should be the last to throw
stones.”

“To show you all that I am innocent,”
continued - Dorothy, taking no notice of
Letty’s insulting speech, which she con-
sidered infinitely beneath answering, or
Mrs. Barford’s doubtful sympathy, ¢ that
I am not afraid of meeting my dear foster
parents, I shall go home this very night.”
Her black eyes flashed, the colour deep-
ened in her cheeks, and the hitherto "quiet
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girl looked sublime in the intensity of her
disdain.

T think you are right, Dorothy,” said
Mrs. Barford, who foresaw that there
would be no peace with Letty if she re-
mained. “If the old people will receive
you again, home is the best place for
you. I would not stay here to be in-
sulted by Mrs. Letty, let the story be true
or falsé.”

“ Who wants her ?”’ shrieked Mrs. Joe.
“ The sooner she goes the better.”

¢ She be’ant a’ going alone ow’r that
lonesome heath,” said the compassionate
Joe, who could not bear to see a pretty
girl in distress, and who could not look
in Dorothy’s indignant face and believe
her guilty, ¢ if I drive her whome mysel.”

“You'll do no sich thing, Mr. Joe
Barford,” cried Letty, putting her arms
akimbo, and‘stepping between her hus-
band and Dorothy. I ’spose you want
to run off wi’ the brazen-faced minx ?”’

“Thank you, Mr. Barford,” said Do-

"
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rothy sternly. “I am able to take care
of myself. There is nothing to fear.”

*¢ Nothing to fear,” repeated Joe, lifting
his hand-svith a gesture of astonishment.
“ Why, lass, the place is haunted.” Did’st
never hear that ?”

s Yes, wi’ her precious mother’s ghost,”

. sneered Letty. ¢ Like mother, like ghild.”

Dorothy started. She cast upon the
s;;eaker a look of ineffable contempt,
and left the house without a word of
parting to its inhabitants, never stopping
for a moment till she gained the high
road. ‘“Good heavens!” she cried, when
once more alone, and beneath the wide
canopy of the night, ¢ are these people
fiends, that they rejoice in the supposi-
tion of my guilt, and c_oqdemn me on
-mere hearsay, without the- least proof
that I have committed this great sin ? }

, ,J + ¢ Is this human nature, of the wickedness
of which I have heard so much, and which

1 found so hard to believe. 1 will never .

trust to kind looks and flattering word§
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again. I tried to serve these people to

" the best of my ability; they all seemed

pleased with. me and spoke me fair, yet
the first breath of "evil that assails my
character has turned them into bitter ene-
mies. If this be life, how much better
to— 1" The rest of the unspoken sentence
her better reason silenced.

This was only one of the many hard
lessons people learn in the world. Doro-
thy was as yet a novice to the world and
its crooked -paths, and she felt indignant
at the sorry treatment she had received
from it during the past few weeks.
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CHAPTER VII.

MIDNIGHT ON THE HEATH.

OROTHY walked on at a rapid pace

for upwards of an hour: the night
had now fairly closed in upon her; the
moon shone bright, and the air was warm
and balmy, but the road was long- and
lonely ; not one solitary cottage was to
be found beside her path, after she turned
into the upland road that led across the
heath.

People of limited education, born and
brought up in out of the way country
. places, are apt ‘to be superstitious.
Dorothy was not above the common
.. weakness of her class. Ghost stories, ‘

dreams and presentiments, not to say
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arnyt,hing of bewitchments and dis-
tempers, caused by the withering glance
of the evil - eye, were subjects that
generally formed the topic of conversa-
tion round the winter hearth, and were
devoutly believed as truths, by the
simple narrators, who derived from them
“an inexhaustible fund of amusement.
This fear of the invisible world, so
inherens in simple natures, has been im-
planted for a wise purpose. It keeps
alive a consciousness of the immortality
of the soul, which otherwise might be
disregarded by those who are separated
by poverty and distance from coming to
the knowledge of revealed truth. ‘
As Dorothy hastened on, some of the
wild legends she had heard from childhood
glanced through her mind.. The tide (\)f
. angry feeling that had raised her above
fear, was fast subsiding, and a thousand
weird fancies flitted through her brain.
She began bitterly to . repent having re-
fused the- honest yeoman’s blunt offer, to

<
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see her safe over the long lonely upland
waste, stretching out into the far distance,
which lay so still under the moonshine
before her. . ‘

It was too late to-go back. She could
not think of that now—but she could not
help owning to herself that she was hor-
ribly afraid, and she ran along the steep
rugged path as fast as if she had been
pursued by a host of evil spirits.

Something sprang up against her. She
gave a loud scream.

It was Pincher,‘ who had missed her

from the kitchen, and had followed upon

her track. i

Dorothy kissed the dear old dog in her
excess of gratitude—his presénce gav/e
her courage. Who has not felt the com-

fort and companionship of a faifhful dog

at night, and on a lonely road. Dqrothy
felt that she was safe now, she had a trusty
friend to protect her, who, if need be,
would lay down his life to defend her.

The girl and her four-footed companion

.
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walked on lovingly together beneath the
broad light of the moon, conversing to
each other in’their own peculiar way.

They had now mounted the steep ridge
of the heath that commanded a fine view
of the ocean, which lay heaving and
gleaming like molten silver against the
horizon, sending up a deep, myste-
rious veice through the stillness of the
night.

How grand it would have appeared to

. Dorothy at any other time; for her soul,

simple and ingocent as that of a little
child, was steeped in the poetry of nature,
which the Divine Mother alone whispers to

" the good and pure of heart. Now, the

mournful music made by those coming
and retreating waves, breaking the death-
like silence which reigned around, filled
her mind\with a chilling dread.

" She was ‘fast approaching the deep hol-
low where her mother died, and the ter-
rible words that had dropped from Joe
Barford, that it was haunted by her ghost,

£
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rushed into her mind, filling it with an
ungovernable fear.

“ What if she should see her appari-
tion ?” She stopped—irresolute what to do.
Her own shadow in the moonlight made
her start and scream. She tried to run
past the spot, which lay in deep shadow
to the right, but her feet seemed chained
to the earth, and her eyes, as if under a
- terrible fascination, were fixed upon the
clump of furze that crowned the little
ridge above, that looked .so black and
shadowy when all around wal bright as
day.

- While she stood, p:;le with horror, her
eyes wide open, her quivering lips apart,
the white teeth chattering together, and
her limbs relaxed and trembling, a low
wailing sound crept through the purple
heath, the furze bushes shivered as if in-
stinct with life, and the dog crawled to
her feet moaning piteously.

. Dorothy tried to rouse herself, to break,
by speaking to the dog, the horrible spell

VOL. L X

MIDNIGHT ON THE HEATH. 161

s v o 2 0



162 THE WORLD BEFORE THEM.

in which her senses were bound up, but
not a sound could she utter. In des-
peration she turned her head from the
haunted spot.

She saw, what to her frenzied eye ap-
peared a slight figure, shrouded in mist,
through which the moon-beams flickered
and played slowly, flitting along her
path.

Again that wild unearthly sound rustled
among the bushes, and the dog broke out
into a long dismal howl. A cry, which
heard, even at noon day, seldom fails to
blanch the manliest cheek. Dorothy heard
it not—with a sobbing moan she sauk to
the ground insensible to fear, or aught
else beneath the wide canopy of heaven.

Pincher nestled close to his fainting
mistress, hiding his shaggy head upon her
breast. ~

“Whatever the-dog su
lonely watches of the night, Dorothy was
happi}y unconscious of his terrors and her

own/
,\
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She was so near to her old home, that
had her senses been roused from that
death-like stupor, she might have heard
the clock in the great hall strike twelve.
At that beautiful season of the year, day
brightens in the east before three o’clock,
and the rosy tints in the west seldom leave
the horizon.

The sun had just yisen over the sea,
when Lawrence Rushmere went to water
his horses at the brook in the sandy lane
that ran in front of the house, sheltered
beneath the steep ascent of the heath. At
the gate which led from the court-yard, he
encowntered Pincher, whom he had not
‘seen since Dorothy left. -

“ What, the old doorg,” he cried, patting
him with infinite satisfaction. * The old
doorg come home. I wonder what kept
thee away so long. How is it with the poor

ench ¥’ )

After the first salutation was over be-
tween master and dog, Pincher tried, in
his dog fashion, to make him understand,

' M 2
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by a thousand odd movements, that he
wanted his special attention. He ran
from the gate up the steep path leading to
the heath, barking furiously, then returned
to the farmer, and pulled him by the
coat, as if he wished him to follow, and
went through the same pantomime again
and again.

““What can the doorg want wi’ me,”
said Rushmere, at last struck by his odd
behaviour, “I never saw him act in that
fashion afore. Some of the cattle must
have strayed upon the heath, and, mayhap,
have fallen into ahole. Pincher was allers
as wise as a Christian.” I'll follow un, an’
see what has happened.”

He fastened his horses to the gate, and
took the path that led to the heath.
Pincher ran barking on before, evidently
delighted with his success, and led his
master to the spot where Dorothy lay,
_pale and drenched with the night-dews,
upon the ground. '

The sight of the poor girl, so thin and

(
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altered since he last saw her in the glow
of life and health, brought vividly to his
recollection the dead mother, and filled his
mind with shame and remorse, for the
manner in which she had been driven from
her home.

His large frame trembled, and tears
sprang into his eyes.

““She is not dead but sleeping,” he
said, as he remarked, with no small
satisfaction, the regular heaving of her
breast. ¢ But what a place to choose for
a bed, so near the spot where her mother
died. Dorothy!” he cried, in a loud
voice, *“ awake. It is I, the father who
calls thee.” ’

The girl unclosed her eyes, sat up, and
gazed upon him with a vague unmeaning
stare. .
 Dorothy, lass, don’t you know the
" father ?”

He sat down beside her, and took her
cold little hand in his. ‘ What brought
you here, child ? Thou hast lost thy senses
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sure, to be sleeping upon the cold
damp ground. It is enough to kill
thee.”

The well-known voice, still more the
kind words, recalled Dorothy to conscious-
ness, and banished from her mind the
horrors of the night.

¢ Father, dear father 1” she whispered
in a voice scarcely audible, as she nestled
her head upon his broad shoulder, ¢ how
kind of you to come to find me.”

‘ Nay, it was not I but the doorg you .
have to thank, Dolly, it was he that
brought me here, or you might have lain
on the wet heath till the day of judgment.
But why did you not come to the house—
were you afraid that I should turn you
away from my door ?”

“] was on my way home, father, but

-something dreadful happened to me last

night. Oh, so dreadful, that only to
think of it makes my flesh creep.” She
clung to the old man, and shivered in
every limb. .
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‘“ Speak out, lass. What was it? What
ails thee ? * Did any one insult thee ?”

““No, no, it was not flesh and blood ”’
Lowering her voice, and casting a timid
glance around, she whispered in his ear, as
if afraid of speaking it out. I saw last
night the ghost of my mother.”

“Lord a mercy!” cried the farmer,
springing to his feet, with the elasticity of
a young man, and gazing upon’ Dorothy
with a wild horror gleaming in his eyes.
“ Were you in your right mind. What did
al look like ?”

7« A shadow—a thin vapoury form,
through which I saw the moon shin-
ing.”

“ But how didst thou know the mother ?
Did it speak |

Dolly shook her head.

“A low wailing, sobbing cry passed
along the ground, and shook the bushes
It was like notling human—so sad and
wild. Pincher crept to my feet and howled
back an answer.”

UM W ———
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‘ Aye, doorgs be wise—they see what
we can’t see—and what then, lass P’

‘““A mortal fear came over me. I
tried to run but felll I remember
nothing after that, until you woke me up
just now.”

“It wor strange,” mused the old man.

« I never did wholly believe in ghogts,

but you are not the girl to tell a lie.
You might have been mistaken—but I
would bet ten to one on the doorg. And
how do you feel, Dolly, arter lying so
long in the dews ¢”

“Stiff and cold,” said Dorothy, her
teeth chattering in her head, and a
deeper pallor settling on her face. «I
shall soon get over that, when I am once
more at home.”

““ And what brought thee out so late
last night, child. Worn't thee afeard of
passing over the lonesome heath ?”

‘“ Father, I had been told a sad story—
had been vexed by a cruel and false ac-
cusation against my character; and I
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could not remain where I was, and put
up with their insults, or rest until I
heard the truth of what they told me
from your own lips.” She stopped for a
winute to gather courage to ask the
dreadful question. * Has Gilbert enlisted
for a soldier and goune to the wars ?”

The old man burst into tears, and
sobbed like a child. o
"~ Dorothy needed no stronger confirma-
tion of her fears. She saw that the report
was only too true, and her heart bled for
the poor old man. ¢ Father,” she cried,
affectionately pressing his hand between
> her own, “is it too late to buy him off P’

“It’s na’ use thinking o’ that, Dorothy,
we-did not get his letter until the ship had
sailed, that took him away ow’r seas wi’
the rest. He’s in Spain long afore this.”

“ Then he did write.”

“ Yea, a short bit o’ a letter.”

¢ Did he give any exouse for going ?”’
m same old tale over agen.

He had given up the girl he loved to
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please me, and he had listed for a soger to
please himsel’, and I alone wor to blame.

- The king wanted men, and he would go
- and fight for him and his éountry; his life

were no better worth than another’s, and,
he could not forget Dorothy while he re-
mained at home.” '

Rushmere began to sob afresh. Do-
rothy’s eager eyes were fixed imploringly
on his fade. She did not like to ask «“Is
that all? Is there no message, no werd
of comfort for me ?” The longing desire
to hear the whole of the letter, might be
read in every feature of her expressive’
face.

¢ Ah, Dolly,” cried the old man, wring-
ing his hands as he spoke, “had I been
kinder to thee, lass, I should not have
lost my son—my ouly son—t}ae' last man
who bears my name on the earth, for
aught I know to the contrary. It was

only just of the Almighty to punish me for ,

my pride. But 'tis almost more than I
have strength to bear.”
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“ All we can do now, father, is to bear

‘the burthen with patience, and hope in

God’s mercy for the future. It is of no
use turning despondingly to the past.”

“ Aye, girl, but conscience will turn our
looks backward, whether we like it or no,
an’ will tell us of acts an’ cruel words we
would fain forget, an’ that ow’r an’ ow'r
agen.”

“ Did Gilbert send any word or message
for me, father?’ said Dorothy, growing
desperate with-excitement.

“Did a’,” returned Rushmere, looking
blankly in Dorothy’s agitated face, as if
his own thoughts were far away beyond
the sea, with his absent son.

Lo Yes, a’ did. He bade us, if we loved
him—how could he doubt it—take care of
Dorothy, an’ cherish her as our own flesh
and blood, as she wor the only child left
to us now,.an’ not to punish the poor girl
for his fault.”

“ God bless him 1" said Dorothy, sad1y,
her heart not quite satisfied, and the tears

i
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coming fast into her eyes. * He sent no
love, no kind remembrance to his old play-
mate ?”’

“ That was all, Dolly, except his duty
to us.” |

Dorothy sighed, and for some minutes
both ‘were silent, at length the old man
said,
~ ¢ Dorothy, do you heed what Gilly said.
Will you icome back to us, an’ be our
daughter once more—the comfort of our
old age. We ha’ naught else to cling to
now ?”’ ‘

- Dorothy met the request, so humbly
made, with heart-felt expressiohs of gra-
itude. She could not help thinking that
ilbert had acted selfishly, in deserting
his parents; that it was a poor way of
proving his love to her, by showing such
a want of affection for them; but she
crushed the ungracious thought, and in-
- quired how Mrs. Rushmere had borne this
heavy blow—ashamed of not having asked -
for her before.
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¢ Alack, child, when she read the letter,
'she swoon’d dead away, an’ when the
- neighbours brought her round, she grew
stark staring mad, raving and crying,
¢ Gilly, Gilly, come back to your poor
mother. Oh, my heart, my heart, it will
break a’ wanting my son.” It was awful
to hear the like, an’ she allers such a quiet
creature. It was many days afore she grew
calm. She went one morn, an’ she fetched
the big Bible, and went down upon her
knees in the corner of the room, an’ she
cried an’ crooned ow'’r it_for hours, an’
would na’ take a morsel o’ any thing to
eat or to drink. At last she gets up, and
she clasps her hands thus—together—an’

_ she looks at me wi’ her old pleasant kind

face, :

“ ¢ Lawrence,’ she says, ¢ God has com-
forted my poor sore heart, and given me
his blessed peace. This trial is o’ him.

Let us kneel down together, an’ pray” that -

He may bless it to our seuls.’

“ An’ I did pray, Dolly, as I never g <

t
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before in'my life, an’ we found the word
mighty to overcome grief.

“ Then wife says, ¢ Larry,” she says to’
me, ©you must go an’ bring our Dolly
back. God gave her to us, an’ you ha’
clean forgotten the trust.’

. “¢It’s never too late to repent,’ says L.
‘I will go for the little maid to-morrow
evening, when I come from work.” What
moved your heart, Dorothy, to come
alone "

Dorothy did not like to mention the
scandal which had roused her indignation,
lest it should increase the farmer’s self-re-
proaches, which were heavy enough. She
merely said, and it was the truth,

* That she was suddenly told of Gllbert’
enlistment, and she could not believe it
until further confirmation from them.
That it was late when she left Barford’s,
but the night was so clear that she never
apprehended any cause for alarm, that it
must have been midnight when she fancied -

/" she saw the apparition on the heath, but
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gince the sun had shone into her eyes she
began to doubt the reality of the vision.

¢ She had been hard at work all day,
and was greatly troubled in her mind
when she started on her lonely walk. She
might have sat down to rest and fallen
asleep, and dreamt it, she no longer
seemed to recal the circumstances very
distinctly. The horrible phantasy had
faded from her mind with the morning
light, and she would try and think of it
as a mental delusion.

‘ But then, what made Pincher howl in
that fearful manner ?”

Dolly shuddered. ‘It must be true,
the dog could not have been deceived,
though I might.”

A severe attack of fever and ague was
the result of Dorothy passing the night
upon the heath. For many weeks she
was unable to leave her bed, and for
some time small hopes were entertained
for her life. Mrs. Rushmere received the
poor™ wanderer with open arms, and

v
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thought little of the additional trouble.
She had suffered too much to murmur
about trifles. . During the delirium of the
fever, Dorothy raved continually about her
mother, and dared not be left a moment
alone in the dark.

It was firmly believed in the house, and
through the neighbourhood, that she had
seen her mother’s ghost, who had threat-
ened the Rushmeres with unheard of cala-
mities for turning her daughter out of
doors. The wildest reports were in cir-
culation; and the wonderful tale was
repeated with a thousand exaggerations at
church and at market.

The story reached Hadstone. The Bar-
fords shook their heads. * It was Doro-
thy’s misdoings,” they kindly suggested,
“that had disturbed her mother in her

”

grave. :
Miss” Watling, whose malicious tongue

had first given rise to the scandal .about
Dorothy Gilbert, considered ¢ that it was
a judgment upon that vile creature, and
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that Gilbert had acted like & wise man, in
going away to be rid of her. Time,” she
added, emphatically, *would prove, that
all that had been said about, her was true.”
She went farther, and hinted that her pre-
sent illness had a very suspicious look.
Dorothy was annoyed that Mr. Rush-
mere had given publicity to her midnight
adventure on the heath, but the tempta-
tion of repeating a veritable ghost story,
in which he firmly believed, was too great

for the old man to resist. As to the other

tales, they did not all come to her ears;
and such as did, she treated with a proud
disdain. “ God knew her innocence,’” she
said, ““and in His own good time would
disprove them all.”

The harvest was over before she was
“able to resume her household duties. As
her former health and strength returned,
her fears gradually diminished, and she
could corverse with calmness to Mrs.
Rushmere of the terrible vision, which she
now attributed to an over-excited state of

VOL. I N
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mind combined with great bodily fatigue.
About Gilbert and his future prospects,
she had learned to speak without betray-
ing the real state of her feelings; and had
inspired the old people with the hope that
he would one day return from the wars an
officer at least.
" Things began to wear a brighter aspect,
and the labours of the farm went on peace-
fully and prosperously. The Rushmeres
if not contented were resigned, and both
united in treating Dorothy with kindness
and consideration. The old family bible
was in more constant use, and each day
was commenced and ended with prayer.
Time passed on. The winds of autumn

had laid the heart of the forest bare ; short .

~and gloomy days, and frequent storms of
rain and hail, told that the winter was at
hand.
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CHAPTER VIIL

A STRANGE VISITOR.

T was the latter part of November.
The day had been intensely cold, with
a biting north-east wind and black frost.
Towards evening the snow began to fall,
at first in thin scattered ﬂakps, but as the -
night closed in, thick and heavily.
Dorothy listened uneasily to the howl-
-ing winds, as they swept in loud gusts
| along the heath, and often went to the
door to watch for the return of Mr. Rush-
mere from Hadstone market. L He had
ridden over to the town early in the day,
to receive a large payment for wheat, .
b which he had sold the week before to a ”
corn merchant there. '
' N2
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« Father is late,” she remarked to Mrs.
Rushmere, who was knitting quietly by
fire light, on one of the settles beside
the hearth and who apprehended no
danger, being blessed with a less anxious
temperament than her adopted daughter. A
cheerful fire was roaring up the great chim-
ney, and she was literally basking in the
warmth the ruddy blaze diffused around.

*] wish he was home,” continued
Dorothy, who felt almost angry with her
mother for looking so comfortable. It
is a wild night, and the snow is drifting
terribly on the heath, he will hardly find
his way across it in the storm. Why,
mother, it is growing very dark—it is
sometime since the clock struck six.”

The old lady glanced up from her work ;
her placid face wore a look of unusual
serenity. o

“Don’t be so unrestful, Dolly. I feel
in my heart that he be close at hand.
Lawrence Rushmere is not the man to be
afeard of a few snow-flakes. Spread the
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table, and get every thing in readiness
for his supper, when he does come. I
can’t feel uneasy, for I am certain he will
bring us news of Gilly. I was dreaming
of him last night. I have borne him on
my mind all day. I do feel so happy and
lightsome, that it would be a sin to fret
about troubles which may never come to
our door.”

“I hope you may be right, mother.
I cannot think ofNfather being out at
night, and on such a night as this, on
that lonely heath, without a shudder.

If thinking of Gilly would bring us news

of him, we ought to hear from him very
often; for I am thinking about him all
day long,” returned Dorothy, commenc-
ing with alacrity to cover the table.

« A mother's love s a great mystery,
Dolly. It never changes like the love of
man to woman. It begins before the
birth of her little one, and lasts till the
hour of death. Tt is more like the love
of God to his creatures. It bears patiently

>
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all changes of time and circumstance;
forgives every fault; forgets -acts of
selfishness, mneglect and ingratitude;
loving on, and hoping om, to the
last.”

“ Hark!” cried Dorothy, “I hear the
wheels grate on the stones in the court-
yard. I will take the lanthorn, and help
father unharness Jack. Yes, itjé he. 1
hear him speaking to the horse. Now,
mo@her, we shall see if you be a true
prophet.”

Dorothy took the light and ran out.

“Well, Doll, here I be, all right. I
wor amaist blinded wi’ snow, coming
ow’r that confounded heath. Has’t got
a good fire? ’Tis mortal cold. I be
all kivered ow’r wi’ snow,” and he
stamped his feet and shook a shower of
white flakes from his great-coat.

““@o in, father, I will take care of the
horse. Mother and I have been on the
look out for you for the last hour. Have
you brought us good news ?”

o r
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“ Fifty pounds for the wheat, child—
ten pounds more than I expected: but
wheat has riz five shillings the quarter.
Is not that good news, my girl, and
the money paid in hard cash nto _my
hand ?” )

Dorothy drew a long, regretful
sigh.

It might have been better.”

. Lauk, a mercy, child! the women
folk be never satisfied. ’Tis bad news
enough for them as has to buy. But
that’s no consarn of ours.”

Dorothy led Jack off to the stable, and
the half-frozen yeoman turned in to enjoy
his cheerful fire, Dorothy was bitterly
disappointed. In spite of herself she had
endorsed Mrs. Rushmere’s presentiment
that she would that night hear tidings of
Gilbert, and she felt inclined to murmur
against the old lady entertaining such
foolish notions.

She rubbed down the pony, gave him
his oats and a warm bed, and returned

T 1WA I ———
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with a sadder. heart to the house than
when she left it.

After the substantial evening meal was
over, and Rushmere had quietly lighted
his pipe, and the women resumed their
knitting, Mrs.. Rushmere asked, in a
plaintive voice, ’

“ No news of Gilly, Lawrence 2 -

“Why, dame, what makes you think
thir wor ?”’

Dorothy lpoked hard at the old man.
She saw a eovert smile on his. wrinkled
face, while his wife pushed her’ former
inquiry. | ’

“ Mothers are allers hoping against
hope, Larry. I felt so certain that you
would bring us some word of him.”

“ Fathef, you have got a letter. I
know you have,” cried Dorothy. “I can
see it in your eyes,”
his side.

“An’ if so be I ha.ve, what’s that to
you, little minx? Reach down my great-
coat. You'll find my pocket-book in the

and she sprang to
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right side pocket, but don’t toomble any
o’ the money out.”

Dorothy searched for the hidden
treasure in desperate haste, and placed
the letter on the table before him.

" “And you had a letter, Lawrence,

"~ all this time, and never told us a word
about it,” said Mrs. Lawrence, reproach-
fully. - *

“I knew the letter wu'd keep,”
laughed the farmer, ““an’ I wanted you
an’ the lass to eat your victuals in
quiet. I know’d if you see’d the letter
you'd both gang empty to bed.”

“ But how could you eat your supper,
Lawrence, an’ the letter lying unread in

- your pocket ?”
s $1 know’d all aboot it,” said Rush-

mere, with a jolly chuckle. I got it by
heart afore I left the town. It wor that
made me so late home. Here, Doll, thee
be’est a better scholar nor I, read the
letter out to your mother.”

Dorothy’s hand trembled with agita-

iy
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tion; she could /ha.rdly unfold the pre-

cious document, and the tears came so

thick and fast to her eyes, that when
unfolded, she could hardly see to read

1t. :

‘“ What the deuce ails the girl? Read
a little louder, Dolly, for mother an’ T
to hear it.”

Dorothy made an effort to control her
feelings, and read as followi:—

¢ Dear and honoured Parents, ‘

I hope these few lines will meet y{m
in health, as they leave me at this
present time, by the blessing of God;
and that you have forgiven me for my
undutiful conduct in leaving you as I
did. I repented directly the false step
was taken, but, like a true Briten, I was
too proud to go back.

“ The regiment only remained in Eng{

land a week after I listed, when we were
ordered off to Portugal, to join the army
under Sir John Moore. We hafl a fine
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" passage, but I was very sea-sick, and
" home-sick, which I found the worst ail-
ment of the two; "and I thought that if I
made no better soldier than I did a

sailor, I might just as well have remamed
at the plough. s
“But that’s .all over. 1 like the Tife
1 have chosen better than when I firs
entered. We have had hard times?-and'’
hard = marching through this rough
country, but thanks be to’ God, I have
escaped with a whole skin. o
>« The captain who commands our com-
pany is a. lad of my own: ‘age, born in
our part’ of the coﬁ'ntry, Lord Fitzmor-

—:\f =

ris, the only son of Earl Wilton, who e

lives up at the big hall on the hill. By
the by, fa.t]%r, he says, that the grand
old place.onee belonged to my forebears.
Is that true.?”

“In coorse it is,” interrupted old
Rushmeré. “ But ’tis a long time ago,
when he,” nodding to the picture front-
ing him, * was lord o’ all these manors.” '

P e e o e N U
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“T am the captain’s body servant, and
he takes great interest in me, and says
that he will push me on for your sakes,
and make a man of me before the war is
over, of which there is no prospect at
present. When it comes to fighting, it
will be no child’s play, I promise you,
and so old Boney will find. We are
hard pressed by the enemy, and the army
is suffering greatly for the want of food
and clothing, and we are hourly expect-
ing: an engagement with the French, who
are encamped upon the heights above
Corunna.

“ My dear pdrents, if I should be killed
"don’t grieve for my loss. A man can
only die once, and if he falls in a good
cause, fighting for his country, it is. a
credit to himself and his parents. Re-
member me to all the neighbours. Tell
Molly Dawson that her son is well of his
wound, and has been made a sergeant. Has
Nancy Watling - succeeded in .getting a
husband? I don’t flatter myself that she

-4
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broke her heart on my account, but what
would she think of me in my red coat?
I suppose I shall find Dorothy married
when I come back, with a house full of

‘children. Give my love to her, as to a

sister, and tell her to pray for the poor
soldiers in Spain. -

“God bless yqu, dear father and
mother. I pray that he may once more
unite us under the roof of the dear old
home. So no more, at this time, from
your affectionate son.

“ GiLBERT RUSHMERE.

“P.S. Tell Dorothy to write a long
letter for you. I want to hear all the
home news. All about the farm and the
horses, and how you got through the
harvest without me, and whether Bill
Taylor took my place at the last
cricket match, and if old Pincher is still
alive.

“G. R.”

The letter was read and re-read many
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times, the delighted parents repeating
every word after Dorothy. Holding each
other by the hand, they exchanged

. glances of mutual affection and sym-

pathy. *
“The dear boy,” cries the mother.

“God _bless him! I always knew he
‘would be sorry, when he came to his

right mind, 'and love us as well as
ever.” "

“ Aye,” said the father, “I feel proud
o my son. He’s o’ the right stuff.
He'll fight like a man, an’ a true Briton,
when the time comes, an’ do his duty to
his country like a hero.”

"Dorothy was the only one in the room
who was not quite satisfied with Gilbert’s
letter. She was hurt at the clause about
herself. “If he loved her as she did
him, could he speak in that light
way about her marrying another, or
send his love to her as to a -sister—a
title, which from boyhood he had always
refused to address her by. A change
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had come over him since they parted; he
had grown fonder of his parents, but
colder to her. She would not damp their
joy, by expressing her disappointment,
but she felt it very keenly.

“ Mother, you were a true prophet,”
she said, closing the letter and giving it
back to Mr. Rushmere.

¢ Aye, -child, hearts whisper to hearts,
let the distance a’tween them be ever so
great. Love can travel im a thought
over land and sea. I b’lieve that Gilbert
never thinks of me but I know it. I
told you, Dorothy, that I should hear
from him. I felt it in my heart.”

“The angels don’t - whisper such
blessed dreams to me,” returned Dorothy,
sadly.

“Dolly,” and the old man spoke to
her very gravely. “Art dreaming about
Gilly yet ? I thought you had clean for-
gotten him.”

¢ Only as a sister should think of an ab-
sent brother,” returned Dorothy, ashamed
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of the subterfuge.  As Gilbert himself
wishes me to remember him.”

“I b’lieve you ha’ a hankering arter
the lad yet,” said Rushmere, tartly.
“ Dorothy, do'ant cross that stile, or may-
be you'll get into a bad road, an’ be left
sticking in the mud. It won’tdo. It won't
do, lass. I will never gi’ my consent.”

He shook his head, settled himself in
his deep leather-backed cha}-rf and puffed
away vigorously at his pipe.

“ Wait, father, till I ask you for it.
If ever I marry Gilbert, it will be
your own doing. The time may come
when you may both regret that I was
not his wife.t’i

Her speech’was interrupted by a loud
rap at the door, Pincher sprang up from
the hearth-stone, where he lay basking

. at Dorothy’s feet, with a fierce yell, as if

he had received a mortal injury by hav-
ing his comfortable nap disturbed, and
rushed to the heavily barred door, bark-
ing furiously.
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“Some one has lost their way on the
heath,” said Dorothy, laying her hand
upon the strong iron bolt that se-
cured the door. ‘It is a bad night
to be abroad, father; shall I let them
in?”’

“In coorse.”

“ Ask first, Dolly, who they be, an’
what they want,” suggested his more
cautious wife. .

Pincher again lifted up his voice, as if
he had a right to be heard in the con-
sultation, and in deep spasmbdic fits of
barking, remonstrated against admitting
strangers at that unreasonable hour.

‘“Be still, sir,” and Dorothy puéhed
the old dog rather unceremoniously from
the door. “ Go, and lie down in the °
corner, and behave yourself.”

Pincher looked up in her face, and
sullenly obeyed, growlmg as he slowly
retreated to the fire, with hair bristling
up, and eyes blazing defiance.

Another rap, louder and more impor-

VOL. I. 0 )
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tunate, echoed through the large room.
“ Who's there ?’ demanded Dorothy.

“ A woman, lost in the snow,” screamed
a shrill voice without. *If you be Chris-
tians, open the door. ] shall freeze to-
death, if I stand much longer here.”

Dorothy thought of her mother,—back
flew bolt and bar, and the heavy door
opened to admit a tall gaunt female figure,
wrapt up in a red cloak, and carrying a
large wicker basket on her arm.

“ Mercy, what a night?’ cried the
stranger, shaking the white flakes from
her clothes. <But for the lights in your
windows, I must have perished on the
heath. Will you give me a bed, good
people, for the night, in your barn ?”

‘Na,” said Rushmere, “ we never gi’
people beds in the barn, while there’s
room in the house. Sit down by the
fire, and warm yourself.. My darter will
gi’ ye summat to eat, an’ a good pint o’
yell foreby. Dolly, help the woman to
take off her cloak.”
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The stranger, who had stood in the
shade, now came forward to the fire, and
Dorothy assisted her to remove her tat-
tered cloak. She was so tall that Dorothy
was obliged to rise on tiptoes to render
this service, and to her no small -disgust,
observed that the stranger smelt strongly
of gin. .

“ Why, lass,” said the farmer, laughing,
‘“ you be big enough, an’ tall enough, for
a grenadier.”

¢ It requires long legs, and strong ones
too,” returned the woman, taking a seat
on the settle by the fire, and putting the

large basket on her arm beside her, on the -

floor, ¢ to, travel this rough country. I
was on my way to Storby, and missed my
path crossing the heath. The snow drifted
soin my eyes, it was impossible to see

the road. Have you any rabbit skins," or-

hare skins, to sell. Any old clothes, or
rags. I do a little business in that line to
support my family, but ’tis hard scratching

to get along, these hard times; vittals is
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80 dear, and you country folk expect such
bargains, and never. trade for cash, that I
can’t make much by the exchange.”

“Have you a husband?”’ asked the
farmer.

“No, nor never had, and don’t want
one. I'm much better alone. I can lie
down mistress and get up master. Married
women are slaves. Men think more of
their cattle than they do of their wives.”

“ That’s just as the case may be,” re-
turned Rushmere. ¢ Some o’ them don’t
deserve much consideration. I ha’ allers
heard say, a good wife makes a good
husband.”

“ And how many children have you ?”
asked Mrs. Rushmere, looking suspiciously

at her strange guest.
“Two,” said the woman, *a girl and a

boy. They are too young to tramp the
roads. I leave them at home with my
mother, while I travel the country to earn
them br

. “And what have you got in your
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basket ?” asked Dorothy, who was as
curious as the rest to learn something
about their visitor. .

“A little of everything. Needles, pius,
thread ; cotton of both sorts, white and
coloured; side-combs for the gals, and
pipes and tobacco for the men. Take a
look at my wares.” *

The gauunt creature ‘Tose, and placed

the basket on the table before Mrs. Rush-

mere. ,

As she stood in the full light of the
candle, Dorothy, who had only before
caught a partial glimpse of Zer face,

shrunk back as she scanned ‘the vulgar

harsh features, and encountered the bold
gaze of the tramp. Pincher, who followed
close at her heels, gave an ominous
growl, and burst off into a fresh paroxysm
of barking.
“That’'s a cross dog of yours,” cried
thewoman, kicking at Pincher; with her
heavy nailed b_oots.
“You had better not do that?”’ said

-

oy I
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Dorothy. “ He'll bite you if you ill treat
him.” :

“I wonder you keep such an ugly tem-
pered brute about the house,” retorted the
woman. ‘It is not pleasant to have such
a varmint snapping at one’s heels.”

“A brave dog like him is sometimes
useful,” rema.r}:ed Dorothy, pointedly,
“ especially in a lone place like this. I have
only to say, seize her, Pincher ! and he’d
have you down in a minute.”

“Oh, pray don’t,” cried the Woman.,‘
with a hoarse cackling laugh, “I don’t
covet his acquaintance. I think, though, -
he’d find me too much for him. In my
tramps through the country, I've put to
silence bigger and stronger brutes than
him.” ,

Again Dorothy tried to examine ‘the
heavy dark browed countenance of the
stranger, and her investigation enly in-
creased her mistrust and aversion.

In the meanwhile, Mrs. Rushmere was
eagerly exploring the contents of the big
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basﬁet, ‘and had lain aside several useful
articles, with an intent to purchase.
 What is the price of these ?”

The woman turned them over with her
large coarse hands, then reckoned up the
amount on her fingers.

¢¢ Just three shillings.”

““ You buy rabbit and hare skins: P

T would rather take money than trade
just now.”

Mrs. Rushmere drew her purse from
her pocket; it was a heavy one, as she
was her own banker, and it generally con-
tained all the money which she received
for the produce of the dairy.

Dorothy, who was standing behind her
chair, could not help being struck with
the eager hungry glance with which the
woman eyed the glittering gold and silver
coins, and her face became more dark and
repulsive than ever. A

“ Wife,” put in the farmer,  doan’t be

“a fule. There be plenty o’ rabbit and hare

skins in the shed. If she doan’t trade for
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them, let her things bide in her basket. It

- isn’t fair o’ the womsa fo take silver o’ us

an’ skins of t'other folk.”

“You farmers are so cruelly stingy,”
said the woman angrily, “you won’t let a
body live, and wheat up to five pounds the
quarter. I think I saw you in the market,
master. You made a better bargain for

your grain than exchanging it for old:-

moth-eaten rabbit skins.”

Dorothy again caught the furtive glance
of the woman’s evil eyes, and recoiled
from it as if she had trodden wupon a
snake. ’

After a great deal of chaffering and bar-
gaining for various articles, the tramp con-
sented to receive in payment some fine
woollen yarn that dangled from the beams,
observing, * that she must turn- a penny
somehow.” She then put aside the basket,

and sat down, to discuss the bread and

cheese, and tankard of home-brewed ale,
that Dorathy placed on the table for her

supper.

B
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“You found the roads bad,” said Rush-

mere, refilling his pipe.
- «TUp to the top of my bdots,” and the
woman lifted up her large foot, which iwas
cased in a heavy highlow, thickly studded
with iron nails. “ I was near mired, at
the lower end of the heath, and began to
think I would have to stay there all night.
Who would have éxpected to step into a
mud-hole during such a hard frost as
this ¢’ . .

“You be lucky to get out as you did,”
said the farmer. ¢ That are be Storby
Moss. The ground be allers wet, an’ holds
the water like a sponge. Many’s the good
beast that’s died in yon quag.”

The woman leaned back upon the settle,
stretched her feet to the fire, and began
leisurely to examine the large hall, from
the well garnished beams above her head,
to the iron bars that secured the windows.

““These old houses,” she observed, ¢ are .

much stronger than the new. The people
in the old times knew what they were
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about when they built them. Arn’t you

afraid of being robbed in ‘this lonely out
of the way place ?”’

¢ Never think of such a thing,” said
Rushmere, ‘“we live among honest folk.
I ke&p a good blunderbuss loaded over
the door, an’ thieves would na’ find it an
eagy job to 'get in through these iron
bars. We never keep ony thing o’ value
in the house, to tempt them sort o’ chaps,
wi’ a bank so near.

% Have another glass o’ ale, lass? Art

fond o’ nuts ? Dolly, bring some o’ thOs‘e\

filberts out o’ the sack in the pantry, al
the crackers foreby.”

Dorothy brought her apron full of nuts.
¢ Catch ?”’ she cried, in a laughing tone,
as she threw a double handful into the
tramp’s lap.

The woman caught them, an& laughed

~ too.

Dorothy turned to the dreger, and a
strange expression came over her face.

T_Whe woman had eaten the nuts,
. . . e
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and seen the bottom of the tankard, she
began to yawn, and asked, ¢ if she could
lic down and sleep beside the fire ?”

“I will show you a room; follow me,”
said Dorothy.

The woman seemed very reluctant to
accept the offer, pleading various excuses.

Her muddy boots, her dirty clothes, and -

the necessity of her being off by daybreak

“in the morning, to all of which Dorothy

turned a deaf ear, positively insisting on
her going to bed.

“Well, if you will have it so, miss, I
will no longer refuse a good offer. I have
not been inside a bed for many months
past, and am used to sleep, wet or dry, in
the barn, or by the hearth, as it may
happen. People are mnot generally so
anxious about the comforf\"pf visitors like
me.” ‘

Dorothy lighted a candle,
way up the wide oak staircase at the bot-
tom of the hall to the chambers

URUMIEI NP A )N —————
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unclosing a door that opened on to the
gallery, with which all the sleeping apart-
ments communicated. *“You will find
water, towel and soap on the stand. You
need not be in a hurry to go in the morn-
ing. We all rise before daylight, at this
time of the year, and you can have your
breakfast before you go.”

As she turned to leave the room, the
woman suddenly grasped her wrist, and
forcibly detained her, staring in her face,
with the same bold glance which had in-
spired such deep loathing.

¢ Stay, my pretty lass, I can tell your
fortune. Tell you the name of the lad you
are to marry, the fate of him you are al-
ways thinking “about, who is away in
foreign parts, and all the good luck in
store for you.”

“I don’t believe in such folly,” cried
Dorothy angrily, wrenching her hand from
the woman’s grasp. “ Tt is worse than
folly; it is wickedness. Good night. I
hope you may sleep well.”
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She shut the door. A loud laugh fol-
lowed her down stairs.

Dorothy, on reaching the great room,
sat down in a chair, and panted for
breath.

“ What is the matter ? What ails you,
Dolly ?’ asked the old people, with looks
of alarm.

‘¢ Nothing—that horrible looking person
took hold of me, to tell my fortune. I
got frightened and angry, and ran down
stairs too fast. That has set my heart
in flutter, and taken away my breath.
Dear mother, give me a glass of water,
and don’t look so pale and scared.
It won’t do for us all to "play the
coward.”

“ Why, whatever do you mean, Dolly ?”’
said Mrs. Rushmere, giving her the water.

~ “Is the child crazy ?”’

“ Not quite,” returned Dorothy, trying
to laugh, as she gave back to her mother
the empty tumbler.

“I will tell you what I mean, for I
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feel calmer now. I don’t like that
woman, }

she be really a woman, a fact
which I very much doubt. I don’t like
her staying\in the house, and I have
made up my mind not to go to bed to-
night, but to sit up and watch till the
morning.”

“I saw nothing amiss in the womazn,
Dolly,” said Rushmere. “ She be big,
an’ ugly, an’ bold like, but what man-
ners can you expect from the like o’
her ?”

“ Father,” pleaded Dolly, “it is not
that. I am used to poor ignorant rude
creatures, but she looks bad. - I can’t
find words to express the dislike I
feel for her. I feel as if she
were here for no good. Did you
see how she glowered at the money
in mother’s purse? I expected every
moment that she would make a grab at
it—and then the hint, father, she threw
out to you, about selling your corn so
well in the market. She must have
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walked quicker here than Jack trotted
home. Did you pass any onme on the
road ?” )

“Not I. Dolly, you make me feel
rather curious about un. But if she wor
a thief, she would not ha’ asked if we
were afeard of robbers. Na, na, child,
go to your bed, there’s nauglit to fear,
an’ a man too in the house.”

“] don’t mean to go to bed,” said
Dolly, stoutly. I tell you my reasons
to-morrow morning. I have a bunch of
stockings to mend for father; I'll sit up
in the pantry and darn them. Is the gun
loaded ?”

“ Na, Dorothy,” and Rushmere laughed
long and heartily, “I told the woman a
big lie, just to scare her. It has
not been loaded these ten years. I
shu’d like to see you trying to pop it
off.”

“It's a pity to keep a useful weapon
only for show,” returned Dolly, eyeing
the old blunderbuss with looks of regret.

—
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“It is like the boy in the fable,
crying out wolf, when no wolf was
near.”

It was in vain that the old people tried
to reason Dolly out of the foolish notion
she had taken abqut the tramp; but
finding that she was determined to have
her own way, they went to bed, and
left her to please herself—not, however,
before Dorothy had whispered in her
mother’s ear :

“Be sure to lock your door, and pass
the big iron bar across it.”

Mrs. Rushmere, who felt more nervous
than her husband—for fear is stramgely -
infectious—promised faithfully to observe
her injunction.

“And now, for the night,” sighed
Dorothy, as she returned alone to the
great hall. “If it were not for them, I
never could muster courage to watch
here by myself. How many hours is it °
yet to day ?”

She glanced up at the tall, old-
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fashioned clock, in. its dark mahogany
case; a solemn looking piece of antiquity,
that had stood on the same spot, and
told the lapse of time to many genera-
tions of the Rushmeres, who had long
ceased to reckon it for ever. It was
still ticking om, telling the same tale
to the beautiful girl, who now stood
before it; and by her,.as far she
was individually concerned, was as little
heeded. ~_ .

“Only nine o’clock. How many hours
I shall have to keep awake.”

Like most hard workers, sleep was a
necessity to Dorothy, of so overpowering
a nature, that the difficulty with her was
not how to go to sleep, but how to keep
awake. Of one thing she felt certain;
that she was more likely*o nod on
her post than the strange being who
was occupying her neat little chamber
above.

She now diligently set to work, to
prepare for her long vigil.
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First, she raked the fire together; and
covered the hot coals with ashes, then
she lighted a dark lanthorn, and put on a
large great-coat of Mr. Rushmere’s over
her other garments; with the further
adornment of an old fur cap, the lappets
of which she carefully tied under her
chin, the better to conceal her 1dent1ty,
she was now ready for action.

Going to the wood-shed, she brought
from thence, a small axe, with which she
was wont to chop into convenient lengths,
the branches of the faggots with which
she heated the brick oven for baking.

She ran her finger along the edge of
the instrument—Gilbert, when at home,
used to keep it mnicely sharpened for her
use. She shook her head— Gilbert was
not at home, and her axe was so blunt
that a body might ride to Rumford on it.
But then again, she reflected, that any

weapon was better than none; so retain- 7

ing the axe, she retreated into the pantry,

a small room that opened into the great
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hall, from under the staircase, on the side
nearest to the fire, and which commanded
a full view of the length and breadth of

- the hall.

No one coming down the stairs could
see into the pantry; but any person in

the pantry could not fail to hear the .

slightest step upon the stairs; and by
mounting upon a stool and looking
through the sky-light above the door,
could reconnoitre everything that was
passing in the public room.

After  diligently investigating the
capabilities of the place, and laying down
a plan of action, or resistance, as the case
might prove. Dorothy descended from
ber lofty perch on the stool, and met
the red gleaming eyes of Pincher intently
watching all her movements.

“ Pincher, you can’t stay here, poor
dog,” she said, patting his head. «If
there’s no danger, I shan’t want your
services ; and if there should be, which
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the good God forbid, your barking, sir,
would betray me.”

The dog seemed to comprehend her
meaning ; and followed her very quietly
into the shed near the back entrance ;
and having carefully fastened him in, she
returned to her post in the pantry.

The door she left purposely half closed,
turning the dark side of the lanthorn,
go that no gleam from it could be thrown
upon the opposite wall, or from the
panes above, and taking some coarse
woollen stockings from a basket on the
dressers she sat down in front of the
lanthorn, with her face to the door, to
listen to any sounds that might awaken
suspicion.

Hour after hour passed away. The

‘stockings were all mended, and neatly
_rolled up. Dorothy began to feel drowsy,

directly she had nothing left to engage
her attention. Once or twice she had
nodded upon her chair; and owned to

herself that she was horribly sleepy.
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The night was very cold, and the fire
had gone out. The clock struck one.
How loud and solemn it sounded, in the
deep stillness that reigned through the
house ; a stillness always rendered more
intense during a heavy fall of snow.

The clock striking that one solitary
warning, completely roused Dorothy from
her half conscious state. She had so sel-
dom heard it mark that hour, during the
deep hush of night, that the unusual sound
smote upon her ear like the toll of the
death-bell. . She thought of the night she
had .spent upon the heath ; and her cheeks
grew cold and her teeth began to chatter.
Hark ! what was that? A deep growl
from Pincher, and now a furious barking
in the shed. A long, shrill whistle, once
or twice repeated. = Dorothy cautiously
mounted the stool, as a heavy foot sounded
on the stairs.

She was wide awake mnow. The
imaginary fears were gone, and she be-
came distinctly conscious of some great
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impending danger. She was not called
upén to battle with the spiritual powers of
darkness; but to exercise courage and
coolness, in circumventing the wickedness
of man—her spirit rose to the emergency,
and she felt as brave as a lion. She drew
down the dark slides of the lanthorn, and
applied her eyes to the panes of glass over

the door.

Some one crossed the floor, but the wide
hall was still in darkness. It did not long

" remain so. Raking among the ashes on

the hearth, a light was soon obtained by
the intruder; and then she saw a dark ill-
looking man, a.pproach\the table, and set
down the candle he had lighted, and
cautiously survey the apartmﬁw\)o
Satisfied that he was alone, he took from
a side pocket two large horse plslbls, and
from a belt under his woollen smock

frock, a long gleaming knife. He ex-
amined the locks of the pistols, cocked

them, drew the blade of the murderous
looking knife across his thumb, to see if it

e
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was in good working order, listened in-
tently, and then cursed the dog for making
that ““ infernal noise !”’ ’

His next step was to take some grease
from the candle, and’ apply to the large
iron bolts that secured the door, which he
cautiously and noiselessly withdrew, went
out into the court-yari beyond, and gave
the same sharp call whistle that had
startled Dorothy from her unquiet sleep.

Now, was her time, or never. Dorothy
slipped .off her shoes, sprang from her
hiding place, and quick as thought, closed

_upon the robber the massive outer-door,

and drew the heavy bolts back to their
fastenings. She then hastened to the
window and opening the narrow casement,
secured on the outside with stout iron
stancheons, she fired both the robber’s
pistols in succession at two dark figures
who were standing a few paces from the
house.

A heavy groan and a volley of horrible

execrations, followed this daring act; and

1
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thé ruffian made off dragging with him his
wounded or dead comrade.

¢ Thank God!” cried Dorothy, holding
. fast to the iron bars, to keep herself from
1 falling. I have saved their lives and my

. own.”

The report of the fire-arms awoke
Rushmere and his wife, who rushed half
dressed down &tairs, to see what had hap-
| pened to Dorothy, who now the reaction
; had come, had fallen to the floor in a dead
faint.

Rushmere lifted her up in his arms, and
placed her in his great arm-chair. His
wife brought the candle and looked in her
death pale face.

¢¢ She is not shot, Lawrence. There is
no blood upon her that I can see. Bring
me some water to dash in her face; she is
in a swoon.”

The shock of the cold water soon
brought Dorothy to herself. '

“ That horrible woman, I knew she was
a man;”’ were the first words she uttered.
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“ She came here in disguise to let in the
rest of the gang; and they would have
robbed and murdered us.”

“ And thou hast saved our lives my
brave lass,” cried Rushmere, grasping her
cold hand, which he was chafing in his
own. Should Gilly ever come back, I
‘will give him this brave little hand myself,
and feel proud of my daughter.” ,

Dorothy bent down and devoutly kissed
the old man’s hand. Her heart was too
full to. utter a word of thanks. She felt,
however, that a great victory had been
achieved, and that she had fought the
battle alone.

“ How did you find out, Dolly, that she
was a man P’ asked Mrs. Rushmere. I
saw nothing very particular about the
creature. I thought her large and ugly,
that was all.”

« I suspected that she was not a woman
when she first-came in. She did not step
through the house like one, nor look like
ome. ‘She had such heavy coarse eye-
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brows, such bold impudent eyes, and such
a dark shade about.the mouth and chin.
When father told me to get the nuts, I
determined to try and find out to which
sex she belonged, and satisfy my doubts.”
 Mercy, child! you must be a witch if
you could tell by that,” said Mrs. Rush-
mere. . :
“Oh, it ,wgs the easiest test in the
world. When I threw the nuts and told

her to catch, a real woman would have

made a wide lap to receive them; while
this creature clapped her knees close to-
gether. I knew instantly that it was a

man in woman’s clothes, and that he was

here for no good; and I determined to

keep watch over the.house while you

slepc.”

“Dolly, you be a hero! Yes, so you
be,”  cried Rushmere. ¢But how did
you keep from screeching out when you
found it was a man ?”

¢ That would \have betrayed my secret
and his; and as he had deadly weapons
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about him, might have led to the death
of us. Indeed, father, I felt too much
frightened to say a word.”

~“Were you not afraid, Dorothy, to
shew him up stairs?”’ said Mrs. Rush-
mere.

““Yes, and felt still more afraid, while
alone with him there. But our safety

_depended upon seeming to think him what

hd pretended to be. My indifference lulled
his suspicions to sleep.” :

. “Tt has been a wonderful deliverance,”
said Mrs. Rushmere, solemnly, ¢ wrought
by God, through the hands of a simple
country girl. Let us go down upon our
knees, Lawrence, and thank Him humbly
and heartily, for His great mercy.”

¢ Amen,” responded the yeoman. ¢ Do-
rothy, my child, kneel down beside me,
and lift up your heart in prayer.”
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CHAPTER IX.

DOROTHY GAINS FURTHER ENOWLEDGE OF THE
. WORLD.

Tl‘_HE next morning, Mr. Rushmere and
his hired man, tracked the robbers
by their foot-printy’in the snow; and the

_ marks of blood that stained its new fallen
‘whiteness, over the low meadows in front

of the house down to the sea shore. At -~

the water’s edge, all trace of them was lost.
It was evident, however, by many foot
marks on the sand at one particular spot,
that a boat during the night had been
put off from the beach, in which the
robbers, in all probability, had effected their

escape; and that they formed a portion .

of a_notorious gang of smugglers that in-
fested the coast.
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Before noon, Dorothy’s adventure was
known all over the parish, and formed the
theme of conversation, in the dwellings of
both rich and poor. Some applauded
her courage and coolness, and lauded the
generous self-devotion she had . shewn
to h,er,g; foster parents, in hazarding
her own hfe, in the attempt to save
them. - ‘

But the number of those capable of
appreciating the heroism of the young girl
was few. The larger portion of the ¢om-
munity were the envious detractors and
slanderers, who never can see any merit in
noble actions, of which they are themselves
incapable.

Dorothy in this, as in other matters,
had her enemies as well as her friends.

*“Only think of that horrible, bold crea-
ture—that Dorothy Chance,” said Nancy
Watling, addressing a knot of gossips,
‘gathered round the small shop in the
village, to retail the news, and procuré,
on the sly, a little smuggled tea, from the
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mistress of the establishment. ¢ She has
actually gone and shot a man, or next
thing to it. Such a wicked unwomanly
act. <If I were Mr. Rushmere I'd be afraid
of her robbing and shooting me.”

“Bless me! Miss Nancy, do tell us how

it all happened,” cried Mrs. Lane, the -

vendor in small wares. 1T thought that
girl looked as meek as a lamb. T'll never
trust in good looks again.”

“ Pray don’t, ma’am, or you'll be sure
to be deceived. She’s a wolf—a perfect
wolf. She shot the fellow in cold blood,
after he had left the house, and the door
was secured against him. I never heard
of such a piece of diabolical cruelty.”

¢ She desarves to be hanged, she do,”
cried Letty Barford. ¢ She'd think as
little of coaxing a woman’s husband from
her, as she wu’d of shooting a thief like a
doorg.” ‘

“And did the poor man really die?”
asked a pale young woman, hugging a
very small red-haired baby closer to her
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" breast, as if she expected this ferocious
Dorothy Chance to come and shoot it.

“The goodness knows!” continued
Nancy, “it will not be her fault if he
escaped.”

“ Nonsense, Nancy Watling, how spite-
ful you be,” remarked the elder Mrs. Bar-
ford, joining the group. “ Perhaps it’s
all false. A tale got up for the nonce,
in order to frighten away thieves from the
house. I would not like to live in such a
lonesome place, and old Rushmere, the
~only man on the premises of a night.

After this T hope they will let the servant
board with them.”

“ Aha,” cries Letty, * mother’s now just
let it out. Doan’t I begin to smell a fox.
Dolly played this trick on the old folks to
get a young feller into the house. Well,
she be a deep un, she be.”

“You inay be right, Mrs. Letty,” re-
turned Nancy Watling, “ that artful crea-
. ture is capable of anything.”

Thus her neighbours talked of Dorothy,
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suggesting the worst motives as the cause
of her recent adventure. Fortunately that
much abused individual was not conscious
of the cruel manner in which her conduct
was misrepresented by these worthies, or
the envy and malice with ~which they
sought to traduce her. She ‘had little
time to listen to the idle tale-bearers, who
are ever ready to fetch and carry from
house to house ill-natured reports, which,
if they do not invent, they never fail to
exaggerate, and leave worse than they
found them.

Mrs. Rushmere’s health had greatly de-
clined since Gilbert left them, and the
entire maﬁagement of the house now de-
volved on ]i)rothy, who, without grudge
or grumnbling, put out all her strength of
body and mind to meet the emergency.

Gilbert had always worked the farm in
conjunction with his father, but since he
left his home a man had been hired to
fulfil the duties which he had recklessly

abandoned. This involved considerable
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trouble and much additional expense.
Every exertion was necessary to make
the poor farm pay for the extra hand em-
ployed. |

A larger dairy was necessary, the
greatest industry and the strictest eco-
nomy were called into requisition, to make
both ends meet, and lay by a little for
the future.

Dorothy was up with the dawn, and
the night was often far advanced, before
the labours of the day were finished. Her
board and clothing, the latter of the'very
plainest description—was all that the
noble-hearted girl received for her unre-
mitting toil.

Weary and overtasked, she never re-
pined. The Rushmeres had protected her
friendless childhood ; they were Gilbert’s
parents, and that was enough to satisfy
the warm loving heart, that only lived. for
him and them—her unselfish nature needed
no stronger stimulus for exerting herself
in their behalf. ,
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She was often told by busy tattlers that
she was a fool for working so hard for
such poor wages, that she would earn a
better living for herself elsewhere ; but she
-always silenced these mischief-makers, by
coldly telling them ‘to mind their own

business, that she was comfortable and

contented, and stood in no need of their
adyice and assistance.”

She would have found a great consola-
tion in writing to Gilbert, and telling him
all the troubles that had befallen her since
they parted ; but on a careful examination
of his letter, she perceived that he had
omitted to give them his direction, or the
slightest clue to discover his whereabouts,
and she was forced to abandon the idea.
He had written once—it was more than

probable that hé“would soon write to them ,

again.
But then—that terrible battle that was
to be fought, haunted her mind like a

waking nightmare. He might be killed,

"and those to whom he was so dear might
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never learn his fate till the regiment re-
turned to England. Then tears would
cloud the beautiful black eyes, and the
labours of the long day fell more heavily
from the willing hands. She could not
cheer the absentee with the home news,
for which he craved so eagerly ; she could
only prove her undying love, by infusing
fresh hope into the drooping hearts of his
parents, and praying for his safety.

In January, the battle of Corunna was
fought, and the heroic Sir John Moore
found a soldier’s grave upon the ramparts
of the city.

Lawrence Rushmere came home from
market greatly excited. He had borrowed
the county paper of a farmer he knew,
and Dorothy was called to read to the old
people the thtglling account of the battle,
that had been dearly bought by the loss
of the gallant British leader.

The regiment was spoken of in
the highest terms ; it had been in the heat
of the action, and had been terribly cut up.

Q2
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The number, not the names of the pri-
vate soldiers who had been killed, was
alone recorded. Captain Fitzmorris was
mentioned as having been severely
wounded—the rest of the sad list were
all strangers to them. "

There was a long pause. :

Dorothy softly put down the paper, and
walked to the window. Her lips were
silent, but her heart poured forth an
earnest prayer for her absent lover. She
heard the deep sobs of his mother, and
her own tears gushed forth, to relieve the
intolerable anguish of suspense—that
worst torture of the human heart.

Rushmere was the first to speak. His
voice was husky and tremulous. ¢ I'm
not a rich man,” he said, “yet I would
almost give all I have in the world to
know this hour -that I.have a living
son. s
“Oh, my boy! my Gilly!” cried the
fond mother, “we shall yet see him
again |” '
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 Whether he be dead or living,” con-

tinued the farmer, too much absorbed by
his own anxious fears to notice the words

of his wife, I am sartain sure that he ac- |

quitted himself like a man. Aye, that a’
did.” His eyes kindled as he raised them
to the picture over the mantel-shelf. “ An’
no thanks to him. Is he not a Briton,
wi’ the blood of brave men running in his
veins? To fight well for his country, an’
to die for’t, if need be, was only what his
fathers did afore him. Courage was born
in ’em all.”

The burst of enthusiasm over, the old
man closed his eyes, and sank back in his
chair, muttering, in a subdued voice.

¢ Ah, it’s very fine talking, but natur is
natur after all. It doth not remove the
fear that’s gnawing at my heart about
the lad. What do’st thou say, dame?”’

He opened his eyes wide, to keep back
the fast coming ‘tears, and fixed them

with an earnest gaze upon the meek pale
face of his wife:
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She rose up slowly from her seat, came
behind his chair, and pulling his head
back, bent, reverently down and kissed
his broad forehead.

“God comfort thee, Lawrence. He
knows what is best for us. I can’t feel
that Gilly is dead: Something in my
heart tells me that he is living. I mever
mistrust that voice.”

“ God bless you, mother dear, for the
cheering hope,” said Dorothy, smiling
through her tears. “You were a true
prophet before. 'Why should you be
deceived now? How I wish,” she con-
tinued in a sadder tone, ¢ that I had more
faith. That I could really believe that
Gilbert was safe and well.”

“ My heart seldom deceives me,” said
the old lady, “or I should say, that
mysterious something that speaks in my
heart. While God gives us this blessed
hope, I don’t think it right to look only
on the dark side of things. ’Tis mistrust-
ing His providence.”

o Wi pmeeterel N — ™~



DOROTHY GAINS KNOWLEDGE. 231

Mr. Rushmere had no such hope. No-
thing would convince him that his son
was alive. The more his kind wife exerted
herself to comfort him, the more obsti-
nately he persisted in maintaining his own
sombre views. Mrs. Rushmere thought
that a good night’s rest would restore his
mind to its usual séfenity. She was mis-
taken. He never slept that night at all,
but kept lamenting for Gilbert, and
calling upon him through the long hours
-of darkness; accusing himself of being
the cause of his death, by refusing to
santion his marriage with Dorothy.

“ And the poor little maid,” he said,
‘“ it was piteous to look in her face an’ see
her pining away for the loss o’ her sweet-
heart. He had been a cruel hard father.
It was only just that he should be punished
for his pride and avarice.”

Dorothy tried to master her own mental
sufferings, (for, like the old man, she
believed that Gilbert was dead,) in order
to lessen his sorrowful self-upbraidings,
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till she could bear the agonies of suspense
no longer, and determined to take a bold
step to ascertain the truth.

Lord Wilton had just returned to Heath
Hall, and was the father of the Captain
Fitzmorris, under whom Gilbert served.
She argued that it was more than pro-
bable that he had heard from his wounded
son,.and thrqugh him they might obtain
some news of Gilbert. It was a forlorn
hope, but drowning people catch at
straws. She would say nothing to the
old people, but go herself, and see Lord
Wilton, and try if he would interest him-
gelf in their behalf, and find out if their
son had been killed in the engagement.

When once this idea had taken posses-
sion of her mind, she could not rest until
it was carried out. She had many fears
and misgivings on the subject, but love
conquered them all, and she resolved to
make the effort as soon as her morning’s
work was over.

-

The aristocracy in the present day are
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not regarded with the solemn awe, that
their very names inspired among the
peasantry sixty years agh. A great lord
was a sort of demi-god in his own district ;
it would have been,,:’lsa,crilege to imagine
that he was made jof the same flesh and
blood as his tenants and hirelings.

People lowered their voice, and spoke
of him in mysterious tones, when they
mentioned his name and told of his doings.
If they met upon the road, they stood
with uncovered heads, till the majestic
presence had passed by, without daring
to lift their eyes to his face, lest he should
feel annoyed by their vulgar gaze.

They all knew that King George was
their lawful sovereign, and every fourth of
June they met in the nearest town, to
shout his name and drink his health on
his birth-day, and felt very loyal and very
proud of their sovereign. -But they had
never seen this famous king, and only
knew of him by hear-say. )

It was after all the great man of 'the
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parish, the lord of the manor, to whom
their real homage was&given, whom they
regarded as their legitimate ruler. It was
he who fixed their tithes and rent, and
was the stern magistrate before whom
they appeared at the quarter sessions
to answer to complaints and misde-
meanors.

Dorothy hag never seen Lord Wilton.
He had inherited a very fine estate in
Devonshire through his mother. Prefer-
ring the climate and scenery of that coun-
try to his own, he rarely visited Heath
Hall, the genial breezes of the south,
agreeing much better with a shattered
constitution, than the rude gales of the
bleak north-east coast. It was only lately
that he had returned to his native place,
and had expressed, in an eloquent speech,
made at a public dinner given on the
important occasion, his determination
of ending his days in the home ~of his
ancestors.

Great had been the rejoicing of his
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tenantry at the return of their long
absent landlord. An insolent overbearing
steward had reigned absolute monarch of
the soil, during a long period of fifteen
years. A most unpopular substitute,
hard and exacting, who had carried
things with a high hand, extorting from
the tenantry a fortune, at the expense of
his lord’s reputation.

But this was all changed. The unjust
steward bad been discharged, and Lord
Wilton had gained golden opinions from
his poorer neighbours, by listening kindly
to" their relation bf grievances, and re-
dressing them to the best of his ability.

His return had formed the nine day’s

_ wonder of Hanstone, his name was in

everybody’s mouth, and people were never
tired of talking about. him, of his personal
appearance, his politics, his religious
opinions, which they observed were pecu-
liar, his great wealth, and- even his long
chenshed grief for a wife, who had been
dead upwards of tweuty years, and for

=
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whose sake he had remained a widower
for the best period of his life.

Some called him 'proud, some called him
cold and reserved, but all agreed that he
was a good man, though rather eccentric,
and very kind to the poor.

He went very little into society, was

‘seldom a day absent from the Hall, but
took great seeming delight in long rambles
on foot, or on horseback, about the parish,
visiting the sick poor, and dispensing his
charity with his own hands.

A pale, silent melancholy man, of tem-
perate habits and literary tastes, and
scarcely likely to become popular among a

. set of rude agriculturists, Lord Wilton was
not only popular but beloved by all classes,
for he was alike gentlemanly and be-
nevolent to all.

He had been a soldier in his youth, and
had fought bravely for his country, but a
gerious wound, received during the
American war, had injured his health, and
unfitted him for active service. "He had

~
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possessed great political influence, and
had earned the reputatign of an eloquent
speaker in the house ;;’but he had witl -
drawn from the public arena, as if tired
with the world and all things in it, to end
his days in the quiet and retirement of the
country.
Dorothy had heard all these circum-
stances in his lordship’s history discussed
at church and market, and she felt a great
awe of the big man, and the idea of ap-
pearing before him, in her rustic simplicity,
troubled her exceedingly. In vain she said
to herself, '
- “Heisbut a man. Isit not cowardly

to feel afraid of him ? If he does not re-
turn me an answer, or refuses to listen to
me, it won’t kill me. I can’t see father
pining and fretting himself to death about
his son, without doing something to re-
lieve his mind. I will go, come what may.
Besides,” she added, with charming can-
“dour, ““ I want to hear news of Gilbert as
badly as he does.”
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Having arrived at this conclusion,
Dorothy dared not wait to let her courage
cool, but dressing herself very neatly,
slipped out at the back-gate, and took her
way over the fields to Heath Hall.

Pincher met her in the lane, but she
sternly told him “ to go home,” fearing lest
his rugged appearance, and countrified
manners, might not suit the high bred
dogs at the Hall.

It was a keen frosty morning, cold but
cheery looking. Gleams of pale sunshine
rested upon the mossy trunks of the
mighty oak trees, that flanked the entrance
to the park, and danced and quivered

among the fintastic shapes thrown by

their leafless branches on the ground. The
air was clear and bracing, the crisp grass,
with its coating of crystal, rustled beneath
her feet, as Dorothy walked briskly for-
ward, in spite of her trepidation and fears

for the result of her visit, charmed by the

beauty of the scene.
The carriage road to the Hall was a

L
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long“ gradual ascent, winding among
picturesque clumps of stately forest trees,
the old building crowning the height of

" -the hill, a grand baronial edifice, built in

the middle ages, whose massy walls and
towers seemed to bid defiance to decay.

A flight of broad stone steps led to the
entrance, but Dorothy. knew. that that
carved and ornamented door was never
opened but to titled guests, and she stole -
round, unobserved, to the back of the
house, and rang at the gate that led to

_ the servants’ hall.

Her gentle summons was answered
by a tall powdered footman in blue and

_silver livery.

“Miss Dorothy Chance! is that you?
What has brought you out this cold

- morning ?  Fresh butter and eggs,

I suppose. Have you any with you to
sell ?” ,

““ Not before the end of next week,
Mr. Frisk,” returned Dorothy, with a
curtsey. “Our cows have fallen off

\
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greatly since the winter set in, and all
the eggs I can get now are from a few
March pullets, ‘who began to lay some
days ago.”

She looked up and smlled pleasantly,
then added, in a lower tone, 1 came on
a little private business of my own. Can
I speak with Mrs. Brand ?”

Mrs. Brand was the housekeeper, and
well-known to Dorothy, from whom she
generally bought most of her dairy pro-
duce, and one, whom Dorothy com-
monly specified as ‘ the dear old l'ady at
the Hall.” )

Mrs. Brand had filled the important

place of housekeeper for two generations,

her own identity being completely merged
in the superior grandeur of the family
with whom she served. In her own
estimation there was no such person as
" Mrs. Brand. The housekeeper to the
great Lord Wilton, was hox;our enough
to satisfy her moderate ambition.

She was a busy bustling little womaa, in
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.a lace cap and rich black silk gown, who

reigned in undisputed dignity over the
domestics in the establishment. Held in
great esteem by her noble master, Mrs.
Brand was consulted by him on all matters
of minor importance. " Through her all his
orders were’ conveyed to the servants,
from her they redeived their wages, and
were retained or discharged according to
her pleasure. She was treated by them °
with a certain degree of homage, little
inferior to that which they would have
accorded to the legitimate mistress of the
house.

The old lady knew her power, and exer-
cised it wisely and well, and truly deserved
the character bestowed upon her by her
lordly master. .

¢ An honest faithful woman, who had
the interest of the family at heart,
and who saved him a deal of trouble
in the' management of his domestic
affairs.” |

Dorothy Chance and her strange history

VOL. L. B
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were both well-known to Mrs. Brand.
She had often called at Heath Farm, to
order supplies of fresh butter and cream-
cheese, and always spoke of the beauty
and industry of the foundling in terms
of praise, which had made her name
quite familiar among the people at the
Hall. '

Mrs. Brand was busy reckoning up her
weekly accounts, in her own pleasant
little room, when Mr. Frisk rapped at
the door, and putting in his powdered
head, said, in his blandest tones,

“I'm sorry to disturb you, ma’am, but
here is Dorothy Chance from the Farm,
wishing to speak with you.”

Putting aside her papers, with rather
a vexed air—(for the ordering of her
accounts was always a great task to the
good housekeeper,)—she told the tall
footman to show the young woman
in. ' :

“ Well, Dorothy,” she cried, holding
out her hand to the bright girl, as she
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stood all glowing and radiant from her
walk before her, ¢ what is your business
with me ?” .

‘ Please, ma’am,” returned Dorothy,
blushing with pleasure at her kind recep-
.tion, “I came to ask of you a very great
favour.” )

“Indeed! What isit, child? Do, you”
wish to go into respectable service ? s
it a character you require? If so1 will
give you a good one, with m/y whole
heart.” -

“ Oh, no, ma’am, I am not going to
leave home again.-—T wanted to say a few
words in private to my lord.”

The old lady took off her spectacles,
and looked sharply at Dorothy.

“ What can a young girl like you have
to say to my lord? Will not saying it
to me do quite as well P’

¢ Perhaps it would. But indeed, Mrs.
Brand, I would rather, if you think I am
not too bold, say what I have to say to
him myself.”

R 2
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The housekeeper shook her head doubt-
ingly—

“Did you ever speak to Lord Wilton
before ¢’

“Never. I don’t even know him by
sight.” o

Mrs. Brand looked relieved.

“Then what can you have to say to
him, my dear ?”

“It is a little private business of my
own.” ' .

Mrs. Brand looked very serious.

“Have any of the servants here been
making love to you, Dorothy ?”’

“ No, no, nothing of the sort,” and
Dorothy laughed merrily, “I know as
little of them as I do of his lordship.”

“ Lord Wilton is a single man,” said
Mrs. Brand, gravely. ‘Do you think it
qmte prudent for a young girl to ask him
. questions ?”

Dorothy looked puzzled. She certainly

. did not comprehend Mrs. Brand’s pru-

dery.
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“You see, ma’am,” she continued,
with the same charming frankness, ¢ our
Gilbert is with the army in Spain, and
serves in the same regiment with Captain
Fitzmorris, my lord’s son. A great battle
has been fought at Corunna, and we don’t
know whether Gilbert has been killed or
not. Mr. Rushmere is fretting himself to
death with anxiety about his son. I
thought that Lord Wilton might be able
to give us some information respecting
him, and if I could but speak to him-
self, and tell him all the anguish we
are suffering, I feel certain, by the cha-
racter for benevolence that he bears, that
he would either confirm or remove our
apprehensions, by, writing to his son,
whose servant Gilbert is.”

“ Aye—now you talk sense, Dorothy.
You should have told me this at first.
I have no doubt that his lordship will
do what he can for you. Poor dear
man, he has been in great trouble about

Viscount”—Mrs. Brand placed a par-
.
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ticular emphasis upon the title, as if .to
reprove Dorothy for her omission of it
—*¢ Fitzmorris, ever since he saw in the
papers that he was badly wounded. He
has shut himself up, and scarcely tasted
food since he got the news. It may be
some relief to his mind to know that a
neighbour is fretting about an only son
too. Sit d'cl)wn,, Dorothy, I will go to
his study and see if my lord can speak
‘with you.”

In a few minutes the good woman
returned, and told Dorothy to follow her
to the library.

« His lordship,” she said, “was en-
gaged just then -finishing a letter, and
would see her presently.”

As they were leaving the housekeeper’s’
room, Mr. Frisk again presented himself,
and with a low bow to Mrs. Brand,
and a stare of intense admiration at
Dorothy, informed the elder female that
Mrs. Martin, the curate’s wife, was wait-
ing to speak to her.
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“Tell her to step in here, Frisk, I will
be back directly. Something about the
Sunday-school, that my lord is about to
establish,” whispered Mrs. Brand to
Dorothy. ¢ They cannot get on without
consulting me. This Mrs. Martin, our
curate’s wife, my lord wants to be super-
intendent of the'sc/h@ My lord says, she
is a clever well-educated person, and he
knows best ; but between ourselves, I think
her a poor, broken-spirited, yea and for-
sooth, young woman, with a large small
family, and a nursing baby. She does
not like the project at all.

“¢Mrs. Brand,’ says she, ¢these
Sunday-schools may answer very well in
great cities, where the people are so
wicked, but take my word for it, they
will never do in a country-place, where
the houses are so far apart, and the
children have such a distance to come,
and the winter days are so short.
Besides, what’s the use of my lord
making such a fuss about teaching the
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poor. Does he want his servants to be
as clever as himself—to read his books
and papers instead of dusting his library.
Learning and wealth make the only
distinction between him and his people.
If he gives them the one, the other will
soon follow. It's little the poor folks
will care for the title of my lord, when
they find out’ that their title of free men
possesses more real dignity.’

“Yes, my dear, she had the impu-
dence to speak of the nobility in that dis-
respectful manner, as if there was nothing
at all in blood, or superiority of race.”

1 thought it was the fine clothes and
the money made the difference,” sug-

- gested Dorothy, whose feelings were mnot

so decidedly aristocratic as those of the
well-paid domestic. “That, at least, in
the church, the rich and poor met to-
gether, and the Lord was the maker of
them all.”

¢ And so He is, Dorothy, for the Bible
says 80; but it is after a different fashion, |

»
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as you will see, when you look at the

pictures in the library of my lord’s an-
cestors.” “ .

« Ancestors | what be they "’

“Why, Dorothy, are you so ignorant ?
Did you never hear father Rushmere talk
of his ancestors? He comes of a gooq
race. I have heard my lord say, that
in the old times the Rushmeres owned this
grand house, and nearly all the land in
this and the neighbouring parish.”.

Dorothy opened wide her large black
eyes, full of surprise and wonder, and she
looked around the vast hall they had
entered, with its marble pavement and .
magnificent staircase of polished oak, in
whose broad steps she could see the re-
flection of her own sweet face, and the
beautiful carved railings. presented fine
specimens of mediaeval art.

“The f Rushmeres don’t look different
now,” she said, “from other folk. What
brought\fabout the change ?”’ ,

“They fought against their lawful king.
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Traitors are always punished, and 8o it
has happened to them.” ‘

y “ But could that change the blood 7’
asked Dorothy.

“My dear, you have heard of wine
turning sour when exposed to the common
air. A clear stream becomes impure when
it flows into 4 muddy marsh.”

Dorothy, with her shrewd common
sense, could not comprehend Mrs. Brand’s
philosophy, and she thought it better not

4 to contradict her, so reverting back to
o the Sunday-school, she inquired when it
. E\a‘s to go into operation.

¢ Directly my lord can get teachers to
5 . suit him. Mrs. Martin says, that she

f can’t attend to it after the service, on

account of her baby, and having to see )

to the other children, and she begged me

to make her excuses to my lord. Ithought

that he’d be terribly angry. But, God bless

. him, he only laughed, and, says he, ¢ Mrs.
Brand, the poor woman is right. ButI

- don’t mean my school to be knocked on
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the head by Mrs. Martin’s baby. How
many children have they ?’

“¢Lots, my lord,’ says I. ¢Parsons
have always large families. The poorer
they be, the more children.’ Then he
laughs again. ‘Do they keep a nurse-
maid, Mrs, Brand ? o

“¢Ah, my lord, they have barely
enough to keep themselves. He has not
more than eighty pounds a year.’

“Then he sighs, and says, ¢ Ah, that
is sad. I must see to that. The poor
soul might well begrudge the time to
be spent in attending to the school.
Her own children have the. first claim
upon a mother’s heart. When next
Mrs. Martin calls, I must see her, Mrs.
Brand.’

“Now, Dorothy, this is my lord’s
library,” continued the "voluble house-
keeper, showing her young companion
into & spacious apartment fronting
_ the park. “I must leave you here, while
I go down to Mrs. Martin. You can
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amuse yourself by looking at the pictures
till my lord comes.” .

*¢ And how am I to address him ?” cried
Dorothy, turning faint with fear.

“ Curtsey to him, when he comes into
the room, and ask his pardon for the
liberty you take in venturing to speak to
him, and then tell him your business, in
as few words as you can.”

“Am I to call him my lord every time
I address him ?” ‘

“Of course. But don’t seem afraid of
him. He says that he hates people to
worship him, as if he were an idol of fesh
and blood. He likes a man to speak out
his mind like a man, which you know is
very condescending on his part. He will
find very few men in the country, that dare
do it.” ‘

Dorothy thought she knew one, as the
good woman closed the door, and left her
alone in the magnificent apartment. Per-
haps she was wrong in .her estimate.
Time will prove. And then she drew an
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involuntary sigh, when she recallell the
housekeeper’s words that the Rushmeres
had, in the old times, been the owners of
Heath Hall, and had lost it, because
they could not bow down fo idols of flesh
and blood.

L ,{,_:C'
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CHAPTER X.
DoROTAY AND LOED WILTON.

WAS Dorothy dreaming — could she
'V really be awake—when she first step-

-ped into that lofty reom, and gazed upon

her magnificent surroundings—was she in
fairy land—was that the every day sun,
that was pouring a flood of wintry light
upon gilded cornice and carved panel—
upon inlaid tables, covered with miniature
gems of art, collected at great expense
from distant lands?

The best, the only oil paintings Do-
rothy had ever seen, were the pictures
on the door of the cupboard, in the
hall at Heath Farm. She had always
thought them very terrible and beautiful—
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she did not know that they once had
formed a part of the collection, which now
dazzled her sight upon these walls. That
persons competent to judge of their merit
would in after years pronounce them of
priceless value.

“ Oh, what a beautiful place. It is too
grand to be inhabited by people who have
to work for their daily bread—who have
to wear mean clothes, and soil their
hands with disagreeable labour.”

A deep sigh—the first of unfeigned re-
gret for her lowly station—perhaps of
envy—broke from the lips of* the wonder-

ing girl.

She was just then standing before a

large mirror, which not only reflected her
full length figure, but almost every other
object in the room.

Why does she start and gaze so intently
into its magic depths. Is it the reflection
of that lovely face—so fresh and glowing
from the hands of the great life artist;
which she has never beheld to such advan-

It
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tage before; that brings the heightened
colour to her cheeks and upon which she
gazes with such pride and pleasure ? She
stands spell bound. One hand lightly
raised, her eyes immoveably fixed upon
the glass.

“Well, my pretty girl,” said a rich
mellow voice at her side, “what do you
think of the picsure?” This was said half
in jest, half in earnest.

Dorothy started. “It is very beauti-
ful.”

“I think so too,” returned the stranger,
who was no other than Lord Wilton
himself, smiling at the simplicity of his
charming young visitor.

“Did you ever see it before P’

“Never I” said Dorothy, without re-
moving her eyes from the mirror. “Js not
the likeness wonderful ? It makes me foel
half afraid, as if the soul of the lady had
returned to earth in me.”

“I see, Isee what you are looking at
now ; yes,/it is the same face, the same

A
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dark liquid eyes, the same rich wealth of
raven hair,” and he pointed to one of the
beautiful family portraits, suspended upon
the wall behind them; whose face was
faithfully reflected in the glass, side by
side with that of the young country
maiden.

‘““ What a strange coincidence! can this
be a mere freak of nature!” He continued
musingly. “ My good girl who are you,
and what is your name ?”

There was an eager restless expression
in the nobleman’s melancholy dark eyes,
as he turned to Qorothy and gazed upon
her with a glance which penetrated to her
inmost soul.

Dorothy rightly surmised that the
stranger was Lord Wilton. Her atten-
tion had been so forcibly drawn to the
picture, that she only now began to re-
cognize the fact. She thought that he
was displeased by the familiar manner in
which she had addressed him, and turn-
ing pale, began visibly to tremble.

VOL. I 8
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“Forgive me, my lord, for not calling
you by your title; I meant to do so, but
indeed, you took me by surprise; I hardly
knew to whom I was speaking.”

And poor frightened- Dorothy stopped,

overwhelmed with the consciousness of
~ her rudeness and presumption, and made
several low and, for her, very graceful
curtseys. t

Her companion regarded her with an
amused but serious smile, * speak to me
as you would to any other gentleman, and
_ now answer my question. What is your
name ?”’ ‘

‘ Dorothy Chance, my lord.”

*“ Dorothy I again he turned upon her
that strange eager glance.  That lady’s
name was Dorothy I” and he looked up
‘at the picture with a sigh. ‘She was
the best of women. My dear and honoured
mother—the Lady Dorothy Granville.
Who are your parents? Who in this
neighbourhood bears such an odd name
_as Chance ?’
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“No one, my lord, saving myself, and
I come by it oddly emough. I am the
child of whom your lordship may have
heard, who farmer Rushmere found upon
the heath fifteen years ago, clinging to
the bosom of her dead mother, who, it
-was supposed, perished during the night
in a fearful storm. I could only just
speak a few broken words, and could tell
nothing about my poor mother, only that
she called me her Dolly ; so the good far-
mer had me christened Dorothy Chance,
- to signify that I came to him by chance.
His wife adopted me a8 her daughter, and
I have lived with them ever since.”

Lord Wilton listened with breathless
attention. ““Did your foster parents ever
find out who your mother was ?”

«“She was a stranger in these parts, no
one had ever seen her before.”

“ Was there anything on her person,
or in her appearance by which she could
be identified.”

* Nothing, my lord. Father has often
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told me that she must have been very
poor ; that he never saw a body so wasted
by starvation and misery. Her clothing

wus very scanty and ragged, and com-

posed of the coarsest materials, begged,
he supposed, from some poor creature,
not quite so destitute as herself. She
was very young, and he thought, at one
time, must have been very pretty.’ He
cut off a lock of her hair—I have it here,
my lord,” and Dorothy took from her
neck a black ribbon, to which was suspen-
ded a large old-fashioned silver locket, and
put it into Lord Wilton’s hand. It con-
tained a thick tress of golden brown
He took the sad memento, all that re-
mained to the poor girl of her mother,
with a trembling hand, and went to the
window to examine it.

Over his pale face a more deadly pallor
stole. He looked at it with a long earnest
gaze, then returned it with a deep sigh to
the wondering girl. ;

Y
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 And this is all.”

“ All but a plain wedding ring which I
have on my finger.”

“Oh! let me see that.”

“It is just like any other ring of the
sort, my lord. It can tell nothing.”

She held out her small sunburnt hand.

He clasped it eagerly in his own, and
with some difficulty, drew the ring from
her finger.

This underwent the same strict scrutiny .-
that he had bestowed upon the locket, but
his countenance betrayed still deeper emo-
tion.

“Keep that ring!” he said solemnly,
replacing it upon her finger. * Keep it
as you would your life. It may be the
means of restoring you to him who put it
on your mother’s finger. - And the locket
—was that hers ?”

-¢ No, my lord ; it was given to me by
Mrs. Rushmere.”

“ And these people—these Rushmeres

—are they kind to you, Dorothy ?”
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“Yes, very kind. The only friends I
have in the world.”

¢ And what brought you to see me this
morning P”’ ' :

““Oh, my lord, it was on their account I
came. They have an oni:y" son—Gilbert

Rushmere. Last summer—it was just in
\

the middle of the hay tide, and we were
very busy at the farm—Gilbert quarrelled
with his father about me.”” Dorothy
looked down and blushed.

“ Go on, my good girl !”

“We had loved each other from boy
and girl ; but the old man would not give
his consent to our marriage, and I would
not marry Gilbert without. Father was
so angry that he told me to leave the
house, and hoping to make peace by so
doing, I left and went to live at Hadstone
with Mrs. Barford. I did not stay away.
long. Gilbert went and listed for & soldier,
and I came back to comfort the old people
in their trouble. Father would have
bought Gilbert off, but he did not get the

na
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bad news until after he had sailed; and
we have been so unhappy ever since.”

- Here Dolly’s voice, which had sank al-
most to a whisper, failed her altogether,
and she turned from Lord Wilton to wipe
away the tears that were streaming down
her rosy cheeks.

* “ Why did Mr. Rushmere object ‘to his

son mafrying a good industrious girl like
you ?”’

 Ah, my lord, can you wonder at it?” -

sobbed Dorothy. * From my heart I Gever
blamed him. The old man is proud—is
come of a good stock ; Gilbert is his only
son’; he could not bear that he should take
for his wife the child of some nameless
beggar. It was too much for me to ask
or expect at his hands. After Gilbert was
gone he relented, but it was too late then.

.Gilbert wrote some time ago, and told us _

that he was rwonci}ed to his new life, and

was serv\fng-fi'n’\t.bg —— regiment under-

your son, Captain Fitzmorris, whose ser-
vaat he was; that they were hourly ex-
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pecting an engagement with the French.
Oh, my lord, the battle has been fought,
and we have not heard from Gilbert.”

Dorothy wrung her hands in uncontroll-
able anguish. * Mr. Rushmere is in des-
pair. He will believe that his son is
killed; and I slipped away unknown to
him this morning to ask your lordship if
you could tell me anything about him.”

“ My poor girl, I will make inquiries
respecting him, and let you know. I am
just writing to my son. God knows if he
be still alive. I can only hope and trust
in his mercy. My mind, Dorothy, is just
now overwhelmed by the same horrible
anxiety which you find so hard to bear.
This cruel suspense, this hope, which
keeps alive despair, is the most painful of

human maladies.”
~ He walked several times through the spa-
cious apartment in deep thought, then:
suddenly _returning to the side of the
' weeping girl, he took her hand and pressed
it warmly between his own.’

A

s,
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“Dry your tears, Dorothy; you have

deeply interested me in your sad history.
You shall never want a friend while I live.
If Gilbert Rushmere returns, and money
be the only obstacle that separates you,
tell Mr. Rushmere that I will give you a
wedding portion that shall more than
satisfy him.”

“ My lord, I would rather you would
not,” said Dorothy, in a tone of alarm,
withdrawing her hand, and looking as
proud as the lady whose portrait she so

strongly resembled. ¢ If I am not worthy
" to be his daughter, penniless as I am,
money could never purchase the love and
respect I crave, and which could alone
make me happy

*“ Bravo | my little herome, cried Lord
Wilton, the kindling cheeks and flashing

eyes of Dorothy filling him with surprise

and admiration. * Your nobility exceeds
mine; I am only noble by birth, but your
lofty spirit springs from a greatness of
mind inherent in your nature.”

Mo ) e eeSs———— |
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“ My lord I” said Dorothy, ‘ you speak
too highly of that which I only consider
my duty. I feel most grateful to you for
your kindness, for your generous sym-
pathy in my sorrow, but I cannot accept
your bounty. And now I will leave you, '
and carry your gracious promise about
Gilbert, to -his parents, which will
dry their tears and make them very
glad.”

With a low reverence, the country girl
glided from the room.

Lord Wilton remained standing by the
table where she left him ; his arms folded,
his eyes bent upon the ground, lost in pro-
foul)d thought. An expression of intemse
mental suffering passed over his face; he
clasped his hands. tightly’ together and
spoke unconsciously aloud.

“ At last the long search is over. The
hope deferred—the agony of doubt and
fear has culminated in the grave. Death—
and such a death! Oh, my God! I see—
I feel it all. Destitute—forsaken—alone.
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Her sole attendants, starvation and de-
spair—perhaps crime. Who can tell the
straits to which misery may have reduced
its unfortunate victim. To die amidst
storm and darkness with a helpless little

one clasped to the fond heart growing cold -

and unconscious, in the chill. embrace of
the destroyer. Alice, my beloved, my lost
darling, such then was your fate. * * *

“Were your last thoughts with meé in
that desolate hour? Did you forgive -me,

for the sorrow and suffering which my sel- -

fish love had drawn down upbn that .in-

nocent head. If you can read my heart,

pity me, oh pity me, for I am desolate and
in misery! Never, never can we meet
again. Never can I now make atonement
for the wrongs I inflicted. Never hope
for peace or happiness again. The past
irrevocablethe future ablank. Remorse
jcannot restore. The vain

tortured heart, have made earth a hell for
the last twenty years, and vengeance is

-

isfied cravings of the

Y:f‘-“\ .
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now complete. Oh, my God, have mercy
upon me! I cryto Thee in the stilly night.
I stretch my hands out to Thee in the
darkness, but no answer of peace comes
to my agonized pniyers.”

He bowed his head upon his trembling
hands. The storm of conscience swept
on—all its waves went surging over his
soul, and broke forth in stified moans,
wrung from the depths of the bruised and
tortured heart. At length he grew
calmer, and began to reason on the facts
of the case. \

“I.may be mistaken. What proof have
I that the nameless vagrant was my lost
love? A lock of sunny hair—a ring—the
likeness of her child to me and mine. The
cold unfeeling men of the. world would

“laugh sncg evidenoe to scorn.”

He glanced up at his mother's picture,
and his thoughts took a new turn. * Yes,
that lovely girl is her child. Did not my
heart burn within me, while she was talk-
ing with me ? Did I not long to clasp her -
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_ in my arms and claim her as my own—the
all that is left me of my beloved ?

“I will restrain my feelings. I will not
take her from her happy obscurity—
separate her from the man she loves. The
secret which her mother kept so bravely
for my sake, which she carried dowq with
her to the grave, shall rest there. I
will keep down my swelling heart—will
chain my lips in eternal silence, and
prove my love for her by self-abnega-
tion.”

A low rap at the door was several
times repeated before it was noticed by
Lord Wilton.

“My lord,” said Mrs. Brand, pre-
senting herself before him, with her
usual deep reverence, *‘Mrs. Martin is
below, and wishes to speak with you.”
Struck with the unusual paleness of her
master’s face, and its melancholy expres-
sion, she said, with maternal anxiety.

“ My lord, you are ill. You must not
give way t Lord Fitsmorris. His
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wounds may not be so dangerous as
they are represented. Newspapers do not
always tell the truth.”-

“Mrs. Brand, he is my qply som,”

returned the nobleman, not sorry to find -

his grief attributed to a legitimate cause.
“ The uncertaint)a respecting him de-
presses me greatly. If I knew the worst,
I could bear it like a man. Show Mrs.
Martin up. I can speak to her now.”
Mrs. Martin was a thin delicate look-
ing woman, very pale, and very care-
worn, with an expression of patient
endurance in her fg.ce, Aparipful‘_‘t'o_i rl_)e_l}old.

She was no worshipper of rank or
wealth, though 'a perfect lady in her
appearance and manners. Experience
had taught her that -money was an
imperative , want, by no means to be
despised ; that without an adequate supply
the mnecessaries of life could mnot be
procured. That love in a cottage was a

~ pleasant dream. The waking reality by

no means so agreeable.

4
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“ My lord,” she said, addressing him
with great candour and  firmmness, “I
have given your proposal the most careful
consideration, and 'willing as I am to
oblige you, and to discharge a Christian
duty, I find that I cannot conscientiously
undertake the management of your gchool.
I have six children. The eldest a boy

of nine years old, the youngest a baby -
of only three months.”

Her pale cheeks flushed.
“We are too poor, my lord, to keep
a servant. I take care of my own

Henry is too young to be entrusted
with the charge of so many little ones
during my absence at school, and my
mind would be so full of anxiety about
them, that I could not attend to my
scholars as I could wish. I hope you will
take these unfortunate circumstances as
a sufficient apology for my declining the
situation.”

“ We are all called upon to make sacri-

’

- cbﬂd!i@;-ﬂlld, stil& work of the house.——— e
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' fices forthe good of our fellow-creatures,
Mrs. Martin, but we 8t not do so at
the expense of more sacred duties. I
should be sorry to lay upon you, my
dear madam, a burthen greater than the
one you have already to bear. Now
listen to what I have to propose, and I
think we can arrange the matter to our
mutual satisfaction. Mr. Conyers, the
vicar, allows your husband eighty pounds
a year for his ministerial services.
A small remuneration for a well-edu-
cated man, and a good preacher, who
‘has to support a large family and
pay rent for the cottage in which he
resides.

“ The vicar draws from the parish an
income of fifteen hundred 'per annum, and
could afford to give more. I now propose
to allow you one hundred a year for
taking charge of my school. Will you
accept my terms, and by so doing confer
upon-me & great obligation ?’

Mrs. Martin burst into tears. * Oh,
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my lord, it would make our desert blossom
as the rose, and give the poor children
bread and meat, where they now only get
a scanty supply of bread and milk. In
our daily prayers, we shall not forget to
- ask our Heavenly Father to bless you for
your munificence.”

“I am not quite so disinterested and
benevolent as you think me,” returned
the lord of the manor, deeply moved by
her tears, for Mrs. Martin was the last -
person in the world from whom he would
have expected such a display of feel-
ing. '

‘ This school is a pet scheme of mine.
I do not like to be disappointed. The
miserable ignorancé of the peasantry is a
disgrace to the landed gentry, and loudly
calls for reform. I want to lend a hand
in washing out this foul national blot, and
~ the co-operation of the clergy and their
wives must be obtained, to do this in a
proper Christian spirit. Their example
will provoke to emulation the wives and

VOL. L. . T
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daughters of the wealthy yeomanry; and
after a few weeks you will find that we
shall have plenty of pupils and teachers to
assist in the good work.”

Lord Wilton spoke with enthusiasm, for
the subject was very near his heart. Mrs.
Martin , who knew the poorer classes
better than he did, and their decided
aversion to book learning, looked rather
incredulous. This was not the only diffi-
culty to be overcome. The prejudice that

existed in the minds of the agricultural’

employers to their servants being' taught,
was yet stronger than the indifference and
apathy manifested by the poor people

" themselves.

" %My lord, you have a harder battle to

fight than you .imagine. The farmers

prefer human machines to work for them,
to rational thinking men and women.
They tell me it is none of your business to
instruct the poor. God made ‘them so,
and it is better for you to leave them as
you find them. They don’t want their
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servants to know as much as they do
themselves.”

“ They prefer slaves to freemen,” sug-
gested Lord Wilton. It is strange how
deeply that accursed system is implanted
in the human heart. We need not go to
the West Indies, or to the slave states of
America, to see how it degrades the mind,
and reduces man to the level of the brute.
I hope the day is not far distant when both
countries will abolish for ever this dis-
gracefu] traffic.”

It will not be in our day,” said Mrs.
Martin, who, in spite of her many cares,
possessed a considerable degree of humour,
« without we should attain to the age of
Methuselah.”

“ God forbid. I do not covet length of
days,” returned Lord Wilton, “ but I do

hope to see accomplished in 'my day,
and during t:is generation. But I am
rambling from ‘the school altogether. It
may be necessary for you to have an
assistant to help you, and take charge of

T2
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the younger classes. There was a nice
amiable young girl here a few minutes ago,
to inquire of me if [ could tell whether
young Rushmere had been killed in the
Dbattle of Corunna. Could you not press
her into the service ? She called herself
Dorothy Chance. Do you know her ”

‘ Everybody in the parish knows Doro-
thy Chance, ‘my lord. She is rather a
remarkable person. Did you ever hear
Kow she got her odd name ?”’

“Yes, yes,” cried his lordship im-
patien%ly, dreading a repetition of what
had occasioned him such intense pain.
« It is not of that sad story, but of the
girl’s capabilities as a teacher, I want to
speak. Can she read and write ?”’

¢ Indifferently.”

“ My dear Mrs. Martin,” he now spoke
with great earnestness, *will you increase
my obligations to you, by giving this -
young girl, this Dorothy Chance, an hour’s ‘
instruction daily in the usual branches of
English education. She is very intelligent,
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and will make an excellent assistant, if

* properly trained for the work.”

‘I respect Dorothy, and will do so with-
the greatest pleasure. When shall her
schooling commence P’/ e

¢ Directly you can make the ns%essary
arrangements.  You shall not be the
loser, Mrs. Martin, by the attention you
may pay to thif§ poor orphan girl. I can-
not think of her strange history without
emotion.” ' "

“ Lord Wilton is an angel of goodness,”,
thought Mrs. Martin,  the most benevo-
lent of-men. It is seldom we meet~with
such in this hard world. Dorothy Chance
has lived in the parish from a baby, but
who among her neighbours ever thought of
doing her a real service, uninfluenced by
interested motives P

Lord Wilton had made two people su-
premely happy that morning. Dorothy had
left his presence grateful for the kind sym-
pathy he had expressed in her welfare, and
confident that he would perform his promise
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in reference to Gilbert Rushmere; and
Mrs. Martin felt the heavy load of poverty,
that was crushing her to the earth,
suddenly removed. Visions of peace
and plenty, of warm clothing and suffi-
cient food for her family, cheered and
elevated her heart. When once alone in
the park, she returned thanks to the Al-
mighty for his goodness. ,
“Jt is not in man,” she cried, ‘““to do
acts of kindness and generosity like this. -
It is of God, from whom all goodness,
directly, or indirectly, flows, -who has
influenced the mind of this noble gentle-
man to help us in our present distress.”
The school project that had filled her
with such dismay, now appeared in the
light of a blessing. She was glad that
Dorothy had been selected for her assist-
ant. She knew the kindly disposition of
the girl, who had often left a roll of nice
fresh butter, or a cream cheese, at her
humble dwelling, as a small token of her
respect ; and she had often wished she had
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the power to show her some small favour
‘in return, for her offerings of love.

At the park gates she overtook Dorothy,
who had sauntered leisurely homewards,
recalling to memory every word that had
passed between her and Lord Wilton.
Marvelling at the grandeur of the Hall, and
still more at the gracious reception he had
given her—

“ Mrs. Méartin,” she said, when that
lady joined-her, ““is not Lord Wilton a
kind good man? I feel as if I could love
bim with my whole heart. I felt so afraid
of him before I saw him—and he treated
me as politely as if I had been a lady.
How can people call him proud and cold ?

ling his name with a blessing.”

‘“He deserves it, Dorothy. He has
made me very happy. He has promised
to give me a hundred a year for superin-
tending his school. A humndred a year—
think of that. It appears quite a fabulous
sum to me. .It will double our income.

’\I\shall never think of him without cou-
P
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And do you knowi Dorothy, he wants you
to be my assistant ¥’

““But,” and Dorothy stopped suddenly,
“I am not qualified for undertaking such
an importaat situation. My knowledge is
so limited, it would be the blind leading the
blind. I can read a chapter to father in
the Bible, but the hard names sadly puz-
zle me. I write a poor cramped hand,
which I can hardly make out myself, and
know very little about figifles. I can cast up
little sums in my own head better than I can
on paper. It has always been the che-
rished wish of my heart to get a little more
education. ‘

“ There are a heap of old books in a
closet at the Farm, upon which I cast a
longing eye, but they are all Greek and
Hebrew to me. You know, dear Mrs.
Martin, how I am situated. I have all
the work of the house upon my hands; and
when night comes, I am so tired and
sleepy, that I am glad to go to bed; and
father, at any rate, would not allow me to
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set up, and waste the candles in
reading.”

“ You must persuade the old people to
hire a girl to hélp you, Dorothy. They
can well afford it. Lord Wilton wishes
me to instruct you, and it is too good a
chance,” she continued, laughing,  to let
slip through your fingers. 1fyou do not like
to speak to them on the subject, I will.
I shall feel only too happy to tez;éh
you, Dorothy, and Henry will add- his
valuable instructions to mine. 1 feel
quite excited by the good news I ‘have to
tell him,” she said, forgetting Dorothy,
and once more reverting to her own affairs.
* ¢TI left him in such low spirits this morn-

ing. We had not inoney to buy a loaf for ©

Lreakfast, the children were hungry and #

distontented with only potatoes, and it
was difficult to pacify them. I walked up to
the Hall with such a heavy heart—but you
~ see, Dorothy, how sinful it was to doubt
the mercy of the Hea.ven]y’ Father, who
has almost miraculously supplied the daily

3
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bread my poor husband prayed for so
earnestly this morning, and which my
good Henry felt so certain would be pro-
vided to meet our wants.”

Dorothy’s eyes were overflowing. As

- to Mrs. Martin, she sobbed aloud.

The two women walked together in
silence until they had crossed the heath.
Their path here separated, Mrs. Martin
following the downward course of the
sandy lane, and Dorothy climbing the
hill. They shook hands warmly as they
parted, the curate’s wife promising to call
at the Farm next day, and have a talk
with the old folks. :

“ Poor thing,” sighed Dorothy, looking
after hér, *“we have our cares, but we
never know what it is to lack an abun-
dant supply of wholesome food. Now
here is a lady, well educated and delicately
nurtured, who is destitute of the common
necessaries of life. This ought to be a les-
son to me, to be contented with my lot.”

Dorothy did not feel quite Satigfied with

:{/\’
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herself on this point. She struggled hard to
suppress a regrettul sense of inferiority—
a growing disgust and aversion to her
laborious life, which had stolen into her
mind since she had seen the interior of
that lordly mansion, and beheld the beau-
tiful works of art it contained; the taste
and elegance displayed in the costly fur-
niture, and the. luxurious comfort which
reigned everywhere, - ’

She looked down upon her coarse gar-
‘ments and sun-burnt hands, and con-
trasted them painfully with the regal
beauty and costly apparel of the titled
lady whose portrait she so strangely re-
sembled.

Why should the mere accident of birth,
which neither could command, make such
a startling difference? It was a mystery
Dorothy could not comprehend? It
seemed to her unjust—that made of the
same flesh and blood, their situations
should be so widely dissimilar, their lives
lie so far apart. Then the words of the
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wise St. Paul came in to comfort her—

“ One star differeth from another star in

glory,”—and she was terrified at the pre-

sumption that dared to question the-
wisdom and justice of the great Sovereign

of the universe. i

¢ Still; it wouyld be so pleasant to be a
lady,” thought Dorothy,  to have leisure
to acquire knowledge. To be able to read
all those splen&id books I saw in my
lord’s library. To examine, whenever I
liked, those beautiful pictures, to play on
that golden harp that stood in the.corner
near one of the large windows, and to live
surrounded by such magnificence—never
to be obliged to work in the fields, exposed
to a hot sun, .or to be addressed familiarly
by rude vulgar people, who consider that
they have a right to command your ser-
vices.”

Poor Dorothy had unwittingly gathered
that morning the fruit of the forbidden
tree, and found the knowledge it im-
parted very bitter and indigestible.
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“This is downright wickedness!” she

cried at last. “I am a foolish ungrate-
ful creature, to try and measure the
wide gulf that lies between the rich and
educated, and the poor and ignorant by
my feeble intellect. God has apportioned
to each their lot; and why should I
feel envious and discontented, that the
best lot did not fall to my share ?

“What do I know of the joys and
sorrows of these great people? I do
not see the poisonous serpent lurking
among the flowers in their gay gardens,
or the shadows that may darken the
glory of their day. Lord Wilton’s rank
does not'exempt him from care. His hand-
some face is full of trouble and anxiety.
Tears were in his eyes when he men-
tioned his son. He felt just as uneasy
about him, as father does about Gilbert.
A'lord, after all, is but a man.”

Having arrived at this conclusion, the
cloud passed from Dorothy’s bright face,
her step grew lighter, and nature again
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smiled upon her like a divine pic-
ture, fresh from the hands of the
Creator.

She found dinner over at the farm-
house, and the old people growing uneasy
at her absence.

“ Where ha’ ye been, Dorothy, lass?”
asked Mr. Rushmere, in no gentle
tone. “The red cow ha’ calved, an’
no one here to see ’un, an’ mother
had to carry her a hot mash her-
sel’.”

“I am sorry and glad,” returned
Dorothy, throwing her hat and shawl
upon '[,he table. ¢ Sorry, that dear
mother had to go out in the cold, and
glad that old Cherry has got a calf. Is
it a prettx%}le P

““ A real fine heifer,” said Mrs. Rush-
mere. ‘‘ It’s a mortal pity it came so
early in the winter. I fear we can never
rear it—an’ the mother such a splen-

did cow, an’ comes o such a good
stock.”
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“Don’t be afraid, I mean to iry,”
cried Dorothy, laughing. ¢ You remem-
ber Ruby, what a fine beast he 1ade,
and father sold him for twenty pounds.
He was a January calf.”

‘ Please yoursel’, Dorothy. But, bless
me, child, where ha’ ye been all the while ?
I sought for you in the house and byre,
and began to think you had left us
altogether.” )

‘I have been up to the Hall.”

There was a slight elation in Dorothy’s
voice, and her eyes sparkled in anticipa-
tion of the surprise that she well knew
her answer would call forth.

“The: Hall! What did 2’ want at the
Hall, Dorothy ?” asked Rushmere, taking
the pipe from his mouth, ‘while a dark

cloud descended on his brow. ¢ Never’

dare to go to the Hall again without my
leave.”

“It was on your account I went,
father,” said Dorothy, turning pale and
looking very much frightened, at the
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very different ‘manner to that which she
expected, in which her announcement
had been received.. “1 went because I
thought Lord Wilton could tell us some-
thing about Gilbert.” ]

““And did you. see my lord?” asked
Mrs. Rushmere, with a look of intense
curiosity ‘mmingled with awe upon her
simple face. -

“My lord,” said Rushmere, with an
ironical smile, contemptuously repeating
his wife’s words. ¢ Surely he be no lord
o’ thine.”

¢ Lawrence, you always do speak so
> ¥ y P

- disrespectful of Lord Wilton. It does not

become poor folk like us to despise our
betters.”’

¥“] owe him no favour, wife. I want
no favours from him. It vexes me that
the lass went to him on my affairs.
As to his being better than me, I ha’
still to learn that. My name is as good
as his—in what do we differ? In the
wealth, which by right belongs to me,
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of which a rascally king robbed my
brave ancestors to reward his un-
principled favourite. It grieves my heart

to his son—an’ that girl must bring me
still lower, by reminding Lord Wilton of
the degradation.” ’

When the blood of the old man waxed
warm, and he felt wrathy, he forgot
half his provincialisms, and spoke' and
looked more like a gentleman. .His
wife felt little sympathy in her good
man’s anger, still less in his pride,
which she was wont, behind his back, to
speak of as perfectly ridiculous.

- Dorothy,” she whispered, ‘ what did
my lord say about Gilbert P

“ He promised to write to Lord Fitz-
morris, and obtain all the information he
could respecting him. Oh, mother,” she
added, in a low voice, * he was so kind.”

« But were you mnot afraid of speak-
ing to a lord. I never spoke to a lord

in my life. Lawrence is listening to
VOoL. L. U

that a son of mine should be a servant
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what I am saying. Come upstairs,
Dorothy, an’ tell me all about it.”

Dorothy was not sorry to escape from
the storm that was lowering upon the
yeoman’s brow, to pour into Mrs. Rush-
mere’s attentive ear all that she had seen
and heard at the Hall.

She dwelt at great length upon the
generous offer made by Lord Wilton,
through Mrs. Martin, to give her a good
education, and fit her for an assistant in
his school. A

“Mr. Rushmere will never give his
consent to that, Dorothy. It will anger
him more than your going to the Hall,”
said Mrs. Rushmere, shaking her head.
¢ If the proposal comes from Mrs. Martin,
an’ she does not go to contradict any of
his notions, he may, perhaps, listen to her,
for he thinks her a good woman, an’ her

husband an excellent preacher, though

little he profits by the parson’s sermons,
I must say that.”

¢ It would not be just to Lord Wilton
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not to give him the credit due to his
generosity.”

“I am sure he wéuld prefer it, Dorothy.
I don’t think he likes to make his charities
public. If you are a wise child, you will
keep his share in the business a profound

secret. Were it known, it would set all -

the ill-natured tongues in the parish at
work. Such women as Letty Barford and
Nancy Watling would neither spare you
nor your noble patron.” .

Dorothy thought over the matter for a
few minutes. She had had a bitter ex-
perience of what Mrs. Grundy could say,
and felt a wholesome dread of that slan-
derous individual.

“You are right, dear mother, as you
v generally are. I will not mention the
subject to father, or any one else. Let
him and Mrs. Martin fight it out. She is
such a sensible woman, she is very likely
to get the better of his prejudices; and I
know him so well, that he would rather
yield to a stranger than to us.”

' U2
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Mrs. Rushmere laughed heartily.

‘¢ Aye, Dolly, he would call that our at-
tempting to wear ‘his breeches. Good
lack! T never tried to put them on in my
life, but he’ll come- fussing about my
work, perking into pots and pans, and
hunting up dust in odd corners, but I
durst not tell him that he has put on my
petticoats, Wh{qh'would be only fair, an’
just as true as t’ other thing.”
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CHAPTER XI.
A DISCUSSION.

RS. MARTIN had not named the

- hour she had promised to call at the
Farm. Dorothy, however, kept a good
look out for her new friend, while pursu-
ing her domestic avocations, and when
she saw her coming down the lane she
ran to meet her.

After discussing for some time the
school matter, and her probable chance of
success, Mrs. Martin thought she could
prevail upon Mr. Rushmere to let Dorothy
attend an evening school, for an hour,

_ three times during the week, without mak-

ing any mystery about it.
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She was not aware, as Dorothy was, of
the stubborn obstinacy of his character,
which, combined with old hereditary pre-
judices, made him a very difficult person
to deal with.

She found the yeoman in the big hall,
putting in rake handles, to be ready
against they were wanted, for the day was

“cold and rough without, and the old man

was one who always made a boast of tak-
ing time by the forelock.

He would have made a fine study fm
the pencil of Wilkie or Gainsborough. His
regular but strongly marked features, re-
flecting the energy with which he pursued
his employment; his cheeks ruddy with
exertion ; and his snow-white hair falling

in long wavy curls upon his ample

" shoulders.

Pincher was sitting erect upon his
nches beside him, dividing his atten-
tion between his master and watching the
progress he made in his work; and the
isking of Dolly’s kitten, Rory, who was
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playing with -the tail of his demure-look-
ing mother, who lay sleeping upon the
hearth. ‘ ‘

“ Always busy, nei,q;‘hbour Rushmere,”
said Mrs. Martin,, steppiﬁg briskly up to
the old man. It would be a wonder to
find you ﬁapping.” ‘ .

‘ Aye, ma’am, lazy folk are no gbod,f’
he replied, looking up and shaking hands
with her. ¢ What brings you out this cold .
day? It’s not ‘weather for women folk.
Some money, I suppose, to be collected
for the church. Parsons .are capital at
that work. When they can’t come them-
selves, they send their wives.”

“ They know how difficult it is for an
Englishman to say nay to a woman,” and
Mrs. Martin rubbed her cold hands and
laughed. - S

“You are just right, ma’am, I mever
could resist their sweet voices—not I
From youth to age I have allers found
women my best friends. God bless ’em.
But let us come to the point at once.
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What do you want o’ me ? What am I ex-
pected to disburse ?”

¢ Neither silver nor gold this time.”

“Well, now, that’s something un-
common. Surely you never came out this
wintry day for the pleasure o’ seeing an
old man at work.” He looked at her with
a shrewd twinkle in his clear blue eyes, as
if he suspected that her visit was not
wholly disinterested.

“J want you to allow Dorothy Chance
to assist me in teaching in the Sunday-
school, which is to go into operation in a
few weeks. Her industrious habits and
good characbgr, which is well-known to
the parish, eminently qualify her for in-
structing the young people of her own
class. Will you permit her to take a share
in the good work ?”

¢ No, &’ will not,” said the old man, a
frown gathering upon his broad forebead ;
and he applied the spoke-sBave with

great vigour to the rake-handle in his:

grasp. S S
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“ Who is to do her work at home, while
she is drumming the A B C into the heads
of children, whom God+ never meant to
know B from a bull’s foot. If you want
money, T'll gi’ that, but not the time o’
my servant, that’s more nor money’s
worth to me.” P

Dorothy, who was standing on the

hearth, from which she had been diligently -

sweeping the pile of shavings the farmer
had scattered over it, winced at this. It
was the first time she had ever heard the
name of servant applied to her, by her
foster parents. She thought it unkind
and cruel, and her dark eyes flashed with
a sudden fire, that dried up the gathering
tears. , ‘

Mrs. Martin, hewever, nothing daunted
by this rebuff, and beginning to under-
stand something of the character of-the
man with whom she had to deal, replied
with the greatest coolness,

«“I spoke to you, Mr. Rushmere as
Dorothy’s father, not as her master. I
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thought that her welfare was as dear to
you as that of your own child; and if
report says true, she has been a good
dutiful daughter to you.”

“Yes, I ha’ naught to complain of on
that score.”” This was said with a dogged
air of sullen resistance. -

“Well, then, my friend, you surely
will not deny her the privilege of joining
in a Christian duty, and deprive her of
the advantage of improving her scanty
education. Such a course would be in-
jurious to her, and would reflect no credit
on you.” ;

I don’t allow a parson’s wife to preac
to me about my duty, or to interfere wi’
my family matters,” said Rushmere, dryly.
¢ Politics and religion are subjects which
belong o’ right to men ; women allers make
a mess o’ it, when they meddle wi’ what
they don’t understand.”

Mrs. Martin, amused with the vehe-
mence with which the old man spoke out
his mind, replied, with a smile.
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“You will allow, however, Mr. Rush-
mere, that women have souls to be saved
as well as men, and that a little education
is necessary for them, to enable them to
teach their own children. The religious

“instruction which a boy receives at his
mother’s knee, generally clings to him
_ through life; and often is the silent
monitor restraining him from the com-
mission of great crimes in after years,
when the most eloquent preaching from
the pulpit has produced little moral change
in his character. To teach poor ignorant
children to read the Bible, to learn their
duty to God and man, and to be contented
with the state of life in which His good
providence has placed them, is surely to
confer upon them a_great benefit. I have

visited dying people in this parish, who -

barely knew their right hand from their
left, who had never been taught to pray,
and lived without a knowledge of Christ

or of God, in the world. Now, it is not °

our intention to make scholars of such
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poor people, but to teach them how to
become good Christians.”

the farmer. ¢ You're a clever woman,
rtin. Aye, a cleverer woman
than I thought you. But Dorothy wants
instruction in such matters herself. How
can she teach. others?”

“I am willing and anxious to fit her for
this task. Let' her come to me for an
hour—only one short hour—three times
during the week, and I will spare no pains
to improve her education, and make her
an excellent teacher.”

“Very kind o’ you, ma’am, but who's
to milk the cows, and attend to the house,
while she’s away ?” '

¢ Father, I promise you, faithfully, that
nothing shall be neglected,” cried Do-
rothy, eagerly, who saw, by the subdued
anger in his face, that he was relenting.
¢T will rise an hour earlier, and will not

" study my lessons until the evening, when

my work is all done.”
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“ Well,” said Rushmere, slowly con-
ceding the point. “I will gi’ my permis-
sion only on one ‘cgniii/tioqn,, a’.;id that is,
Mrs. Martin, that you teach’the lass no
fine airs, no apeing of rich ladies, no wish
to dress smarter, mnor hold her head
higher than her neighbours; nor to
think herself better an’ wiser than those
who ha’ been at the expense o’ rearing
her. When once a gal takes such notions
into her head, she’s good for naught. As
to making our Délly a Christian, I think
she be that already.

‘““ And now, Mrs. Martin,” he con-
tinued, with increasing energy, and
handling his rake in a most warlike
manner, ‘“that you ha’ had your say,
and got your own way, which I ’spose
you be used to with the goodman at
home, will you tell me who'’s to be at the
expense of this school—school 7’ repeat-
ing his own words with a sarcastic laugh.

* What,time ha’ po&r folk for learning, '

who ha’ to work fourteen hours out o’ the
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twenty-four, to earn bread for themselves
and their children 7’

I will tell you all. about our plans the
next time I come to see you,” said Mrs.
Martin, who perceived she was treading
upon dangerous ground, and was very
well satisfied with her present position.
“I hope, Lawrence Rushmere, you will
become one of the best patrons of our
institution.

“ Dorothy,” turning to that individual,

who was now beaming with smiles, her

face all good humour and sunshine, “I
shall expect you on Monday even-
ing.”

« Ah, dear Mrs. Martin, Monday is our

washing day. Will not Tuesday do as -

well P’

“Yes, perhaps better. Monday is
always a busy day in all working com-
munities. We will say Tuesdays, Thurs-
days, and Fridays. Will that suit you ?”’
. ¢ Perfectly.”

Mrs. Martin went away delighted with -
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the success of her negotiations, and so
that matter was settled; though Rush-
mere, after the departure of his visitor,
grumbled terribly at his want of resolution,
in not sticking like a man to his first
determination, and was very cross and
contradictory to Dorothy and his--wife
during the rest of the day.

Dorothy bore it all with exemplary
patience, and resumed her work in such
spirits, that she sang from the very joy of
her heart. And such a voice as the little
damsel had, it only wanted cultivation to
have made her a fortune. Dorothy was
not conscious of its surpassing excellence
and power, though Rushmere often re-
marked to his wife, ¢ that it was better
than the best of music. It did his old

« heart good to hear the girl sing. She

sang like a frush, and made him feel like a
boy again.”

In the lives of most individuals, whether
brought up in the seclusion of the country,
or amid the turmoil of a great city, there

&
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is a turning point, whether for good or ill,
that determines their future position, and
either makes or mars their worldly pros-
pects. A certain *tide,”  as a great
writer has expressed it, *which, taken at
the flood, will lead to fortune.”

This period had a‘rrived in the hitherto
obscure life of Dorothy Chance, and with-
out speculating at all on the probable
result of the change that a few days had
made in her position, she embraced it
with the ardour peculiar to her character,
in which strength of mind and a gentle
loving nature were blended most harmoni-
ously together. .

Her visit to Heath. Hall had kindled in
her breast vague yearnings for mental
improvement. She had never felt any
pléasure in vulgar companionship, and
always kept aloof from coarse scenes and
unrefined amusements. '

Her very language differed from the
common dialect of those by whom she
was surrounded, and well-educated people
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marvelled at the grace and simplicity with
which she expressed herself.

She had lived out of the world, a pure
and useful life; her mind deeply imbued
with the poetry of nature—in fact, nature
had been her only teacher. Of books she
knew little. The Bible, and a book of
old ballads, and some odd volumes of the
¢ Spectator,” comprised her literary lore ;
but she was' never tired of poring over
these—they ‘afforded the only recreation
of the few spare moments she could call
her own, and their diligent perusal had
doubtless contributed, in no small degree,
to the improvement in her mind and
manners.

Beauty itself confers a certain air of
dignity upon its humblest possessor.
Numbers of women, thus richly endowed
by nature, when called from a subor-
dinate position to fill a higher station,
have done so, with as much ease and

grace, as if it had been inherited from
birth.

VOL. I. X
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The most delightful trait in Dorothy’s
character was its perfect unselfishness;
and what is still more rare, a deep and
abiding sense of gratitude to the friends
who had protected her childhood, and
saved her from being brought up in the
workhouse. This devotion had been ex-
pressed in every act of her life, and had
induced her to give up the first love of a
warm, truthful heart.

Rushmere, though an honest, good man
in his way, was incapable of appreciating
a sacrifice which few would have made
under the same circumstances. In a mo-
mentary impulse of generous feeling he
had adopted Dorothy, but even then, he
had in view the services she might in fu-
ture render to his household.

Having no daughter of his own, the
beautiful little girl, and her winning ways,
had grown into his cold, stern heart, and
forced him to regard her with affection
against his will. The idea of her becoming
his son’s wife, however, he rejected with
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contempt, and though in another fit of
sudden benevolence, when the girl, by
her courage and prudence, had saved his
life and property, he had given his con-
sent to their marriage, it was not without
a settled conviction in his own mind, that
Gilbert, if living, no longer wished to
claim her as such.

Pride, and the love of money, were the
old man’s besetting sins. He had toiled
hard all his life, in accumulating the one,
and had hoped that his son, by a fortu-
nate marriage, might be the means of
gratifying the other; and he viewed this
sudden advancement in Dorothy’s pros-
pects with a jealous eye, as a not improb-
able means of drawing her and 'Gilbert
once more together.

Dorothy herself never had the least
misgiving in her mind with regard to
her lover's fidelity—they were, indeed,
parted, but, in her estimation, not di-
vided. °

How could Gilbert cease to love her,

X 2
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when her soul was devoted to him; and
had not the old man at last given his
consent; and did not she long to tell him
that, and make him happy with the un- -
expected consummation of their treasured
hope ?

Dorothy was very ignorant of Gilbert’s
real character. She had yet to learn that
his mind was a reflex of his father’s; that
the same deép-rooted obstinacy formed
the base of her lover’s character. With
a larger share of vanity, he also felt a
deeper share of personal injury. His ani-
mosity once aroused, was a den\lon very

- hard to quell.

Rushmere was often hasty and contrary,
and pugnacious as a bull-dog, but at the
same time, steady in his affections, and if
unresisted in his angry moods, he came
round of himself, often expressing the
deepest regret for harsh or unreasonable
conduct. ~

He was honest and truthful, and a just
master to his servants; and Dolly loved
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and venerated the old man, for the ster-
ling good qualitieF he possessed, and
willingly forgave all the faults, often re-
marking, when her mother had been vexed
by some blunt, fault-finding speech from
her stern husband, .

“Don’t think of it, mother, you will
always find some thistles among the finest
corn. Father will forget it all before
night.”

This was true. Rushmere did not

treasure his wrath, but his son Gilbert
did.

The refusal Dorothy gave him to his

father’s face, was rankling still in his heart.
When he left his home, it was not with
any desire to spite his parents, especially .
his mother, to whom he was much at-

tached, but out of revenge to Dorothy ;
' for he well knew that in her heart he ¢ould
not inflict a deeper wound.

Meritally and morally, Gilbert Rush-
mere was quite unworthy of her love.
Dorothy was so blind to this fact, that
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her great wish for educational improve-
ment was in the hope that it might render
her more deserving Qf his regard.

Her sensitive nature had been deeply
hurt that morning, by the rough, un-
feeling manner in which Mr. Rushmere
had® called her his servant. She tried
ber best to forget it, but the ungra-
cious thought would again and again in-

trude. . '

““ He might have spoken of me as his
daughter, as he always calls me when we
are alone. It was hard to degrade me in
my own eyes before Mrs. Martin,” argued
poor Dorothy. “I am not a servant. I
receive no wages—ask for none. Their

" love I consider is sufficient reward. Per-

haps it is my ignorance that makes father
80 averse to my marriage with Gilbert;
but then,” she continued, musingly, ¢if
that were the case, he would not be so
much against my receiving instruction. I
do not believe that he really wishes us to
come together, and it was cruel of Gilly

~
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to write of me in that careless manner, as
if it were a matter of indifference to him
my marriage with another.

““However, I mean to study in real
earnest, to give my whole mind to it, and
acquire all the knowledge I can. I feel a
power within me, that has never been
called into action. A something that is
always waking up, and urging me to work
out my own living, instead of depending
on the charity of others. I have always
tried to silence this voice—it seemed un-
gateful in me to listen to it, but to-day it
speaks to me in louder tones, urging me
to lead a holy and useful life, and I now
know,” she cried, earnestly clasping her
hands together, ¢ that it is from God.”

With this conviction, deeply impressed
-~ upon her mind, Dorothy commenced her
studies with Mrs. Martin, who had con-
ceived a deep attachment to her young
pupil.

They got on swimmingly together.” Do-
rothy’s cheerful, hopeful temper and great
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patience, with the addition of an excellent
memory, made the task of tuition light
and agreeable to her friend, while the pro-
gress she made astonished her worthy
preceptress, as much as it did Dorothy
herself.
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