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FLORA LYNDSAY;

‘PASSAGES IN AN EVENTFUL LIFE

CHAPTER L
A MATRIMONIAL DIALOGUE-.-

“ FLoRa, have you forgotten the talk we had about emlgrainon, :
the morning before our marriage ?”’ was a question rather suddenly -

- put to his yeung wife, by Lieutenant Lyndsay, as he paused in his

walk to and fro in theroom.” The fact is, that ke had been pon-
dering over that cenversation for the fast hour.

It had long been forgotten by his wife; who, seated upon the
sofa with a young infant of three years old in her lap, was calmly
watching its sleeping face with incspressible delight. She mow
left off her maternal studies; and looked up at her husband, with
an inquiring glance—

“Why do you ask, dear John ?”

“Are you turned Quaker, Flora, that you cannot give onea
direct answer 2"

“T have not forgotten it. But we have been so happy ever
since, that I have never given it & second thought. Wba.t pnt it
into your head just now ?”

“That chili—and thinking how I could prov:de for her in any

_ ether way.”

“Dear little pet! She cannot add much to our expenses.” And
the mother bent over her sleeping child, and kissed its soft, velvlt
cheek, With a zest that mothers alone know.

“Not at present. But the little pet will in time grow into a
tall girl; and other little pets may be treading upon her footsteps ;

and they must all be clothed, and fed, and educated.”

1




6 ' FLORA LYNDSAY.

* Flora, in her overflowing happiness, had dismissed Il such cruel
realities from her mind.

« Emigration is a terrible word, John. I wish that it could be
expunged from our Ehglish dié_tionary.”

«JT am afraid, my dear girl, that you are destinced to learn a”
practical illustration of its meaning. Nay, don’t look so despond-
ingly. If you intended to remmin in England, you skould not have
married & poor man.” . - :

« Don’t say that, John, or you will make megmiser_gble. Oug
marriage made me rich in treasures, which gold could never buy.
But; seriously, I do not see this urgent necessity for taking such a
hazardous step. I know that we are not rich—that our expecta-
tions on that score for the future are very limited. We are both
the younger children of large families, whose wealth and' conse-
quence is now a thing of the past. We have nothing to hope or
anticipate from rich relations ; but we have enough to be comfort-
able, and are surrounded with many blessings. Our little girl,
whose presemce seems to have conjured before you the gaunt image
of poverty, has added greatly to our domestic happiness. Yes,
little Miss Innocence! you are awalke, are you? Come, crow to
papa, and drive these ugly theughts out of his head.”

The good father kissed fordly the young thing seducingly held
up to him: But he did not yield to the temptation, or swerve
from his purpose, though Flora kissed im, with eyes brimfl of
tears.

“We are indeed happy, love. Too happy, I might say.  Bat
will it last ?” :

“ Why not 2” .

“ OQur income is very small ?” with a deep sigh.

“ It is enough for our present wants. And we have no debts.”

“ Thanks to your prudent yanagement. Yes, we have no debts.
But it has been a hard battle, only gained by great self-denial, and
much pinching. We have kind friends, too.. Bat Flora, I am too
proud to be indebted to friends for the common necessaties of life;
and without doing something to improve our scanty means, it
might come to that. The narrow income whick has barely sup- -
plied our wants this year, withont the incumbrance of a family,
will not do so mext. There remains’ mo alternative but to em-
g,rate !" -

Flora felt that this was pressing her kard. Al her affectionate
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ingennity could.not furnish an-argiment against such home truths.

. “Let us drop this hateful subpct”saad she, hastlly,, “I mnnot

bear to think about it.”
% But, my dear girl, we must force ontselvestothmk abontxt

calmly and dispassionately ; and having determined which is the

path of duty, we must follow it out, without any reference to our
own likes and dislikes. Our marriage would have been a most im-
prudent one, had it been contracted on any-other terms ; and we

are both to blaime that we have loitered away so many months of

valuable time_in- happy ease, when we should have hbeen eo.rning

._f“mdependenee for ourselves and onr family.”

"% You-may-be- right, John,—yes; I. know that you are right.
But it is no such easy matter to leave your home and country, and

- the dear friends whose society renders life'a blessing and poverty.

endurable—to abandon a-certain good for an uncertain better, to
be sought for-among untried difficutties. I would rather live in a
cottage in England, upon brown bread and milk, than - occupy a
palace on the other-side of the Atlantic.”

¢ This sounds very prettily in poetry, Flora; but, my dear girl,
life is made up of stern realities, and it is absolutely necessaty for
us to provide against the dark hour before it comes suddenly upon
us. Our future prospects press wpon my heart and brain too
forcibly to be neglected. I have thought long and painfully apon
the subject, and -1 have come %o the resolution to emxgra’oe t.hls
spnng b2

“So soon?”

«The sooner the better. The longer we defer 1t the ‘more diffi-
culties we shall have to encounter. The legacy left you by your
aunt will pay our expenses out, and ena.ble us, without tonchmg
my half-pay, to purchese a farm in Ca.n

- “Canadal”.

Flora’s eye brightened.

«Qh, I am so glad that it is not to the CapeofGoodHopeI”

“ In this decision, Flora, I have yielded to your wishes. My
own inclinations would lead me back to a country where I hav=
dear friends, a large tract of land, and where some of the happi;
years of my life were spent. Yon are not wise, Flors, to regarni
the Cape with such horror. No person would. delight more in the
beantiful and romantic scenery of that country than yourself. - You
have taken ap a foolish prejudice against the land I love.”
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« Tt is not thaf, dear John. But you know I have such a terror -
of the wild beasts—those dreadfal ‘soakes 4nd Tons! I mever
should dare to stir beyond the garden, forfear of being stung or
devoured. And then, I have been bored to death about the Cape,
by our good friends the P* ’s, till I hate the very name of the
" place!” v

d “You will perhaps one day find out your error, Flora; and your

fears are perfectly absurd ! - Not wishing to render your emigration

more painful, by taking you to a country to which you are so .

averse, I have made choice of Canada, hoping that it might be more
_to your taste. The only obstacle in the way, is the reluctance you

feel at leaving your friends. Am I less dear to you, Flora, than
~ friends and country ?”’ _

This was said so kindly, and with such affectionate earnestness
for her happiness more than his own—for it was o small sacrifice
to Lyndsay to give up going back to the Cape—that it overcame -
all Flora’s obstinate scruples. : ,

« Oh, no, no '—you are more to me than all the world! I will
try and reconcile myself to any change, for your sake!”

« Shall I go first, and leave you with your mother until I have

arranged matters in Canada ?”- - '

“Such a separation would be worse than death! I would
rather encounter & thousand dangers, than remain in England with-
out you! If it must be, I will never say another word against it !”

Here followed ‘s heavy sigh. The young hushand kissed the
tears from her cheek, and whispered— .

“ That she was his dear, good girl.” ‘ :

And Flora would have followed him to the deserts of Arabia.

“I have had a long conversation with a very sensible, practical
man,” continued Lyndsay, “ who has lately come to England upon
colonial business. He has been a settler for some years in Canada,
and the aceounts he has given me of the colony are so favorable,
and hold out such encouragement of ultimate suecess and independ-

- ence, that they have decided ine in my choice of making a trial of
the backwoods. I promised to meet him this ‘orning at the
Crown Inn—where he puts up—to Jook over maps and plans, and
have some farther talk upon the subject. 1 ‘thought, dear, that it
was better for me:to consult you upon the matter before T to-x any
decided steps. You have borne the ill news beiter than Texpected;
80 keep up your spirits until I return, which will not be long.””

B

-
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Flora remained in deep thought for some time after the door had
closed upon her husband. She could now recall every word of that
eventful conversation, which they had held together the morning
before their marriage, upon the subject of emigration. In the
happy prospect of becoming his wife, it had not then appeared to
her so terrible.

Faitbfally had he reminded her of the trials-she must expect to

" encounter, in uniting her destiny to a poor ge\htlemn, and had

pointed out emigration as the only remedy for éonntera.ctlng the

imprudence of such a step; and Flora, full of lové\ and faith, was  ~__

not hard to be persuaded. She considered that to be his wife,
endowed as he was by nature with so many moral and intellectual
qualities, with a fine face and nokle form, would make her the rich-
est woman i the world; that there was in him & mine of mental
wealth, which could never decrease, but which time and experience
would augment, and come what might, she in the end was sure to

be the gainer. '

She argued thus :—* Dxd I marry a man whom I could not love,'
merely for his property, and the position he held in society? mis-
fortune might deprive him of these, and a disagreeable companion
for life would remain to remind me constantly of my choice. But -
& generous, talented man like Lyndsay, by industry and prudence
may become rich, and then the most avaricions worlding would
appland the step I had taken.”™..

We tl}mk after all, that Flora ‘Teasoned wxsely, and acting up to -
her convictions, did right. The world, we know, would scarcely
agree with us; but in mattemoft.heheart the world 1srarely con-
sulted. -

They were married, amd,retxnng bo a pretty cottage upon the
sea-coast, confined their expenditure to their limited means, and
were contented and happy, and -so. much in love with each other
and their humble lot, that ap to this period, all thoughts upon: the
dreaded subject of emigration had been banished from -one mind, at
least. Flora knew her husband too well to suspect him of changing
a resolution he had once formed on the suggestion of duty: - She
felt, too, that he was right ;. that painful as the struggle was, to part

- with all dear:to her, on earth, save him, that it must be made.

“Yes, I can, and.-will dare all things, my beloved husband, for
your sake,” she-said. . “ My heart may at.times’ rebel, but-I-will

shut out all its weak complainings. I am ready to follow you

1x.
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through good and ill—to toil for our future‘mmn.tenanee, or live
easeug England—my country! the worst trial will be to part from -

you !n

. CHAPTER IL

THE OLD CAPTAIN.

Frora’s Teveries were abruptly dispelled by a gentle knock at
the door ; and her « Come in,” was answered by a. tall, portly,
handsome old lady, who sailed into the room in all the conscious
dignity of black silk and white lawn. ’

The handsome old lady was Mrs. Kitson, the wife of the naval
officer, whose ready-furnished lodgings they had occupied for the
last yem'.' _ Flora rose tg mest her visitor, with the baby still wpon -
her arm. ] . :

% Mrs."Kitson, T am prmé_ymf“?rﬁyjmke‘msy:——“
chair by the fire. I hope your cough is better?”" o

“ No chance of that,” said the healthy old. lady, who.had never
known a it of dangerous iliness in her life, « while I continue so
weak. Hu—g—,ehuI/You see, my dear, that it is as bad as
ever.” 7. : : - ; :

. Flora thought that she never had seen a person at Mrs. Kitson’s g

~ advanced stage of life with such & healthy, rosy visage. But

every one has some pet weakness. Mrs. Kitson’s was always E

fancying herself ill and nervous. Now, Flora had ne very benig-

nant feelings towards the old lady’s long cotalogue of imaginary

- ailments ; 0 she changed .the dreaded subject, by inquiring after
the health of the old. Captain, her hushand. ‘ :

“Ah, my dear, he's just as well as ever—nothing in the world
ever ails him; and little he cares for the.sufferings of, another.
This is a.great day with him ; he’s a1l bustle and fuss. Just step
to the window, and-look at his doings. It's enough to drive a sen-
sible woman mad. - Talk of women wearing the smalls, indeed! it’s
a base libel on the sex. Captain Kitson is. not. content with put-
ting on my apron, but he appropriates my petticoats also. I can-
not give an ordér to. my maid, but he conteadicts it, of ‘buy
a pound of tea, but he weighs it after the grocer. Now, my dear,
what would you do if the Leaftenant was like my husband 9"

]
§
M
V
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“ Really, I den’t know,” ard Flora laughed heartily. < It must
e rather a trial of patience to a geod housekeeper like you. But
what is hie about ?” she cried, stepping to the window that over-
looked 2 pretty lawn in front of the.house, which commanded a fine
view of the sea. .“ He and old Kelly seem up to their eyes in busi-

"ness. ‘What an assemblage of pots and kettles, and household

stuff, there is upor the lawn! - Are you going to have an auction ?”

“You may well think so; if that were the case, there might be -
some excuse for his folly. _MNe7 all this dirt and confusion, which
once a week drives me nearly beside myself, is what K. calls
clearing up the ship; when he #nd his man Friday, as he calls
Kelly, turn everything topsy-tarvy ; and, to make the muddle more
complete, they always chose my washing-day for their frolic. Pan-
tries and cellars are rumimaged over, and everything is dragged out
of its place, for the mere pleasure of making a litter, and dra.ggma-
it in again.

«Look at the lawn! covered with broken dishes, "earless jugs,

w’ .

S TS5

—————————cracked-plates; and-bottomless saucepans,” continued Mrs. Kitson-

« What a dish of nuts for my neighbors to crack! They always
enjoy a hearty laugh at my expense, on Kitson's clearing-up days.
But what does he care for my distress? In vain I hide up all this
old trumpery in.the darkest nooks in the cellar and pantry—
nothing escapes his prying eyes; and then he has such a memory,
that if he misses an old gallipot he raises a storm loud enough to
shake down the house.

“ The last time he went to London,” pursued the old lady, «I .
collected a vast quantity of useless trash, and bad it thrown into "
the pond behind the house. "Well, when ke cleared the decks next
time, if he did not miss the old broken crockery, all of which, he
said, he meant to mend with- whife lead on rainy days; while the
brokenbottles, forsooth, he had saved to-put on the top of the brick
wall, to hinder the little boys from climbing over to steal the
apples! Oh, dear, dear, dear! there was no end to his bawling,
and swearing, and calling me hard names, while he had the impu-
dence to tell Kelly, in-my hearing, that I was the most extravagant
woman in the world. Now, I, that have borne him- seventeen
children, should know something about economy and good manage-
ment ; but he gives me po credit at all for that. He began scold-
ing again; to-day, but my poor head could not stand it any longer ;

80 I came over to spend a few minutes with you.”
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The handsome old lady pmse& to draw breath, and Iooked so
much excited with this recapitulation of her domestic wrongs, that
Mrs. Lyndsay thought it not improbable she had performed her
own' part in the seolding.

As to Flora, she was highly amsed by the oid Captain’s vaga-
ries. “By-the-bye,” she said, « had be any luck in shooting, tlm
morning? He was out by sunrise with his gon.”

The old lady fell back in her chair, and langhed immoderately.

“ Shooting! Yes, yes, that was another frolicof his. But Kit-
son’s an old fool, and I have old him so a thousand times. - So
you saw him this morning with the gan 2” .

“Why, I was afraid he might shoot Lyndsay, who was shaving
at the window. The Captain pointed his gun sometimes at the
window, and sometimes at the eaves of the house, but as the gun
always missed fire, I began to regain my courage, and so did the
sparrows, for they only chattered at him in defiance.”

"¢ And well they might. : Why, my dear, would you believe it,
be had no powder in his gun! Now, Mrs. Lyndsay, you will per-
baps think that I am telling you'a story, the thing is so absurd;
yet I assure you that it’s strictly true. . But you know the man.
‘When my poor Nelly died, she left all her little property to her
father, as she knew none of her late husband’s relstions—never was
introduced to one of them in her life. In her dressing-case he
found a box of charcoal for cleaning teeth, and in spite of all that T
could say or do, he insisted that it was gunpowder. ¢ Gunpowder?
says I, ¢ what would our Nelly do with gunpowder? It's charcoal,
T tell yow’

¢ Then he smelt it, and smelt it— Tis gtmpowder, Sally! Don’
you think that I know the smell of gunpowder? I, that was 'mth
Nelson at Copenhagen and Trafalgar ¥

¢ < "Tis the snuff in-your nose, that makes everything smell alike ;’
says L. “ Do you think that our Nelly would clesn. her beantxful
white teeth with gunpowder ?’ .

“¢Why net? says he; *there’s charcoa.l in gunpowder. And )
now, Madam, if you dare to conttadxct me again, I will sboot you
with it, to prove the truth of what I say !

“ Well, after.that, I held my tongue, though T did- not choose to
giveup. I thought to spite him, so for once I let him have his
own way. He spent an hour- last night cleaning his-old rusty gun ;
and rose this mormng by daybrea.k with the intention of murdering
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all the sparrows. -No wonder that the sparrows langhed at him.
1 have done nothing but laugh ever sinee—so0 out of sheer revenge,
he proclaimed a -cleaning - day, and -he and Kelly are now hard
at it.”

Flora was delxg]tted mth this anecdote of their whimsical land-
lord ; but beforeshe could answer his better-half; the door was sud-
" denly opened, and the sharp, keen faeeofthehtﬂeoﬂicerwas
thrust into the room.

CHAPTER IIL
THE OLD "CAPTAIN IN PERSON.

st Ly~psay, my dear that nurse of yours.is going to hang
oat your clothes in. front of thesea. Now, it’s hardly decent of
her to expose female garments to boat that may be pasyjng.”

The Captain’s delicacy threw poot. Flora nearly into convul-
sions of laughter—while he continued, rather peftishly—

“She knows no more how to handle & rope than a pig. If you
will just telt her to wait a bit, until I bave overhauled my vessel,
I will put up the ropes for you myself.”

« And hang out the eclothes for you, Mrg. Lyndsay, if you will
only give him the treat—and then, he will not shock the sensitive
nerves of the sailors, by hanging them near the sea,” sneered the
handsome old lady.

“I hate to see things done in a lnbbe:ly manner,” muttered the
6ld tar.

“Qh, pray oblige him, Mrs. Lyndsay. He. is sach an old
woman. I wonder he does not ask your permission to let him
wash the clothes.”

“Fresh water is not my element, Mrs. Kitson, though I have
long known, that kot water is yours. I mever suffer a woman to
touch my ropes, and Mrs, Lyndsay borrowed those ropes this
morning of me: Don’t interrupt me, Mrs. K——; attend to your

business and leave me to ming. . Put a stopper upon that clapper

of yours; which goes at-the rate of ten knots an hour—or look out
for squalls,” - . -

In the hope of: avertmg the sﬂorm, whxch Flora saw was: gather-
ing on the old man’s brow, and which in all probability, had been
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A brewing all the morning, she asnredthe Captain, that he might -

take the command of her nurse, ropes, clothes, and all.

" «Mrs. Lyndsay,—you are a sensible woman,—which is more’

than T can say of.some folks,” glancingat his wife ; “. and I hope
that you mean to submit patiently to the yoke of matnmony.; and
not pull one way while your husband pulls the other.- To sail well

 together on the.sea of life, you must hold fast to the right end of )

‘the rope and haul in the same direction.”.

His hand was upon'the lock of the door, and ‘the old lady had

made herself sure of his exit, aud was comfortably settling herself
for a fresh spell of gossip at his expense, when he suddenly retarned
‘to the sofa on which Flora was seated ; and putting his moanth
quite close to her ear, while hislittle inquisitive grey eyes sparkled
with intense curiosity, said, in a mysterious whisper, « How is this,
‘my dear—I hear that you are-going to leave ug?” :

Flora started with surprise. Not a word had transpired of the
conversation she had lately had with her husband. Did the old
- Captain possess the gift of second-sight? .« Captain Kitson,” she

said, in rather an excited tone ; while the color. flushed up into
her face,* who told you s0?” ’

“ Then it i3 true ?”” and the old.fox rubbed his hands and nodded
his head, at the success of his stratagem. - “ Who told me ?—why,
I can’t say, who told me. You know, where there are servants
living in the house, and walls are thin—news travels fast.”

“ And when people have sharp ears to listen to what is passing

in their neighbors’ houses,” muttered the old lady, in & provoking
* “aside, “news travels faster still.”

Flora was annoyed beyond measure at the impertinent cariosity
of the inquisitive old man. She felt certain that her conversation
with her husband had been overheard. She knew that Captain
Kitson and his wife were notable gossips, and it was-mortifying to
kuow that their'secret plans in'a few hours would be made public.
She replied coldly, « Captain Kitson, you have been misinformed ;
we may have talked over such thing in. private as a matter of

“specalation, but nothing ot present has been determined.”
" “Now, my dear, that won't do ; lpave:an old sailor to find out 2
Tat.  Dtell you that *tis the common report of the day. Besides,
I3 not the Leafteriiint gone thiis ‘morning with that scapegrace, Tom
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‘ hmd her spouse in wishing to extract the news, tbough she suffered
him to be the active agent in the matter. .

« Lecture or preach, it’s all one ; only the parson takes ]ns text
from the Bible to hold forth upon, and these agents, employed by
the Canada Company, say what they can out of their own heads.
The object in both is to make money. - thought the Leaftenant
had been too long in'a colony to be caught by chaff.”

¢ My husband can Judge for himself, -Captain Kitson. He does
not need the advice, or the interference of a third person,” said
Flora, coloring again. And this time she felt ree.]ly angry ; but
there was no shaking the old man off. -

“ To be sure—to be sure,” said her tormentor, thhout taking
the smallest notice of her displeasure ; “ people are all wise in their
own eyes.” Buat what is Canada to you, my dear? A fine settler’s
wife you will make ; nervous and delicate, half the {ime confined
to your bed with some complaint or other. And. then, when you
are well, the whole blessed day is wasted in reading and writing,
and coddling up the baby. " Itell you; that sort of business will not
answer in a rough country like Canada. I was there often enough
during the American war, and I-know that the country won’t smt
you,—no, nor you won't suit the country.”

Finding that Mrs. Lyndsay made no answer to tlns burst of elo-
quence, he continted, in'a coaxing tone—

« lNow, just for once in your life, my dear, be gmded by older
and wisér heads than your own, and give up this foolish project
altogether. Let well alone. You are happy and comfortable
where you are. ‘This is a nice cottage, quite large enough for
your small family. Fine view of the sea from these front windows,
and all ready furnished to your hand—nothing to find of your own
but plate and linen ; a pump, wood-house and coal-bison, and other
conveniences,—all under one roof. An oven—"

«Stop,” cried the old lady, “ you need say nothing about that,
‘Kitson. The oven is good for nothing. * It has no draught ; and
you cannot put a fire into it without filling the house with smoke.”

“ Pshaw I muttered the old mati. A little contrivance would
soon put that to rights.” -

«I tried my best,” retorted the wife, “and I could never ba.ke a
loaf of bread in it, fit to eat.”

“We all know what bad bread you _ make, Mrs. Kxfson,” said
the Captain. “I know that it can be baked in; so hold your
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tongne, Madam! and don’t contradlct me agam. At any rate

there’s not a smoky chimney in the house, which, after all, is a less
evil than a cross wife. The house, I' say, is wmplete from the
cellar to the garret. And then, the rent—why, what is it? A
mere trifle—too cheap by one half—only twenty-five pounds per
annum. I don’t knox what possssed me, to let it so low; and
then, my dear, ﬂ:epn ege you'enjoy in my beautiful ﬂowm-garden
and lawn. - ‘There i8¢ not mary lodging-houses in'town could offer
such advantages, and all for the paltry consideration of twenty-
. five pounds a-year.”

«Ths cottage is pretty, and the ‘rent moderate, Captain "’ said
Flora. “ We'have no fault to find, and you have not found us
difficult to please.”

“Oh, I am quite contented with my tenants; I only want them
to know when they are well'off. Liook twice before you leap once,
that’s my maxim ;. and give up this mad Canadian project, which I
am certaint will end in disappointment.”

And with this piece of disinterested advice, away toddled our
gallant naval commander, to finish with Kelly the ‘arrangement of
his pots and kettles, and superintend the right adjustment of the
clothes-lines, and the hanging out of-Mrs. Lyndsay’s clathes.

Do not imagine, gentle reader, that this picture is over-charged.
Captain Kitson is no creature of romance, (or. was not, we should
rather say; for he has long since been gathered to his fathers);
but a brave; uneducated man, who, during the war, had risen from
before the mast to the rank of Post Captain. He had fought at
Copenhagen and Trafalgar, and distinguished himself in many a
severe contest on the main during those stirring times, and bore the
reputation of a dashing naval officer. At the advanced age of
eighty, he retained all his original ignorance and vulgarity ; and
was never admitted into the society whlch ‘his rank in the service
entitled him to claim.

' The restless activity which in the vigor of manhood had rendered
him a useful and enterprising seaman, was now. displayed in: the
most ridiculous interference in his own domestic. affairs, and those
of his neighbors. 'With a great deal of low cunning, he mingled
the most insatiable curiosity; while his habits. were so penurious,
that he would stoop to any meanness fo ga.m a mﬂ.mg pecumary
advantagé for himself or his family. .. -

He' speculated largely in old ropes, condemned "boats and sea
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tackle-of all dw:nphon, thJstasconsulfor theport,hehadmany
opportoaities. of purchasing wrecks of -the ses, and the damaged
cargoes -of foreign vessels, at a cheap rate ; and not a stone was
left unturned by old Kitson, if by the turning a copper could be
The meddling disposition. of the old Captain rendered him the
terror of all the fishermen on the coast, over whom his sway was

despotic. He superintended and ordered all their proceedings.with

an authority as absolute as thongh-he were still npon the deck of
his war-ship, and they were subjected-to his imperious commands.
Not a boat could be put off, or a flag liblsted, without he was duly
consulted and apprised of the fact. - Not a faneral could take place
in thestown, without Kitson calling upon the beresved family, and
offering his services on the mournful occasion, securing to himself
by this simple manceuvre, an abnndant supply of black silk cravats
and kid gloves.

“ Never lose anything, my dear, for the want of asking,” he
would say. “A refusal breaks no bones, and there is always a
chance of getting what you ask.” -

Acting upon this principle, he had begged favors of all the grea.t

men in power ; and had solicited the interest of every influential -

person who had visited the town, during .the bathing season, for
the last twenty years, on his behalf. His favorite maxim, practi-
cally: cartied out, had been very successful. He had obtained, for
the mere trouble of asking, commissions in the army and navy for
all his sons, and had got all his grandsons comfortably pla.ced in
the Greenwich or Christ Church schools. -

He had a garden, too, which was at once his tormentandhls

pride: During the spring and summer months, the beds were dug.

up and remodeled, three or four times during the seasonm, to suit
the caprice of the owner, while.the poor drooping flowers were
ranged along the grasé-plot to wither in the sun during the process,

and
“Waste their sweetness on the desert air.”

This he termed putting his borders into ship-shape.

The flower-beds which skirted the lawn, a pretty grass plot con-

taining about an acre of ground, surrounded by tall poplar. trees,

were regularly sown with a succession of annuals, all for the time
being of one sort and color. For several weeks, innumerable -

'quantmes of double crimson stocks ﬂaunted before your  eyes, so
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v ' g relieved the brilliant

densely packed, that scarcely a shade of green
monotony. - These were succeeded by larkspurs, and lastly-hy pop-
pies, that reared their tall, gorgeous heads above the low, white
Tailing, and looked defiance on-all beholders. - . .

Year after year presented the same spectacle, and pounds of
stocks, larkspur, and poppy seeds were annually saved by the
eccentric old man to renew his floral show. S

Tom W, Wwho was enchanted with the Captain’s oddities,
had nick-named the marine cottage Larkspur Lodge.

——-"———'
CHAPTER IV.

A VISIT OF CONDOLENCE.

Tex news of Lieutenant Lindsey’s intended emigration spread -
like wild-fire through the village, and for several days formed the *’

theme of conversation. , The timid shrugged their shoulders, and
drew closer to their own cosy fire-sides, and preferred staying at
home to tempting the dangers of a long sea-voyage. - The pradent
said, there was a possibility of success; but it was better to take
care of tne little you had, than run the risk .of losing it while seek-
ing for more., -The worldly sneered and eriticised, and turned the
. golden anticipations of the hopeful and the benevolent into ridicule,
prophesying disappointment, ruin, and & speedy return. ~Lyndsay
listened to all their remarks, endeavored to combat unreasonable.
objections, and removed preconceived prejudices; but as it was
all labor thrown away, he determined to abide by the resolution
he had formed, and commenced making preparations accordingly.
. Flora, who, like wany of her sex, was more guided by her feel-
ings than her reason, was terribly annoyed by the impertinent inter-
ference of others, in what she peculiarly considered her own affairs.
Day after day she was tormented by visitors, who came to condole
with her on the shocking prospects before her. Some of these were

kind, well-meaning people, who really thought it a dreadful thing, -

to be forced, at the caprice of a husband, to leave home, and all its
kindred joys, for a rude, uncultivated wilderness like Canada. To
such Flora listened with patience; for she believed their fears on

ber pocount were genuine—their sympathies sincere.

i
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‘There was only one person in the whole town whose comments
ghe dreaded, and whose preténded concern she looked upon as a
real bore—this was Mrs. -Ready, the wife of a‘'wealthy merchant,
who was apt to consider herself the great lady of the place. -

The dreaded interview came at last. Mrs. Ready had- been
absent on 2 visit to London ; and the moment she heard .of the
‘intended emigration of the- LyncTsays to  Canada, she pat on her
bonnet and shawl, and rushed to the.rescue. The loud, double rat-
tat-tat at the door, announced an arrival of more than ordinary
consequence. -

“Q!” sighed Flora, pushing away her d&k at which she was
writing letters of importance, “I know that kmock '—that dis-
agreeable Mrs. Ready is come at last!”

Before Mrs. Ready enters the room, I may as well explam to the
reader what sort of ‘an intimacy existed. between Flora Lyndsay
and Harriet Ready, and why the former had such a repugnance to
o 2 visit from the last-mentioned lady. .
Wlthout the aid ‘of animal magnetism’ (althongh we ha.ve no
- doubt that it belongs to that mysterious science) experience has
taught us all, that there are some natures ‘that possess certain repel-
lant qualities, which never can be brought into affinity with our
own—persons, whom we like or dislike at first sight, with a strong
predilection for the one almiost amounting to Jove; with a decided
aversion to the other, wluch in some instances almost ‘merges into
downright hate.

These two ladies had no attractxon for each other; they had not
a thought or feeling in commion; and they seldom met without a
certain sparring, wlnch to the looker-on, must have betrayed -
how matters stood between them. -

But why did they meet, ﬂsuchwerethecase? :

It would be true wisdom in all such repellant natures to keep
apart. Worldly prudence, and the conventional rules of society,
compel persons fo hide these seeret antipathies—nay, even to pre-
sent the miost snnlmgextemor to th\ose whom' they often least
- respect.

The fear of makmg enemies, of bemg thounght m-natnmd and
capricious, or even of making the objects of their aversion persons
of too much consequenee, by keeping them aloof, are’some-of the
reasons we have heard ‘alleged for these.acts of ‘mental cowardice.

Mrs. Ready was a low-born womsan, and Flora belonged toa _
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very old and respectable family. Mrs. Ready wished to rise a step
higher .in- the social scale; and, thinking  Flora might aid her
ambitious views, she had, after the first calls of ceremony had been
exchanged, clang to her with & pertinacity which all Mrs. Lynd-
say’s effocts to free herself had been unable to shake off. .
Mrs. Ready was & woman of great pretensmns, and had acquired
/\_ an influence among her owa set by-assuming a superiority to which,
in reality, she had not the slightest claim. She considered herself
a beauty—a wit—a person of extraordinary genius, and possessed
) t literary taste. The knowledge of a few botanical pames
" and scientific terms, which she sported on all occasions, had con-
ferred her the title of a learned woman; while she talked with
the greatest confidence of ker acquirements. Her paintings—her
music—her poetry, were words constantly in her mouth. A few
wretched daubs, some miserable attempts at composition, and
various pieces of mausie, played without taste, and .in shecking bad
time, constituted all her claims to literary distinction. Her confi-
dent boasting kad so imposed upon the good, credulous people
. among whom she moved, that they really believed ker to be the
- talented being she pretended.

A person of very moderate abilities can be spiteful ; and-Mrs.
Ready was so censorious, aud said, when offended, such bitter things,
that her neighbors tolerated her impertinence out of a weak fear,
lest they might become the victims of her slanderous tongue.

Though living in the same house with her husband, whose third

- wife she was, they had long been separated, only meeting at their
joyless meals. Mrs. Ready considered her husbaud 2 very stupid
animal, and did not fail to make both him and her friends

. acquainted with her opinion.

“ There is a fate in these things,” she observed, “or you would

: nevermea.personofmysupenor intellect united to a creature like
that.”

The world recognised a less important agency in the ill-starred
union. - Mrs. Ready was.poor, and had already numbered thirty
years, when she a.ecepted the hand of her wealthy and despised
partner.

No wonder tha.f. Filora, who almost a.dored her husband, and was
a 'woman of simple habits and pretensions, should dislike Mrs.

- Ready; it would have been strange, indeed, if persons so differently
sonstituted, could ha.ve met without antagonism.

v
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Mrs. Ready’s harsh, unfeminire voice and menners; her assump-
tion of learning and ‘superiority, without amy real title {o either,
were very offensive to a prougd, sensitive mind, whichtréjected with
disdain the patronage of such-a womasn. - Flora had tco much self-
respect, not to say vanity, to tolerate the insplence of Mrs. Ready.
‘She had met all her advances towards:a eloser intimacy with
marked coldness; which, instead of ‘repelling; seemed enly to pro-
voke a repetition of the vulgar, forcing famxhanty, from wlueh she
intuitively- shrank.,

< Mrs. ‘Lyndsay,” she was wont to say, when that lady was
absent, “is a young person of some literary taste, and with the
advise-and assistance of a friend (herself of com'se) she may one day
become an accomplished woman. -

Lyndsay was highly amused at the league, offensive and defen-
sive, carried on by his wife, and Mrs. Ready, who was the only blue

- stocking in the place ; and he was wont tocallherFlorasst.

Grundy. :

-~But Mrs. Gnmdylsalreadymtheroom, and Flora has risen to
meet her, and proffer the usual meaningless salutions of the day.
To these her visitor returns no answer, werwhelmed as she is with
astonishment and grief. -

“Mrs, Lyndsay!” she exclmmed sinking into the-easy chair
placed for her aecommodation, and lifting up her hands in a tragic
ecstacy—* Is it true—irue, that you are going to leave us? Ican-
not believe it; it is so absurd—so ridiculous—the idea of your

'oomvtocanaaa, Do tell me that I am misinformed; that it is

. one of old Kitsen’s idle pxeeesof gossip 3 for really I havenot been

well since I heard it.”

Mts. Ready paused for breath, and apphed her handkerchief to
her eyes.

Flora remained silent and emba.mssed ‘What eeuld she say?
She placed no confidence in the grief of the weeping lady, and

- despised the afféctation of her tears—till she gasped forth—

- “ Do not leave me in suspense ; I would rather hear the truth at

" once. Areyou really going to Canada?”

« I believe so. That is, if no ontoward ctrcumsbanee arise to

. prevent it.”

“Good heavens! And you amregard snchadreadfuleventmth .
such- stoical -indifference? Why does not your mother exert her
suthority, to make you give up such a mad project
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« My mother would never. interfere with my husband’s wishes,
particularly when she considers them reasonable, and knows that
no real objections ean be offered on the subject.”

“ But think of the dreadful sacrifice !”

« Such sacrifices are made every day. Emigration, Mrs. Ready,

is a matter of necessity, not of. choxce. Mr. Lyndsay thinks it

necessary for us to take this step, and I have no doubt that
he is right. . Did I consult my own feelings, I shouldcelmnlypw
fer staying at home.”

«Of course you would, and you aﬁ'ect thls unconcern on purpose
to hide an aching heart. My dear, you cannot deceive me; I see
through it all.. I pity yon, my sweet friend ; I 'sympathise with
you, from my very soul ; I know what your real feelings are; I
can realize it all.” .

Flora remained silent. SFe certamly did wish that Mrs. Ready
occupied any other place in the United Kingdom, at that moment,
than the comfortable seat in her easy chair. But what could she
do? She could not inform the lady that she was tired of her com-
pany, and wished to be alone. That would be considered an act
of ill-breeding of the most flagrant dmmptxon ; in common cour-
tesy she was compelled to act a lie.

Rather irritated at the small impression her eloquence had made
upon her companion, Mrs. Ready removed the cambric sereen from
her face, on which not a trace of grief could he found, and.clasping
her hands vehemently together, continued—.

“Your husband is mad, to draw you away from all your fnends
at a moment’s warning! I would remonstrate—I would not go ; I
would exert & proper spirit, a.nd force him to sbandon this Qm-
otic expedition.’ ’

“You speak hastily, Mrs. Ready. Why should I attempt to
prevent an undertaking “in which I most cordially concur, and
which Mr. Lyndsay thinks would greatly benefit his family ?”

* “Nonsense!: I hate, I repudxate such passive obedience, as
beneath the dignity of woman! I am none of your soft bread-and-
butter wives, who consider it theu' duty to become the mere ecko of
their husbands. - If 1 did not wish to go, no tyranmca.l lord of the
creation, falsely so called, should compel me so act against my incii-
nations.” '

L« Compulsmn is not necessa.ry on thxs subject we both a.gree.

“Oh, yes, I see how it is!” with a contemptuous curl of the lip,
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« you aspiré tothe character of & good, dutiful wife,—to become
an example.of énduring patiénce to all the refractory conjugals in
the place, myself among the rest. I understand it all. How
amiable some people can be at the expense of others!”

Flora was thunderstruck. . “ Indeed, Mrs. Ready, T meant no

reflection upon yow. My wordshad no pezsona.l meaning ; I never
talk ot any opel”

“ Oh; certainly not! - You are not aware,” with a strong sneer,
«of the differences that exist between Mr. Ready and me (and
which -will continue to exist, as long as mind claims a superiority
over matter) ; that we are only husband and’ w1fe in name. But I

forgive you.” =

“You have nothing to forglve, Mrs. Ready,” said Flora, mdlg-

- nantly ; “I never trouble my head with your. pnvaie aﬁinrs—-they
_-cannot possibly concern me.”

This gave rise to a seene. Mrs. dey, who lived in an element
of strife, delighted in scenes.

“ Oh, no,” she continued, eagerly clutching at Flora’s last words,
“ you are too selfishly engrossed with your own happiress to have
the least sympathy for the sorrows of a friend. Ah, well!l—It’s
early days with you yetd Let a few short years of domestic care
pass over your head, ahd all this honey will be changed to gall.
Matrimony is mstrimony, and husbands are husbands, and wives
will strive to have their own way—ay, and will fight to get it, too.
You will then find, Mrs. Lyndsay, that very little of the sugar of
love, and all such romantic stuff, remains to sweeten your cup ; and
in the bitterness of your soul, you will think of me.” .

«If this is true,” said Flora, ‘ who would marry ?” . .

‘It is true in my case.”

« But fortunately there are exceptions to every rule.”

““ Humph !—This is- another compliment, Mzs. Lyndsay, at my
expense.” '

¢ Mrs. Ready, I do not wish to qnarrel with you ; but you seem

determined to take all my words amiss.”

A long silence ensued,—Mrs. Ready smoothed down her ruffied

plumes, and s&id, in a pitying, patromsmg tone, very common to
her—
“You will be dnsgusted with Ca.nada. we shall see you back in-

" less than twelve months.”

« Not very likely, if I know anything of John and myself.”"
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“ What will you do for soelety i

Flora thought solitude would be a Inxury and Mrs. Ready away
—and. she answereg carelessly; “ We must be content with: what
Providence sends 8s”

“Ah! but you may be lmls from any habxtahon. No church
- —no schools for the children—no markets—no medical attendant
—and with your poor health—think of that, Mrs. Lyndsay! And
worse, far worse;no friends to sympathise and condole with you, in
distress and’vdlﬁiculty v

Now Flora was answering all these ob;ectxons in her own mind ;

" and, quite forgetful of Mrs. Ready’s presenee, she unconsciously
uttered her thoughts alond—* These may be evils, but we shall at
least be spared the annoyance of disagreeable visitors.”

Imprudent Flora—to think aloud before such a woman as Mrs.
Ready. Who will venture to excusé such an eccentric proceeding ?
‘Would not the whole  world blame you for your incorrigible blun-
der? It had, however, one good effect. It quickly cleared the
room of your intrusive guest, who swept out of the apartment with
4 haughty “ Good morning.” And well she might be offended ;
she had accidentally heard the truth, which no one else in the town
dared have spoken boldly out. .

Flora was astonished at her want of caution. ~ She knew, how-
ever, that it was useless to apologise ; and she felt perfectly indif-
ferent as to the result; for she did not care if she never saw Mrs.

Ready again; and such a decided affront would render that event -

something more than doubtful.

“ Thank heavén! she is gone,” burst heartily from her lips, when -

she found herself once more alone.

Itswas impossible for Mrs. Lyndsay to"contemplate leaving Eng-
land without great pain. 'The subject was so distressing to her
feelings, that she endeavored to forget it -as much as she could.
The manner in which it hdd been forced upon her by Mrs. Ready,
was like probing a deep wound with a jagged instrument; and
* after that lady’s departure, she covered her face with her hands
and wegt long and bltferly '

e
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. CHAPTER V.

THE TRUE FRIEND.

Frora Linpsay was aroused from the -passionate i&lu]gence of
grief by two arms being passed softly around her neck, and some
oene pulling her head gently back upon their shoulder, and kissing
her forehead.

«Flora,” whispered a sweet, gentle woman’s voice; “Dear
Flora. "I am come home at last. 'What, no word of welcome?
No kiss for Mary? In tears, too. What is the matter? Are
you ill? Is the baby ill? No—she at least is sleeping sweetly,
and looks full of rosy health. Do speak, and tell me the meaning
of all this!” . .

Flora was in the arms of her friend before she had ceased speak-
ing. ‘A thousand welcomes! dear Mary. You are the very
person I most wished just now to see. The very sight of you is an
antidote to grief: ¢ A remedy for sore eyes, as the Irish say. You

kave been toolong away. When did you arrive?”

“ By the mail—about an heer ago.”
<« And your dear sister— ?”

<«Ts gone to a happier home,” said Mary Parnpell, in a faltering .

voice ; and glancing down at her black dress, she continued, she
died happy—so happy, dear Flora, and now—she is happier still.

But, we will not speak of her just now, Flora ; I cannot bear it..

Time, which reconciles us to every change, will teach me resignation
to the Divine will. Butah! ’tis a sore trial to part with the
cherished friend and companion of cur early years. We were most
attached sisters. Quf hearts were one—and now—

There was a pause. Both friends wept Mary first regained
her composure. -

« How is Lyndsay ? Has he finished writing his book ?”

« The book is finished, and accepted by Mr. Bentley.™

«That is good, excellert Tews; and the darling baby !’

«Little Dormoause. The%‘e she lies at the end of the sofa,

- govered by my shawl. She has been sleepi : since break-

fast. I think she only wakes up to amuse papa. But she is
beginning to stretch herself, and here comes the head-narse himself.”
2 .
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“Qur dear Mary, returned " cried Liyndsay, entering the room.
“ It seems an age since you left us.” v -

I“ ;’:ehas beeng;, melangxoly separation to me,” said Mary. - « This
parting I hope will be the last. My father has cons?nfcfl to come
and live with my brother ; and now that dear Emily is gone, T
shall have po inducement to leave home, so you will have me all
to yourselvzs, whenever I cau steal an hour from my domestic
duties ; and we shall once more be so happy together.”

Lyndsay looked at Flora, but neither spoke. Mary saw ina
moment that there was some hidden meaning in that quick, intel- . -
Iigent glance ; and she turned anxiously from one to. the other.

“What mischief bave you been plotting, during my absence ?”
cried the affectionate girl, taking a hand of each. - “ Some mystery
is here—I read it in your eyes. I come to you striving to drown
the remembrance of my own heavy sorrow, that we might enjoy a

- happy meeting : I find Flora in tears, and you Lyndsay looking
grave and melancholy. What does it all mean 2"

“ Has not Flora told you ?”

“Told me what ?”

¢ That we are about to start for Canada.”

“Alas! no. This is sad news,—worse than I expected. But
are you really determined upon going ?” :

“Qur preparations are almost completed.” . :

“Worse and worse. I hoped it might be only the whim of the
moment—a, castle, not of the air, but of the woods—and as easily
demolished.””. - ’

-““Let us draw back,” said Flora. « Lyndsay, dearest ; the trial
is too great.” : ’

“It is too late now, Flora. Depend upon it love, that God has

ordered it, and that we act in conformity to the Divine will, and
that all is for the best.”
o« Ifsuch is your belief, my dear friend,” said Miss Parnell, « far
be it from me to persuade you tostay. God orders all things for
good. The present moment is the prophet of the fature. It must
decide your fate.”

“Ihave not acted hastily in this matter,” returned Lyndsay.

- “I have pondered over it long and anxiously, and I feel that my
decision is right. The grief. poor Flora feels at parting with her
friends, is the greatest drawback. I thonght that she possessed
more strength of endurance. As for me, I have passed through the
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ordeal before, when I left Scotland for the Cape of Good Hope -

om.
", and I now look upon myself as a citizen of the world. I know that
‘his Flora will submit cheerfully to the change, when once we losesight:
me of the British shores.” '
£ % This then means the cause of Flora’s tears ?”
all «Not exactly,” said Flora, laughing. “That ogdious Mrs,
stic Ready has been here, tormenting me with impertinent questions.”
“ Flora; I'm ashamed of you,” said Lyndsay, “ for suffering your-
a3 self to be annoyed by that stupid woman.”
tel- “And worse than that, dear J John, I got into a passion, and
" affronted her.” Lo
37 “ And what did Mrs. Grundy say? »
ery «“ Ah! it’s fine fun for you. But if you had been baited by her
wo for a couple of hours, as I was, you could not have stood it much
72 better than I did. Why, she had the impudence to insist apon my
ing -acting in direct opposition to your wishes; and all but insinuated
that I was a fool not to take her advice.”
« A very serious offence, indeed,” said Lyndsay, laughing. « In-
_stigating my wife to an act of open rebellxon But I amgure you
will not profit by, her example.”
3at «Indeed,no! She’s the very last woman in the world I should
wish to imitate. Still I feel angry with myself for-letting my
- temper get the better of prudence.” ' )
the “ What.a pity, Tlora, -that you did not fight it out. Iwould
sily back my good wife against twenty Mrs. Grundys.”
¢ She would scratch my eyes out, and then write a horrid sonnet
sal to celebrate the catastrophe.”
“ Nobody would read it.”
138 “ Ah, but she would read it to everybody, and bore the whole
nd town with her lamentations.” )
“Let her go, Flora. I am tired of Mrs. Grundy.”
far “Indeed, I was glad enough to get rid of her, which reconciles
for me to the disagreeable manner in which I offended her.”
st :

* “Let us talk of your ‘Canadian p]a.ns,” said Mary. “ When do
you go 7” -

« In three weeks,” said Lyndsay.

“Sosoon! The time is too short to prepare one to part with
friends so dear. If it were not for my poor old father, I would go
with you.”

“ What a blessing it would be!” said Lyndsa_v.

o
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. Oh>! do go, dear Mary,” cried Flora, quite transported at the

- thonght,” and flinging her arms about ber friend’s neck. “It

ke us so happy.” - o
wo‘?lldt Eah:p%;?lgle !glg;id the dear Mary, with a sigh. “T spoke

without thinking. My heart will follow you across the Atlantic;
but duty keeps me here. I w_ill not, however, yvaste the time still
left to us in"useless regrets. - Love is better shown by deeds than
words. I can work for you, and cheer you, during the last days

- of your sojounf in your native land. Employment, I hav"e alw?.ys
found, by my own experience, is the best remedy for aching
hearts.” : -

.
CHAPTER VI

FLORA’S OUTFIT. g

Havixe orice matured his plans, Lyndsay hastened to take the
necessary steps to carry them into execution. Leaving Flora and
_her friend Mary to prepare all the indispensables for the voyage, he
hurried to London, to obtain permission from head-quarters to set-
tle in Canada—to arrange pecuniary matters for their voyage, and
take leave of a few old and tried friends. During his absence,
Flora and her friend were not idle. . The mornings were devoted
-to making purchases, and the eveningsto convert them into articles
* for domestic use. There were so many towels to hem,-sheets to
make, and handkerchiefs and stockings to mark, that Flora saw no
end to the work, although assisted by. kind sisters, and the indefati-

gable Mary. .

* The two friends held a grand consultation over Flora’s scanty’

wardrobe, in which there were articles “ old and new ;” but it must
be confessed that the old and the unfashionable predominated over
the new and well-cut. Flora’s friends were poor, and she had been
obliged to dispense with a wedding outfit. An old and very rich
relation of her father, had presented her with a very elegant wed-

ding-dress, shawl, and bonnet, which was all the finery Flora pos- .

sessed. Her other dresses were very plain, and composed of com-
mon materials ; and if it had not been for the unexpected bounty
of the said rich lady, our bride must have done without a wedding-
garment at all ; for she had earned the few common necessaries she

e
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took with her to housekeeping with her own hand, in painting
trifles for the bazaars, and writing articles for ladies’ magazines.
One small trunk contained Flora’s worldly goods and chattels, the
night she entered the neatly-farnished lodgings which Lyndsay had
prepared for her as his wife. |

Flora felt almost ashamed of the little she possessed; but her
high-minded, generous husband, took her penniless as she was, and
laughingly assared her that they could never quarrel on the score of
riches ; for his' wardrobe was néarly as scanty as her own; and,
beyond a great chest of books and music, he had nothing in the
world but his half-pay. Many a long afternoon Flora spent during
her quiet honeymoon (for the month was Aptil, and the weather
very wet,) in looking over shirts and socks, &nd putting them into
thé best habitablerepair. She was thus employed, when an author
of some distinction called upon them, to enjoy half-an-hours’ chat.

tunately, upset her work-basket on the floor, and all the objection~
able garments tumbled out at her guest’s feet.

f’;‘i He was young, unmarried and a poet; and this certaunﬂy was
;et- not a poetical incident. ¢ Mrs. Liyndsay,” he cried, in a tragic hor-
and ror, (it would have been more in good tasfe to have said nothing
snce, about it,) “are you forced to devote your valuable time to mendm«r
oted old socks and shirts ?”’ ) -

icles

as she coHected the fallen articles, and stowed them once more into

s t ERY T . .- .

510 their hiding-place. “ With suck the publi¢ has nothing to do.”

W Do : : .

vy “ Well, if ever-I marry, I'll take good care to give away every

. old thing I have in the world. No wife of mine shall have it to
-~ say that she was forced to mend my rags.”

39':3 . “ Wait till the time comes,” said Flora, quietly. “ You don’t
o © know what may happen yet. There are more disagreeable things’
g . in every-day life than mending old clothes. Industry and perseve-
- E rance may soon replace these With new ones; but it is useless to
{;‘e‘i  throw away old friends until we are sure of obtaining others as
good b4 - N
pos- - Flora had often thought of this scene, and in her overﬁowmv
- com- happiness had blessed God that she had been permitted to share
3\'x.pty - Lyndsay's poverty. Mending the old clothes had become a privi-
iding- lege.
ies she

Thirty pounds was all that she could now afford to lay out upon
£

Flora hid up her work as fast as she could ; but in her hurry, unfor- "

. “They wére meant for my private hours,” said Flora, laughing, -

e
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ferself and her little one—a small sum, indeed, to the rich, who would

have expended as much in a single article of dress, but very large

in her estimation, whose wants had always been regulated more by

the wants of others than her own. .

Ignorant of the nature of the colony to which she was a.bou‘t to
emigrate, and of the manners and customs of the people among
whom she was to find a new home, and of whom she had formed the
most Iaughable and erroneous notions, many of her purchases. were
not only useless, but ridiculous. Things Were overlooked, which :
would have been of the greatest service; while others could have = -
been procnréd in the colony for less than the expense of transporta~
tion. '

Twenty years ago, the idea of anything decent being required in
& barbarous desert, such as the woods of Canada, was repudiated as
nonsense. T A

This reminds one of a gentleman who sent his son, a wild, extrav-
agant, young fellow, with whom he could do nothing at homg, to
grow-tame, and settle down into a quiet farmer in the Backwoods,
The experiment proved, as it always does in such cases, a perfect
failure. All parental restraint being removed, the young man ran

- wild altogether, and used his freedom as fresh occasion for licentiqus-
ness. The prudent father then wrote out to the gentleman to whose

" care the son had been consigned, that he had better buy him a wild

farm, and ‘a negro and his wife to keep house for him.*

This, too, after the passing of the Anti-Slavery bill! But, even
if slaves bad been allowed in the colony, the horror of color is as
great among the native-born Canadians, as it is in the United
States. So much did this otherwise clever man know of the colony
to which he sent his tnmanageable son? i

Flora had been ‘led to imagine that settlers in the Backwoods
lived twenty or thirty miles apart, and subsisted upon game and
the wild fruits of the country until their own lands were brought -
into a'state of cultivation. Common sense and reflection - would
. have pointed this out as impossible ; but common sense is veryrare,

and the majority of persons seldom take the trouble to think. We
have known many persons just as wise as Flora in this respect. It
is a fact, however, that Flora believed these “reports, and fancied
that her lot would be cast in one of those reméte settlements, where
no sounds of human life were to meet her ears, and the ringing of
her husband’s axe alone awake the echoes of the forest.
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She had yet to learn that the proximity of fellow-laborers in the
great work of clearing is indispensable ; that man cannot work
alone in the wilderness, where his best efforts require the aid of his
fellow-men. - )

The oft-repeated assertion, that anything would do for Canada,
Tas the cause of more blunders in the choice of an outfit, than the
most exaggerated statements in its praise.- .

Of the fine towns and villages, and the well-dressed population of
the improved districts of the Upper Province, she had not formed
the slightest oencep‘uon To her fancy, it was a vast region of
cheerless forests, inhabited by unreclaimed savages, or rude settlers
doomed to perpetual toil—e climate of stern vicissitudes, alternating

between intense heat and freezing cold, and which presented ‘at all -

seasons a gloomy picture. No land of Goshen, no paradise of
fruits and flowers, rose in the distance to console her for the. sacri-
fice she was about to"make. The ideal was far worse tha.n the
reality. -

Guided by these false 1 1mpresswns shemade choice of articles of
dress oo good for domestic drudgery, and not fine enough to suit
the rank to which ske _belonged. In this case, extremes would
have suited her better than o middle course.

Though fine clothes in the Backwoods may be regarded as use-
less lumber, and warm stuffs for” winter, and good washing calicoes
for summer, are more o be prized than silks and satins, which a
few days’ exposure to the rough flooring of a log-cabin would effect-
ually destroy ; yet it is absolutely necessary to be “well-dressed
when visiting the large towns, where the wealthier classes not enly
‘dress well, but expensively.

In a country destitute of an hereditary aristocracy, and where
the poarest emigrant, by industry and prudence, may rise to wealth
and political importance, the appearance which individals make,
and the style in which they live, determine their claims to superi-

ority with the publie, chiefly composed of the same elements with
themselves. The aristocracy of England may be divided into three-

distinet classes,—that of family, of wealth, and _of talent,—all
powerful in their order. The one which ranks the last should hold
its place with the first, for it originally produced it ; and the second,

which is far inferior to the last, is likewise able fo buy the first. )

The heads of old families are more tolerant to the great men of
genius than they are to the accumulators of riches; and a wide
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dxstmctlon is made by them between the pnrse-proud millionaire
and the poor man of. genius, whose refined tastes and feelings are
more in unison with their own.-

_ In Canada, the man of wealth has it all his own way ; his dollars
are irresistible, and the money makes the man. Fine clothes are
there supposed to express the wealth of the possessor ; and a lady’s
gown determines her right to the title, which, after all, presents
the lowest claims to gentility. A runaway thief may wear a fash-
ionably-cut coat, and a well-paid domestic flaunt in silks and satins.

Now, Flora knew knothing of all this; and she committed a
great error in choosing neat and respectable every-day clothing.

The handsome, and the very ordinary, would ha.ve a.nswered her‘

purpose much better.
If “necessity is the mother of invention,” experience is the hand-

maid of wisdom, and her garments fit well. Flora was as yet a
novice to the world and its ways. She had much to learn from a
stern and faithful preceptress, in a cold; calculatmfr school.

‘
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CHAPTER VIL

’
H

HOW MISS WILHELMINA CARR AND FLORA BECAME ACQUAINTED.

Axoxc the many persons who ::z;lled upon Flora to talk over
her projected emigration was a Miss Willelmina Carr—a being so
odd, so wayward, so unlike the common run of mortals, that we
must endeavor to give a slight sketch of her to our readers. We
do not possess sufficient artistic skill to do Miss Wilhelmina justice;
for if she had not actually lived and walked the earth, and if we
had not seen her with our own cyes, and heard her with our own
"ears, we should have considered her a very improbable, if not an
impossible, variet} of the human species feminine. We have me?
with many ebsurd people in our journey through life, but a more
eccentric individual never before mor since has come mader our
immediate observation.

Flora’s means were far too limited for her to entertain company.
Her visitors were confined entirely to ker own family, and a few
old and chosen friends, with whom she had been intimate from
childhood. How, then, did she become acquainted with this lady?
Oddly enough ; for everything coxmected with Miss Carr was odé,

‘andoutofﬂeoommonway )
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There was a mystery, too, about Miss Carr, which had kept the
gossips busy for the last four months; and clever and prying as
they were—quite models in their way—not one of them had been
able t6 come at the solution of the riddle.

One hot day, during the. preceding summer, Miss Wilhelmina
walked into the town, wearing a man’s broad-brimmed straw hat,
and carrying & cane in her hand, with & very small dog trotting at
her heels. She inquired at the first hotel in the town for lodgings,
and hired two very handsome apartments of Mrs. Turner, who kept
very respectable lodgings, and was patronised by the best families
in the neighborhood. Miss Wilhelmina paid three months’ rent
in advance; she brought no servant, and was to find her own table,
engaging Mrs. Turner to cook and wait upon her:

Some days after her_ arrival, two large travelling trunks, and

" several well-filled hampers fullzof wine of the best quality, were
forwarded to her direction, and Miss Carr became one of the lions
of the little watering place.

‘Who she was, or from what quarter of the wqud she emanated,
nobody could find out. She had evidently plenty of money at her
command, lived as she liked, and did what she pleased, and seemed
perfectly indifferent as to what others thought of her. )

Her eccentric appearance attracted general attention, for she
was 1o recluse, and spent most of her time in the open air. If
your walk lay along the beach, the common, or the dusty high-
road, you were sure to meet Miss Carr and her dog at every turn.

The excitement regarding her was so great, that most of the
ladies called upon her in the hope of gratifying their curiosity, and
learning something about her from her own lips. In this they
were quite disappointed ; for Miss Wilhelmina, Carr, though she
was sitting at the window nursing her dog, did not choose to be at
home.to any one, and never had the courtesy to return these cere-
monious visits. An old practised propagator of news waylaid Mrs.
Turner in the street, and cross-questioned her in the most dexter-
ous manner concerning her mysterious lodger; but the good
woman was either seized with & fit of unusual pmdence, or, hke

‘Horace Smith’s mummy— -

¢ Was sworn to secresy.”’

There was no gettmo' a.nythmcr out of her beyond the astounding
facts, that M]SS Carr smoked out of a long plpe, drank brandy-
- 2*
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punch, and had her table served with all the dainties of the season.
“ Besides all this,” whispered the cautious Mrs. Turner, “she
swears like a man.”. This last piece of information might be a
scandal ; the ladies hoped it was, but believed and talked aBout it
as a shocking thing, if true, to all their. acquaintance; and con-
gratulated themselves that the dreadful woman had shown her wis-
dom in not returning the visits of respectable people.

The person about whom all this fuss was made, was a tall and’

very stout woman of fifty years of age ; but active and energetic-
- looking for her time of life. Her appearance was eccentric enough
-to afford ample scope for all the odd sayings and doings in circula-
tion respecting her. She had a satirical, laughing, jolly red face,
with very obtuse features; and, in order;~to, conceal hair of a
decidedly carroty hue, she wore an elaborately-curled flaxen wig,
which nearly covered her large forehead, and hung over her eyes
like the curly coat of a French poodle dog. This was so carelessly
adjusted, that the red and flaxen formed a curious shading round
her face, as their tendrils mingled and twined within each other.
Her countenance, even in youth, must have been coarse and vulgar ;
in middle life, it was masculine and decidedly ugly, with no redeem-
ing feature but the large, good-natured mouth, well set with bril-
liantly white teeth—strong, square, even teeth, that seem to express
their owner’s love of good cheer; and silently intimated, that they
had no light duty to perform, and were made expressly for eating.

Miss Carr, though she sported a man’s hat and carried a cane,

dressed expensively, her outer garments being made of the richest

materials ; but she wore these-so ridiculously short, that her petti- -

coats barely reached below the middle of her legs—leaving exposed

to general observation the only beanty she possessed—a remarkably

handsome and ne&’dymade foot and ankle.
Now, we don’t believe that Miss Carr cared a fig about her
handsome legs and feet. If they had Belonged to the regular Mul-

lingar breed, she would have shown them as freely tqall the world; -

_simply, becanse she chose todo so. She wasa great pedestrian, to

whom long petticoats would have been uncomfortable and inconve-

nient.

- If she was vain of anything, it was her powers of locomotion.

S'he had made the tour of Earope on foot and alone, and still con-
tmued. to walk her ten or fourteen miles a day, let the weather be
what if would. Hail, rain, blow, or snow, it was all one to Miss
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Carr. « She was walking,” she said, %o keep herself in practice,
as she was contemplating another long journey on foot.”

Ida Pfeiffer, the cclebrated female traveller, was unknown in
those days; or Miss Carr might have taken the shire cut of that
adventureus lady; as easily as the said Ida destroys a]l the ro-

mantic notions previously entertained by stay-at-home travellers, -
“about the lands she visits, and the people who form the subjects of

her entertaining matter-of-fact books.

‘When Miss Carr made her debut at church, with her masculine

hat placed resolutely on the top of her head, and cane in hand,
people could mot say their prayers, or attend to the sermon, for
staring and wondering at the uncoutB apparition which had so
urceremoniously appeared in the midst of them. This was not

. diminished, by her choosing to stand during those portions of the

service, when pious females bend the knee. Miss Welhelmina said,

“ that she was too big to l\neel—‘chat her prayers were just as good

in one attitude as another. The soul had no legs or knegs, that she
could discover—and if the prayers did not come from the heart,
they were of no use to her, or to any one else. She had not much

- faith in prayers of any kind. She never could find out that they

had done her the least good, and if she had to go through a useless
ceremony, she would do it in the most convenient manner.”

Flora had heard so much about this strange : woman, that she
had not called upon her on her first arrival in the town ; though it
must be confessed, that her curiosity was as much excited as her

peighbors. In her walks to and fro from ber mother’s house, who-

resided within a short distance of the town, Flora had aften en-
countered the sturdy pedestrian stumping along at. full speed, and
she had laughed heartily with her husband at her odd appearance ;
at her short petticoats, and the resolute manner in which she swung
her cane, and planted it down upon the ground: She had often
wondered how such an elephant of a woman could move so rapidly
upon such small feet, which looked as if she had lost her own, and
borrowed a pair of some child by the way.

She was always followed in all her rambles by a diminutive non-
descript kind of dog—a tiny, long-haired, silky-looking creature,
the color of coffee freslﬂy-frround no bigger than a larfre squirrel,

with brilliant black eyes, bushy tail, and a pert httle face, which

greatly resembled that animal.
Often, when moving at full speed along the dusty highway, its
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mistress would suddenly stop, vociferating at the top of her voice—
«Muff! Muff! where are you, my incomparablg Muff?”” when the
queer pet would bound up her dress Iike a cat, and settle itself
down upon her arm, poking its black nose into her hand, or rear
up on its hind legs, to lick her face. They were an odd pair, so
unlike, s¢ widely dispropropertioned in size and motion, that Flora
delighted in watching all their movements, and in drawing contrasts
between the big woman and her small four-footed companion.

By some strange freak of fancy, Lyndsay and his wife had at-
tracted the attention of Miss Carr, who never passed them in her
long rambles without bestowing upon them a gracious bow and a
smile, which displayed, at one gesture, all her glittering store of

" large white teeth. - .

] do believe, John, the strange woman means to pick acquaint-
ance with us,” said Fiora to her husband, one fine afternoon dur-
ing the previous summer, as they were on ‘their way to' spend the
evening with her mother at —— Hall. “Instead of passing us at
her usual b¥isk trot, she has loitered at our pace for the last half~

hour, smiling at us, and showing her white teeth, as if she were -

contemplating the possibility of an introduction. I wish shewould

break the ice, for I am dying with curiosity to know something” -

about her.” -

“You are very foolish,” said Lyndsay, who was not_one of ,Miss
Carr’s admirers, “to trouble your head about her. These eccentric
people are often great bores; and, if you get acquainted with them,
it is not easy to shake them off. She may be a very improper
character. I hate mystery in any shape.”

0, bless you!” said Flora, langhing, “she is too old and ugly
for scandal of that sort. I should think, from her appearance, that
she never had had a sweetheart in her life.”

“There’s no telfﬁlg,” returped Lyndsay. ¢ She may be lively
and witty. Odd people possess an attraction in themselves. We
are so much amused with them, that they fascinate us before we are
aware. She has a good figure for her voluminous proportions, and
splendid trotters, which always possess charms for some men.”

“ Now, don’t be censorious, husband dear. 1If she should speak
to us—what then?” s

“ Answer her civilly, of course.”

“And if she should take it into her head to call upon us?”

“Return it, and let the acquaintance drop.” ~ ©
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" Flora’s love of the ridi;;ulous was her besetting sin. She con-

.tinued to watch the movements of Miss Carr with mischievous

interest, and was as anxious for an interview as Lyndsay was that

she could kecp her distance. - Flora pressed her hand tightly on

her husband’s arm, scarcely able to keep her delight in due bounds,

while she whispered, in a triumphant aside, “John, I was right. - . .

She is shaping her course to our side of the road. She means to
speak to us,—and now for it!”

.Lyadsay looked annoyed. Flora with difficdlty repressed her -
inclination to laugh out, as Miss Carr came alongside, and verified -

Mrs. Lyndsay’s prediction, by commencing the conversation in a
loud-toned, but rather musical voice— .
. “ A bright afternoon for your walk.”

¢ Beautiful for the time of year,” said Flora.

« Rather hot for stout people like me. * You seem to enJoy it

. amazingly.”

«T am fond of walking: I do not find the heat oppressive."

« Ah, yes; you are thin. Have not much bulk to carry; one
of Pharaoh’s lean kine. It requires a warm day to make your
blood circulate freely. I like winter and spring best for long
rambles.”

¢ should think you would prefer riding,” said Lyndsay ; “yet

_ Isee you out every day on foot.”

“I never ride: I bate and detest rxdmg I never could be
dependent upon the motions of an animal. Horses are my aver-
sion; jackasses I despise. God, when He gave us legs of> our own,
doubtless intended us to make use of them. I have used miffe ever
sinced was a baby, and they are not worn out yet. I got upon my
feet sooner than most children, and have kept them to their duty
ever since. I am a great walker; I have been walking all my life.
Do you know that I have walked over Europe, alone and on foot ?”

“So I have heard,” said Lyndsay. “It must have been an ardu-

# . ous undertaking for a lady.” .

¢ Far easier than you imagine. "Women are jnst as able to shift
for themselves as men, if they would follow my example, and make
the trial. I have  scarcely sat still for the last twenty years. There’

is not a remarkable spot in Europe that I have not visited, or.:

mountain but what I have climbed, or cavern that I have left unex-
plored.~ Three ‘years ago I commenced a pedestrian. tour thirough
Great Britain, which I accomplished greatly to my own satisfaction®
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When T take a fancy to a place, I stay in it until I have explored
all the walis in the neighborhood. Directly I grow tired, I am
off. 'Tisa happy, mdependeut sort of life I Jead. Conﬁnemeut
would soon kill me.’

« Your friends must feel very anxious about you,” said Flora,
« during your absence.”

“ Frleuds' Fiddlesticks! Who told you I had any friends who
care a fig for me or my movements? Iam' gloriously independent,
and mean to remain so. 'There is but one person in the world who
is related to me in the most remote degree, or who dares to trouble
their head about me or my doings, and he is only a half-brother.

* He has opposed himself against my freedom of thought and action;

but I don’t care that’—(snapping her fingers vigorously)— for
him or his opinions. He has made war upon my roaming propen-

sities all his Jife. As if a woman has not as much right to see the’

world as a man, if she can pay her own expenses, and bear her own
bnrthen, without heing a trouble to any ome. It i§ certainly no
business of his how I spen& my money, or where and how I pass

" my life. Not.long ago I heard that he was going to issue a writ
“of lunacy against me, in order to get me ‘and my property into his

possession. This is mean; for-he very well knows that I am not
mad ; and he is very rich, so that there is no excuse for his ava-

. Tice. Fortunately, he don’t know me personally—never saw me

since I was a chili—and as I never go by my real pame, it is not

_ 8 very easy matter for him to discover me. I don’t like this place,
" but it is quiet and out of the way. "I think I shall remain where

I am, till he gets tired of hunting me out. I trust to your honor,
young people ; so you must not betray my secret.”

- Both promised to say nothing about what she had so franklv
communicated. .

«T take you at your word,” continued Miss Carr; «I like your
appearance, and would willingly improve my acquaintance. I
often watched you from my windows; and yesterday I asked Mrs.
Turner who you were. Her account was so much in your favor,

that I determined to introduce myself the first time we accidenfally -

encountered each other. I know your names and where you live.
May I come wnd occasionally enjoy an hour’s chat 2”

“We shall only be too happy,” said Flora, in spite of a warning
pinch from Lyndsay, which said as plainly as words could have

- done, “ She’s mad_,- as mad as a March hare.” But Flora would
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" not understand the hint. She felt flattered by the confidence so

unexpectedly reposedgin them by the odd creature ; and vanity-is a
great enemy to common sense.
#Mind,” said Miss Wilhelmina, turning abruptly to Lyndsay,

“J don’t want to see you at my house. 'I’'m 2 single woman, and, ,

though not very young, I'm very particular about my character.
I never allow a male creature to ‘enter my doors. I'm not fond of
men—I have no reason to be fond of them. They never were
commonly civil to me; and I hate them generally and individually.
‘When I come to see your wife, of course I don’t expect you to hide
out of the way, or peep at me through crannies, as if I were a wild
beast. I shall call to-morrow morning, and so, good day.” ~
«Muff! Muff!—My incomparable! my perfect! hat are you
doing? Frisking beside that ugly black cur! He’snpb companion
for a dog of your breeding and degree. . Away, you vulgarlooking
brute!” And ranning across the road, she seized hold of the ped-
lar’s.dog, who was having a great game of romps with her favorlte

. and gave it a most unjust and unmerciful belaboring with her cane.

The pedlar, who was by no means pleased with this outrage
against his cur, now interfered.

“ Don’t lick my dorrg, ma’am, in that ere sort o’ fashun. What
harm can that hanimal ha’ done to you, or that whiskered, cat-like ’
thing o’ yourn?”

“ Hold your impertinent tonrrue, fellow ! or I'll thrash you, too,”
cried Miss Wilhelmina, flourishing aloft her cane.

The man eyed her sullenly. _* Maybe, you'd beest not try If
you warn’t a 'uman, I'd give it to 'un.’

¢ A lady, sir,” with great dlgmty, and drawing herself up to her
full height.

«Tadies don't act in that ere Way. You be but a 'uman, and a
mad yun, too ; that be what you be’s.”

The next moment Lyndsay expected the cane to descend upon the
pedlar’s head, and wasready to rush to the rescue of the fair Wil
‘helmina. - But no; the lady dropped her cane, burst into a loud fit

‘of laughfer, stooped down, patted the offended cur, and, slipping a

shilling into the hand of the angry countryman, snatched Mnﬂ‘ to
her capacious bosom, and walked of at full trot.

The pedlar, looking after her for a minute, with his eyes and mouth -

wide open in blank astonishment, and then down at the silyer glit-
tering in his band, cried out— :
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"« 1 knows you bees a lady, now. If you delights in licking o’
dorrgs, ma’am, you ma’ thrash Bull as muchis you please for six- -
" pence a licking. That’s fair, I thinks.” '

He might as well have shouted to the winds ; Miss Wilhelmina
was out of hearing, and Flora and hér hnsba.nd pursued their walk
to the hall.

—————

. CHAPTER VIIL

MISS WILHELMINA CALLS UPON FLORA.

- THE breakfast things were scarcely removed the following morn -
ing,” when Miss Carr- walked into the room; where Flora was
employed at her work-table, in ma.nufactu.rmfr some small a.rtlcles""
of dress.

“Your husband is afraid of e, Mrs. Lyndsay he started off
the moment he saw me coming up to the door. . I don’t want to

* banish him from his own-house.”

“ Oh, not at all.. He has business in town, Miss Carr. You
have favored me with a very early visit.” :

“Too eafly? Just speak the truth plainly out. Why the

- deuce do people tell so many stories, when it would be far easier to
speak the truth? I assure you, that you look so neat and comfort-
able in ‘your morning costume, that youw bave no reason to be .~
ashamed. I like to come upon people unawares,—to see thém as
they really are. ‘You are welcome to come and see me in my night-
cap, when the spirit moves me. When I'm not out walking, I'm
always at home—busy at work, t0o,” she continued, putting a tiny
cap upon her fist. " That looks droll, and tells tales.”

“Qh, don’t —do spare me,” cried Flora, snatching the"article
from her odd companion, and’ hiding it away in the table-drawer.

~ “T did not mean that any one should catch me at this work.”

*Don’t think, my dear, that I am going to criticise you. Iam
no judge of sewing,—never set a stitch in mylife. It must be a
dull way of spending time. Can’t you put your needle-work out 2"

Flora shook her head. :

“Too poor for that? Mrs. Turner’s daughter takes in all such
gimeracks. Send wha.t you've vot over to her; and Tl pay for the
maklng ”

Miss Carr!” said Flora, greatly distressed.
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“ What, angry arrain I

“ No, not exacziy afgry ; but you wound my pride.”

It would do you no harm to kill it outright,” said Miss Carr,
laughing—such a loud, jovial peal of merriment, which rang so
clearly from her healthy lungs, that Flora, in spite of her offended
dignity, was forced to laugh too.

“You feel better now. I hope the proud fit is going off, and we
can enjoy a reasonable chat. These clothes—what a bore they are
to both poor and rich,—the rich setting their heart too much apon
them, and the poor despised because they have not enough to keep
them warm,—and those mean and old. Then, this is not all.
There is the perpetal changes of the fashions, which oblige people
to put on what does not suit them, and to make monstrous frights
of themselves to dress in the mode. . You must have a morning-
" gown, a dinner-dress, and an evening costume ; all to be shifted and
changed in the same day, consuming a deal of time, which might be
enjoyed in wholesome exercise. I have no patience with such folly.
The animals, let me tell you, arc a great deal better off than their -
masters. Nature has provided them with a coat which never wants
changing but once a-year; and that is done so gradually, that they
experience no inconvenience. No need of their consulting the fash-
ions, or patching-and stitching to keep up a decent appearance. It
is a thousand pities that clothes were ever invented. People would
have been much healthier, and looked much better without them.”

“ My dear madam, did not God himself instruct our first parents
to make garments of the skins of animals?”’

¢ They were- not necessary in a state of innocence, or He would
have created them like cows and horses, with clothes upon their
. backs,” said Welhelmina, sharply. «It was their own fault that
they cver required such.trumpery, entailing upon their posterity a -
" curse as bad as the thorns and thistles. For I aliways consider it

as such, when sweltering under the weight of gowns and petticoats
on a hot day; and I rate Mother Eve roundly, and in no measured
terms, for her folly in losing the glorious privilege of waleg in
buff.”

“ You must have been thinking of tha.t,” said Flora, rather mis-
chievously, and glancing down at Miss Wilkelmina’s leﬂs, ““ when
you cut your petticoats so short.”

"~ “You are welcome to laugh at my short petticoats,” sald Wil- -
helmina, ¢ as long as I feel the comfort of wearing them. Now do
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tell me, candldly——what impropriety is there m A woman shovnng

her leg and foot, more than in another woman showmcr ber hand

and arm? The evil lies in your own thoughts. You see the Ba-
varian buy-a-bréom girls passing before. your windows every day,
with petticoats cut three or four inches shorter than mine. You
perceive no harm in that. ¢ It is the fashion of her country,’ you
cry. Custom banishes from our minds the idea of impropriety ;
and the paked sa,vaore of the woods is as modest as the closely-
covered civilian. ® Now, why am I compelled to wear long pettl-
coats drabbling in the mud, when a Bavarian mdy wear her’s up to

the knees, and nobody think the worse of her? Iam as much a

Tree agent as she is; have as ‘Tauch right to wear what I pleasé, I

like short petticoats—I can walk better in them—they peither t}i«,\

up the dust nor the mud, and leave my motions free and untram-

melled—and what’s more, I mean to wear them.  —

“1 have tried trowsers; but they fettered me. It is_difficult
to stow a larc,e figure like mine away into trowsers. I felt as if
my legs were in the stocks, and kicked them off in disdain—simply
remarking— what fools men are!” So, you don’t like my short
petticoats? and I hate your long omes. First, because they are
slatternly and inconvenient; secondly, because they make your

_stockings dirty ; and thirdly, because they give you the idea that
they are intended to conceal crooked Iegs Bo don’t say one word
in their favor.”

It is but a matter of taste and opinion,” said Flora ; we will
not quarrel about it. T think it wise, however, in order to avoid

. singularity, to conform to existing fashions.”
“Mrs. Lyndsay, I can prove to you in less than two minutes,
-that you transvress daily, your own rules.” Flora looked incredu-
lous.
“You do not wear a bustle, which is now considered by all ladies
an md:spensable article of dress.”

- “You are right : it is a disgusting fashlon, which destroys the
grace and just' proportions of the female form. A monstrous
piece of absurdity, that' T have never adopted, and never will.”*

. “Bravo! Bravo!” shouted Miss Wilhelmina, clapping ker
hands in an ecstacy of delight. * «“I have conquered you with your
own weapons. - There is no slipping -past the horns of that dilem-

# During twenty years Flora kept her word.

Ao <4
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ma. You refuse to wear a hump on 5;001- back, and I decline the

_honor of the long petticoats. ILet us hear how you can justify

yourself?” k

“You have gained an advantage by my own a,dnusxon ” said
Flora ; “but I can’t consider myself beat.”

“ Falrly out of the field, my dear—fairly out of the field. Ae-
knowledge the defeat with a good grace. Let us shake hands, and -
drink a glass wine together in token of peace.”

“ T never keep wine in the house,” said Flora,%ather embarrassed
at the request, particularly at such an early hour of the day.

“ Never keep wine in your house! Why, how do you contrive
to keep up your spirits, without a glass of wine now and then ?”

“ 'We are young, and require no artificial stlmulants to render us
cheerful and happy.”

. “Well, I require stimulants,” said Miss Wilhelmira, with the

_violent exercise I take. I do not obJect to a glass of brandy-and-

water, or even of gin, when I feel exhausted.”

“If you feel ill, Miss Carr, I will send out and get some.”

«Tl! Lord bless you!- I never was ill for an hour in my life.
So, you cannot afford a little luxury like wine? My child, I pity
you : I am sure you require it. I wish you were better off.”

« T ghall never quarrel with Providence, from whom we have
received so many blessings, on that account,” said Flora; « I
am very grateful for the real comforts we enjoy.”

« Poor comfort!” quoth Miss Wilhelmina. « My ideas of eom-
fort are always associated with wealth. I maintain, that no one
can really be comfortable without it. What should I be without
money? An antiquated, despised old. maid—and with all my
expensive habits, and queer notions, the very boys in the village
would hold me in derision. For even, boys know the importance
of money, and let me pass unmolested through the midst of them.”

«T percieve that you are very popular with the young folks,” said
Flora. -

« All bribery and -corruption, my dear. Boys are but men
abridged and cramped down into skeleton jackets. When I come
to a town, I throw a handful of small silver coin into the middle of
the first group of boys I find in my path. The next time they sea.
me coming, they cry out Iustily, ¢ Off with your hats, boys; here
comes the rich lady P  Off go the tattered hats and caps, and my
small coin pays for the comphment ?
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«Your plan is an expensive one,” said Flora ; “10 wonder the
boys regard you with such favor.” .

“T pever found money fail but in one instance,” said Miss Wil-
helmina, thoughtfully. * Mind, it is not to every one that I would
communicate my experience. People like to talk of themselves—to
tell portions of their history; it relieves their minds. There are
very few to whom I have ever told mine ; but I think it will amuse
you. _ The follies of others are always entertaining.

«My father was Scotch—my mother Irish. The two nations
don’t amalgamate very well together. 'The children of such an
union are apt to inberit the peculiar national failings of both. My
father united to a love of science a great. d;a.l\of mechanical
genius. He was a clever, prudent, enterprising man, and amassed
a large fortune. My mother I never knew—she died when I was
an infant. My father hired a good-natared, easy kind of woman,
to be nurse. She was a widow, without children, whom he after-
wards promoted to the head of his table. She was his third wife.
He had one son by his first marriage, who had been born in Scot-
land, and adopted by & rich uncle. He afterwards got an appoint-
ment in India ; and I never saw him above half-a-dozen times in

. my life—and only when a child. He was a handsome, proud man,
very Scotch in all his words and ways. We never took to one
another. He thought me a spoilt, disagreeable, pert child ; and I
considered him a eross, stern man ; and never could be induced to

call him brother.

« I inherited a good propérty from my mother, which made me a .

very independent little lady, in my own conceit. I knew, that the
moment I became of age, I was my own mistress. Perhaps it
was this consciousness of power which made me the queer being
Iam. ) :

“My step-mother was very fond of me. She spoilt me shock-
ingly—more than most mothers indulge their brats. She always
seemed to retain a sense of the-inferior position she had held. . Not
a common failing, by-the-bye: persons raised unexpectedly to
wealth, from the lower class, generally measure their presumption
by their ignorance. She always treated me as a superior. My
father was very fond of her. These passive women are always
great favorites with men. They have no decided character of
their own, and become the mere echoes of superitr minds. A vain
man loves to see his own reflection in one of these domestic mag-

»

-~
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nifying glasses : it is so gratifying to be the Alpha and Omega in

his own house. His former wives were both handsome, conceited
women, who thought so much of themselves, that they could reflect

no perfections but their own. In this respect I resembled my

mother—from a baby I thought fit to have a will and opinions of

my own.

“My step-mother always yielded to my masterly disposition
when a child, generally ending the brief contest with the remark,
‘What a pity Willy was not a boy! What a fine, spirited boy
she would have made!” When I grew a tall girl, I became more
independent still, and virtually was mistress of the house. My
father sent me to school. I learnt quickly enough; but I was
expelled from half a dozen for striking my teacher whenever she

...dared to raise her hand to correct me. At length my education
" was finished, and I returned home for good, as wild and as fierce

as an untamed colt.

“My step-mother had a nephew—a lad whom my father had
befriended very much. He had paid for his education, had bound
him to an eminent surgeon, and, when his term expired, had
enabled him, from the same source, to walk the hospitals and
attend the necessary lectures. Henry was attending.the last
course which was to fit him for entering upon his profession ; and
during that period he made our house his home.

“He was not handsome, but a well-grown, high-spirited, clever
young fellow. Not at all a sentxmental person, but abounding in .
frolic and fun, full of quaint, w1tty sayings, and the very incarna-
tion of mischief. We took a.mazmgly to each other; and he
enjoyed all my odd freaks-and fancies, and encouraged me in all
my masculine propensities.

I grew very fond of him: he was the only creature of hls sex
I ever loved ;—but I did love him, and I thought that he loved me.
I considered myself handsome and fascinating. All young people
think so, if they are ever so ordinary. It belongs to the vanity of
the age, which believes all things—hopes for all things, and enter-
tains no fears for the result.

“The girls at school had told me, that I was ¢a perfect fright ;’
but I did not believe them. They laughed at my snub nose and
carrotty locks, and said ¢that it would take all my money to buy
me a husband.’

“ Now, by way o figression, I'm-a great talker, Mrs. Lyndsay,




' 46 ’ FLORA LYNDSAY.

and love to ramble fror one subject to another. Do just tell me
why a snub noseshould be reckoned vulgar and red hair disgrace-
ful 27 .

This was an awkward questlon ‘It was, however, put point
blank. Flora could not avoid giving something in the shape of an
answer.

« Tt is impossible to account for these things,” she saxd « Any
deviation from a recognised standard of taste and beauty is always-
open to objections. But there are a great many modifications of
these rules. Elegance of form, grace of manner, charms of expres-
sion, and even sweetness of voice, will render plain persons not
only agreeable, but hxghly 50.”

«You recongile me to my snub nose and red halr,” said the odd
woman. “But few people possess a nice sense of discrimination ;
they are quick at finding out defects—slow at discovering graces,
The world is full of unjust partialities. My snub nose would have

been considered a beauty in Africa ; my red hair would have been .

admired inItaly ; but there is no struoglmg against national preju-
dwa and these bull-headed Enghsh are the most prejudiced ani-
aIs under the sun—and I was remorselessly branded as a fright
y a sneering pack of girls, half of whom had-noses as bad as my
.1 had my private opinion on the subject, in which I flat-
tered myself my cousin (as I called Henry) would perfectly agree.
~% He never told me he loved me. I felt certain that he did, and.
that it was gratitude to my father, for all that he had done for
him, which kept him silent. This was a foolishly romantic notion
of mine; but there was a touch of romancé about me in those
days. I was green—very green. I can laugh at myself now; but
it has always been a rather sore subject.
* « Henry did not speak himself. Se I thought I would break the
ice, and speak for him. You look surprised. ~Well, I know it ig
not exactly according to the general rules observed in such mat-
ters, which ties a woman’s tongue, and obliges her to wait with all
humility, until she is asked by somé man, whom perhaps she does
not care a fig for, to be his wife. I never lived within fules, and
I thought I had as much right to please myself, and ask a man to
-marry me, as a man had to ask me to be his wife. :
“I1 made Henry an offer of my hand, heart, and fortune—and-—
it is no use being ashamed, at my time of life, of a thing which
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happened such a long time ago—I was refused /—without any
softening of the matter—down right, positively refased.

“ The ungrateful varlet did not even thank me for the honor. He
briefly told me, ¢ That I was a very amusing girl, but the last
woman on earth he should wish to make his wife; that as to
money, it was certainly a great inducement, but not enough to
compensate for the saerifice of his principles. He had a good pro-
fession, and hoped to earn by it wealth and independence.’

« Ah! how I hated him while he told me all this. How I have

" hated all his sex from that hour, for his sake!

¢ However, my dear, it had this good effect—it cured me of all
such ridiculous weakness, then and for ever. I shook off the love

“fit,"and Wilhelmina was herself again.

¢« My step-mother died shortly after this, and I became the mis-
tress of my father’s house. He was old and very infirm, and
completely wrapped up in his scientific studies. I only saw him
occasionally, and then my nonsense amused hlm He pined after
my step-mother ; and very shortly followed her to the grave. I
had just attained my majority when he died, and I came info a fine
property, and found myself at my own disposal. ’

¢« Nobody cared for me, and I cared for nobody. I wished to
take a peep at the world, and determined to travel over as much
of its surface as I possibly could; and please myself as to the -
method I employed to effect-my object. .

I havebeen in a great many foreign countries, and seén a great
many strange people; ard been an actor in many extraordinary.
sceres; and I have come to the conclusion, that the world, after
al}, is not such a terrible bad world fo live in, and that the very
worst of its inhabitants are not entirely-withent some good.”

As she finished this sentence, the church clock proclaimed to the
whole town the hour of one. Miss Wilhelmina sprang. from her

cha.xr, ‘exclaiming, « Holloa ! that’s my dinner hour. "It will take _.

nde ten minutes to get home, and the fish will be quite spoilt. Ex-
cuse me, Mrs. Lyndsay, and come and take tea with me, like a good
soul, to-morrow evening. I never take tea later than six.”

Miss Withelmina vanished. Flora laughed over the interview
until her husband came home, and then they had a good laugh

together:
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CHAPTER IX. -
FLORA GOES TO TEA WITH MISS CARR.

Tee following evening, at the primitive hour of halfpast five,
Fiora took her work, and went across the green to take tea with
Miss Carr. .

She found that eccentric lady seated by the window, looking out
for her, and Muff standmg on her shoulder, catching flies off the
panes of glass. The evening was cold and raw, though the month
was Angust, and threatened rain. Such changes are common on
the coast. The dreary aspect of things without was relieved by a
small but very cheerful fire, which was burning away merrily in the
grate. A large easy-chair, covered with snow-white dimmity, was
placed near it, expressly for Flora’s accommodation, into which she
was duly inducted by, Miss Carr, the moment she had relieved her-
self of her bonnet and shawl. Everything looked so comfortable
and cosy, in the neat lodging-house, and the tame mad woman
received Mrs. Lyndsay with such hospitable warmth of mannner,
that the former regretted that her husband was not allowed to share
her visit.

“ You are late,” said Wﬂhelmma.\dmwmo- a small sofa up to the
fire, and placing it opposite to Flora’s easy chair, so that a pretty
work-table stood conveniently between them ; “I told you to come
early, and I have been waiting for you this hour.”

“I am sorry for that. T thought I had fome unfashionably
carly.”

“ Fasl‘.uon1 ‘What have you or I to do with a.nyﬂunfr S0 absurd
as fashion ? : You are too poor to attend to the whims and caprices
which sway the mind of the multitude, from which I presume ema-
nates the fashions of the world ; and I am too independent to be
swayed by any will but my own. We will therefore set the fashion
for ourselves. - This is liberty hall while I am mistress of it. Ido
as'I please ; I give you full permission to do the same. But what
kept you so late ?” .

“A thousand little domestic duties, too numerous and too
trifling to dwell upon,” said Flora, drawing her work from her
bag; since you give me the privilege of doing as I please, I will
resume my work, while I listen to your lively conversation.”

%]
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“You will do no such thing,” returned Wilhelmina, twitching a
frill which Flora had commenced hemming, from her hand, « I will
have no stitching and sewing here, but as much conversation as you
please.”” Then ringing the bell, she handed over the frill to Mrs.
Turner. ~“ Give that to you daughter, Mrs. T., to hem for me, and
tell her to do it in her very best style.”

“Why, la, ma’am, ’tisa very small affair,” sald Mrs Tumer,

~with a meaniag smile.

« A nightcap frill for Muff,” said Miss Carr. “The cold
weather is coming. I mean Muff to wear caps in the winter.” °

“You are a droll lady,” said Mrs. Turner, retreating; “it’s a
pity yoa had not something better to make an idol of, than a dog.”

 While Miss Carr was speaking to Mrs. Turner, Flora glanced
round the room, and was not a little surprised to find a pianoforte
making part of the farniture, an open drawing-box of a very expen-
sive kind, with card-board and other drawing materials, occupied a
- side-table. These were articles of refinement -she had not expected
from = man-like woman of Miss Carz’s character.

« Are you fond of drawing?” she asked, when_they were once
more alone.

« Passionately, my dear: I am a self-tanght genius. Other
people drew, and I was determined that I would draw too. What
should hinder me? I haveeyes to see, and hands to copy what
pleases me; and the school from which I derive instruction is the
best in the world, and furnishes the most perfect models—that of
Nature. I never bent my mind to anything that I wished to
accomplish, and failed. But you shall judge for yourself.”

Miss Wilhelmina sprang from her seat, and bouhcing into a
eloset, socn returned with a large portfolio, which she placed on
the table before Flora.  There are my treasures ; you can exam-
ire themat your leisure.”

Flora did not expect anything delicate or beauﬁﬁxl but she was
perfectly astonished—not”a¥ the skill and taste displayed in these
drawings, but at the extraox\dmary want of it ; nothing could be
worse, or indeed so eccentricglly bad. The first specimen of Miss
Carr’s talentsasan artist, which she drew from the splendid velvet-
covered portfolio, puzzled her not a little. What the picture was
meant for, Flora, for the life of her, could not tell, until, glancing

" down to the bottom of the sheet, she read with great difficalty the
following explanation, written in a vile hand— e o
: 3 o

T
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« Portrait of the Icomparable Muff; taken while picking Fer
bone at breakfast.”

It was a good thing she had dlscovered a key to the hleroglypblc,

for Miss Carr’s keen eyes were fixed intently upon.her, as if they
were reading her inmost soul.

«Is it not beautiful 2’ she cried, anticipating Flora’s admiration.

¢ Muff is a very pretty animal,” said Flora, evasively,

« Muff pretty ! exclaimed Miss Carr, indignantly ; whe ever
thought of insulting Muff by calling her pretty / She is exquisite—
the perfection of her species. I have, in that spirited picture, hit
her off to the life. Look at the action of that tail—the lifelike
grasp of those paws! You might almost famcy you heard her
growl over the delicious broiled mutton-bope.”

¢ Flora thought the picture would bave suited the Ornithorky-
-neus paradoxus quite as well as the incomparable Muff. The draw-
ing was too bad to prazse she could not flatter, and she abhorred
quizzing.

Miss Carr waited for ber answer. ~Flora was dumb-foundered H
fortunately the offended vanity of the artist soon relieved her from
the painfal and embarrassing silence.

T perceive that you are no judge of good pamtmgs, Mrs. Lynd-
say, or you must see some merit in the one before you. I showed
that sketch to an Italian artist of celebrity when I was at Rome ; 5
he gaid, ¢That it was worthy of the original,” which I conmdere&
10 mean praise.” .

¢ Doubtless, he was right,”” said Flora. « His judgment must
be more correct than mine. Muff is so unlike the generality of
dogs, that it is difficult to recognize her as such.”

“She’s a fairy!” cried Wilhelmina, forgetting her anger, sz
hugging Muff to her breast.

“A Brownie,” suggested Flora, delighted to- ﬁnd the eonversa-

tion taking a turn.
“ Brownies belong to am inferior order of munorta]s,” quoth

Wilhelmina, still caressing her dog. “My Muff is among the
aristocrats of her species. But you have not seen the rest of my
;klc:tch% You will find 2 great many original pieces in the port~
olio. ”

~ Flora wished them all behind the fire, and turning with & ruefu}
seriousness to the sacred repository of genius, she drew forth sev-
eral danbs tha$ weére meant for la.ndscapes, the contemplation of

T e
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which would have provoked the most indifferent person to mirth;
but it was no langhing matter to examine them while a being so
odd as Miss Carr was regarding you with a fixed gaze hungry for
applause and admiration.

Flora thought she had discovered the maddest point in Miss
Carr's character. At length she stumbled upon a portrait. The
figure was meant for that of a boy, but the head was as big as
the head of a man, and covered “with a forest of red, curling hair,

‘and he held in his hand a bunch of blte flowers as big as himself.

“What an odd looking creature!” burst involuntarily from her
lips. i -
« Ah, my beautiful Adolphe!” cried Wilhelmina. “He was
odd like myself—he stood alone in the the world, in my estimation.
I must tell you the history of that child while you have his charm-
ing face before you.” -

Flora quietly slipped the portrait back into the portfolio. Her
inclination to laugh became almdst irrepressible. Miss Wilhel-
mina laid her right foot over her left knee, and, patting it almost
as complacently as she would have done the silky, brown back of
her pet dog, gave Mrs. Lyndsay the following passage from her
history :—

“That_boy,—wi education T meant to bestow upon him,
would have become & great man—a second William Tell, or
An ew Hoffer—and I should have been the foster-mother of a

man of gesius. But it was not to be—there is a fate in these

“1id he dle ?” asked Flora. -

everybody die, some time or other. Oh, no, he may be living -
yet, for what I Know—it was far worse than that.”

Flora became inte

« First—I like to begm at the beomnmg——I must tell you how
I came by Adolphe. I passed the summer of ’28 in a small village
among the Alps. Every fine day I rambled among the mountains,
sometimes with a guide, sometimes alone. About half-a-mile from.
the village I daily encountered, upon the rocky road, a red-headed
little boy of eight years of age, who never failed to present me with
a bunch of the blue flowers which grow just below the regions of
icé and snow. He presented his offering in such a pretty, simple
mauner, that I never accepted his flowers without giving him a kiss




B 1 i ey

e n\”: v i

s

52 FLORA LYNDSAY.

and a few small coins. We scon became great friends, and he

often accompanied me on my exploring expeditions. Whether it
was his red head—God bless the mark! or a likeness I fancied I
saw between him and me, I cannot tell ; but at last I grew so fond
of the child that I determined to adopt him as my own. His father
was one of the mountain guides, and resided in a small cabin among
the hills. T followed Adolphe to his romantlc home, and disclosed
my wishes to his parents. They were very poor people, with a
la.rge family— Adolphe being number twelve of the domestic group.
% «For a long time they resisted all ‘my entreaties to induce them
to part with the child. The woman, like. the mother of the
Gracchi, thought fit to look upon her children as her jewels—
Adolphe, in particular, she considered the gem in the maternal
crown. Her opposition only increased my desire to gain possession
of the boy ; indeed, I was so set upon having him that, had she
remained obstinate, I determined to carry him off without asking
her leave a second time. My gold, and the earnest request of the
child himself, at last overcome her scruples ; ‘and after binding me
by a solemn promise to let them see him at least once a-year, she
gave him into my charge, with many tears.
¢ Having accomplished this business, greatly to my own satis-
faction, I set off with' Adolphe, on a tour on foot through Germany.
He was not only a great comfort to me, but useful withal. He

was sturdy and strong, a real son of the hills, and he carried my?

small valise, and enlivened the length of the road with his agreeable
prattle.

« When we put up for the night, the people always took him for
my son : a fact I thought it useless to dispute in a foreign country.
It would have had a more significant meaning in England. A red-
headed single lady could not have travelled alone, with a red-headed
child, without disagreeable insinuations. Abroad, I always passed
myself off as a widow, and Adolphe of course was my orphan son.

¢ Matters went off very pleasantly, until we arrived at Vierina,
and I hired a neat lodging in a quiet part of the city, where I
determined to.spend the winter. * The next morning I went out,
accompanied by Adolphe, to examine the lions of the place. By
accident we got entangled-in a crowd, which had collected in one
of the principal thoroughfares, to witness a fire. While striving

to stem my way through the heaving mass of human forms that .

bedged us in on every side, I suddenly missed my child. To find
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him among such & multitade, was, indeed, to look for a needle in &
" wagon of hay; yet I commenced the search in utter desperation.
T ran hither and thither, wherever I could find an opening,
frantically calling upon Adolphe. I asked every person whom I
met—* If they had seen my boy? Some pitied—some laughed; -
but the gredter number -bade me stand out of their way. I was -
mad with fear and excitement, and returned to my lodgings late in
the evening, starving w1th hunger, and worn out with fatigue of
mind and body. I hoped ‘that the child might have found his way
home, and was waiting me there. ~Alas! Adolphe had not been
secn, and T went to bed too much vexed to eat my supper..
¢« Early the next morning I resumed my searech. I hired the
public cryer to proclaim my loss ; I borrowed a large bell from my
landlady, and went through all the streets crying him myself,
hoping that he would recognise my voice. .Alas! alas! I never
saw my child again !”
« Never 2”7 said Flora. ¢ Was he irrecovably lost?”
< Lost, lost, lost!” said Wilbelmina, shaking her head. ¢ This
comes of adopting other people’s brats. “Had he been a worthless,
spoilt imp of my own, I should K&ve been more successful. I stay-
ed in Vienna all the winter. I advértised him in the papers. I.
had placards, offering a large reward for his discovery, pasted on
the walls of the principal streets; but I failed in recovering my
poor Adolphe. To console myself for his loss, I painted that por-
trait of him from memory. ’Tis an admirable likeness. No one
who had ever seen the original, could mistake it for another. It was
just a week after I lost my child, that the mistress of the house, in
compassion for my distress, presented me with my incomparable
Muff. Fortune owed me a good turn, for the ill-natured trick she
bad played me. It would not have been difficult for, me to have-
found another red-headed boy, as amiable as Adolphe; but such a
prize as Muff is only to be met with once in a life.”
“ And the parents of the poor child,—how did they bear lns
loss ?”
“To tell you the truth, my dear, I never knew. I never w1sh to
know ; for, without Adolphe, I never mean to venture into their ~
. neighborhood again.”
“Let us hope,” said Flora, “ that the child found his way ‘back
‘to his pative mountains.”" )
“ Hurra I” cried Miss Wﬂhelmma, startmv from hen' seat and
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giving Flora such & hearty embrace that she nearly choked her. «I
never thought of that possibility before. Yes—yes; he had money

in his little purse. I have no doubt that, on missing me, he.

returned by the road we had travelled to his nz?.’tive place. v>'1‘hat
demon won’t haunt my dreams again. But here cores the coffee,
and Miss Turner’s delicious cakes and home-made bread and but-
ter. I hope you are fond of coffee, my dear ? I detest tea ;—it is

asort of pervous, maudlin, sick-chamber trash;-only fit for old -

maids and milk-and-water matrons.” /
« I prefer coffee,” said Flora. « I have quite an Adsiatic taste in
that r%pett.” / ] -
« Pon’t talk of Asiatic coffee,” said Wilhelmina ; ¢ wait till you
have tasted it. The nauseous staff! I have drank enough of it at
Constantinople, but never could get it dow%ﬁithout‘a grimace.

'I have it made in the French style.”

The coffee and cakes were served on a small silver tray, which
was placed on the table between them. The coffee was fragrant

and exhilarating ; the bread and buttér and cakes richly deserved -

the praise Miss Wilhelmina had bestowed upon them. Flora had
dined early, and did justice to them. ’ ’

«T like to see a person enjoy their meals,” said Miss Carr. “1I
hate affectation in eating, as much as I hate affectation in speech.
Some mince with their food as if they were ashamed of putting a
morsel into their mouths before people. They ask for the least
piece of this, and for an imaginary crumb of that; and make their
entertainers uncomfortable by their ridiculous fastidiousness ; while,
if we cotuld see these very "delicate masticators in their own homes,
perhaps we should find them grumbling for Benjamin’s share of thé
daily meal. For my own part, I always eat in public as if no,eye

was upon me, and do it in"a hearty, natural way. You may be

sure, when you see persons, whether male or female, give them-
selves great airs at table, that they have never been used to éood
society at home.” . .

Flora thought there was a great deal of truth in some of Wilhel-
mina’s remarks. But she felt that it would be dangerous to take
the doings of such an odd mortal for precedents in any case; and
she was justified in her opinion by Miss Carr, the moment the table
'}va,s cleared, calling for hot water, brandy, and wine.

“Do you smoke ?” she cried, producing a box of segars from the
closet, and a long Turkish pipe. - Then, drawing &?wn the window-
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curtains, she fucked ber legs under her upon the sofa, and com-
menced filling, from a beautiful inlaid silver box, her hooker, with
its finely-ornamented bowl and amber mouthpiece.

Flora looked ber astonishment, as she said—

¢ Miss Carr, do you really smoke ?”

“Do I know what is good ?”” said Wilhelmina. ¢ Did you never
e a woman smoke before ?” .

“ Yes, Irish barrew-women, iz London; and I thou,,ht it odd,
even for them.” :

“They were wise women, my dear, and knew how to appreciate
the merits of the weed. The Irish are a clever people—a very
<lever people. You remember, that I am Irish by the mother’s
side, and have retained one of the national tastes. But it was not
in Treland, nor in the strects of London, sitting upon a fruit-
woman’s barrow, that I learned the pleasures of smoking. It was
in the East, with all its pretended romance, and real humbug, that
I acquired what you consider an unfeminine accomphshment I
saw fat, turbaned men sitting cross-legged in every bazaar, dozing
over their huge pipes, in a sort of dreamy helplessness; and I
determined to fathom the mystery of their en Joyment and find out
the grand secret.

“The first few whiffis I took made me very sick and stupld
< Courage,’ said I, not in the least disheartened— :

“ ¢ Pleasure cometh after pain,
Sunshine cometh after Tain—
Wilbelmina, try again.”

And I did try, for Lwas determined not to be beaten by these long-
bearded, long-petticoated men ; and the next trial was crowned
with complete sucoess.

“ Now, Mrs. Lyrdsay, is it not a shame that these selfish men
should be tamely allowed by us foolish women to monopolise all
the good things of life, and make that criminal in a female which
they cannot dery themselves? -You don’t know how much you
lose, by being frightened by their blustering into passive obedience,
and persuaded that what is good for a man is quite out of keeping
with a wemar. Do, just by way of illustration to my argument,
fry ome of those fragrant cigars. They are of the best quality—real
Havana—'pon honor.” ’

“You must excuse me,” said Flora, laughmo —as Miss Wilhel-
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mina's head dimly loomed through clouds of smoke—“I have no

wish to acquire such a taste.” . ’

“Youre a little fool,” paffed forth Wilkelmina. ¢ But I hope
to make something eut of you yet. Takea glass of wine.”

«T never drink anything but water, excepting at breakfast and
tea.” - . - ) “

“Water! Fiddlefaddle. A tumbler of hot punch will do you
1n0 hazm. I am going to mix some in thé most scientific manner.”

“QOnly think what Lyndsay would say,” cried Flora, «if he
should come in, and find me smoking a eigar, and drinking brandy
punch! He would never forgive me—I could never forgive my-
S@If." .

« All stoff and nonsense; I am certain he would neither refuse
one of these cigars, nor a fifibler of this excellent punchk. "Does
he never smoke?”

¢« Oh, yes ; a cigar, sometimes.” -

“ And takes a glass of toddy—or he’s no Scot.”

“ Qccasionally, with a friead.” - .

“ A male friend, of course. e takes snaff, for I have seen him
do it; and this, between ourselves, is a far dirtier habit tan smok-
ing. I hate snuff; it always reminds me of a lecture I once heard
upon that subject in America. The lectarer was o methodist ;
and he spoke very vehemently against the use of tobacco in ary

- shape ; but snufftaking scemed to rouse him 4P, and inflame his

- indignation to-a pitch of enthusiasm. ¢If the Almighty,’ be said,

“had intended a man’s nose for a dust-hole, he would have turned

up the nostrils the. other way.” These were his very words; and

to me they were so convineing, that T discarded from that moment
all idea of becoming a snufftaker.”

Wilhelmina emptied her tumbler of brandy and water, which she
as quickly. replenished. These strong potations began to take
clfect—ler eyes danced in her Lead, and she became so strangely
excited, that Flora wished devoutly that she was safe at home.
Presently her odd companion laid aside her pipe, pushed from
before her the now empty tambler, and, rising abroptly, exclaimed,

“I've had enough.” ,

Flora thought that she might have come to that conclusion half
an hour before. -

“I'm not intoxicated,” she said : “I only drink enough to raise
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nmy spmts and drive a.way the blue devils.’ And now for a little -

music.” ~

She sat down to the piano.

“I play entirely from ear, Mrs. Lyndsay ; I leave you to judge
if I have not an exquisite faste. Here is a march I composed this
morning for Captain Lyndsay's black regiment—Hottentot, of
coarse. You say he plays well himself. He cannot fail to admire
it. I will write it out for him to-morrow.”

Of all Miss Carr's strange whims, the idea she entertained of
her being a great musician, was the mest absurd. She rattled

the keys at a tremendour rate, striking them with such force
\t\hat she made the instrument shake. It was a mad revel—a hurri-
cane of sound, yet not without a-certain degree of eccentric talent.
In the midst of a tremendous passage, there came a knock at the
door.

“That's my hnsband,” said Flora,, rising, glad to get away.

It was only the maid. 4

“You are no prophet,” said Miss Carr, rattling on; “you must
stay till I give you Napoleon's Passaye of the Alps. I wrote it on
the spot. Itisa grand thing. I mean to publish it one of these

da'ys hi
Flora said, “ that she ghould be happy to hear it some other time.
It was late. She was anxious to get home.” »

“Be off with you, then,” said Wilbelmina, laughing, *and don’t
tell me any white lies, or try and convince your good man, that I
have been endeavoring to corrupt your morals.”

Lyndsay was amused, but not much pleased, with the account
his wife gave him of her visit to Miss Carr.

% You must drop that woman’s acquaintance, if possible,” said
he. ¢ Whether insane, or only eccentric, any particular intimacy
with her must be attended with unpleasant consequences.”

Flora was willing enodgh to follow his advise; but to get rid
of Miss Carr was sooner said than done. Flora did not go to that
lady’s house, but Wilhelmina chose to come to her; though she

gave her neither pipes to smoke, nor brandy to drmk her odd-
.guest never failed to step in once or twice a week.

“You are an ungratefal creature, Flora Lyndsay," said ‘Wilhel-
ming, one day to her— very ungrateful. You know I ain fond of
you ; but you are such a mental coward, that you are ashamed of
my wcquamtance, because the world finds fault with me, for not
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‘ living in accordance with its lying customs. You are afrald Test

people should sneer at you for tolerating my eccentricities, as they
please to term a person leading a true life—or say that Mrs. Lynd-

" say smokes, and swears, because Miss Carr does; and your sense

of propriety is shocked at such an idea. I do drink and smoke ;
but like Poll, in the sailor’s song, ¢ I seldom swear.” It gives me
1o pleasure ; and I never do anything gratuitously bad.”

Flora could not deny that these were among the objections she
had to an intimacy with Miss Carr ; but she wisely held her tongue
upon the subject.

“ Ah, well,” said Wilhelmina, after waiting a reasonable time
for an answer, and getting none. * Your silence is very conclusive
evidence of the accusation I have brought against you. I giveyou
credit for being honest, at least. You are no sneak, though I am
rich, and you are poor. I verily believe, that you are prouder
of your poverty, than I am of my wealth. - I know many persons
who hate me, and would yet fawn to me before my face, while they
abused me like pickpockets behind my back. You are not one of
them, and I love you fur that.” v

Flora had a kindness for Wilhelmina. She believed her to be
mad, and not accountable for her actions, and she tried to persuade
her to give over her rambling propensities, and accept the protec-
tion of her brother’s roof. Thxs advice greatly displeased Miss
Carr. Flora might as well have striven to confine a hurricane
within the bounds of a cambric pocket-handkerchief, as to lay the
least embargo upon that lady’s freedom of speech or action.

“Mind your own business, Mrs. Lyndsay,” she said, angrily.
“1 suffer no one to interfere with me or my matters.”

For many months Wilhelmina never entered the house, though

' she walked past the window every day, to give Floraa hmt that

ghe was still in the land of the living.
In Febroary Mrs. Lyndsay's little girl was born; and for a long
time she was too ill to stir abroad. Ml.Sb Carr sent Mrs. Tumer

every day to inquire after her health; and testified her regard in a ‘

more substantial form, by sending her two dozen of old Madeira
wine, which she said would strengthen and do her good. Flora
was very grateful for these little attentions, and felt ashamed of
the repugnance she had shown for Wilhelmina’s society. But they
never met again, until Miss Carr came to Bid her farewell.

“You are going to Canada,” she said, shaking Florn heartily by
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¢he hard. “You are wise. In that wild country you will enjoy
the glorious privilege of liring as you please. I would go too, but
I am afraid the cold winters would not agree with Muff, and her
comgfort has to be considered as well as my own. I spent a winter
in New Yorks; and I like the Americans first-rate. But as to pure
democracy, my dear, that’s all a humbug. No well-educated,
wealthy persons, ever consider themselves npon an equality with
their servants. But they are pleasant, kind, intelligent people to-
live with, if you have plenty of money, and dress’well. I know
nothing of Canada ; it was {eo insignificant to awaken either inte-
rest or curiosity. I shall regard it with more complacency for
your sake.” ) ' '

Flora took the opportunity of thanking Miss Carr for her kind-
ness during her illness.

“ 'What.a serious matter you make of 2 trifle,” sa.ld ‘Wilhelmina,
faughing. “Don’t thank me. It was neither out of love nor
charity I sent it, but just to make you confess that wine was a
good thing; after all, and much better to take than the doctor’s
stuff.”

«The doctor had recommended wine, but we could not afford xt
I never told Lyndsay a word about it, for fear he should lay out
the money we wanted so much for our voyage, in such an expensive
remedy. I am certain that it did me a great deal of good.” .

« Doubtless,” said Wilhelmina. “I am glad to have rendered
you a service, however trifling. You are a dear, prudent creature,
but want spirit to live as you please. I leave this hum-drum place
to-morrow. Perhaps some of these days we may meet again; if
not, you may live to learn that you slighted the friendship of one
of the greatest geniuses that has arisen in this age.”

Miss Carr left the town on foot, as suddenly as she had entered
it. “Who or what she was, remains a riddle to this day: we ai'e‘
almost inclined to believe that she was a myth. )
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CHAPITER X. .
OLD JARVIS AND HIS ING NEPTUNE.

«}Ma’adr, old Jarvis is in the kitchen. He has Brought some
fish, and wants to see you,” said Flera’s maid onemorning, as her
mistress had just finished washing and dressing the baby.

« Poor old man! I thought be was dead,” said Flora. “I have .

not seen him for such a long time!” and, with baby in her arms,
she followed the girl into the kitchez.

David Jarvis was a fisherman, well known upon that coast —an
active, energetic son of the sea, though somewhat time-worn and
weather-beaten. The person of the old mar had been familiar to
Flora since she was a little ehild; and many a stolen trip had she

“taken with her brothers in his cockleshell of a boat, which, tough
as its master, bad stood the wear and tear of ~the winds and waves
for many years. .

Since she came to reside at ——, she had often watched thai

little boat dancing over the waves, carried omward by a stiff breeze,
" now hiding in the green valleys of the sea, row mounting aloft, like

a feather floating on the ridge of some toppling surge. The-old

man seemed to bear a charmed life; for at all seasonms, and im

almost all weather, the little wiry seaman, with his short pipe in
__his month, and his noble- Newfoundland dog, Neptune, in the bow
- of - his boat, might .be seen coasting zelonD the shore, foHowmw his
' adventurous calling.

" That large, deep-chested, powerful dog, was the admiration of all
the children in the town. It was comsidered a privilege by the
young fry to pat Neptune’s buff head, and call him the ¢ dear, good
old dog!” and well did the fine animal deserve the title.

The good dog had, at different times, saved nine seamen from a

" watery grave, as the collar he wore round his neck recording the
fact could testify.

Next to his two fine sons, Nep was the delight of the old man’s

heart. They were never scen apart. In storm or sunshine, Nep
accompanied his master in the boat; or, if fishing on the beach, he
sat-up on his haunches, with a calm, sagacious air, watching the
accumulating pile of fish entrusted to his care. Sociable, affable,
and gentle, he submitted good-humoredly to the caresses of all tho
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youngsters who passed that way ; but if any one dared to lay & fin-
ger upon the fish, the lion-like nature of the animal was roused into
instant action. His mild eye became red and fiery, and his deep
voice™ bade defiance to the'incautious intrnder on his master’s
rights, to protect which Nep was ready to lay down his valuable
life. - :

Jarvis and his dog enjoyed a great degree of popularity in an
humble way; and were decidedly among the lions of the place.
Gentlemen had offered large sums for the buff Newfoundland dog,
which Jarviz had rejected without a second thought; declaring,
that he would as soon sell a child for money, as his faithful Nep.
During the past year the old_seama&had been severely tried. Mis-
fortune had followed mpon misfortaune ; until the hardy veteran
looked like the spectre of his former self.

" His only daughter, a pretty girl of eighteen, was engaged to
marry the ostler at the Crown Inn, a fine-looking yourg man, who
had lately come from London. He é:\zw Naney Jarvis, became
enamored of the fisherman’s daughter, told his tale of love, and was
accepted. The old man was rather avelsse to the match; for, in
his eyes, no man was worthy of his Nancy, who was not a genuine
son of the sea. Robert Green at last succeeded in overcoming his
nautical prejudices’; and a day was fixed for'the wedding. Nancy’s
rosy, artless face was all smiles and ‘sunshine, as night after night

_ she saunterod past Flora’s windows, leaning upon the arm of her

betrothed. Only two days previous to the one appointed for the
wedding, the father learned from old captain 'P——, whose vessel
had just returned from London, that Robert Green had a wife and
two children in the great city : that the poor young women, hear-
ing that his vessel was from the Port of ——, had come en board,
to make some inquiries respecting her faithless husband ; and that
she and her little ones were now on their way to \join him.

This distressing intelligence was rashly communicated, without
any previous warning, to Nancy Jarvis. The unfortunate girl,
seized with a sudden frenzy, rushed to the pier and flung herself
into the sea, when the tide was rumning out; and her distracted
parents never succeeded in recovering the body of the poor maniac,
The worthless libertine, on whose account this- desperate act was
committed, decamped in the night ; and so escaped the vengeance

- of the old fisherman and his sons.

. Davy Jarvis, the old seaman’s youngest son, a fine lLd of sixteen;
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. was drowned in the month of July, only a few weeks after the

tragical death of his sister. Flora and Lyndsay had been eye-wit-
nesses of this fresh calamity, Every fine afternoon the young
Davy was in the habit of going off with another boy, of his own
age, in his father’s boat. When they had rowed a couple of miles
from the shore, they lay to, stripped, and went into the water to
swim, diving and sporting among the waves, like two sea-gulls
taking their pastime in the summer ocean.

Lyndsay had often’ watched them, and admired the dexterity
with which the younger: Jarvis would tumble bimself from the
-water into the boat, which was left rocking upon the billows, and
steady it for his comrade to get in. They would then resume their

_ garments, and row to the beach. .

N

One afternoon they went off as usual. The day was bright and
cloudless, with a stiff breeze. Lyndsay was reading aloud to Flora™
as she sat at work at the open window which commanded a view
of the whole bay. ' B SR 7 '

“There’s Davy Jarvis and his comrade, putting off their boat
for a swim. They must mind what they are about,” said Lyndsay;

“ the wind is rather too blustering for their water frolic to-day.”

He put down his book, and continued to watch the lads with
some interest. The boys reached their accustomed track among
the waves ; and, leaving their boat as usual, seemed to enjoy their
sport with more zest than ever. Whilst in the water, the breeze

sfreshened, and it was with great difficulty, and not without hard

swimming, that the lads regained their boat, which, driven before
the wind, seemed determined to reach the shore without them:
They succeeded at last, dressed themselves, and stood in for theland.
A long line of heavy surf was ‘beating violently against the beach,
and by some mismanagemeit, the boat got capsized among the
breakers. One lad was thrown on shore, but Davy Jarvis got
entangled in the surf, which beat continually over him, and ren-
dered all the efforts of himself and comrade fruitless’; and the brave
boy was drowned before the sailors who hurried to his assistance
could rescue him from his perilous situation. :

Flora had watched the scene with a degree of excitement so
intense, that it almost deprived her of breath. She could not
believe that the lad could perish within the reach of help, and so
near the shore. The shrieks of the mother, and the mute despair
of the old fisherman, who had been simmoned to the spot, too
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clearly corroborated the report of Lyndsay, that the lad was indeed

dead. : ' v

After this fresh calamity, old Jarvis appeared an altered man.

; His sinewy frame became bent and attenuated, his step fell ' 2

L feebler, his bair was bleached to snowy whiteness, and his homely, E
tanned features assumed an expression of stern and patient endur-
ance. It was evident to Flora. that his heart ‘was breaking for the
loss of his children.

Neptune seemed to understand it all—to comprehend in the
fullest sense his master’s loss and his present sufferings. He would
walk slowly by the fisherman’s side, and whenever he paused in his
.unsteady, aimless ramble along the beach, Nep would thrust, his
nose into his hard brown hand, or, rearing on his hind legs, embrace
him with his shaggy fore-paws, fawning and whining to attract his
notlce, and divert him from his melancholy.

Day after day, daring the long bright summer of 1831, Flora
had watched the old man come to the spot on the beach where the
dead body of his son first touched the shore, and stand there for

~hours, looking out over the broad sea, his-eyes shaded from the
rays of the sun by his bony, red hand, as if he expected the return
of the lost one. During these fits of abstraction, Nep would stretch
himself along the beach at the fisherman’s feet, his head sunk be-
tween his fore-paws, as motionless as the statue of a dog cut out .
of stone. The moment the ©ld man dropped the raised hand from
his face, Nep would leap to his. feet, look up wistfally mbo his
master’s eyes, and follow him home.
8 This touching scene had drawn tears from Flora more than once,
| " and she loved the good dog for his devoted attachment to the grief-
stricken, desolate old man. When, however, the _ﬁshing season
- returned, Jarvis roused himself .from the indulgence of hopeless
; grief. The little cockleshell of a boat was once more launched -
upon the blue sea, and Jarvis might daily be seen spreading its
tiny white sheet to the breeze, while the noble buff Newfoundland
dog resumed his place in the bow. :
; Jarvis came regularly every day to the house to offer fish for
sale—cod whitings, herrings, whatever fish chance had given to
his net. Flora was glad to observe-something like cheerfulness
§ once more illumine the old sailor’s face. She always greeted him
l with kind words, and inquired affectionately after his welfare ; and,

. ! FLORA LYNDSAY. 63
i .
E
|

;
5
§
:
el
4
i
3

e ST SN L ML




* 64 - FLORA LYNDSAY.
without alluding to his heavy family afflictions, made him senslble
that she deeply sympathised in his grief. -

Things went on smoothly, until one terrible night i in October,
Jarvis and his only remaining son, a strong, powerful man of thirty,
had been off with several experleuced seamen in the pilot-boat, to
put a pilot on board. a large vessel ‘which was toiling her way . i
through the storm to London. Coming back, the wind rose to a i
gale, and the sailors, in trying to enter the harbor, ran the boat .
against one of the piers with such violence, that it upset, and the
whole party were thrown into the water. '

Old Jarvis was an admirable swimmer, and soon gained the
beach, as did most of the others, two of their-number being rescued -
from death by the exertioas of the brave dog. One alone was miss-
ing—Harry Jarvis was the lost man. =

From that hour Flora had never seen old Jarvis or hlS dog. 3
The boat lay high and dry upon the beach,and his net was still sus- ]
pended between the poles where it had been left to dry, and she con- i
cluded that Jarvis had not survived this last terrible blow. Itwas o
a joyful surprise, therefore, to hear that he was not only alive, but -
pursuing his old calling.

She found the fisherman leaning against the open kitchen-door,
a basket of fish at his feet, and his clear grey eyes fixed vacantly
upon the silver waves, which, flashing and murmuring in the sun-
light, came racing to the beach below. The old sailor’s Wrmkled
face, once so ruddy and bronzed, was as white as his hair ; his
cheeks had fallen in; and deep hollows had gathered about his
temples; it was painful to observe the great alteration in his
appearance since they last met. The old man started from his i
abstraction, as Flora’s foot sounded on the floor, and he tried to
smile. It was a vain attempt; his shrunken features instantly con- A
tracted into their former melancholy expression.

“ My good old friend,” said Flora, I am glad to see you; I was 4
afraid you had been ill. 'What fish have you got for me?”

“ Eels, Madam ; I caught them in the river. They arn’t for
sale, but just a little present. I he'erd you wor goin’ to cross the

. salt seas to Canady, an’ I had a mind to see you agin.”
- “I will accept them with pleasure, Davy, and I am very much
obliged to you for your kindness. I am very fond of eels—we get
them so seldom, they are quite a treat. - I kave not seen you out in
the boat lately, Jarvis?” . N

'
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“Maybe you'll never see me out in her agin,” said the fisherman. .

“T'm thinking my fishing days are ’most over ; boat, tackle and
measter are all worn out together. I’ve parted with the boat, how-
’somever. An’as to the sea, I allers looked upon its broad face
with pleasure, but t’has been a cruel enemy to me and mine; my
path, I'm thinking, will be over it no more.” ’

Flora saw the tear glistening in the old man’s eye, and she tried
to divert his attention by asking him-what he had ‘done with his
dog—* with dear old < Nep? 7 .

¢ I shot him.” The seaman’s thin lips quivered, and his whole
frame trembled.” “ Ay, I shot my good dog—my brave, faithful
dog—the best, the truest friend man ever had ; an’ I've niver know'd
.a happy hour since.” ' :

The bright drops were now raining down'the old. man’s cheeks.

Flora reached him a chair, and begged him to sit down. The
fisherman mechanically obeyed, with his-chin sunk between his
bands, and his elbows resting on his knees. For some minutes
both were silent, until the old man said, in a thick, husky voice—

“Yes, I shot ¢ Nep’—shot him with my own hand. It wor cruel
and wicked of me to do the like, but I wor mad—stark, staring
mad, and who’s to blame? You see, my lady, he wor with us that
terriblé Saturday night, when we went off to put the pilot on board
the brig Sully, from Shields. Comin’ back it wor pitch dark, an’
the sea runnin’ mountains high, Sam Masters ran.the boat plump

 mpon the pier, an’ we wor upset on the bar. Nep saved Sam Mas-

ters and Ben Hardy, but he let my Harry drown. I never rebelfed
agin’ the provi{denoe of God till then; but T trust Hell forgive
what the old man said in his mortal distress. Instead of thanking
Him, when I sor that so many wor safe, and encouragin’ Nep for

- having saved two on ’em, I cursed the dog for an ungrateful brute

for saving strangers, an’ letting my Harry be lost. * I dashed hira
off whenever he’d come whining around, to lick my hands an’ make
fricnds, an’ when I got home I took down the old gun—poor
Harry’s gun—and called Nep out upon the cliff an’ shot him dead.

¢ T repented the moment I sor him drop. It.wor too late then.
T thought that both Davy and Harry would have blamed me for
taking the poor brute’s life—for they wor mortal fond of ‘im.
The next morning I.wor up by daybreak, and down to the piers
in the little boat to see if I might chance to light upon the dead
body. - -
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“The storm was over, an’ in rowing ’atwixt the piers, I sor
summut that looked like the thing I sought, hanging, as it wor, to
«he planking of the pier. I steered for the place, an’, God o’
heaven ! it wor the body of my son! He wor just two feet below
the water, hanging with his head downwards. The force of the
waves had driven him upon an iron stauncheon, which extended
some distance from the pier ; the woodwork to which it belonged
had been wrenched away in the storm. It had passed right through
Harry’s body, and held him fast: And the dog—the paor dog—
had tried to get him off; he had dragged at his jacket and shirt-
collar, till they 4wor all shred to bits, and had only given over
when he found it of no use, an’ then did what he could to save
the rest! An’ I killed him—I, that should have fed and cherished
him_to his dying day—I can never forgive myself for that.”

“Do pot distress yourself, Jarvis, in this way. No one will
blame you for what you did in such a distracted state of mind,”
said Flora, though she was grieved to the heart for the death of the
noble dog.

“ You are right—you are just right ; I was mad; and you must
not think hard of a poor, broken-hearted old man. My sorrow is
‘most greater than I can bear. It will not be for long; I feel I'm
goin’ the way of all the earth, an’ it matters little when we cast
anchor in that port, whether our voyage wor short or long, rough
or smooth, when the righteous Judge overhauls our vessel, an’ lays
bare the secrets of all h&rts. I trust He'll have mercy on old Davy
dJarvis, and forgive him for the death of his brave dog.”

The fisherman took the eels from his basket, and grasping Flora’s
hand in his hard horny palm, said, “ May the Lord grant you pros-
perity ! an’ bless you an’ your husband an’ the little 'un, an’ bring
you safe to the far land to which you are journeying! May it
prove to you a haven of rest! God bless you! good bye!”

Flora looked after the drooping figure of the fisherman as he
slowly descended the cliff, and she thought how intense must have
beem-his agony in that dark hour of utter bereavement, which had
tempted him to sacrifice his dog on the mere supposition that he had
neglected to save the life of Kis son.

“God comfort you! poor Jarvis,” she said, “ and guide you in,
peace through the shadows of the dark valley that stretches its long
night before you. The grief which has brought your grey locks in
* sorrow to the grave was enough to have broken a sterner heart.”
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CHAPTER XI. s
FLORA, IN SEARCH OF A SERVANT, HEARS A REAL GHOST STORY.

Lyxpsay had charged Flora, during his absence, to inquire for a
female servant, to accompany them to Canada, and take care of
the baby during the voyage. Flora was very reluctant to obey
this command, though she knew it was entirely on her account
that the request was made. Her health was still very bad, and her
kind husband was anxious to spare her any additional fatigue and
trouble. She much doubted, however, whether another added to
their party would not rather increase than diminish her anxiety,
and she begged hard to be allowed to do without. To this propo-
sition Liyndsay would not listen for a moment. :

“The thing is impossible, Flora,” said he, very impetuously,
“ you cannot" do without ; you are not able to nurse the child. I
must insist upon your hiring a woman immediately.” .

Flora sighed. ¢ There will be plenty of women in the steerage
of any emigrant vessel, who for the sake of a few dollars would
gladly render me all the assistance I require.”

" “You must not trust to such contingencies.”
« But, husband dear, consider the great additional expense,” she

said, coaxingly.
« Nonsense |—that is my affair.”

T should like to have my own way in this matter,” said Flora,
Icaning ber hand upon his shoulder, and trying to wip him into
compliance by sundry little caresses. I know, John, that I am
in the right.”

« And those who love you, Flora, and wish to spare you fatigue
‘and discomfort, are in the wrong. .Is it not so ?”

This last speech silenced his wife, but did not convince her that
she.was wrong. "Flora, as my readers must long ago have discov-
ered, was no heroine of romance, but a veritable human creature,

. subject to all the faults and weaknesses incidental to her sex. She
wished to have her own way, and was ready to cry that she could
not get it. Yet, had her advice been acted upon, she would havg
been spared a great deal of sorrow and mortificaton, which greatly
embittered the first months of her sojourn in a foreign land.

Persons emigrating to Canada cannot be guilty of a greater
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blunder than that of taking out servants with ‘them, which is sure
to end in loss and disappointment ; for they no sooner set foot upon
the North American shores, than they suddenly become possessed
with an ultra republican spirit. The chrysalis has burst its dingy
shell ; they are no longer caterpillars, but gay batterflies, prepared

to bask in the sun-blaze of popular rights. Ask such a domestic

to blacken your shoes, clean a knife, or fetch a pail of water from’
the well at the door, and ten to one she will turn upon you as

fierce.as a lioness, and bid you do it yourself. If you areso im-

prudent as to insist on being obeyed, she will tell you to hire
another in her place ; she is sure of twenty situations -as good as
yours, to-morrow.

She is right in her assertion, Her insolent rejection of your
commands would not stand at all in her way of procuring a new
place. And although cleaning a lady’s shoes, and bringing in a
pail of water, or an armful of wood, is by no means such-disgust-
ing employment as scouring greasy pots and - scrubbing the floors,
she has been told that the former is degrading work, not fit for a
woman, and she is now in a free country, and will not sub?"t to

‘degradation. -

The mistress, who in England was termed the dear lady, now de-
generates into the woman, while persons in their own class, and
even beggars seeking for alms, are addressed as Ma’am and Sir.
How particular they are in enforcing these titles from one to
another ; how persevering in depriving their employers of any term:
of respect! One would imagine that they not only considered
themselves on an equality, but that ignorance and vulgarity made
them vastly superior. . It is highly amusing to watch from a dis-
tance these self-made ladies and gentlemen sporting their borrowed
plumes. ‘ . )

Some years after she had been settled in Canada, Flora picked
up a note which had been thrown out as waste paper, and which
was addressed to the father of & very dirty, dishonest girl; whom .
she had dismissed from her service for sundry petty frauds, a few
weeks before. It was addressed to Edward Brady, Esq., and ran

.as follows :— .

. “Hoxorep Str—The company of self and lady, is respectfally

solicited at a contribution ball, to be given next Thursday evening

at " the Three King’s Inn. Dancing to commence at eight o’clock

Precisely. Stewards Parrick Maro~g, Esq. .
S ’ { Jomx CarroLL, Esg.”
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All the parties herein named wete persons of the very lowest class,
" and the titles thus pompously bestowed upon themselves, rendered
the whole affair exquisitely rediculous. At a contribution ball,
each person brings a share of the entertainment. Flora’s maid had
stolei a large quantity. of sugar for her part of the feast, and was
discovered in the act.

In compliance with Lyndsay’s request, Flora now set d1110'ently

to.work to inquire for a girl willing to emigrate with them to Can-
ada, in the capacity of nurse to her baby. She had scag\cely made
her wishes public, before the cottage was beset with matrons,
widows and maids, both old and young, all anxious to take a trip
across the water, and try their fortunes in Canada. 1

The first person who presented herself as a candidate ‘ﬁgr emi-
gration, was a coarse, fat, she-clown, with huge red fists and cheeks,
“as broad and as red as a pulpit-cushion.” On being shown
into Flora’s little parlor, she stood staring at her with her arms
stuck in her sides, and her wide mouth distended from ear ‘o ear,
with a grin so truly uncouth and comic, that Mrs. Lyndsay could
scarcely restrain her laughter ; with a downward jerk of her broad,
shapeless "'p.erson, meant for a courtesy, she burst out in a rude,
vulgar voice—

¢ He'eard, Marm yah wa.nbed a gurl to go with yah to Canna-
dah?”

“T do. Who sent you up to me?”’

“ Whoa sent oie up? Oie sent up moiself.”

“What is,your name?”

« Moi neame ? Is‘t moi ncame yah wants to knowah? Wall,
moi neame is Sare Ann Pack ; feather warks at Measter Turner’s.”

¢« Have you ever worked out, or been used to take care of chil
dren 27 . -

“ 'Why, yees, oie ’spect oie ha’. Moother has ten on ’em. Oie

be the oldest on ’em. Oi’ve had nursing enoof, an’ wants to get =

quit on it.”

“I.am afraid, Sarah, you will not suit me.”

“ How dew yah noa, Marm, till yah tries?”

“You are very slatternly, and I wanted a clean, tidy, a,ctlve girl
to nurse my baby.”

“Sure moi cloes is clane enoof, and good enoof, for to live
amongst the sadwdges i

“You'll be put to no such trial,” said Flora, laughmg, in spite
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- of herself, « without you reckon me and my husband sadvages. Can

you wash and iron?”

“Noa. But ’spose oie cud larn.”

“ What work can you do ?” : :
- «’Spect anything yah sets oie to. Oie can make doomplings,
milk cows, and keep the pot a bilin’.”

« And what wages do you expect for such services?”

«Jgit to goor to Cannadsh? .Oh, oie ’spects three punds o’
month for the loike o’ that.”

“You must stop at home then, my good girl, and boil the dump-
lings,” said Flora. *Indeed, I cannot imagine what induced you
to come up here to offer me your services. You literally can do
nothing, for which you expect exorbitant wages. Why do you
wish to leave your friends, to go out with strangers to Canada ?”

“That’s moi consarn,” said the girl, with one of her gigantic
expansions of mouth. “ Oie he’eard *twas a mortal good place for
maids getting married. Husbands are scarce here, so oise thought,
oise might as well try moi chance as the rest o'un. Won't yah
take oie?” Flora shook her head.

The girl twirled the strings of her checked apron, “ Mayhap, yah
won’t get anoder so willin’ to go as I’se be.”

“Perhaps not. But I want a person of some experience—one who
has been used to service, and could bring a good character from her
last employer.”

“Karaktah ! karaktah !” said the girl, contemptuously. “What
need of karaktah in such a place as Cannadah? Folk a’ go there
need na karaktah, or they might jeest as well bide to whome.”

This last declaration settled the matter, and Flora, not without
some difficulty, got rid of the promising candidate for matrimony
and emigration. Her place was instantly supplied by a tall, hard-
featured, middle-aged woman, who had been impatiently waiting for
Miss Pack’s dismissal, in the kitchen, and who now rushed upon the
scene, followed by three rude children, from six to ten years of age,
a girl, and two impudent-looking boys, who ranged themselves in
front e?f Mrs. Lyndsay, with open mouths, and eyes distended with
eager curiosity, in order to attract her observatlon, and indulge
themselves in a downright stare.

“Well, my good woman, and what is your business with me?”
said Flora, not at all prepossessed by any of the group.
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“Are jou the mistress?” asked the woman, dropping a-cour-

tesy.

Flora answered in the affirmative. -

“ My business is to go to Canady; but I have not the means. T
am a poor widow ; my husband died of the fever three years ago,
and left me with these children to drag along the best way I could.
‘We have had hard times, I can tell you, Ma’am, and I should be
main glad to better my condition, which I think I might do, if I
could get out to Canady. I heard that you wanted a nurse for your
baby during the voyage, and I should be gla.d to engage with you,
if we can agree as to the terms.”

“ What are your terms ?”

« For you, Ma’am, to pa.y the passage of me and the three chil-
dren over, and I to attend upon you and the child.”

¢ But, my good woman, I have only one little child for you to
take charge of, and you cannot expect me, for the trifling services
that you could render, to pay your passage over, and that of your
family.”

“Sure you might be glad of the chance,” said the sturdy dame.
¢ It-is pot everbody that would take service with you to go there.
I would pot trouble you longer than the voyage. I have friends
of my own at Montreal, who have written for me to.come out-to -
them ; and so I would long ago, if I had had the means.”

«If they want you, they may pay your passage,” said Flora,
disgusted with the selfishness of her new acquaintance. “It would
be less trouble to me to nurse my own child, than incur the respoa-
sibility of three that did not belong to me.”

The woman collected her young barbarians from the different
quarters of the room, where they were reconnoitring the attractions
of the place, and withdrew with a scowl ; and Flora’s nurse, Mrs.
Clarke, shortly after entered the room, with little Josephine in her

“'Well, nurse,” said Flora, giving way to a hearty laugh, « did
you see those queer people who want me to take them out as a ven-
ture to Canada ?”

« A losing speculation that would be; if we may Judfre by looks
and manners,” said the old lady; ¢ but, indeed, Mrs. Lyndsay, it
will be no easy matter to find just what you want. "It is not every
one to whom I would trust the dear baby.” _

Then sitting down in the nursing chair, and hushing Josey on
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her knee, she continued, “I have been thinking of you and the
child a great deal since I heard you were bent on going to Canada ;'
and if yon think that I could be of any service to you, I would go .
with you, myself. I ask no wages—nothing of you, beyond a home

for my old age.” - - _
Mrs. Clarke was a kmd; amiable, good woman, but very feeble,

"= nervous, and sickly, and very little qualified for the ardaous and

fatiguing life she had chosen.

« My dear nurse,” said Flora, clasping her hand in her own, “I -
should only be too -happy to have you. But you are old and in
delicate health; the climate would kill you; I much doubt
whether you could stand the voyage. I carnot be ‘so selfish as to -
take you from your home and friends at your time of life. But

. take off your hat and shawl, and we will talk the matter over.”

©

The old woman lzid the now sleeping babe in the cradle, and
resumed her seat with a sigh.

¢ It is this want of a home which makes me anxious to go with -
you. Itishard to be dependent upon the caprice of brothers, in
one’s old age. Thn'ty years ago and life wore for me a very differ-
cot aspect.”

« Nurse,” said Flora, who was very fond of the good old body,
who had attended her withi the greatest care,and tenderness, through
a long and dangerous illness; “ how comes it that such a pretty
woman as you must have been, did not marry in your youth? Ican
scarcely imagine that nature ever meant you for an old maid.” -

«Nature pever made any woman to be an old maid,” said
Nurse; “ God does nothing in vain. Women were sent into the ~
world to be wives and mothers ; and there are very few who don’t

“entertain the hope of being so at some period of their lives. I

should not be the forlorn, deselate creature I am to-day, if I had
had a snug home,and a goo<f husband to make the fireside cheery,
and children together. about my knees, and make me feel young
again, while listening to their simple prattle.

«T thought to have been a happy wife once,” continued Nurse,
sadly; “a heavy calamity that broke another heart besides mine,
laid all my hopes-in the dust, and banished from my mind the idea
of marriage for ever. Did I never tell you the story, Ma’am? A
few words will often contain the history of events that embittered
« whole life. Whilst I am hemming this little pinafore for Miss

. Josey, I will tell you the tale of my early grief.
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-« My father ‘was a mative ef this town, and captain of-a small
vessel employed in the coal-trade, which plied constantly between
this port and Newcastle and Shields. He owned most of the
shares in her, was reckored an excellent sailor, and was so fortu-
nate as to have escaped the usual dangers attendant upon the coast
trade, never baving been wrecked in his life,—which circumstance
had won for him the nickiame of ‘ Lucky Billy;” by which he was
generally known in all the seaport towns along the coast.

“I was the eldest of = large family, and the only girl. My
mother died when I was fourteen years of age, and all the eares
of the household early devolved upon me; my father was very fond

-of me, and so proud of my geod looks, that his ship was chnstened
the Pretty Betsy, in honor of me.

« Father not enly earned a comfortable living, but saved enough
‘to build those two neat stome cottages on the East-chﬁ' We lived
in the one which my brother mow oocupies the other, which is
divided from it by a parrow alley, into which the back doors of
both open, was rented for many years by the widow of a revenue
officer and her two sons. v

“Mrs. Arthur’s husband had been killed in a fray with the
smugglers, and she enjoyed a SF)&H government pension, which
enabled her to bring up her boys|decently, and maintain a respect-
able appearance. My father tried his best to induce Mrs. Arthur
to be his second wife, but she steadily refused his offer, though the
fa.mﬂy continued to live on termsi of the strictest friendship.

“ Mrs. Arthur’s sons, John and David, were the handsomest and
cleverest lads of their class, betweeu this and the port of Y——.
_ They bhoth followed the sea, and after serving their apprenticeships
with my fatker, John got the comma.nd of the Nancy, a new vessel
that was employed in tke merchant trade, and made short voyages
between this and London. Davad, who was two years yonnver,
sailed with his brother as-mate of| | the Nancy.

“ David and I kad been sweethearts from our schookdays—from a
child in frocks and trousers, he had always called me “his dear little
wife.” Time only strengthened our attachment to each other,
and my father and his mother were well-pleased with the match.
It was settled by all parties, that we were to be ma.med directly

David could get captain of 2 ship.
« Mrs. Arthar was very proud of her sons ; bat David, who was
by far the handsomest of the two, was her especial favori er
1
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saw the young sailor leave the house without kissing his mother, oz
return {rom a voyage without bringing hera present. I used to
tell him, ¢ there was only.one person he loved better than me, and
that was his mother ;’ and he would laugh, and szy;—* N ot better
Betsy—but 'tis a different love altogether.” -

« T must confess I was rather Je*v.lous of his mother. I dxd not’
wish him to love htr less, but to love me more. Whenever he left
us for sea, he used to tail me, thewvery last thing, ¢ Show your love to

me, dea.r Betsy, by bemv kind t3 my dear old mother ‘When you -

are my wife, I will repay it with interest.””"

«During his absence, I always went every day to see Mrs. Ar-
thur, and to render her any service in my power. She was very
fond of me—always calling me ¢ her little daughter—her own dear
Betsy.” Her conversation was always about her sons, and David
in particular, which rendered these visits very agreeable to me, who
loved David better than anything else under heaven. He was
never out of my thoughts, I wosshipped him so completely.

«“It was the latter end of February that the Arthurs made

their last voyage together. David was to sail as captain, in'a fine -

merchant-ship, the first of May ; and everything had been arranged

for our marriage, which was to take place the tenth of April; and -

I was to make a bridal tour to London with my husband in the
new ship. I was wild with anticipation-and delight, and would let
my work drop from my hands twenty times a day, with building
castles for the future. No other girl’s husband would be able to
rival my husband ; no home could be as happy as iy home : no
bride so well beloved as me.

_ “Tt was the twentieth of March, 18—-; I recollect it as well
as if it were only yesterday. The day was bright, elear, and cold,
with high winds and a very stormy sea. The Naney had been ex-

pected to make her port all that week, and Mrs. Arthur was very _

uneasy at her delay. ‘She was never happy or contented when her-
sons were at sea, but in a constant fidget of anxiety and fear. She
did not like botk sailing in the same vessel. ¢ It is too much.’ she
would say— the safety of two lives out of one family—to be trust-
ed to one keel. This morning she was more fretful and nervous
than usuwal.” - o

“‘What can these foolish boys be thinking of, Betsy, to delay
their voyage in this way? They will ir all probabifity be caught
in the equinoctial gales. David promised me faithfully to be back

—




E
|

i
2
i

et b

- FLORA LYNDSAY. ‘ 75

before the eighteenth. Dear me! how the wind blows! The very
sound of it is enough to chill one’s heart. 'What a stormysea! I
hope they will not sail till the day after to-morrow.’ :

« Now, I felt a certain conviction in my own mind that they had
sailed, and were at that moment on the sea; but, I must confess,
I apprebended no danger. It might be that her fears hindered me
from indulging fears of my own.

¢ < Don’t alarm "yourself needlessly, dear Mother,’ said I, kissing
her cold, pale cheek. ‘The Nancy is a new ship—the lads brave,
experienced sailors. There is not the least cause for uneasiness.
They have weathered far worse gales before now. They have,
father says, the'wind and tide in their fayor. It is moonlight now
o mghts and I hope we shall see them merry and well before
morning.’

“<God grant you may be right, Betsy! A mother’s heart
is a hot-bed of anxiety. Mine feels as heavy as lead. My
dreams, too, were none of the brightest. I thouaht I was tossing
in an open boat, in just such a stormy sea all night; and was
constantly calling on David to save me from drowning; and Ie
awoke shrieking, and struggling with the great bﬂlows that were
dragging me down.’

“¢Who cares for dreams? Isaid. Her’s, I would have it, was
;one of good omen ; for, though she fought with the storm all night,
she was not drowned. So it would be with the Jads: they might
encounter a gale, and get a severe buffeting, but would arrive safe
at last.

«¢I wish it may be so,’ she said, with a sigh. ¢ButI felt just
the same sinking at the -heart the night my husband Was killed,
when there appeared nc cause for uneasiness.’

T remained all day with the old lady, tiying to raise her spirits.
She paid very little attention to all my lively chat; but would
stand for hours at her back-window, that commanded a view of the
bay, gazing at thesea. The huge breakers came rolling and toiling
to the shore, filling the air with their hoarse din. A vessel hove

“in fight, running under cIose-reefed topsails, and madé sxgna.ls for a

pilot.

“<AhV I exclalmed joyfully ; ¢ that is Captain Penny’s old
ship, Molly. If she has rode out the gale, you may dismiss your
fears about the Nancy. They have launched the pilot-boat. See
how she dances like a feather on the waves! ~'Why, Mother, dear,
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1 cried, turning to Mrs. Ai'thur, who was watching the boat, with

the large tears trickling down her cheeks, is it not weak, almost-

wicked of you, to doubt God’s providence in this way ?’

¢ Ah! how I wish it were their vessel !”” she sobbed.

¢ Captain Penny’s wife and children would not thank you for
that wish,’ seid I. ¢How glad I am that the good old man is
safe!” .
" «The day wore away—a long day for us both The gale did
not increase, and Mrs. Arthur at last began to listen to reason.
The moon rose high and bright ; and after seeing the old lady to
her bed, I went home to give my father and the boys their supper.

“I found father very cross for having waited so long. - « What
the devil, Betsy " cried he, ‘kept you so late? The lads and I
have been starving for the last hour. When girls get sweethearts,
they can think of nothing else.’

“¢Mrs. Arthur felt anxious about her sons, and I stayed with
her.’

“ “What’s the old fool afraid of ? This cupful of wind, Penny’s

old Molly rode Lt out bravely. He told me he left the Arthurs in

the river. He thought they would be in by daybreak. Come, be,
quick, girl! As I am to lose you so roon, I would make the most.
of you while you belong to me.’

“ His cheerful, hearty manner helped to raise my spirits, which
had been depressed by Mrs. Arthur’s fretful anticipations of evil.

I bustled hither and thither, laughed and sung, and cooked father’s

mesS of fresh fish so much to his satisfaction, that he declared I
should make a jewel of a wife, and that he had not made up his
mind whether he would part with such a good cook. Without he
married again, he was afraid he would not get such another.

. ““You must be quick, then,’ said I, ¢or you will not have me
for your bridesmaid.” I give you just three weeks for the court-
ship, for I shan’t rema.m single one day longer to cook the wedding
dinner for you.” _

"% ¢You are saucy,’ said he, filling his pipe. ¢ Da’vy will have to
take the helm himself, if he would keep you on the right tack.

ear the decks now, and be off to your bed. If-the gale Iulls, I
shall sail early in the morning.’

“T removed the supper-things, and. before I lighted my candle,
lingered for a‘few minutes at the back window, to take a last view
of the sea. It was a stormy, but very beautiful night. The heavens
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were without a clond. The full moon cast broken gleams of silver
upon the restless, tossing waters, which scattered them into a thou-
sand fragments of dazzling bmghtn&ss, a8 the heavy surf rolled in
thunder against the beach.

. * ¢ Has the gale freshened, father ?’ said I, anxwusly.

“¢Not a bit of it. Say your prayers, Betsy, and trust in
Provxdence Your lover is as-safe in his good ship to-night, as in
" his bed at home.’

“He pulled me on to his knee, and kissed me, and I went up to
bed with a h«rhber heart. 5

“ A few minutes later I was fast asleep. I don’t know how long
this sleép lasted, but I awoke with hearing David Arthur calling
beneath my window. His mother’s window and mine both fronted
the cliff, and were in a line with each other. ‘Thank God! David
is safe!” I cried, as I sprang joyfully from my bed, and threw open
the casement.

¢ There he was, sure enough, standing in the moonlight, directly
beneath the window—his norwester flung far back on his head,
his yellow curls hangingf in wet masses on his shoulders, and his®
clothes dripping with the salt spray. The moon shone forth on
his upturned face. He looked very pale and cold, and his eyes

were fixed intently upon his mother’s chamber-window. Before I ~

could speak, he cried out, in his rich, manly tones—
¢ ¢ Mother, deatest-mother, I am come home to you. Open the

" door, and let me in !’

-# ¢ Stay, Davy, darling—stay one moment and I will let you in.
Your mother’s asleep ; but I can open the back-doer with my key.
Oh! I'm so happy, so thankful, that you are safe.’

“ 1 threw my clothes on as fast as I could, but my hands trembled
so from excitement, that I could scarcely fasten a string. A cold
chill was creeping through my whole frame, and, in spite of the
joy I felt, I involuntarily burst into tears. Dashing away-the
unwelcome drops with the back of my hand, I bounded down the
stairs, unlocked the back-door that led into the ‘alley, and in
another moment stood alone on the cliff.

“¢David, where are you? I cried. But no David was there.
I glanced all round the wide, open space : not arr object was mov-
ing ‘over its surface. A deep stillness reigned all around, only
interrupted by the solemn thunder of the waters, whose hollow

R ey

B




FLORA LYNDSAY.

-8

surging against the shore rendered the solil:ude of the midnight
hour more profound.

« Again I felt those cold chills steal through me—aga.m the
unbidden tears streamed down my cheeks.

« ¢ What can have becoms of him ?’ said I, quite bewildered with
surprise and fear ; < he must have got in” "at the back window I
will go to his mother—I shall find him with her’.

“The key I held in my hand fitted both locks : I went into Mrs.
Arthur’s, lighted the candle that I had left on her kitchen dresser,
and went up to her chamber. She started up in the bedas I opened

. the door. ) :

«¢Good God! Betsy,” she cried, ‘is that you? "I thought I
heard David call me.’ '

¢ And so he did,’ I'said; ‘ he came under the window just now,
and called to you to let him in. I told him to wait till I could

" dress’ myself, and I would come down and open the door. Ishe
not here ?

¢ ¢ No, said his mother, her face tulmnc as white as her cap H

* you must have been drearfiing.’

¢ ¢ Dreaming !" said I, rather indignantly ; ¢ you need not try to
persuade me ont of my senses—I saw him. with my own eyes!—
heard him with my own ears! and spoke to him! What else will
convince you? He has gone back to the ship for John—I will
breeze up the fire, put on the kettle, and get something cooked for
their supper. After buffeting about in this storm, they {'111 be cold

d hungry.’ ﬁ

¢ Mrs. Arthur soon joined me. She could not beheve that Thad

spoken to David, though she fancied that she had heard him her-

self, and was in a fever of anxiety, pacing to and fro the kitchen '

floor, and opening the-door every minute to look out. Ifeltalmost
provoked by her want of faith. &

«<If the ship were in,’ she muttered, ‘hie would have beenin lonw
ago, to tell me that all was safe. He knows how uneasy T always
am when he and his brother are away. Betsy must have been
deceived.’

¢ ¢ Mother, dee.r—mdeed what I tell you is truel’

“ And I repeated to her for the twentieth time, perhaps, what
David had said, and described his appearance.

“ Hour after hour passed away, but no well-known footstep, or
dearly-loved voiced, disturbed our lonely vigil. The kettle sim-
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mered drowsily on the hob ; Mrs. Arthar, tired out with impatient
fretting at her son’s delay, bad throwa Ler apron over her head, -
and was sobbing bitterly. I began to feel alarmed ; a strange fear
seemed growing upon my heart, which almost led me to doubt the
evidence of my sesses—to fancy, ia fact, that what I bad seen\
" might have been a dream. Baut, was I not there, wide awake?
Had not his mother heard him speak as well as me? thoagh her
half-waking state had rendered the matter less distinet than it had
been to me? I was not-going to be reasoned out of my sanity in
that way, because he did not choose to wait until I came down to
open the door—which I thowght rather unkind, when Le must be.
well aware that my anxicty for his safety must quite equal that
of his mother.

«The red beams of the rising sin were tinging the white foam
of the billows with o flush of crimson. The gale bad lulled ; and I
kpew that my father’s vessel sailed with the tide. I started from ) i
iy seat ; Mrs. Arthur languidly reised her bead— o i

¢ My dear Betsy, will you just run across the cliff to the Jeok-
out house, and ask the sailors there if the RNancy mme in Lst

"4 ¢T might have thoaght of that before, I said ; and, without
wwaiting for hat or shawl, I sped my way to the nearest station.

* «] found one old sailor Inceling upon the bench, looking intently S
through his telescope at some object at sea. My eyes followed the - I8!
direction of the glass, and I saw distinctly, about two miles beyond '
the east cliff, a vessel Iyirg dismasted wpon the reef, W1th the sea a4
breaking continually over her. -

¢ What vessel is that, Ned Joncs 2 said L.
«¢It’s the Nancy, he replicd, without taking his eye from the
glass. I know ber by the white stripe along her black hall.
She’s-a perfect wreck, and both the brawve lads are drowned.’ . :
“ ¢« When did this happen ?’ I cried, shaking his arm frantically. B
“¢ ¢ She strack upon the reef at half-past ome this morning. Our
lads got the boat off, bat o0 late to save the crew.’
“¢Good God! I cried, recling back, as if struck with a bolt ;
of ice; and the same deadly-cold ster ran throu«rh me. ‘It was ; 3
his ghest, then, I saw ' * :

% I have told the story ezactly as it was toid to me by Flora’s nurse. The'
reader must judge how far the young girl’s imaginaticn may have deceu'ed her.
Wheiheras 2 dzea.ta, ora rea..at_v, Thave no doubt of the truth of her tale. -
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«T don’t know how I got back to Mrs. Arthur. I mever knew;
or, whether it was frors me she learned the terrible tidings of the
death of her sons. I fell into a brain fever, and. when I recoveres
my senses, Mrs. Arthur had becn in her grave for some weeks.

« In thinking over the events of that fearful night, the recollee-
tion which pained me most was, that David's last thought had been

for his mother—that during bis deathstruggle, she was dearer to.

him than me. It haunted mie for years. At times it haunts me
still. 'Whenever the wind blows 2 gale, and the moom shines clear
and cold, T fancy I can see him standing below my window, in his
dripping garments, -and that sad, pale face turped towards his
mother’s casement; and I hear him call out, in the rieh, mellow
voice I loved so well, ¢ Mother, dearest mother, I have come home
to you. Open the door and let me inl’”

« Tt was a dream, nurse,” said Flora.

* ‘But supposing, Mrs. Lyndsay, that it was a &ream. Is'it less
strange that such a dream should occar at the very moment, per-
baps, that he was drowned ; and that his mother should fancy she
heard him speak as well as I 27

“True,” said Flora, * tke mystery réfmains the same; and, for my
own part, I never could get rid of a startling reality, because some
peopie choose to call it a mere coineidence. My faith cmbraces the
spirit of the fact, and disclaims the coincidence ; though, after all,
the coincidence is the best proof of the fact.

“ This event,” continued Nurse, “ cast a shadow over my life,
which no after sunshine ever dispelled. I never loved again, and
gave up all thoughts of getting married from that bour. Perhaps
I was wroag, for I refused several worthy mes, who would have
given me a comfortable home ; and I should nat now, at my ‘time
of life, have to go out nuwrsing, or be dependent upona cross brother
for the shelter of a zoof. If you will take me to Canada with
you, I only ask in retern a home in my ol@ age.”

Flora was delighted with the project, but on writing about it to
her husband, she found him unwilling to take out 2 fecble old wo-
man, who was very likely to dic on the voyage; and Flora, with
relactance, declined the good woman’s offer.

It happened very unfortunately for Flora, that Ler mother had

in her employment a girl, whose pretty feminine face and easy -

pliable manners, had rendered her a great favorite in. the family.
‘Whenever Flora visited the Hall, Hannah had taken charge of the
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baby, on whom she lavished the most endearing epxthets and
caresses. '

This girl bad formed an imprudent intimacy with a farm servant
in the neighborhood, which had ended in her seduction. Her situa-
tion rendered marriage a matter of necessity In this arrangement
of the matter, it required both parties should agree ; and the man,
whe doubtless knew more-of the girl’s real character than her be-
pevolent-mistress, flatly refused to make her his wife. Hannah, in
an agony of rage and contrition, had confided her situation to her

mistress, and implored her not to turn her from her doors, or- she

. would end her misery in self-destruction.

“ She had no home,” she said, “in the wide world—and she dared
not réturn to. her aunt, who was the only-friend she had ; and who,
under existing circumstances, she well knew, would never afford
her the shelter of her roof.”

Simple as this girl appeared, she knew well how to act her part ;

and so won upon the compassion of Mrs. W——, that she was de- -

termined, if possible, to save ker from ruin. Finding that Mrs.
Lyndsay had failed in obtaining -a servant, she applied to her on
Haonal's behalf, and requested, as a favor, that she would take the
forlorn-creature with her to Canada.

Flora at first rejected the proposal in disgust :“in spite of Mrs.
‘W——'s high recommendation, there was something about the
woman she did not like ; and much as she was inclined to pity her,
she could not reconcile herself to the idea of making her the com-
panion of her voyage. She could not convince herself that Han-
nah was worthy of the sympathy manifested on her behalf. A cer-
tain fawning servility of manner, led her to imagine that she was
deceitful ; and she was reluctant to entail upon herself the trouble
and mponmblhty which must arise from her situation, and the
scandal it might involve. Baut her objections were borne down by
‘Mrs. W——'s earnest entreaties to save, if possible, a fellow-crea-
ture from ru.a. .

The false notions formed by most persons in England of the
state of society in Canada, made Mrs. W- reject, as mere bug-
bears, all Flora's fears as to_the future consequences which might
arise from her taking such a bazardous step. What had she to

fear from ill-natured gossip in a barbarous country, o thinly peo-

pled that settlers seldom resided within a day’s journey of each

other. If the girl was wise enough to keep her own secret, who
4%
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would fake the trouble to find it out? Children were a blessing in
such a wilderness ; and Hannah’s child, brought up in the. family,
would be very little additional expense and trouble, and might
prove a most attached and grateful servant, forming a lasting tie
of mutual benefit between the mother and her benefactress. The
mother was an excellent worker, and, until this misfortune hap-
pened, a good and faithful girl: “She was weak, to be sure ;.but
then (what a fatal mistake) the more easily managed. Mrs. W——
was certain that Flora would find her a perfect treasure.

All this sounded very plausible in theory, and savored of ro-
" mance. Flora found it in the end a dismal reality. She consented
to receive the girl as her servant, who was overjoyed at the change
in her prospects, declaring that she never could do enough for Mrs.
Lyndsay, for snatching her from a life of disgrace and infamy.
And so little Josey was provided with a nurse, and Flora with a

servant.
N ———

CHAPTER XIL

THE LAST HOURS AT HOME.

To Bip farewell to her mother aﬁd sisters, and the fear home of .

her childhood, Flora regarded as her greatest trial. As each suc-
ceeding day brought nearer the hour of separation, the prospect
became more intensely painfal, and fraught with a thousand melan-
choly anticipations, which haunted her even in sleep ; and she often
awoke sick and faint at heart with the tears she had shed ina
dream.

Mary Parnell. “I can contemplate, with fortitude, the trials of
the foture ; but there is something so dreary, so utterly hopeless, in
this breakmcr up of kindred ties and home assoc.a,txous, that it par-
alyses exccution.”

Mrs. W——, Flora’s mother, was in the decline of lif¢; and it
was more than probable that the separation would be for ever.
This Flora felt very grievously ;—she loved "her mother tenderly,
and she could not bear to leave her. Mrs. W— was greatly
attached to her little grandchild ; and, to mention the departure of
the child, brought on a paroxysm of grief.

“Let Josey stay with me, Flora,” said she, as she covered its

/

« Oh that this dreadful parting were over ! shesaid to her friend
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dimpled hands with kxsses. “Let me not lose you both in one
day.” o
«“What! part with my child—my ouly child! _ Dearest mother,
it is impossible to grant rour request. Whatever our future for-
tunes may be, she must share them with us. I could not bear up
agaiost the trials which await me with a divided heart.”

“ Consider the advantage it would ke to the child.”

" “In the loss of both her parents ?” -

“Tn her exemptioz from hardship, and the educa.tlon she womd
receive.”

“T grant all that ; yet Nature poiants out that the interests of a
child cannot safely be dmded from those of its parents.”

“You argue selfishly, Flora. You well know the child would
be much better off with me.”

I speak from my heart—the heart of a mother, which cannot,
without it belongs to a monster, plead against the welfare of its
child. I know kow dearly you love her—how painful it is for you
to give her up; and that she would possess with you those com-
forts which, for her sake, we are about to resign.. But, if we leave
her behind, we part with her for ever.  She is too young to remem-
ber us; and, without knowing us, how could she love us?”

“ She would be taught to love you.” -

¢« Her love would be of a very indefinite character. She would
be told that she had a father and mother in a distant land, and be

taught to mention us daily in her prayers. But where would be

the faith, the endearing confidence, the holy love, with which a
child, brought up under the parental roof, regards the author of its
being. The love which falls like dew from heaven upon the weary
heart, which forms a balm for every sorrow, a solace for every
care—without its refrcshmn- mﬂuence, Wha.t would the wealth of
the world be to us?”

Flora’s heart swelled, and her eyes filled with tears. The elo-
quence of an angel at that moment would have failed in persuading
her-to part with her child.

Never did these painful feelings press more heavily on Flora’s
mind, than when all was done in the way of preparation—when
her work was all finished, her trunks all packed, her little bills i
the town all paid, her faithful domestics discharged, and ‘nothing
remained of active employment to hinder her from perpetually

brooding over the sad prospect before her. She went to spend & -

!
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last day at the old Hall, to bid farewell to the old famﬂlar hanmts

: endeared to her from childhood.

“ Flora, you maust keep up your spirits,” said her mother, kiss- -
ing her tenderly ; nor let this p:n'ting weigh too heavily upon your
heart. 'We shall all mect again.”

« In heaven, I hope, Mother.”

“Yes, and on earth.”

“Qh, no; it is uscless to hope for that. No, pever agaio om
earth.”

¢ Always hope for the best, Flora ; it is my plan. I have found
it true-wisdom. Put oz your bonmet, and take a ramble through
the garden and meadows ; it will refresh you after so many harrass-
ing thoughts. Your favorite trces arc in full leaf, the hawthorn
hedges in blossom, and the nightingales sing every cvening in the
wood-lane. You canpot feel miscrable among such sights_and

. sounds of _beauty in this lovely mosth of May, or you are not the

same Flora I ever knew you.”

“ Ah, just the same fRulty; impulsive, enthusiastic ereature 1
ever was, dear mother. No change of eircumstances will, I fear,
change my natere ; and the sight of these dear old haunts will only
deepen the regret I fecl at bidding them adien.”

Flora put on her bonnet, and went forth to tske o last look of
Lome.

The Hall was anold-fashioned house, large, rambling, picturesque -
and cold. -It bad been built i in the first year of good Queen Bess.
The back part of the mansion appeared to have belonged to a
period still more remote. The building was surrounded by fine
gardens and Jawn-like meadows, and stood sheltered within a grove
of noble old trecs. It was bepeath the shade of these trees and
reposing upon the velvet-like sward at their feet, that Flora had first
indulged in those delicious reveries—those lovely, ideal visions of
beauty and perfection—which cover witha tissue of morning beams
all fhe rugged highways of life. Silent bosom friends were those
dear old trecs! Every noble sentiment of her soul, every fault that
threw its bancful shadow on the sunlight of her mind—had been
fostered, or grown upon her, in those pastoral solitudes. Those
trees had witnessed a thousand bursts of passionate eloquence—a
thousand gushes of bitter, heart-humbling tears. To them had been
revealed all the joys and sorrows, the hopes and fears, which she
could not confide to the sneering and unsympathising of her own
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"éex The solemn druidféz;l grom were not more holy to their

1m§mnat1ve and mysterious worshippers, than were those old oaks
to the ) young Flora. .
Now the : balmy breath of spring, as it gently heaved the tender

green masses.of brilliant foliage, seemed to utter a voice of thrill-

ing la.mentn."ﬁon—\-a sad, soul-touching farewell.

“ Home of my-childhood ! must I see you no more?” sobbed
Flora. ¢ Are you fo become to-morrow a nslon of the past? O
that the glory of sprmcr was not upon the” earth' that I had to
leave you amid winter’s chilling ‘gloom, and not in this lovely,
blushing month of May! - The emerald greenrof these meadows—
the gay flush of these bright blossoms—thegoyons song of these
- glad birds—breaks my heart !”

And the poor emigrant sank down a.mxd the green grass, and,
burying her face among the fragrant daisies, imprinted a passionate
kiss upon the sod, which was never, in time or eternity, to form a
resting-place for her again.

Bat a beam is in the dark cloud even'for thee, poor Flora thou

heart-sick lover of nature. Time will reconcile thee to the chanrre
which now appears so dreadfal. The human flowers destined to
spring around thy hut in that far-off ‘wilderncss, will gladden thy
bosom in the strange land to which thy course now tends ; and the

image of God, in his glorious creation, will smile upon thee as. -

graciously in the woods of Canada, as it now does in thy English
peradise. Yes, the hour will come when you shall exclaim with
fervor—

¢« Thank God, I am the denizen of a free Jand ; a land of beauty
and progression—a land unpolluted by the groans-of starving

millions—a land which opens her fostering arms fo receive and .

‘restore to his lono'-lost birthright, the trampled and abused child
of poverty: to ¥id him stand up, a free inheritor of a free soil, who
so long labored for a scanty pittance of bread, as an ignorant and
degraded slave, in the country to which you now cling with such
-passionate fondness, and leave with such-heart-breaking regret.
‘When Flora returned from an extensive ramble throagh all ber
favorite walks, she was agreeably surpnsed to find her husband
conversing with Mrs. W—— in the parlor. The unexpected sight
- of her husband, who had returned o cheer her some days sooner
- than the one he had named in his letters, soon restored Flora’s
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. spirits, and the sorrows of the future were for«otten in the joys of
the present.

Lyndsay had a thousand little incidents and anecdotes to relate
of his visit to the great metropolis ; to which Flora was an eager

-and delighted listener. He told her that he had satisfactorily
arranged all his pecuniary matters; and without sacrificing.his balf-
pay, wags able to take out about three hundred pounds sterling, which
he thought, prudently managed, would enable him to make a tolerably
comfortable settlement in Canada, particularly as he would not be
obliged to purchase a farm, being entitled to a grant of four hun-
dred acres of wild land.

He had engaged a passage in a fine vessel that was to sail from
Leith, at the latter end of the week.

<1 found that, in going from Scotland,” said Lyndsay, “ we could
be as well accommodated for nearly half price; and it would give
you the opportunity of seeing Edinburgh, and me the melancholy
satisfaction of taking a last look at the land of my birth.

“One of the London steamers will call for us to-morrow morning
on her way to Scotland, and I must -hire a boat to-night, and get
our luggage prepared for a start. A short notice, dear Flora, to
a sad, but inevitable necessity, I thought better for a person of your
temperament, than a long and tedious anticipation of evil. Now
all is prepared for the voyage, delay is not only useless, but danger-
ous. So cheer up, darling, and be as happy and cheerful as you
can. Let us spend the last night at home pleasantly together.”
He kissed Flora so affectionatély, as he ccased speaking, that she
not only promised obedience, but contrived to smile through her
tears. ’

It was necessary for them to return instantly to the cottage, and
Flora took leave of her mother, with a full heart. We wiil not
dwell on such partings; they

“Wring the blood from out young hearts,”

as the_poet has truly described them, making the snows of age
descend upon the rose-crowned brow of youth.

Sorrowfully Flora returned to her pretty little cottage, which v

-presented -a scene of bustle and confusion baffling description.

Ev&rything was out of place and turned upside down. Corded -

trunks and packages filled up the passages and doorways; and »

formed stumbling-blocks for kind friends and curious neighbors,
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who crowded the house. Strange dogs forced their way in after.

their masters, and fought and yelped in undisturbed pugnacity.
"The baby cried, and no one was:at leisure to pacify her, and a
cheerless and uncomfortable spirit ﬁlled the once peaceful and
happy home.

Old Captain Kitson was in his glory; hurrying here and there,
ordering, superintending, aud assisting the general confusion, with-
out in the least degree helping on the work. He had taken upon
himself the charge of hiring the boat whicl was to convey the emi-
grants on board the steamer ; and he stood chaffering on the lawn
for a couple of hours with the sailors, to whom she belonged, to
induce them to take a shilling less than the sum proposed.

-Tired with the altercation, and sorry for the honest tars, Lynd-
say told the master of the boat to yield to the old Captain’s terms,
and he would make up the difference. The sailor answered with a
knowing wink, and appeared reluctantly to consent to old Kitson’s
wishes.

“There, Mrs. Lyndsay, my dear, I told you these fellows would
come to my terms rather than lose a good customer,” cried the old
man, rubbing his hands together in an ecstasy of self-gratulation.
¢ Leave me to make a bargain ; the rogues cannot cheat me with their
d—d impositions. The Leaftenant is too soft with these chaps;
I'm an old sailor—they can’t come over me. I have made them
take one pound for the use of their craft, instead of one and twenty
shillings. ¢ Take care of the pence,’ my dear, ¢ and the pounds will
take care of themselves.” I found that out, long before poor Richard
marked it down in his log.”

Then sideling up to” Flora, and puttm« his long nose into her
face, he whispered in her ear—

« Now, my dear gall, don’t-be offended with an old friend ; butif -

you have any old coats or hats that Leaftenant Lyndsay does not
think worth packing up, I shall be very glad of them, for my
Charles. Mrs. K. is an excellent hand at transmogrifying things,
and in a large family such articles never come amiss.”

Charles was the Captain’s youngest son—a poor idiot, who,
thirty years of age, had the appearance of an overgrown boy. The
other members of the Captain’s large family were all married and
settled prosperously in the'world.  Flora felt truly ashamed of the
old man’s meanness, but was glad to repay his trifling services in a
way suggested by himself. The weather for the last three weeks had
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been unasually fine, but towards the evening of this memorable 30th
of May, large masses of clouds began to rise in the northwest, and
the sea changed its azure hue to a dull, leaden grey. Old Kitson
shook his head prophetically.

“There’s a change of weather at h:md Mrs. Lyndqay you may
look out for squalls before six o’clock to-morrow. The wind shifts
every minute, and there’s an ugly swell rolling in upon the shore.”

“Ah, I hope it Will be ﬁne,” said Flora, IOOkiD"‘ anxiously up at

rain. Perhaps it will pass,oﬁ' durmﬂ' the mvht in a thunder-

shower.,”

The old man whistled, shut one eye, and looked knowingly at
the sea- with the other. -
% Wowmen know about as much of the weather-as your nurse
does of handling & rope. Whew ! but there’s a gale coming ; T'll
down to the beach, and tell the lads to haul up the boats and make

all snug before it bursts,” and away toddled the old man, full of

B ,the importance of his mission.

It was the last night at home—the last social meecting of-kindred
friends on this side the grave. Flora tricd to appear cheerful. but the
forced smile upon the-tgfored lips, rendered doubly pamful the tears
kept back in the swollen eyes—the vain effort of the sorrowfu] in
‘heart to be gay. i .

Alas! for the warm hearts, the generous friendships, the kindly
greetings of dear old England, when would’they be bers again?
Flora’s friends.at length tool\ leave, and she was left with her hus-

band alone.
—— e

CHAPTER XIIIL

° THOE DEPARTURE.

Ir was the dawn of day when Flora started from a broken,
feverish sleoﬁ;ﬁcd to consciousness by the heavy roaring of the
sea, as the huge billows thundered against the stony beach. To
spring from her bed and draw back the curtains of the window
‘which commanded a full view of the bay, was but the work of a
moment. How quickly she Jet it fall in dispair over the cheerless
prospect it presented to her sight! Far as the eye could reach, the
sea was covered with foam. Not.a sail was visible, and a dark,
leaden sky was pouring down.torrents of rain.
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. What a morning ! 1 she muttered to herself, as she stole quietly
back to bed. It will be impossible to put to sea to-day.”

The sleep which had shunned he‘r pillow during the greater part .
of the night, gently stole over hery and * wrapped her senses in for-
getfulness : 77 and old thson, two hours later, twice threw a peb-
ble against the window, before she awoke.

« Leaftenant Lyndsa.y—Lcaftemnt Lyndsay ! shouted the Cap-

_tain in a voice like a speakmrr-tmmpet——-“ wind and tide wait for

no man. Up and be doing.”
. *“ Ah, ah,” responded - Lyndsay, rubbing his eyes, and going to
the window..

“ See what a storyi the night has been breéwing for you !” con-

" tinued old Kitson. *It blows great guns, and there’s rain enough

to float Noah’s ark. Waters is here, and wants to see you. - Ee

says that his small craft won't live in a sea like this. You'll hate -

to put off your Voyage till the steamer takes her next trip.”

“ That's bad,” said Lyndsay, hurrying on his clothes, and join-
ing the old sailor on the lawn. “Is there any chance, Kitson, of
this holding up ?”

“Nope. This is paying us off for three weeks fine weather, and
may last for several days—at all events, till night. The steamer

‘will be rattling down in an hour, with the wind and tide in her
favor. Were you once on board, Leaftenant, you might snap your
. fingers at this capful of wind.” ‘
“We must ‘make up our minds to lose our pl.zces,” said Lyndsay,

in a tone of decp vexation.
“ You have taken your places then?”
“Yes; and made a deposit of half the passage money.” -
“ Humph! Now, Leaftenant Lyndsay, that's a thing I never do.

T always take my chance. I would rather lose my place in a boat, ‘

or a coach, than lose my money. But young fellows like you never
learn wisdom. Experience s all thrown away upon you. But as
we can’t remedy the evil now, we had better step in and get a mor-
sel of breakfast. This raw air makes one hungry. The wind-may

lull by that time.” Then gazing ‘at the sky with one of his keen
orbs, while hé shaded with his hand the other, he continued—*“It -

rains too hard for it to blow long at this rate; and the season of
the year is all in your favor. Go in—go in, and get somethmg to

eat, and we will settle over your wife’ s good coffee what is bst to_

bu done.”

SR L

e st L




90 PLORA LYNDSAY.

o Lyndsay thought with the Captain, that the storm would abate,
’ aud be returned to the anxious Flora, to report-the aspect of
things without. : : T ,

“It is a bad omen,” said Flora, pouring-6ut the coffee. *If we
may jadge of the futare by the present—it looks dark enough.” -

“ Don’t provoke me into anger, Flora, by talking in such a child-
ish manner, and placing reliance upon an exploded superstition.
Women are so fond of prognosticating evil, that I believe they are ¥

. disappointed if it does not happen as they say.”

“ Well, reason may find fault with us if she will,” said Flora ;

- but we are all more or less influenced by these mystérfops,presem
‘\‘timentst-amlsuﬂ‘e’r_tﬁigg circumstances to give a coloring for

good or evil {o the passing hour. ~My-dear, cross_philosopher, -

hand me the toast.” . T -

Flora’s defence of her favorite theory was interrupted by the .
arrival of two very dear friends, who had come from a distance,
through the ston;jt’o bid her good-bye.

Mr. Hawke, the elder of the twain, was an author of consider-
able celebrity in his native country, and a most kind and excellent
man. He brought Wwith him his second son, a fine lad of twelve
yedrs.of age, to a place under Lyndsay’s charge. ~James Hawke
had taken a fancy to settle in Canada, and a friend of the family,
who was located in the backwoods of that far region, had written
to his father. that he would take tRe lad, and initiate him in the
mysteries of the axe, if he could find a person to bring him over.
Lyndsay had promised to do this, and the boy, who- had that
morning parted with his mother and little brothers and sisters, for
the first time in his life, in spite of the elastic spirits of youth,
looked sad and dejected. : 4 .
_ Mr. Hawke’s companion was a young Quaker, who had known
Flora from a girl,and had always expressed the greatest interest in
her welfare. ‘ i

Adam Mansel was a handsome, talented than, whose Jjoyous dis-
position and mirthful humor, could scarcely be trammelled down by
the severe conventional rules of the Society to which he belonged.
Adam’s exquisite taste for music, and his great admiration for
horses and dogs, savored rather of the camp of the enemy. But his
love for these forbidden carnalities was alwavs kept. within bounds,-
and onty knowr to a few very particular friends.

-“Friend Flora,” he said, taking her hand, and giving it a most
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- will tfy and beat him down to thirty—he says he will launch-the
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hearty and oordial shake, « this is a sad day to those who have
known thee long, and loved thee well ; and a foul day for the com-
mencement of such an important journey. Bad beginnings, they
say, make bright endings; so there is hope for thee yet in the
stormy cloud.”

“ Flora, where are your omens now ?” said Lyndsay, triumph-
antly. “ Either you or friend Adam must be wrong.’ A

“Or the proverb I quoted, say rather,” retarned Adam.
¢ Proverbs often bear a double meaning, and canl be interpreted as
well one way as the other. The ancients were cunning fellows in
this respect a,nd were determined to make themsehw true prophets
at any ra .

« Wha.t a miserable day,” said the poet turning from the win-
dow, where he had been contemplating thoughtfully the gloomy
“aspect™ ofthma&mthout HIS eye fell sadly upon his son. “Itis
enough to chill the beart.’

““ When I was a boy at school,” sald Adam, “1 usedto thmk‘
that God sent all the rair upon holidays, on purpose to disappoint
us of our sport. I found that most things in life happened
contrary to our wishes; and I used to pray devoutly, that all the
Saturday’s might prove wet, firmly believing that it would be sure
to turn out the reverse.”

« Accordmfr to your theory, Mansel,” said Mr. Hawke, ¢ Mrs.
Lyndsay must have prayed for a very fine day.”

“Dost thee call this a hohdfzy ?” returned the Quaker, with a
twinkle of quiet humor in his bright brown eyes. :

Mr. Hawke suppressed a sigh, and his glance again fell on his. -
boy; and, hurrying to the window, he mechanically drew his hand
across his eyes. i

Here the old Captain came bustling in, full of importance, ;
chuckling, rubbing his hands, and shaking his dripping feamaught, '
with an air of great satisfaction.

“You will not be disappointed, my dear,” addressing hlmself to
Mrs. Lyndsay. “The wind has-fallen off a bit; and though the i
sea is too rough for the small craft, Palmer, the captain of the r
pilot-boat, has been with me; and, for the consideration of two
pounds (forty “shillings)—a large sum of money, by-thebye~I - ' !

great boat, and mar her with twelve stout, young fellows, who will
take you, bag and baggage, on board the steamer, though the gale -

.
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were blowing twice as stif. You have no  more to fear in that fine
boat, than you have sitting at your ease in that arm-chair.  So
make up your mind, my dear ; for you have no time to lose.”

Flora looked anxiotsly from her husband to her child, and then

at the black, pouring sky, and the raging waters. )

“ There is no danger, Flora,” said Lyndsay. * These fine boats
can live in almost any sea. But the rain will make it very uncom-
fortable for yoa and the child.”

«'The discomfort will only last a few mmut& Mrs. Lyndsay,”
said old Kitson. ¢ Those chaps will put you on board before you
can say Jack Robinson.”

«“It is better to bear a duckmo than lose our passage in the
Chigftain,” said Flora. “There cannot be much to apprehend
from the violence of the storm, or twelwe men would never risk

. their lives for the value of forty shillings. Our trunks are all in A

the boat-house, our servants discharged, and our friends gone; we

“"have no longer a home, and I am impatient to commence our -

voyage.”

“ You aze right, Flora. Dress yourself and the child, and T will
engage the boat immediately.” Aund away bounded Lyndsay to
make their final arrangements, and see the lnggage safe]y stowed
away in the pilot-boat.

- Captain Kitson seated himself at the ta.ble, and began discnssing
a beefsteak with all the earnestness of 2 hungry man. From time
to time, as his appetite'began to ‘slacken, he addressed a word of
comfort or encouragement to Mrs. Lyndsay, who was busy wrap-
ping up the baby for her perilous voyage. ’

" “That's right, my dear. Take care of the young one; ’tis the
most troublesome piece of lumber you have with you. A child
and a cat are two things which never ought to come on board a
ship. But take courage, my dear. Be like our brave Nelson;

never look behind you after entering upon difficulties ; it only -

makes bad worse, and does no ‘manner of good. You will encoun-
ter rougher gales than this before you have crossed the Atlantic.” .
“ I hope that we shall not have to wait long for the steamer,”
said Flora. I dread this drenchmo' rain for the poar bab ; far
more than the stormy sea.”
“ Wait,” responded the old man, « the steamer will be rattlmg
down in no time; it is within an hour of her usual time. But

Mrs. Lyndsay, my_ dear,”—hastily pushing from him his empty
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plate, and speaking with his mouth fall— I have one word to say
to you in private, before you go.” .

_ Flora followed the gallant captain into the kitchen, marvelling
in her own mind what this private communication could be. The
old man shut the door carefully behind him ; then said, in a myste-
rious whisper—« The old clothes ; do you remember what I sald
to you last night 2”

Taken by surprise, Flora looked down, colored and hesitated ;
she was afraid of wounding his feelings. Simple woman! the man
* was without delicacy, and had no feelings to wound.

“There is a bundle of things, Captain Kitson,” she faltered out

at last, “in the press in my bed-room, for Mr. Charles—coats,

" trowsers, and other thmg-s I was ashamed to mention to yousuch
trifles.” .

“ Never mmd—never mind, my dear ; I am past blushing at my
time of life ; and reelly—(he always called it reelly)—I am much
obliged to you.”

After a pause,4#m~which both looked supremely foolish, the !
man continued—* Theré was a china-cup and two plates—pify to
spoil the set—that your careless maid broke the other day in the
wash-house. Did Mrs. K. mention them to you, my dear ?”

“Yes, sir, and they are paid for,” said Flora, turning wi
gust from the sordid "old man.. “ Have you auything. else to
communicate ?” .

-« All right,” said the Captain. “Here is your husband look-
ing for you. The boat is ready.” )

“Flora, we only wait for yow,” said Lyndsay. "Flora placed
the precious babe in her father’s a&'ms and they descended the steep
flight of steps that led from the chﬂ' to the beach.

In spite of the inclemency of the weather, a crowd of old and
young had assembled on the beach to witness their embarca.tmn,
and bid them farewell. y

The hearty “ God bless you! God grant you a prosperous
voyage, and a better home than the one you leave, on the other
side of the Atlantic!” burst from the lips of many an honest tar;
and brought the tears into Flora’s eyes, as the sailors crowded
ronnd the emigrants, to shake hands with them before they stepped
into the.noble boat that lay rocking in the surf.

Precious to Flora and Lyndsay were the pressure of those hard
roughBands. They expressed the henest sympathy felt, by a true-

o
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hearfed set of poor men, in their present situation and fature wel-
fare.

“You are not goxng vnthout one partmg word with me!” cried
Mary Painell, springing down the steep bank of stones, against
which thundered the tremenduous surf. - The wind had blown ber
straw bonnet back upon her shoulders, and scattered her fair hair
in beautiful confusion round her lovely face. ’

The weeping, agitated girl was alternately clasped in the arms
of Lyndsay and his wife. )

“Why did you expose yourself, dear Mary, to weather like
this?”

<« Don't talk of weather,” sobbed Mary ; “I only know that we

ust part. Do you begrudge me the last look? Good-bye!
God bless you both !”

Before Flora could speak another word she was caught up in
the arms of a stout seaman, who safely deposited both the mother =
and her child in the boat. Lyndsay, Mr. Hawke, his son, Adam
Mansel, and lastly Hannah, followeds- Three cheers arose from the
sailors on the beach. The gallant boat dashed through ‘the surf
and was soon bounding over the giant billows. K

Mr. Hawke and friend Adam had never.been on the sea befdre,
but they determined not to bid adieu to the emigrants until they
saw them safe on board the steamer.

« I will never take a last look of the dear home in which I have
passed so many happy hours,” said Flora, resolutely tutning her
back to/the shore. “I cannot yet realﬁe the thought that Iam’
never to see it again.”

—————

CHAPTER XIV.
AN OPEN BOAT AT SEA.

FLora’s spirits rose in proportion to the novelty and danger of
her situation. All useless regrets and repinings were banished
from her breast the moment she embarked upon that stormy ocean.
The parting, which, when far off, had weighed so heavily on hLer
heart, was over ; the present was full of excitement and interest ;
the time for action had arrived; and the consciousness that they
were actually on their way to a distant clime; braced her mind to
bear with becommg fortitude this great epoch of her life.
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The gale lulled for a few. mmutes and Flora looked up to the
leaden sky, in the hope of catching one bright gleam from the sun.

He seemed to have abdicated his th'rgne'tha.t day, a}nd refused to
cast even a glimpse upon the dark,storm-tossed waters, or cheer,

with his presence the departure of the emigrants.
The gentlemen made an effort/to be lively. The conversation

turned on the conduct of W%%ﬂ under trying circumstances—the

courage and constancy they shown in situations of great peril
—animating the men to freél exert\ons by their patient endurance
of suffering and privation. Mf: Hawke said, « that all travellers:
Lad agreed in"their observations upon the conduct of females to
strangers; and that, when travelling, they had never had occasion
to complain of the women.”

At this speech, Lyndsay, who began to feel all the horrible nau-
sea of sea-sickness, raised his head from between his hands, and

‘raplied, with a smile, « that it was the very reverse with women,

for, when they tra.velled they had most reason-to complain of the
men.” .

The effects of the stormy weather soon became very apparent
among the passengers in the pilot-boat—sickness laid its leaden
grasp upon all the fresh-water sailors. Even Lyndsay, a hardy
Islander, and used to boats and boating all his life, yielded pas-
sively to ‘the attacks of the relentless fiend of the salt W‘éters, with

. rigid features, and a face pale as the faces of the dead. He sat

with his head bowed between his hands, as motionless as if he had
snddenly been frozen into stone. Flora ‘often lifted the cape of the

rcloak'which ‘partially concealed his face, to ascertain that he was

still alive.
The anxiety she felt in endeavoring to protect her infant from

- the pouring rain, perhaps acted as an antidote to this distressing

malady, for, though only. just out of a sick bed, she did not feel the
1éast qualmish.

Hannah, the servant, lay stretched at the bottom of the boat, her
head supported by the ballast-baos, in a state too miserable to
describe; while James Hawke, the lad who was to accompany them
in their long voyage, had sunk into a state of happy unconscious-
ness, after having vainly wished, for the hundredth time, that he
was safe on shore, scampering over the village green with his °
twalve brothers and sisters, and not-tempting the angry main in an

~ open boat, fwith the windows of heaven discharging waters enough
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apon his defenceless head to drown him—without speaking of the’
big waves that every moment burst into the boat, giving hima salt
bath upon a gigantic scale. }

After an hour’s hard rowing, the King William (for so their boat
was called) cast anchor in the roadstead, distant about eight miles
from the town, and lay to, waiting for the coming-up of the
steéamer. '

Hours passed away—the day wore slowly onward—bat still the
vessel they expected did not appear. The storm, which had” lulled
till noon, increased in violence, until it blew “ great guns,” to use .
the sailors’ nautieal phraseology ; and signs of uneasiness began to

, be manifested by the hardy crew of the pilot-boat.”

“ Some accident must have befallen the steamer,” said Palmer,
the captain of the boat, to Craigie, a fine, handsome yohng seaman,
as he handed him the bucket to bail the water from their vessel.
“I don’t kike this; I'll be &—d if I do {~¥f the wind increases,
and remains in the present quarter, a pretty kettle of fish it will
make of us. - We may be thankful if we escape with our lives.” .

“Is there any danger ?”” demanded Flora, cagerly, as she clasped
her wet, cold baby closer to her breast. The child had been cry-
ing piteously for the last hour.

“ Yes, Madam,” he replied; respectfully ; ¢ we have bden in con-
siderable danger all day. The wind is increasifig with the coming
in of the tide ; and I see no prospect of its cleannv up. As the
night comes on, do ye see, and if we do not fall in with the Soko, ,
we shall have to haul up the anchor, and run before the gale; and,
with all my knowledge of the coast, we may be driven ashore, and
the boat swamped in the surf.” ‘

Flora sighed, and wished herself safe at home, in her dear, snug,
little parlor ; the baby asleep in the cradle, and Lyndsay reading
aloud to her as she worked, or playing on his flute.

The rain again burst down in torrents, the thunder roared over
their heads, and the black, lurid sky, looked as, if it contained a
secopef deluge. - Flora shivered with cold and exhaustion, and bent
more closely over the child, to protect her as much as possible, by
the exposure of her own person, from the drenching rain and spray.

“ Ah! this is sad work for women and children!” said the
honest tar, drawing a large tarpaulin over the mother and child.

* Blinded and drenched by the pelting of the pitiless shower, Flora

crouched down in the bottom of the boat, in patient endurance of
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what might befal. The wind blew piercingly cold ; and the spray
of the huge billows which burst continually over them, enveloped
the emall craft in a feathery cloud, effectually concealing from her
weary passengers the black waste of ravmg waters which roared
around and beneath thein. .

" The poor infant was starving with lmnger, and all Flora’s efforts

to keep it quiet proved unavailing. The gentlemen were as sick -

and helpless as the baby, and nothing could well mcrmse»{ﬁr
wretchedness. They had now been ten hours at sea; and,
expecting the least detention from the non-arrival of the

nothing in the way of refreshment had formed any part/of their
laggage. Those who had escaped-the horrors of sea-sickness, of
which Flora was oe, were suffering from thirst, while the keen
air had sharpened their appetites to a ravenous degree.

In spite of their forlorn situation, Flora could not help being -

amused by the gay, careless manner, in which the crew of the boa,t
contended with these difficulties. .
. 7 «Well, T1l be blowed, if I arn’t hungry I” cried Craigie, as\he

stood up in the boat, with his arms folded, and his nor'wester

pulled over his eyes, to ward off the drenching rain. ¢ Nothin’
would come amiss to me now, in the way of prog. I could digest
a bit of the shark that swallowed Jonah, or pick a nb of the old
prophet himself, without making a wry face.”

- «I wonder which would prove the tougher morsel of the two 7
" said Mr. Hawke, raising his languid head from the bench before -

him, and whose love of fan overcame the deadly pangs of sea-sick-
Dess. :

« A dish of good beefsteaks from the Crown. Inn would be worth
them both, friend,” said Adam Mansel, who, getting better of the
‘sea-sickness, like Cralgle, began to feel the pangs of hunger.

“You may keep the dish, mister,” returned Craigie, laughing ;

« give me the grub.”

.« Ah, how bitter I groaned James Hawke, raising himself up
from the furled sail which had formed his bed, and yielding to the
terrible nausea that oppressed him..

“ Ay, ay, my lad,” said an ancient mariner, onwhow tanned face
time and exposure to ‘sun and storm, had traced a thousand
hieroglyphics; “mnothing’s sweet that’s so contrary to natur’.
Among the bitter things of life, there’s scarcely a worse than

5 ' :
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the one that now troubles you. Sick at sea—well on shore ; so
there’s comfort for you!”

« Cold comfort,” sighed the boy, as he again fell pmstrate onthe
wet sail. A huge billow broke over the side - of the boat, and
deluged him with brine. He did not heed it, havmg ggain relapsed
into his former insensible state.

“The bucket aft;” shouted Palmer; «it's mted to bail the
boat.” .

«The bucket's envasoed ” said Crain-le, bowmg with ludicrous .
politeness, to poor Hannal, whose bead he was supporting., “X
must first attend to the lady.”

The patience of the handsome young Quaker, under existing dif-
ficulties, was highly amusing. He bore the infliction of the pre-
vailing malady with such a.benign air of ‘resignation, that it was
quite edxfymg ‘Wiping the sattwater from his face with a pocket-
handkerchief of spowy whiteness, he exclaimed, turning to Flora,
who was sitting at his feet with Josey in her arms, « Friend Flora,
this sea-sickness is an evil emetic. It tries a mar’s femper, and
makes him guilty of the crime of wishing himsclf at the bottom of
the sea.”

«If you conld rap out a good round oath or two, Mister
Quaker, without choking yourself, it would do you a power of
good,” said Craigie. « “What's the ue of a big man putting up
with the like o™ that, like 2 weak gall—women were made to bear
—imnan to resist—"

¢« The Devil, and he will flee from them,” sai¢ Adam.

«You smooth-faced, unshaved fellows, have him always at your
elbow,” said Craigie. «He teaches you ’f‘ong prayers—us big
oaths. I wonder which cargo is the best to take to heaven.”

“Two blacks don’t make a white, friend,” said Adam, good-
- naturedly. ¢ Blasphemy, or hypocrisy either, is sufficient to sink
the ship.”

Night was fast closing over the storm-tossed voyagers. The
~ boat was half full of water, which flowed over Flora's lap, and she

began to feel very apprehensive for the safety of her child. At
this moment, a large retriever dog which belonged to the captain
of the boat, erept into her lap ; and she joyfully placed the baby
-upon his shaggy back;and the warmth of the animal scemed
greatly to revive the poor shlvenn,, g Josey.

It was nearly dark when Palmer roused Lyndsay from his stupor,
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and suggested the propriety of their return to ——. “You see,
sir,” he said, “I am quite willing to wait for the arrival of the
- Soho, but something must have gone wrong with her, or she would
have been down before this. The crew of the boat have been now
ten hours exposed to the storm, without a morsel of food, and if
- the wind should change, we should have to run in for the Port of
Y——, twenty miles distant from this. Under existing circum-
stances, I think it advisable to return.”

“By all means,” said Lyndsay. “ This might have been dope
‘three hours ago;’ and the next minute, to Flora’s inexpressible
joy, the anchor was hoisted, and the gallant boat once more career-
ing over the mighty billows.

Her face was once more turned towards that dear home, to which
she had bidden adieu in the morning ; as she then imagined forever—
“England !” she cried, stretching her arms towards the dusky
shore. ¢Dear England ! The winds and- waves forbid our leaving
you. Welcome—oh welcome;-once more !”’

As they neared the beach, the stormy clouds parted in rifted
masses ; and the deep-blue heavens, studded here and there with a
pale star, gleamed lovingly down upon them ; the rain ceased its
pitiless pelting, the very elements seemed to suule upon their

" return.

The pilot-boat had been reported during the day as lost, and the
beach was crowded with anxious men and women to hail its return.
The wives and children of her crew pressed forward to meet them
with joyful acclamations ; and Flora’s depressed spirits rose with
the excitement of the scene.

“ Hold fast your baby, Mrs. Lyndsay, while the boat clears the

" surf,” cried Palmer. “I’ll warrant that you both get a fresh duck-
‘l!lg.” N - .

As he spoke, the noble boat cut like an arrow thi'ough the line

of formidable breakers which thundered on the beach; the foam
. flew in feathery volumes high above their heads, drenching them
with a misty shower; the keel grated upon the shingles, and a
strong arm lifted Flora once more upon her native shore.

Benumbed and cramped with their long immersion in salt water,
her limbs had lost the power of motion, and Lyndsay and old Kit-
son carried her between them up the steps which led from the beach

“to the top of the cliffs, and deposited her safely on the sofa in the
little parlor of her deserted home. ) .




. 2-.-»:,».««-«.‘-;*

RS

100 - FLORA LYNDSAY.

CHAPTER XV.

- ONCE MORE AT HOME.

A cHEERFUL fire was blazing in the grate ; the fragrant tea was
smoking on the well-covered table, and dear and familiar. voices
rang in her ears, as sisters and friends crowded about Flora to offer
thgir services, and congratulate her on her safe return.

- ¢ Ah, does not this repay us for all our past - sefferings ?”’ cried
Flora, after the first hearty salutations of her friends were over.
“ And the baby! where is the baby 2" ) ’

Josey was laughing and crowing in the arms of her old nurse,
looking as fresh and as rosy as if nothing had happened to disturb
her repose. : )

“ Welcome once more to old England !I~Jear Flora,” said Mary
Parnell, kissing the cold, wet cheek of her frieed. “ When I said
that we should meet again, I did not think it would be so soon.
Fhank God, you are all safe! For many hours it was believed that
the boat had been swamped in the gale, and that you were all lost.
You may imagine the distress of your mother and sisters, and the
anguish the report occasioned us all, and how we rejoiced when
‘Waters ran up with the blessed news that the boat was returning,
and that her crew was safe. But come. up stairs, my Flora, and
change these dripping clothes. Thereis a nice fire in your bed-room,
and I have provided everything necessary for.your comfort.”

“Don’t talk of changing her clothes, Miss Parnell,” said the old
Captain, bustling in. « Undress and put her to bed. immediately,
between hiot blankets, and I will make her a good stiff glass of
brandy-and-water, to drive the cold out of her, or she may fall into
a sickness which no doctor can cure. Cut your yarn short, I say,
or I shall have to take charge of her myself.”

¢ Captain Kitson is right, Mary,” said Lyndsay, who just then
entered from superintending the removal of his luggage from'the
boat, accompanied by a group of friends, all anxious to congratu-
late Mrs. Lyndsay on her providential escape. “My dear Flora,
you must be a good“girl, and go instantly to bed.” ‘

"1t will be 3o dull " and Flora glanced at the group of friendly

 faces, beaming with affection and kindness ; - I should enjoy myself

here 8o much. Now, John, do not send me away to bed, and keep

-
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sll the fan to yourself—the bright, cheery fire and all the good

.things.”

Lyndsay looked grave, and whispered something in her ear about
the baby, and the madness of risking a bad cold. Whatever was
the exact import of his communication, it had the effect of producing
immediate obedience to his wishes, and Tlora reluctantly quitted
the social group, and retired to her own chamber.”

¢« Ah, Mary,” she said, as Miss Parnell safely deposited her and
the precious baby between the hot blankets, « it was worth braving
a thousand storms to receive such a welcome back. I never knew
how much our dear, kind, friends loved us before.”

« And\now we have got you safe back, Flota, who knows what
may happen.to prevent your leaving usagain ; Lyndsay may change
his mind, and prefer being happy on a small income at home to
seeking his fortune in a strange land.”

Flora shook her head.

“ I know him better than you do, Mary ‘When once he has
made up his mind to any step which he considers necessary, a
little difficulty and danger will only stimulate him to exertion, and
make him more eager to prosecute his voyage.” .

‘Whilst sipping the potion prescribed by old Kitson, and giving
Mary an account of all the perils they had encountered during the
day, Nurse came running up-stairs to say that Captain Kitson -
thought that the Soho was just roanding the point off the cliff, and -
he wanted to know, if it really proved to be her, whether Mrs.
Lyndsay would get up and once more trust herself upon the waves ?

“ Not to-night Nurse, if a fortune depended upon it,” said Flora,
laughing.” “'Tell the Captain that I have spent the day in a salt
bath, and mean to pass the night in my bed.”

Fortunately, Mrs. Lyndsay was not put to thls fresh trial. The
Captain had mistaken the craft, and she was permitted to enjoy the

* warmth and comfort of a sound sleep, unbroken by the peals of

laughter, that from time to time, ascended from the room beneath ;
where the gentlemen seemed determined to make the night recom-
pense them for the dangers and privations of the day. - '
The morning brought its own train. of troubles—and when do
they ever come singly? Upon examination, Lyndszy found that
the salt-water had penetrated into all their trunks and cases, and
that everything would have to be unpacked and hung out to dry.
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This was indeed dull work, the disappointment and loss attending
upon it rendering it doubly irksome.

‘While Flora and her friend Mary superintended this troublesome
affair, Lyndsay lost no time in writing to the steamboat company
informing them of his diastrous attempt to meet the Soho, and the
loss he had incurred by missing the vessel. They stated, in reply,
that the boat had been wrecked at the mouth of the Thames, in the
gale; and that another boat would supply her place on the Sunday

following ; that she would pass the town at noon, and hoist a red

flag at her stern, as a signal for them to get on board.
This was Thursday, and the intervening days passed heavily

along. - A restless fever of expectation prayed upon Flora. fShe

could settle to no regular occupation; she knew that the de]ay
only involved a fresh and heavy. expense, that they must ultimately
g0, and she longed to be off. The efforts made by her friends to
amuse and divert her, only increased her impatience. But time,
however slowly,it passes to the anxious expectant, swiftly and
surely ushers in the appointed day.

Sunday came at last, and proved one of the loveliest mornings
of that delightful season of spring and sunshine.- The lark carolled
high in air, the swallows darted on light wings to and fro; and the
sea, vast and beautiful, gently heaved and undulated against the
ghore, with scarcely a ripple-to break the long line of golden light,

* which danced and spar]gled_on its breast. The church bells were

chiming for morning prayer; and the clifs were covered with
happy groups in their hohday attire. Flora,surrounded by friends
and relatives, strove to be cheerful; and the day was so promising,

that it infused new life and spirit into her breast. All eyes wers -
turned to that part of the horizon on which the long, black, trailing- -

smoke of the steamer was first expected to appear. A small boat,
which had béeen engaged to put them and their luggage on board,
and which contained all their worldiy chattels, lay rocking in the
surf, and all was ready for a start.

In the midst of an animated discussion on their future prospeets
the signal was given that the steamer was in sight, and had already

- rounded the point. How audibly to herself did Flora's heart beat,

as a small, black speck in the distance gradually increased to a
black cloud, which was doubtless the expected vessei!

~ Then came the blinding tears, the reenactment of the last pas-
sionate adieus, and they were ouce more afloat upon the water.
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CHAPTER XVL

THE FO&G.

TaE human heart is made of elastic stuff, and can scarcely expe-
wience on the same subject an cqual imtensity of grief. Repetition
had softered the -anguish of this sceond parting ; the bitterness of
grief was already past; and the sun of hope was calmly rising

-above the clouds of sorrow, which had hung for the last weary

days so loweringly above our emigrants. Mr. Hawke-and hisson "~~~

- -alone-accompanied them on this second expedition. Adam Mansel

4ad had enough of the sea during their late adventure, and thought

-4t most prudent to make his adieus on shore.

James Hawke was in high spirits; anticipatisg, with boyish
enthusiastn, the adventures which might fall to-his share dwring a
{ong voyage, and his sojourn.in that distant land, which was to
prove to him a very land of Goshen. Many gay hopes smiled

upon him, which, like that bright sunny §fry,’?vere doomed to have

4 gloomy ending, although at the beginning it promised so fair.

The owner of the boat, a morose old seaman, grumbled ont his -

commands to the two sailors who managed the eraft, in such a
dogged, sully tome, that it attracted the attention of the elder
Hawkes, and being naturally fond of Tan, he endeavored to draw
him out. An abrupt monosyllable was the sole reply he could
obtain to any one of his many questions.

Lyndsay was highly amused by his surly humor, and flattered
himself that he wight prove more successful than his friend, by

startling the sea-bear into a more lengthy growl

« Friend,” said he, carelessly, « I have forgotten your name.” N

«Sam Rogers,” was the brief reply, nttered in a short grunt.

“ Does the boat belong to you?”

% "Y%.” )

¢ She looks as if she had seen hard service.”

“Yes ; both of us are the worse for wear.”

The ice once broken, Mr. Hawke chimed in—* Have you a wife,

-Captain Rogers 7’

¢ She’s in the churchyard,” with a decided growl.
< So mech the better for Mrs. Rogers,” whispered Lyndsay to
Flora.

~4
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« You had better let the amma.l -alone,” said Flora, in the same
. tone: « Tis sworn to silence.” :

“«Have you any family, Captam Roo'exs"” re-commeneed the
incorrigible Hawke. = -
-, % Ay; more than’s good R

< Girls, or boys ?”

“ What’s that to you? Too many of both. Why do you cal}

me Captam" You knows well enough that I'm not a captam

never was a captain, and never'wants to be.”
After this rebuff, the sm-ly Rogers was left to smoke lns short

Jblack -pipe in peace, and in a few minutes the httlelboat came

alongside the huge leviathan of the deep. A rope was thrown
from her deck, whmh having been secured, the fe’llowmga brief dia~
logue ensued : )

“The City of Edinburgh, for Edmburgh ”

¢ The Queen of Scotland, for Aberdeen, Captain Fraser, »

This announcement was followed by a Icok of blank astonish-
ment and disappointment from. the party in the boat.

“WWhere is the City of Edinburgh?” |

« We left her in the river. You had better take a pmarre with
us to Aberdecn,” said Captain I‘raser, advancmb to the side of his
vessel.

' «“Two hundred miles out of my way,?said Lyndsay. « Fall off.”
The tow rope was cast loose, and the floating caste resumed her
thundering course, leaving the party in the boet greatly discon-
certed by the misadventure. /

“The City of Edinburgh must soon be bere?” said Lyndsay,
addressing himself once more t6 Sam Rogers. That sociable indi-
vidual continued smokmo his ghort pipe, without deigning to notice

" the speaker. “Had we not "better Iay to, and wait for her coming

p ?1)

“No; we should be run down by her. Do you see yon?” point-
ing with his pipe to a grey cloud that was rolling over the surface
of the sea towards them ; “ that’s the sea rake—in three minutes
—in less than three minutes, you will not be able to discern ob-
Jjects three yards beyond your nose.”

« Pleasant news,” said Mr. Hawke, with rather a dolorous sigh-

“This may turn out as bad as our last scrape. Lyndsay, you
are an unlucky fellow. If you go on as you have begur, it will be
some months before you reach Ca.nada‘” <
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In less time than the old man had prognosticated, the dense fog
had rapidly spread itself over the water, blotting the sun from the
heavens, and enfolding™ every object in its chilly embrace. The
shores faded from their view, the very ocean on which they floated
was heard, but no longer seen. Nature seemed to havelost her
identity, covered with that white sheet, which enveloped her like a
shroud. Flora strove in vain to pierce the thick misty curtain by
which they were swrrounded. Her whole world was now confined’
to the little boat and the persons it contained : the rest of creation

~ had become a blank. The fog wetted like rain, and was more

penetrating, and the constant efforts she made to see through it,
made her eyes and head ache, and cast a da.mp upon her-spirits
which almost amounted to despondency.

“What is to be done?” asked Liyndsay, who shared the same feel-
ings in common with his wife.

¢ Nothing, that I know of,” r%ponded Sam Rogers “ but to
return.”’

As he spoke, a dark shadcw lodmed through the fog, which
proved to be a small trading vessel, bound from London to Yar-
mouth. The sailors hailed her, and with some difficulty ran the
boat alongside.

« Have you passed the City of Edinburgh 7 :

“We spake her in the river. She ran foul of the Courder
steamer, and unshipped her rudder.. She put back for repaxrs, and
won’t be down till to-morrow morning.”

_ % The devil !"-muttered Sam Rogers. ‘

« Agreeable tidings for us,” sighed Flora. “ This is worse than
the storm ; it is so unexpected. Ishould be quite disheartened, did
I not believe that Providence directed these untoward events.”

< T am inclined to be of your opinion, Flora,” said Lyndsay, *in
spite of my disbelief in signs and omens. There is somethmg
beyond mere accident.in this second disappointment.” :

«Is it not a golemn warning to us, not to leave England?” said
Flora. '

«I was certain that would be your interpretation of the matter,”
returned her husband; “but having put my hand to the plough,
Flora, I will not.turn back.”

" The sailors now took to their oars, the dead calm precluding the

use of the sail, and ‘began to steer their course homewards. The

fog was 50 dense and bewildering that they made little way, and
. 5% .
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the long day was spent in wandermg to and fro without being able
to ascertain where they were.

“ Hark !” cried one of the men, laying his ear to the side of the
boat, « I hear the flippers of the steamer.”

- %It is the roar of the accursed Barnet,” cried the other. “I .

know its voice of old, having twice been wrecked upon the reef—
we must change our course ; we are on a wrong tack altogether.”

Tt was near midnight before a breeze sprang up and dispelledithe
ominous fog. - The moon showed her wan face through the driving
scud, the sail was at last hoisted, and cold and hungry, and sick at
heart, our voyagers once more returned to their old port.

This time, however, the beach was silent and deserted. No
friendly voice welcomed thewnson looked cross at
being roused out of his bed @t one~o’cléck in the morning, to admit
them into the house, muttering as he did so, something about
“unlucky folks, and the deal of trouble they gave; that they had

. better give up going to Canada alfogether, and hire their old

lodgings again; that it was no joke having his rest broken at his
time of life ; that he could not afford to keep open house at all
hoars, for people who were in no ways related to him.”

‘With such consoling expressions of sympathy in their forlorn con-
dition, did the hard, worldly old man proceed to unlock the door
of their former domicile ; but food, lights, and firing, he would not
produce, until Lyndsay had promised ample remuneration for the
same.

Exhausted in mind and body—for she had not broken her fast
since eight o’clock that morning—Tlora for a long time refused to
partake of a cup of tea her loving partner had made with his own
hands for her especial benefit ; and her tears continued to fall invol-
untarily over the sleeping babe which lay upon her lap.

Mr. Hawke saw that her nerves were completely unstrung by

- fatigue, and ran across the green, and called up Flora’s nurse to take

charge of the infant.

Mrs. Clarke, kind creature that she was, instantly hurried to the’

house to'do what she could for the mother and child. Little Josey

. 'was soon well warmed and fed, and Flora smiled through her tears

when her husband made his appearance.
" ¢ Come, Flora,” he cried, “you are ill for the want of food—I

am going to make some sandwiches for you, and you must be a good -

girl and eat them, or I will never cater for you again.”

i
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Mr. Hawke exerted all his- powers of drollery to enliven the mis-
cellaneous meal, and Flora soon retired to /rat, fully determined to
bear the crosses of life with mere fortitede for the future.

The sun was not above the horizon, When she was roused, how-

ever, from a deep sleep, by the stentorian voice of Old Kitson who, - -
anxious to get rid of his troublesome visitors, cried out, with great -

glee—¢ Hallo! T say—here is the right steamer at last. Better
late than never. The red flag is hoisted at her stern; and she.is
_standing right in for the bay. Quick! Quick! Leaftenant Lynd-
say ! or you'll be too late.”

‘With all possible despatch Flora dressed herself, though baffled
by anxiety from exerting unusual celerity. The business of the
toilet had to be performed jm : such a brief space, thet it was impos-
sible to attend to it with 2ny nicety. At last all was completed ;
Flora hurried down to the beach with Hannah and Mrs. “Clarke,
James Hawke and Lyndsay-having preceded them to arrange their
passage to the steamer.

« Make haste, Mrs. Lyndsay,” shouted old Kitson; these big
dons wait for no one. I have got all your trunksstowed away into
zae boat, and the lads are waiting. If you miss your passage the
toird time, you may give it up as a bad job.” )

In a few minutes Flora was seated in the boat, uncheered by any
parting blessing but the cold farewell and for ever, of old Captain
Kitson, who could scarcely conceal the joy he felt at their depart-
are. The morning was wet and misty, and altooether comfortless,
and Flora was glad when the bustle of getting on board the steamer
was over, and they were-safe upon her deck.

»

—_—

CHAPTER XVIL
THE STEAMBOAT.

In serrE of the early. hour, and the disagreeable weather, a
number of persons, glad to escape from the close confinement of
«the cabins; were pacing the deck of the steamer. Others were
leaning over the bulwarks,. remdmg the aspect of the country
they were rapidly passing; while some were talking in small
‘groups, in a loud declamatory tone, evidently more intent on
attracting the attention of the bystanders than of edifying their

. C,.»_‘v
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own immediate listeners. Though bright eyes might Iook heavy,
and fair faces languid and sleepy, vanity was wide awake and never
more active; than in the midst of a crowd, where all are strangers
to each other.” It afferds sueh a glorious opportunity for display
for pretenders to rank and: importance to shiow off their affected airs
of wealth and consequence ; and the world can lay bare its rotten
beart, without much fear of detectlon, or dread of unpléasant
results. -

Flora sat down upon’ a bench besxde ber husband and her
eye ranged from groap to group of those strange faces; with a me-
. chanical, uninterested gaze. Here a pretty, msxpxd-lookmg girl
" sauntered the deck with a book in her hand, from which she never -
read ; and another, more vivacious, and equally infent on attract-
ing her share of public notice, raved to an elderly gentleman; on
whose arm she was leaning, of the beauty and magniﬁcence of the
ocean.

The young and good-looking of either sex were ﬂ irting. The
more wily and experienced coquetting after a graver fashion;
while the middle-aged were gossiping to some congenial spirit -on
" the supposed merits or demerits of their neighbors.

Not a few prostrate forms might be seen reclining upon shawls
and cloaks, supported by pillows, whose languid, pale faces, and
disarranged tresses, showed that the demon of the waters had been
at work, and remorselessly had stricken them down.-

Standing near the seat, occupied by the Lyndsays, Flora ob-
served a tall, fashionably-dressed woman, apparently about twenty-
eight or thirty years of age. She was laughing and chatting in
the most hvely and familiar manner with a handsome, middle-aged
man, in a ilitary undress. " The person of the lady was very
an'reeable, and though neither pretty nor elegant, was fascinating
and affractive. -

- As her male companion constantly addressed her as Mrs. Dalton,
we will call her by her name. 'When Mrs. Lyndsay first took her
-geat upon the deck, Mrs. Dalton left off her conversation with
Major F-—, and regarded the new arrival*with a long, cool,
deliberate stare, which would- have won.a smﬂe from Flora, had 1?
not been evidently meant to msnlt and snnoy ; for, turning to the
Major, with a glaneg of peculiar meaning,’ -gécompanied with the
least possible elevation of her shoulders, she let shp the word—
[ NObOdy ”
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(. . “I am sure that fe is a gentleman, and, if I mistake not, an
T "~ officer, and a fine, intelligent-looking man,” remarked her compan-
s ion, in an aside; “and I like the appearance of his wife.”

- “My dear Sir, I tell you that she i nobody. Look at that
merino gown ; what lady would venture on board of these fine
vessels, where they meet thh S0 many fashzonable people, in such
a dress?”

« A very suitable dress, I should say, for a sea-voyage.”

4 Pshaw I” muttered Mrs. Dalton, have done with your pru--
dent Scotch sense of propriety. Who iriinds spoiling a good dress -
or two, when their standing in society is risked by. appearing
shabby ? I tell you, Major, that she is nobody.” . B

“ Had.you not told me that you had passed the greater part of
your life, Mrs. Dalton, in a British Colony, I could have sworn
to the fact, from your last speech,” said her companion: “you n

" all think so much of dress, that with you it is really the coat which :
makes the man, and, I suppose, the gown which makes the lady.
However, you shall have it your own way. You know how easy -

Y it is for you to bring me over to your opinion.”

«Do you think that a pretty woman?” she said, dlrectmg her
husband’s eyes towards the lady in question.

« Rather,” he replied, coldly, « but very worldly and sophisti-
ca'fw.ﬂ -

“ 1 am glad to hear you say so,” said Flora, like a true woman ;
“that is precisely the opinion I have formed of her. Is that officer
her hasband 2”7 -

« I should rather think net. Hushands and wives seldom try to
attract public attention to themselves, as that man and woman are
doing.. Ihave no doubt they are strangers who never met before.”
pd “ Impossible I

« Nothing more probable; people who meet on short journeys
and voyages like this, often throw aside the restraints imposed by
society, and act and talk in a manner which would be severely cen-
sured in circles where they are known. Were you never fivored
by the autobiography of a fellow-traveller in a stage-coach ?”

< Yes, often, and thought it very odd tlmt any one should reveal .

so0 much of their pnvabe history to a stranger.”

" «Jt isa common Occurrence, originating in the vanity of persons

who love to make themselves and their affairs the subject of eonver-

J
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sation ; and if they can but obtain listeners, never stop to qu&tlon
who or what they are.”

“« Ah, I remember getting into a sad scrape,” said Flora, “ while
travelling from S—— to London in a stage-coach. It was one
of these uncomfortable things which one hates to think of for the

rest of a life, and yet so ridiculous that one feels more inclined to_

laugh over it than to cry, though I believe (for I was but a girl at
the time) I did both:

“My fellow-passengers weré three gentlez@n one to whom I
was well known, the others perfect strangers. One of the latter, a
very well-dressed but rather foppish, conceited young man, talked

much upon literary matters, and from his conversation gave you to-

understand that he was on the most intimate terms witH all the
celebrated authors of the day. After giving us & very frank, and
by no means just critique upon the works of Scott and Byron,
whom he familiarly called, ¢ my friend, Sir Walter,’ ‘my companion,
Lord Byron, he suddenly turned to me, and asked me ¢if I ever
read the S—— Chronicle?” It being one of the county papers,
"I told him that I saw it every week.

-

««If that be the case,” said he, ¢ will you tell me what you thmk ‘

of the Rev. Mr. B.’s poems, which have from time to time appeared
in its columps ¥ -

“This reverend gentleman was a man with a very heavy purse,
and'a very empty head, whose contributions to the country papers
were never read but to be laughed at, and not having the slightest
personal knowledge of the author, I answered innocently enough,

- *Oh, he’s a stupid, conceited fellow. It is a pity he has not some

friend to tell him what a fool he makes of himself, whenever he
appears in print. His poetry is such dull trash, that I am certain
he must pay the editor of the paper for allowing him to put it in.’
“Mr. C. was stoffing his handkerchief into his mouth, to avoid
‘laughing out; while the poor gentleman (for it was the author
“himself) drew back with a face alternately red and pale, with sup-

- pressed indignation. His feelings must have been dreadful, for,
during- the rest of his journéy, he sat and regarded me with an air

of such offended -dignity, that I am certain I must have appeared

to-him like some wicked ogress, who was ready to devour, at one
., mouthful, him and his literary fame. He never opened his mouth

to speak to any of us- after I had"made this unfortunate blunder,
and I sat upon thorns, until a handsome plain carriage drove up
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-my_

¢ This circumstance made me feel S0 uncomfortable, that T ever

ventured upon giving an opinion of the works of any living author
to a stranger, without having a previous knowledge of the person
of the writer.”

« He deserved what he got, for his egregious vanity,” said Lynd-

say. “For my part, I do not pity him at all; and it afforded
you a good lesson of pmdenoe for the future.”

At this moment a young negro lad, fantastically dressed and evi-
dently very much in love with Kifnself, strutted past. As he swag-
gered along the deck, rolhng hxsjet-black eyes from side to side,
and showmg his white teeth to the spectators, an indolent-looking
young man, dressed in the extreme of fa.shxon, called languidly after
him—

_““Hollo, Blagky! What color’s the Devil 2”

¢ White,” responded the imp of darkness, “and sports red whls-
kers like you !”’

Every one laughed ; the dandy shrunk back, utterly confounded ;
while the Negro snapped his fingers, and crowed with delight.

- ¢ Hector, go- down into the ladies’ cabin, and wait there until 1
call for you,” cried Mrs. Dalton, in an angry voice; “I did not
bring you here to insult gentlemen.” ’

“De Buckra affront me first !” returned the sable page, as he
sullenly withdrew.

“That boy grows. very pert,” continued his mistress, turmng to
Major F. ; « this is the consequence of the ridiculous stir made by
the English people against slavery. The fellow knows that he is
free the moment. that he touches the British shores; and he thinks
he can show his independence by disobeying my commands, and

 being insolent to his superiors. I hope he will not tike it into his
head to leave me, for he saves me all the trouble of taking care of
the children.” ‘

The Major. laughed, while Flora pitied the children, and won-
dered how any mother could confide them to the care of such 2
nurse. =

The clouds, that had been rising for some time, gave very un-
equivocal notice of an approaching storm. The rain began o
fall, and the decks were quickly cleared of their motley groups,
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CHAPTER XVIL ',
A PEEP INTO THE LADIES’ CABIN.

In the ladies’ cabin, all was helplessness and confusion. The
larger portion of the berths were already occupied by invalids in
every stage of sea-sickness. The floor and sofas were strewn with

- bennets and shawls, and articles of dress were scattered about in all
directions.- Some of the ladies were stretched upon the carpet ;
others, in a sitting posture, were supporting their aching heads
upon their knees, and appeared perfectly irdifferent to all that was
passing around them, and only alive to their own misery : others
there were, who, beginning to recover from the odious malady, were
employing their returning faculties in quizzing, and making remarks
in audible whispers, on their prostrate companions—particularly if
their dress and manners did not exa.ctly accord with their precon-
ceived notions of gentility.

The centre of such a group was a little ‘sharp-faced, dark-eyed,
sallow-skinned old maid of forty, whose angular figure was covered
with ample folds of rieh black silk, cut very low in the bust, and
¢xposing a portion of her person, which, in all ladies of her age, is
better hid. She was travelling companion to a large, showily-
dressed matron of fifty, who occupied the best sofa in the cabjn,
and, although evidently convalescent, commanded the principal
attendance of the stewardess, while she graciously received the
gratuitous services of all who were well enough to render her their
homage. She was evidently the O'reat lady of the cabin; and
round her couch a knot of gossips had collected, when Flora, fol-
lowed by Hannah carrying the baby, entered upon the scene.

The character of Mrs. Dalton formed the topic of conversation.

" The littlg old-maid was remorselessly tearing it to tatters. “No
woman who valued her reputation,” she said, with pious horror in
her looks and tone, “would flirt in the disgraceful manner that
Mrs. Dalton was doing.” <

“There is some excuse for her conduct,” remarked a plam but
interesting-looking woman, not herself in the’ early spring of life.
“ Mrs. Dalton is a West Indian, and has not been brought up
with our-ideas of refinement and delicacy.”

“1I consider it no excuse !” cried the other, vehemently, glancing
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up, as the cabin-door opened to admit Flora and her maid, to be
sure that the object™of her animadversions was not within ear-
shot. “Don’t tell me. She knows, Miss Leigh, very well what

she’s about. Is it no crime, think you, her trying to attract the.

attention of Major F——? My dear Madam,” turning to the
great lady, who, with her head languidly propped by her hand,
was eagerly listening to a conversation which o nearly concerned
her, I wonder you can bear so calmly her flirtations with your
husband. If it were me, now; should be ready to tear her eyes
out. Do speak to the creature, and remonstrate with her on her
scandaloas conduct.”

« Ah, my dear’ Miss Mann, T am used to these things,” sighed o

Mrs. F. “No conduct of the Major's. can give me the least
uneasiness now. Nor do I think that Mrs. Dalton is aware that
she is trying to seduce the affections of a married man.”
" ¢ That she is:though,” exclaimed Miss. Mann, triumphantly. «I
took care to mtérrupt one of their lively conversations, by telling
. Major F. that hiswife was ill, and wished to see him. Mrs. Dal-
ton colored, and- moved away ; but the moment my back was
turned she recommenced -her attack. If she were a widow, one
might make some allowance for her ; but she is a young married
woman, with two small children. I have no doubt that she left
her husband for no good.” :
¢ She was married very yotng, to a man ‘more than double her
own age,” said Miss Leigh. ¢ The match was made for her by
her friends—especially by her grandmother, who now resides in
Edinburgh, and whom I know.very well—a woman of considera-
ble property, by whom Mrs. Dalton was brought up. She was
always a gay, flighty girl, dreadfully indulged, and used from a
child to have her own way. I consider her lot peculiarly hard,
in being united, when a mete girl, to a manshe had scarcely seena
dozen times, and whom she did not love. The worst that can be

said of ker, is, that she is vain and imprudent; but I can never

believe that she is the bad, designing woman you would make
her.”

“ Her couduct is very creditable for a clergyman’s wife,” sneered -
the old maid. "I wonder the rain don’t bring her down into the

cabin. But the society of ladies would prove very insipid to a per-
‘son of her peculiar taste. I should hke—to know what brings her
from J amaica ?” .

El
#




L st

|

5
114 ‘ FLORA LYNDSAY.

«If it will satisfy your doubts, I can inform you,” said Miss
Leigh, with a quiet smile. ¢ To place her two. children with her
grandmother, that they may receive an European education. She
is a thoughtless being, but hardly deserves your severe censures.”

The amiable manner in which this lady endeavored to defend the
absent, without wholly excusing her levity, struck Flora very
forcibly. Mrs. Dalton’s conduct upon deck had created in her own
mind no very favorable opinion of her good qualities. Miss Leigh's
remarks tended not a little to soften her -disgust and aversion
towards that individual, whose attack upon her she felt was as ill-
natured, as it was unjust. She was now inclined to let them pass
for what they were worth, and to dismiss Mrs. Dalton from her
thoughts altogether. But Miss Mann: was too much excited by
Miss-Leigh's extenuating remarks, to let the subject droo, and
returned with fresh vigor to the charge.

It is totally beyond my power,” she cried, “to do justice to her
vanity and frivolity. No one ever before accused me of being ill-
patured, or censorious. But that woman is the vainest person I
ever saw. How she values herself upon her fine clothes. ,Did you
notice, my dear Mrs. F., that she changed her dress three times yes-
terday, and twice to-day? She knelt a whole hour before the
cheval-glass, arranging her hair, and trying on a variety of expen-
sive head-dresses, before she cculd fix on-one for the saloon. [
should be ashamed of being the only lady among so many men.

. But she is past blushing—she has = face of brass.”

¢ And so plain, too,” murmured Mrs. Major F. .

“You cannot deny that her features are good, ladies,” agmn
interposed Miss Leigh. ¢ But creoles seldom possess the fine red
and white of our British belles.”

« At night,” suggested Miss Mann, “ her color is remarkably
good; it i3 not subject to any variation like ours. The bleak sea

air does not dim the roses on her cheeks; while these young ladies

look as blue and as cold as figures carved out of stone. Of course,
Miss Leigh will think me very uncharitable in saying that Mrs. D.
paints ; but I know she does. She left her dressing-case open
yesterday, and her little boy was dabbling his fingers in her French
carmine and pearl white, and a fine mess he made 6f his mamma’ 8

- beautiful complexion. Bless me!” exclaimed the old maid, sud-

denly lowering her voice to a whisper, “if there is not.her black
imp sitting under the table ; he will be sure to tell her all that we

N
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have said about her!| 'What a nuisance he is! I do not think it
is proper for him, a great boy of sixteen, to be admitted into the
ladies’ cabin*”

“Pshaw!” said Mrs. Major F.; “nobody cares for him—a
black.”

“Bat, my dear Mrs. F., though he is a black, the boy has eyes
and ears, like the rest of his sex, and my sense of female propriety
is shocked by his presence. But, who are these people ?*—glanc-
ing at Flora and her maid—* and why is that woman admitted inte
the ladies’ cabin ?—servants have no business here.”

“She is the nurse; that alters the.case,” said Miss Leigh.
* The plea of being the children’s attendant, brought Master Hec-
tor into the cabin.”

“ The boy is black, and has, on that score, as Mrs. Major F.
says, neither rank nor sex,” continued the waspish Miss Mann, con-
tradicting the objections she had made to Hector’s company only a
few minutes before. I will not submit to this insult, nor occupy
the same apartment with a servant.”

“My dear Madam, you strangely forget yourself,” said Miss
Leigh. <« This lady has a very young infant, and cannot do with-
out the aid of her nurse. A decent, tidy young woman is not
quite such a nuisance as the noisy black boy that Mrs. Dalton has
entailed upon us.” . -

‘ But, then, she is a woman of fashion,” whispered Miss Mann ;
“and we know nothing about these people ; and if I were to judge
by the young person’s dress——

“ A _very poor criterion,” interrupted MISS Leigh; «I dra.w my
inferences from a hx%her source.

Flora glanced oncemore at her dress,and a sarcastic smile passed
over her face. It did not jescape the observation of Miss Leigh,

who, turning towards her,” inquired, in a kind, friendly tone, « If '

she were going all the way to Edinburgh, the age of the baby, and
how both were affécted by the sea.”

Before Flora could answer these questions, Miss Ma.nn addressed
her, and said, with great asperity of look and manner—

“ Perhaps, madam, you are not aware that it is against the reg-
ulations of these vessels to admit servants into the state cabin.

« T am sorry, ladies,” said Flora, rather proudly, “that the pres-

ence of mine should incommode you. I have only just recovered
from a dangerous illness, and I am unable at present to take the




116 " FLORA LYNDSAY.

whole charge of the child myself. I have paid for my servant’s

" attendance upon me in the cabin, and I am certain that she will

" ¢conduct herself in a manner that wﬂ] not offend the prejudices of
any one here.”

- “ How unpleasant,” grumbled the old maid, as she turned dis-

g dainfully on her heel ; < but what else can be expected from nnder-

bred people ?”

: - “ Who wear stuff gowns,” said Flora, mahclously.

1 ' Miss Leigh looked up with an amused smile on her fine intelli-

gent countenance; and the little woman-in black retreated once ;

i more to the couch of the big ladg. A

§ « Send away your. nurse,” said Miss Leigh, in a low voice, to :

! Mrs. Lyndsay ; “ her presénce gives great offence to- certain small-

minded people, and if I may judge by her pale looks, she will be
of little service to you ; I will help you to ta.ke care of your. sweet

1k ) baby.”
v Flora mmedlafely complied thh Miss Leigh’s request. Hah-

i nah was dismissed, and, indeed, the poor girl had enough to do to

i take care of berself. She was so miserably ill during the voyage,

that, from the moment she left the cabin, she was unable to rise from

i v her hed until the vessel made her port.

: ) Towards evening the wind rose to a gale, and Flora, who had not

i suffered from sickness during her two disastrous trips to sea, became

: - s0 alarmingly ill, that she was unable to attend to the infant, or

assist herself, Miss Leigh, like a good Samaritan, sat up with her

: daring the night, but in the morning she was so much worse, that
she earnestly requ&bed that her husband might be allowed fo ‘see
her.

Her petition was warmly seconded by Miss Leigh, but met with -
a decided refusal from the rest of the lady-passéngers. Mrs. Dalton,
who took a very prominent part in the matter, sprang from her E
berth, and putting her back against the cabin door, declared “ that
1o man save the surgeon should gain, with her consent, an entrance
there!”

" “ThenI hope, Madam,” said Miss Lexgh who was supporting
Flora in her arms, “that you will adhere to your own regulatlons,
and dismiss your black boy.”

¢ I shall dono such thing ; my objection is to men, and not fo
boys. Hector, remain where you are!”
“ How consistent ! sneered the old maid.
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“ The poor lady may die,” suggested Miss Leigh.

“ Send for the Doctor—there is one on board.”

“The Dector, ladies,” said the stewardess, coming forwa,rd ¢ got
Burt last night by the fall of the sail dunnb g the storm, andis ill i in
his bed.” )

< If such is the case,” contmued Miss I.exgh « you cannot surely
deny the lady the consolation of speaking to her husband ! ;

““Who is her husband ?” said the old maid, snappishly.

“ A very gentlemanly man, I assure you,” said Mrs. Dalton :

" “he is an officer in the army, with whom I had a Iong chat last

night iu the saloon.”

“ Very consoling to his sick wife,” whlspered Miss Mann to Mrs.
Major F., just Joud enough to be overheard by Mrs. Dalton ; « it
must have made the Major jealous.” -

“ What a noise that squalling child makes !” cried a fat woman,
popping her night-capped head out of an upper berth ; can’t it be
removed? It hinders me from ‘getting a wink of sleep.”

¢ Children are a great\nuisance,” said Miss Mann, glancing
towards Mrs. Dalton ; “and the older they are, the worse they
behave.” - .

« Stewardess !—where are you, Stewardess! Send that noisy
babe to the nurse!” again called the fat woman from her berth.

« The nurse,” returned that important personage, “is as ill as
the mistress.”” - :

«Qh, dear '—oh dear '—my poor head ! Caxmot you take
charge of it, Stewardess ?” : ‘

# Oh, la! TI've too much upon my hands already—what with
Mrs. Dalton’s children and all this sickness!”

« Have a little mercy, ladies, on the sick mother, and I will
endeavor t0 pacify its cries,” said Miss Leigh. “ Poor little tlnn,,,
it misses her care, and we are all strange to it.”

« I insist upon its being removed !” cried the fat woman “The

 comfort of every lady in the cabin- is mot to be sa_.cnﬁced for the

sake of that squalling brat. If women choose to travel with such
young “infants, they should take a private conveyance. I will
complain#o the Captain, if the stewardess does not remove it
instantly.”

* These words reached Mrs. Lyndsay’s ears, Just as she was recov-
ering from a long and severe fainting fit, and, starting from Miss
Leigh’s supporting arms, she staggered to the berth, just as. the
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i stewardess took up the child, and exclaimed, in a tone. of alarm,

" - whilst & passionate burst of tears rendered her voice almost inar-

. ticulate, ¢ Oh, my poor baby !—do not take away my baby! Ifit

" - must be expelled, we will go together. If I could but get upon

.. the deck to my husband, we should not meet with the treatment
* there. ‘that we have received here.”

-« Don't fatigue yourself,” said Miss Leigh, « they have N0 power
to send either you or the dear little babe away. I will nurse you

both—seq! the pretty darling is already asleep.” )
Ske carried Josey to her own berth in the state cabin, and then

- undressed Flora, who was fast relapsing into her former insensible

state, and put her $o bed. ) 3
‘What a difference there is in women! Some, like ministering

. angels, strew flowers and scatter blessings along the rugged paths.

of life ; while others, by their malevolence and pride, increase its
sorrows an hundred fold.

The next day continued stormy, and the rain fell in torrents.
The unsteady motion of the ship did not tend to improve the health
of the occupants of the ladies’ cabin. Those who had been well the
day before, were now. as Helpless and miserable as their companions.
Miss Leigh alone seemed to retain her usnal composure. Mrs. Dal-

‘ton could scarcely’be named in this catalogue, as she only slept and

dressed in the cabin; the rest of her time was devoted to her friends
upon deck, and, in splbe of the boisterous winds and heavy sea, she

was as gay and as airy as ever.
Her children, the most noisy of their species, were confined to

the cabin, where they amused themselves by running races round

the table, and shouting at the top of their shrill voices, greatly to
the annoyance of the sick women. In all their pranks, they were
encouraged and abetted by Hector, who, regardless of the entreat-
ies of the invalids, and the maledictions of the exasperated stew-

- ardess, did his very best to increase the uproar and confusion.

Hector did not care for the commands of aky one but his mistress,

"-and she was in_the saloon, playing at billiards with Major F. .

Little Willie Dalton had discovered the baby, and Flora was ter-

" rified whenever he approached her berth, which was on adevel with

the floor of ithe cabin, as that young genfleman, who was at the
unmanageable age of three years, seemed decidedly bent on.mis-
chief. Twice he had crept into her bed on his hands and knees, and
aimed a blow at the head of the sleeping bebe with the leg of a
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broken chair, which he had found beneath the sofa. _ The attack had
been warded off by "Mrs. Lyndsa.y, but not withomt receiving

_ a severe bruise on her arm in the scuffie.

‘While the ladies slept, Hector stole from berth to berth, and pos-
sessed himself of all their stores of oranges, lemons, and cayenne
lozenges ; sharing the spoils with the troublesome, spoilt monkeys,
left by their careful mamma in his keeping.

Towards evening Mrs. Lyndsay felt greatly recovered from her
grievous attack of sea-sickness; and, with the assistance of Miss
Leigh, she contrived to dress herself, and get upon the deck.

The rain was still falling in large, beavy drops; but the sun was
bravely struggling through the dense masses of black clouds, that
had obscured his rays during the long, stormy day, and now cast
a watery and uncertain gleam upon the wild scenery, over which
Bamborough Castle frowns in savage sublimity.

This was the last glance Flora gave to the shores of dear vld
England. The angry, turbulent ocean, the lowering sky, and falling
rain, seemed emblems of her own sad destiny. Her head sunk upon
her husband’s shoulder, as he silently clasped her to his breast;

"“and she could only answer his anxious inquiries respecting herself

and the child with heavy sobs. For his sake—for the sake of the
little one, who was nestled closely to ker throbbing heart—she had
consented to leave those shores for ever. Then why did she repine ?

‘Why did that last crlauce of her native.land fill herbreast withsuch

unutterable grief? Visions of the dim future floated before her,

-prophetic of all the trials and sorrows that awaited her in those

unknown regions to which they were journeying. She had obeyed
the call of duty, but had not yet tasted the reward. The sacrifice
had not been as yet purified and sublimed, by long suffering’ and
self-denial, so as to render it an acceptable offering on so holy a
shrine. She looked up to heaven, and tried to breathe a prayer ;
bat all was still and dark in her bewildered mind.

“The kind voice of the beloved at last roused her from the indul-
gence of vain regrets. The might was raw and cold ; the decks

wet and slippery from the increasing rain; and, with an affectionate.

pressure of the hand, that went far to reconcile her to her lot, Lynd-
say whispered, “ This is no’place for you, Flora, and my child.
Return, dearest, to the cabin.”

- With reluctancé Flora obeyed dee him she felt neither the
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cold nor wet ; and, with the greatest repugnance, she re-entered
the ladies’ cabin, and retiring to her berth, enjoyed for geveral
hours, a tranquil and refreshing sleep

—_—
CHAPTER XIX.
" MRS. DALTON.

Ir was midnight when Mrs. Lyndsay awoke. A profound still-
ness reigned in the cabin ; the invalids had forgotten their suffer-
ings in sleep—all but one female figure, who was seated upon the
carpeted floor, just in front of Flora’s berth, wrapped in a loose
dressing-gown, and engaged in readmg a letter. Flora instantly
recognised in the watcher the tall, graceful ﬁgure of Mrs. Dalton.

Her mind seemed agitated by some painful recollections ; and she
sighed frequently, and several bright tears stole slowly over her

- cheeks, as she replaced the paper carefully in her bosom, and for

many minutes appeared lost in deep and earnest thought. All her
accustomed gayety was gone; and her fine features wore a sad and
regretful expression, far more touching and interesting than the

‘heartless levity by which they were generally distinguished.

«Js it possible, that hat frivolous mind can be touched by
grief ?” thought"Flora—* that that woman can feel ?”

Mrs. Dalbon, as if she had heard the unuttered query, raised her
head, and caught the intense glance with thch Mrs. Lyndmy was

unconsciously regarding her.
«T thought no one was awake but myself,” she said; Ia.m a

" bad sleeper. If you are the same, we will have a little chat

together ; I am naturally a sociable animal ; of all company, I find
my own the worst, and above all things hate to be alone.” .

Surprised at this frank invitation, from a woman who had pro-
nonnced her nobody, on no other account than that of wearing a
plain but suitable dress, Flora replied, rather coldly, “I fear, Mrs.
Dalton, that our conversation would not suit each other.”

“That is as much as to say, that you don’t like me; and that
you conclude from that circumstance, that I don’t like you ?”

“To be candid, then—you are right.”

« 1 fancy that you overheard my observations to Major F. ?”

“«Idid”" °

“ Well, if you did, I can forgwe you for dlshkmg me. Whenl
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Erst saw you, I thought you 2 very plain person, and judged by
your dress, that you held a very inforior rank in society. After )
listening & few minutes to your conversation mth Miss I.e:gh whe
is a highly educated woman, I felt convinced that I was wrong ;
and that you were far superior to most of the women round me.
Of course you thought me a very malicious, vain woman.”

Flora smiled, in spite of herself.

¢ Oh, you may speak it out. I deserve to be punished for my
want of discrimination. I shan't like you a bit the less for speak-
ing the truth. I am a strange, wayward creature, subject at times
to the most dreadful depression of spirits; and it is only by affect-

‘ing excessive gayety that I mnder myself from falling into the most
~ bepeléss despondency.”

¢ Buch a state of mind is not natural to one of your age, and
who possesses so many persona,l attractions. Theze must be some
canse for these fits of gloom.”

¢ Of course there is. I am not. quite the heartless coquette I
seem. My father was an officer in the army, and commanded a
regiment in the West Indies, where I was born. I was an only
child, and very much indulged by botk my parents. I lost them
while I was a.mere child, and was sent to Scotland to be educated
by my grandmother. I was an irritable, volatile, spoilt child, and

- expected thaf everybody would yield to me, as readily as my slave

attendants had done in Jamaica. IathisIwas disappointed. My
grandmother was a proud, ambitious woman, and a strict disci-
plinarian ; and it was a constant battle between us who should be
master. - I was no match, however, for the old lady, and I fretted

- constantly under her control, longing for any chance that might

free me from her rule. 1t was a joyful day for me, when I was
sent to finish my education at one of the first schools in Edinburgh,
which I did not leave until I was sixteen years of age. I found
grandmamma, several years older, and many degrees more exacting
than she was before. She was so much- alarmed lest I should
make an unsuitable alliance, that she never suffered me to go out:
without I was accompanied by herself, or an old maiden aunt,
who was more rigid and stiff than even-grandmamma herself.

¢ At this period of my girlhood, and before I had seen anything
ef the world, or could in the least judge for myself, a very wealthy
clergyman, who had been a great friend of poor papa’s, called to

~ see me before he returned t0 Jamaica, where he had a fine living,

6
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and possessed a noble property. “Unfortumately for me, he fell des-
perately in love with the orphan danghter of his friend, and his suit
was vehemently backed by grandmamma and aunt. He was a
handsome, worthy, kind man, but old esough to have been my
father. I was so unhappy and restless at home that I wésgasﬂy
persuaded to become his wife ; and I, who had never been in Move,
thought it such a fine thing to be married, and my own mistress a$
sixteen. Our union has not been a happy one. I much guestion
if such unions ever are. He is now an aged man, while I am in
the very bloom ef life, and consequently exposed to much tempta-
tion. Thank God! I ncver acted criminally, though often severely

tried. My home is ene of many luxuries, but has no domestic joys. '

My children are the only tie that bind me to a man I cannet
love ; and I have been so long used to drown my disappointment
and regret in a whirl of dissipation, that it is only in scenes’ of
gayety that I forget my grief.

“ My own sex speak lightly of me; but I do not deserve their
severe censures. My féllow-passengers, I heard from Hector, made
a thousand malicious remarks about me yesterday, and that yow
and Miss Leigh were the only ones that took my part.”

“ My conduct,” rephed Flora, « was perfectly negative. I said
nothing either in praise or blame. I may have injured you_by
thinking hardly of you.” ’

< I thank you for your forbearance, in keeping your thoughts to

- yourself, for I did not deserve that.from you. The cenversation
‘that Hector repeated to me greatly annoyed me. K has brought

on one of my gloomy fits. ¥ I did flirt a little with Major F., it
was done more to provoke the spleen of that ill-natured old maid,

who acts the part of Cerberus for his proud, pompous wife, than
for any wish to attract bis attention.”

“Tt is better,” said Flora, her heart softening towards her com-
panion, “to-avoid all appearance of evil. Superficial observers
only judge by.outward appearance, and your conguct must have
appeared strange to a jealous woman.”

“ She was jealous of me then ?” cried the volatxle Mrs. Dalton,
clapping her hands in an ecstasy of delight. “ Ok, I am so glad
that it annoyed her 1”

Flora could not help Ianghmg at the wvaclty with which she
tarned her words to make them subservient to her own vanity. But

when she described the consternation felt by Miss Mann, on disceve
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_ ering Hector under the table, her eccentnc companion laaghed until

the tears ran down her cheeks.

The introduction of Hector insensibly turned the conversation
upon the state of the slaves in the West Indies. The excitement
of the slave question was just then at its height ; but the bill for
their emancipation had not yet passed the houses of parliament.
Upon Flora expressing her abhorrence of the whole sgsf’em - Mrs.
Dalton proceeded to defend it with no little warmth. .

“Ab, I perceive that you know no’ghmg about it. You are
infected with the bigotry and prejudices of the anti-slavery advo-
cates. N egroes are an inferior race ; they were made to work for
civilized men, in climates where labor would be death to those of a
different complexion.”

«This is reducing the African toa mere bea.st of burthen—a
machine in the form of man. The just God never made a race of
beings purposely to drag out a pa.mful existence in perpetual toil

‘and deo'radatlon ”

“ They are better off than your peasants at home,” centmued Mrs.
Dalton, indignantly— better fed and taken care of. As to the
idle tales they tell Jou: about flogging, starvation, and killing slaves,
they are fearful exaggeratlons ~not worthy of credit. Do you think
a farmer would kill a horse that he knew was worth a hundred
pounds, out of revenge for. his having done some trifling injury to
his harness? A planter would not disable a valuable slave, if by
go doing he injured himself.~ But your slave adorers will not listen
to reason and common sense. I have been the owner of many
slaves, but I never ill-used one of them in my life.” :

« Hector is an example of over-indulgence,” said Flora;” but
still e is only a pet animal in your estimation. Tell me truly,
Mrs. Dalton, do you believe that a negro has a soul to be saved ?”

“T think it ¢ doubtfal I”

«“ And you the wife of a Chmtm.n minister ?”’ ‘said’ Flora.,
reproachfully. : »

s If they had immortal souls and reasoning minds, we should not
be permitted to hold them as slaves. Their degradatlon proves
their inferiority.”

«It only proves the brutalizing effects of you.r immoral system,”
said Flora, waxing warm. I taught a black man from the island

-of St. Vincent’s to read the Bible fluently in ten weeks. Was

that & proof of mental incapacity? Inever met with an unedu-
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cated white man who learned to read so rapidly, or who pursued
his studies with the ardor of this despised, soulless black. His
motive for this exertion was a noble one, which I believe cost him
his life—the hope of carrying. the glad tidings of salvation to his
benighted countrymen, which he considered the best means of
improving their condition, and rendermg less burdensome their
oppressive yoke.”

«This was all very well in theory; but it will never do in
practice. If the British Government, urged on by a set of fana-
tics, who, in reality, are more anxious to bring themselves into
notice than to emancipate the slaves, madly persist in adopting
their ridiculous project, it will involve the West Indies in ruin.”

“ It were better that the whole group of: islands were sunk in
the depths of the sea,” said Flora, vehemently, “ than continue to
present to the world a system of injustice and cruelty, that is a
disgrace to a Christian community—a spectacle of infamy to the
civilizgd world. Nor think that the wise and good men who are-
engaged heart and hand in this holy cause, will cease their exer-
4 tions until their great object is acoomphshed and slavery is ban-
: i * ished from the earth.

Mrs. Dalton stared at Flora in amazement. She could not in
the least comprehend her enthusiasm. ¢ Who cares for a slave ?”’
she said, contemptuously. “ You must live among them, and be
conversant with their habits, before you .can understand their
inferiority. - One would think that you belonged to the Anti-

_ Slavery Society, to hear the warmth with which you argue the
case. Do you belong to that odious Society >—for I understand
that many pious women make themselves vastly busy in publicly
discyssing the black question.”

“Y have many dear friends who are among its staunch sup-
porters—both men and women, whose motives are purely benevo-

, lent, who have nothing to gain by the freedom of the. slaves,
‘ beyond the satisfaction of endeavoring to forward a good work,
i which, if it succeeds, (and we pray God that it may,) will restore
i ~"a farge portion of the human family to their nghts as immortal

f N d rational creatures.”

’ “Mere cant—the vanity of making a noise in the ‘world—one

of the refined hypocrisies of the present age. By-the-tiye, my dear

Madam, have you read a tract published lately by this disinterested.

Society, called the History of Mary P——? It is set forth to be
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an aunthentic narrative, while I know enough of the West Indies,
to pronounce it a tissue of falsehoods ﬁ-om beginning to end.”

“Did you know Mary P——?”

«I wonder who does? It is an imaginary tale got up for party
purposes.” :

«You are mistaken,” said Flora, quietly. ¢ That narrative is
strictly true. I was staying, the winter before last, with her mis-
tress in London, and I wrote it myself from the woman’s own lips.”

“You!” and Mrs. Dalton started from the ground as though she
had been bitten by a- serpent—* and I have been talking all this
time to the author of Mary P—. From this moment, Madam, we
must regard ourselves as stfanger®’™ No West Indian could for a
moment tolerate the writer of that odious pamphlet.”

" Mrs. Dalton retired to her berth; which was in the state cabin; -

and Flora lay awake for several hours, pondermg over their conver-
sation, until the morning broke, and the steamer cast anchor off

New Haven.
————

CHAPTER XX.

EDINBURGH.

TrE storm had passed away during the night ; and at day-break
Flora hurried upon deck, to catch the first glance of

¢¢The glorious land of flood and fell,
The noble north countrie.””
The sun was still below the horizon, and a thick mist hung over
the waters, and hid the city from her view. Ob, for the rising of
that white curtain! how Flora tried to peer through its vapory

folds, to )
¢ Hail old Scotia’s darling seat,”

the beautiful abode of brave, intelligent, true-hearted men, and fair.-
good women. Glorious Edinburgh! who ever beheld you for the -

first time with indifference, and felt not his eyes brighten, and his

" heart thrill with a proud ecstasy, the mingling of his spirit with

a scene, in which romantic sublimity, has not its equa,l in the wide
world

¢ Who would not dare
To fight for such a land I”?

exclaims the patnotlc wizard of the north. Aye, and to die for 1t,
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if need be, as every true-hearted Scot would die, rather than see one
stain cast upon the national glory of his noble country. The char-
acter of a people is greatly influenced by the local feautures of the
lacd to which it belongs ; and the inhabitants of mountainous dis-
tricts have ever evaded most effectually the encroachments of for-
eign invaders. The Scot may, perhaps, derive from his romantic
country, much of that poetic temperament, that stern, uncompro-
mising love of independence, which has placed him in the first rank
s a man.

The sun at length rose ; the fog rolled its grey masses upwar_ds,
and the glorious old castle emerged from between the parting
clouds, like some fabled palace of the gods,. its antique towers
glittering like gold in the sun-barst. -

.« Beantiful ! oh, how beautiful !’ exclaimed the enraptured Flora,
her eye kindling, and her cheek flushing with delight.

¢ The gituation of Quebec is almost as fine,” said Captain Forbes;

who had been watching with pleasure the effect which the first
sight of his native city produceiqpon her countenanee ¢ It will
lose little by comparison.” _ —

« Tndeed !” cried Flora, eagerly, turmng to the speaker ; “IThad
formed no idea of anything in Canada being at all equal to this.”” ~

“You have been there, Captain ¥’ said Lyndsay.

“Yes, many times; and always with increased pleasure. Que-
bec combines every object that is requisite to make a scene truly
ma.gmﬁcent—woods, mountains, rivers, cataracts—and all on the
most stupendous scale. A lover of nature cannot fail to be
delighted with the rock-defended fortress of British North Ame-
rica.” -

«You have made me quite happy, Captain Forbes,” said Flora;
« T have contemplated a residence in Canada with feelings of such
antipathy, that your description of Quebec almost reconciles me to

my lot.. I can never hate a country which abounds in natural -

beauty.”

Boats were now constanily plying to and from the shore, con-
veying passengers and their luggage from the ship to the pier.
The Captain, who had recognised a countryman in Lyndsay,

* insisted on the voyagers taking breakfast with him before they left

the vessel. Mrs. Lyndsay had suffered so much from sea-sickness,
that she had not tasted food since she came on board ; early rising
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and the keen, invigorating air had sharpencd her appetite, which
was increased by the savory smell of fried ham and eggs. The
offer was too tempting to be resisted, and she accepted it with such
hearty good will, that the Captain laughed, and rubbed his hands
in the excess of hospitable satisfaction, as he called to his steward

" to place a small table under 2n awning upon the deck, and serve™ - -

the breakfast there.

“You will emjoy it much mare in the fresh air, Mrs. Lyndsay,”
&e said, “ after your severe Hlncss, than in the close air.”

Flora was delighted with the arrangement,-and set the Captain
down as a man of taste, as by this means he had provided for her
' double feast—the beautiful scenery which on-exery side met her
_ gaze, and an excellest breakfast, served infthe balmy morning air.

The rugged grace with which the galla‘nt t@r presided at what
might be termed his own private table, infused a cheerful spirit

“into those around him, and never was a meal more heartily enjoyed

by our emigrants. James Hawke, who had been confined during
the whole voyage to his berth, now rejoined his friends, and ate of
the savory things hefore him in such downright earnest, that the
Captain declared it was a pleasure to watch the lad handle his kmfe

and fork.
“ When a fellow has been starving for eight and- forty-aours it1i ls

not a trifle-that can satlsl'y Lis hunger,” sald Jnn, making a vigor- -

qus onslaught upon a leg of Scotch mutton. ¢ Oh! but I never
awas so hungry in my hfe " ’

“ Not even during those two disastrous days la.st week, which we
spent starviag at sea ?” said Flora.

« Ah, don’t name them,” said the boy, with an air' of intense dis-
gust. “Those days were attended with such gualms of conscience
that I have banished them from the loa' of life altogether. Ob,
those dreadful days!”

“Why, Jim, you make a worse szulor than I expecfed ? sa.ld
Flora ; “how shell we get you alive to Canada ?”

“ Oh, never fear,” said the lad, gaily ; “I have cast all those hor-
rible reminiscences into the sea; I was very ill, but ’tis all over
now, and I feel as light as a feather ; you shall see that I shall be
quite myself zgair, direetly we leave sight of the British shores.”

On retarning to the'ladies’ cabin, to point out her luggage to the
steward of the boat, Flora found that important functionary of the
gender feminine, pacing to and fro the now empty scene of all her

L d
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trouble in high disdain. She had paid very little attention to Mrs.

" Lyndsay during the voyage, for which neglect, in all probability,
the merino gown.was the sole camse. She had waited with the
most obsequious, fawning politeness on Mrs. Major F. and. Mrs.
Dalton, because she fancied they wererich people, who would amply
reward her for her services. They had given her sif the trouble
they possibly could, while she had received few commands from
Flora,and those she had neglected to perform Still, as Flora.well
knew that the paid salary of these people.is small; andt that they
mainly depend upon the trifles bestowed upon them by passengers,
who try their strength and patience- ba‘the uttermost, she slipped
half-a-crown into her hand, and begged her-to see that the trunks
she had pointed out were carried upon deck.

The woman starced at her, and dropped a low courtesy—yes—in
the very shadow of the ample folds of Flora’s despised merine
gown.

v ¢ La, Mem, you are one of the very few of our passengers, who
has been kind enough to remember the stewardess. It’s too bad—
indeed it is. And all the trouble that that Mrs. Dalton gave with
her spoilt children, and masty back vazabond. I was out of my
bed all last night with those cross noisy brats—and thinks'I to
myself—she cannot do less than give me half a sovereign for my
services. DBut would you belicve me, she went off without bestow-
ing on me a single penuy? And worse than that, I heard her tell
the big fat woman, that never rose up in her berth, but to drink
brandy-and-water, ‘that it was a bad fashion the Hiﬁglish had of

- paying servants, and the sooner i was got rid of, the better.”

« I perfectly hagrees with you, said the fat woman; and so she
gave nothing ;—no—not even thanks. Mrs. Major F- pre-
tended not to sce ree, though I am sure I'm no midge ; and I stood
in the doorway on purpose to give her-a hint ; but the hideous little
old maid told me to get out of the way, as she wanted to go upon
deck to speak to the Major. Oh, the meanaess of these would-be
fine Jadies! But if ever they come to Scotland in this boat again,
won’t I pay them off!”

{ Now it must be confessed that Flora rather enjoyed these unso-

licited confessions of a disappointed stewardess ; and she was forced

to turn away her head for fear of betraying a wicked inclination to
langh, which, if indulged in at that moment would ¥ have no doubt,
bave afforded her great satisfaction and delight. As it was, ske
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-made no comment upon the meanness of her fellow-passengers, nor
consoled the excited stewardess by complaining of their unlady-like
conduct to herself. What they were in their rank of life, the stew-
ardess was in hers. They were congenial souls—all belonging to
the same family, and Flora was not a little amused by the striking
points of resemblance. -
Bidding adieu to the Captain of the steamer, the Lyndsays and
. their luggage were safely landed on the chain-pier at New Haven ;
from thence they proceeded to Leith in a hackney coach, as Lynd-
say wished to procure lodgings as near the place of embarkation as
possible, in order to avoid all unnecessary expense. Leaving Flora
and her maid at the inn, he set of with James Hawke in search of
what he required ; and returning in less than an hour, he conducted
his wife to the house of a.respectable woman, the widow of a sur-
geon, who resided near the Lieth Bank, and only a few minutes’
walk from the wharf.

——

CHAPTER XXI.
MRS. WADDEL.

GrEAT was the surprise of Flora, when, instead of entering the
house by a front door, they walked up an interminable flight of
stone stairs, every landing comprising a distinct dwelling, or flat
(as it is there technically termed), with the names of the proprie-

" tors marked on the doors. At last they reached the flat that was

occupied by good Mistress ' Waddel, which was situated at the very

" top of this stony region. Mrs. Waddel was at the door ready to

receive them. She showed them into a comfortable sitting-foom
with windows fronting the street. A bright fire was blazing in a
very old-fashioned grate ; and she welcomed her new lodgers with
a torrent of kindly words, pronounced in the broadest Scotch dia-
lect, which were only half understood by the English portion of her
audience. :

A ‘large, portly personage was Mrs. ‘Waddel—ugly, amiable, and
by no means over-particular in her dress; which consisted of a
woller-plaid, very much faded, and both ragged and dirty. Her
large mutch, with its broad frills, formed a sort of glory round her
head, setting off to no advantage her pock-marked, flabby face,
wide mouth and yellow projecting teeth. She bad a comical, good-
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natured obliquity of vision in her'prominent light-grey eyes, which
were very red about the rims ; and Flora thought, as she read with
an inquiring eye the ¢ountenance of their landlady, that, withont
_ being positively disgusting, she was the most ordmary, uncouth
_ woman she ever beheld. ’

Mrs. Waddel was eloquent in the praise of her apartments, which
she said bad been occupied by my Leddy W., when his Majesty
* George the Fourth—God bless his sorsy face—landed at Leith, on

his visit to Scotland: Her lodgings, it seemed, had acquired quite
an aristocratic character since the above-named circumstances ;
and not a day passed, but the good woman enumerated all the par-
ticulars of that memorable visit. But her own autobiography was
+the stock-theme with the good landlady. The most minate par-
ticulars of her private history she daily divulged, to the unspeak-
able delight of the mischievous, langhter-loving James Hawke,
who, because he saw that it annoyed Mrs. Lyndsay, was sure to
lead the conversation slily to some circumstance that never failed
to place the honest-hearted Scotch woman on her high-horse :
and then she would talk—ye gods!—how she would “talk—and
splutter away in her broad provincial dialect, until the wicked boy
was convulsed with laughter.

# Aye, Mister Jeames,” she would say, « ye w’ﬂl a’ be makin’ yer
fun 0’ a puir auld bodie, but ’tis na’ cannie 0’ ye.” .~

« Making fun of you, Mrs. Waddel ”—with a sly glance at Flora
—“how can you take such an odd notion into your head! It is
50 good of you 1o tell me all about your courtship—it’s giving me
‘a hintrof how I'm to go about it when I'm a man. Iam sure you
were a very pretty, smart girl in your young days ”’—with another
quizzical glance at Flora.

The old lady drew herself up, and smiled approvmgly upon’ her
black-eyed tormentor.

¢ Na, na, Mister Jeames, my gude man that’s dead an’ gane sald
to me, the verra day that made me his ain—¢ Katie, ye are nae bon-
nie, but ye a’ gude, which is &’ hantle better.” ”’

“ No doubt he was right, Mrs. Waddel ; but I really think he
was very ungallant to say so on his wedding-day, and did not do
‘you half justice.”

“ Weel, weel,” said the good dame, “every ain to his ta.ste He
was not o'wr gifted-that way himsel ; but we are nane sensible o’
our ain defects.”
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The great attraction in the small, windowless closet in which
James slept, was an enormous calabash, which her son, the idol of
Mrs. Waddel’s heart, bad brought home with him from the South

Seas. Over this calabash, the simple-hearted mother daily rehearsed '

all the wonderfal adventures she had gathered from that individual,
during his short visits home, and as she possessed a surprisingly
retentive memory, her maternal reminiscences would have filled vol-
ames—+to all of which James listened with the most earnes/atien-
tion ; not on account of the adventures, for they were comicn-place
enough, but for the mere pleasure of hearing Mrs. addel talk
broad Scotch, from which he seemed to derive the
enjoyment. Mrs. Waddel had two daughters, to whom natarc had
been less. bountiful than even to herself. Tall, awkward, shapeless
dawdles, whose unlon—‘:ly youth was more repulsive than the mother’s
full-blown, homely age—with them the old lady’s innocent obliquity
. of vision had degencrated into a downright squint, and the redness
round the rims of their large, fishy-looking, light eyes, gave you
the idea of perpetual weeping; a pair of Niobes, versus the beauty,
whose swollen orbs were always dissolved in tears. They crept
slip-shod about the house, their discolored stockings hanging in
loose folds about their thin, bony, ill-shaped legs, and their morning
wrappers fitting so easily their wide, slovenly figures, that you
expected to see them suddenly fall to the ground, and the young
ladies walk on in native simplicity. B
= My daughters are like myself—na’ bonnie,” said Mrs. Waddel.
«They dinna’ tak’ wi’ the men folk, wha look mair to comliness
than gudeness now-a-days in a wife. A’ weel, every do«r maun ha’
‘his day, an’ they may get husbands yet.

T weel remember, when Norcy was a bairn, she was the maist
ugsome wee thing I ever clappit an e’e upon. My Leddy W.
lodged in this verra room, in the which we are no’ sittin’. She
had a daughter, nearly a woman grown, an’ I was in my sma’ back
parlor washin’ an’ dressin’ the bairn,—in runs my Leddy Grace,
an’ she stood an’ lookit an’ lookit a lang time at the naked bairn

. inmy lap: at last she clappit her hands, an’ she called o’ot to her

mither—* Mamma ! mamma! for gudeness sake, come here, an
look at this ugly, blear-eyed, bandy-legget child '—I never saw sic
an object in a’ my life I’

¢ It made my heart sair to hear her despise a creture made in

God’s image in that way, an’ I bursted into tears, an’ said— My

3
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ledda, ye'r & bad Christian to spier in that way o’ my puir bairn,

_an’ that in the hearin’ of its ain mither. May God forgive you;
but you ba’ a hard heart.” She was verra angry at my reproof,:

but my Leddy W. just then came in, an’ she said, with one of her
ain gracious smiles—¢ For shame, Grace ; the bairn’s weel enough.
Let us hope she maun prove a blessin’ to her parents. The
straightest tree does na’ always bear the finest fruit.”

“I ha’ met wi’ money crosses and sair trials in my day ; but few
o’ them made me shed bitterer tears than that proud, hardsome
young leddy’s speech on the deformity o’.my puir bairn.” -

Flora stood reproved in her cwn eyes, for she knew she had
regarded the poor, ng]}; girls with feelings. of repugnance, on
account of their personafdefects. Even Jim, careless and reckless

‘though he was, possessed an excellent heart, and he looked grave,

and turned to the window, and tried to hum s tune, to get rid of
an unpleasant sensation -about his throat, which Mrs. Waddels
artless words had suddenly produced.

“ Hang me,” he muttered half aloud, «if T ever laugh at the
poor girls again 1 o

Mrs. Waddel had, in common with most of her sex, a great
predilection for going to auctions; and scarcely a day passed
without her making some wonderful bargains. For a mere trifle,
she had bought a gude pot; only, upon iuspection, it turned out to
be iniserably leaky. A nice palliasse, which, on more intimate
acquaintance, proved alive with gentry with whom the most repub-
lican body would not wish to be on intimate terms. Jim was
always joking the old lady upon her bargains, greatly 4o the edifi-
cation of Betty Fraser, a black-eyed Highland girl, who was Mrs.
‘Waddel’s prime minister in the culinary department.

“ Weel, Mister Jeares, jist ha’ yer laugh o’ot, bat when ye get
a glint o’ the bonnie-table I bought this mornin’ for three an’ sax-
pence, ye'll be noo’ makin’ game o’ me ony mair, I'm thinkin’.

- Betty, ye maun just step o’ur the curb-stane to the. broker’s, an’

bring hame the table.” Cos .

Away sped the nimble-footed Betty, agghwe soon heard the clat-
tering of the table, as_the leaves flapped towand fro as she lugged
it up the public stairs.

“Now for the great bargain I” exclaimed the saucy Jim; «I
think, Mrs. Waddel, Tl 'buy it of you, as my venture to Canada,”

“Did ye ever !".exclaimed the old lady, her eyes brightening as
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Betty dragged in the last bargain, and placéd it triumphantly
before her mistress. -Like the Marquis of Anglesea, it had been in

" the wars, and with a terrible clatter, the incomparable table fell

prostrate to the floor. Betty opened her great black eyes with a
glance of blank astonishment, and raising her hands with a tragic
air that was' perfectly lﬂ%lstlble, exclaimed, “ Mercy me, but it
wants a fat I”

“ A what ?” screamed Jim, as he sank beside the fallen table
and rolled upon the -ground in a fit of irrepressible merriment ;
“ Do, for Heaven’s sake, tell me the English for a fat. Oh dear,
I shall die! Why do you make such faniy purchases, Mrs. Wad-
del, and saffer Betty to show them.off in such a funny way? .
Youa will be the death of me, indeed you will ; and then, what will
my mammy say ?”

To add to this ridiculous scene, Mrs. Waddel’s grey parrot, who
was not the least imf)ortant personage in her establishment, baving
been presented to her by her sailor son, fraternized with the pros-
trate lad, and echoed his laughter in the most outrageous man-
ner. : » '

“ Whist, Poll ! Hauld yer clatter. It's no laughing matter to
lose three an’ saxpence in buying the like o’ that.”

Mrs. Waddel did not attend another auction during the month
the Lyndsay’s occupied her lodgings. With regard to Betty Fra-
ser, Jim picked up a page out:of her history, which greatly amused
Flora Lyndsay, who delighted in the study of human character.
We will give it here.

Betty Fraser’s first mistress was a Highland ]ady, who had mar-
ried and settled in Edinburgh. On her first confinement, she could
fancy no one but a Highland girl to take care of the babe, when
the regular nurse was employed about her own person. She '
therefore wrote to her mother to send her by the first vessel that
sailed for Edinburgh, a good, simple-hearted girl, whom she could
occasionally trust with the baby. Betty, who was a tenant’s
daughter, and a humble scion of the great family-tree, duly arrived

> by the next ship.

She was a hearty, healthy, rosy girl of fourteen, as rough as her
native wilds, with & mind so free from guile that she gave a literal
interpretation to everything she saw and heard. .

In Canada, Betty would have been considered very green. In
Scotland she was regarded as a truthful,-simple-hearted girl. A

A
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few weeks after the baby was born, some ladies called to see Mrs.
The weather was very warm, and ope of them ‘requested
the neat black-eyed girl in waiting to fetch her a glass of water.
Betty obeyed with a smiling - face ; but oh, horror of horrors! she
brought the clear crystal to the lady guest in her red fist.

The lady smiled, drank the water, and returped the taumbler to
the black-eyed Hebe, who received it with a profound coartesy.

. When the visitors were gone, Mrs. , who was very fond of
her young clanswoman, called her to her side, and said, “ Betty, let
me never see you bring anything into my room in your bare hands.
Always put what you are asked for on to a waiter or an ashast'”

The girl promised obedience.

The very next day some strange ladies called; and after congratu-
lating Mrs. on her speedy recovery, they expressed an earnest
wish to sce the “ dear little baby.”

Mrs.” rang the bell. Betty appeared. “Is the baby
-~ _  awake?®”’ o : -

» . “Yes, my leddy.”

“ Just bring him in to show these ladies.”

. Betty darted into the nursery, only too proud of the mission, and
telling nurse to “mak’ the young laird brau,” she rushed to the
kitchen, and demanded of the cook a “ muckle big ashat.”

‘ “ What do you want with the dish ?” said the English cook.
i . “ That’s my ain business,” quoth Betty, taking the enormous
~ china platter from the cook’s hand, and running back to the
nursery. “ Here, Mistress Norman, here is ain big enough to hand
him in, at ony rate. Pray lay kis wec duds smooth an I’H tak’
him in, for I hear the bell.” )

« Are ye duff, lass? Would ye put the bairn on' the ashat ?”

¢ Aye, mistress tanld me to bring what she asked me for on an
ashat. Sure ye wud no’ ha’ me disobey her 2

“Na, na,” said the nurse, laughing, and suspecting some odd

- mlstake. “Ye sal’ ha’ it yer ain way.”
~ -~ And she carefully laid the noble babe upon the dxsh and went.
before to open the door that led to Mrs. ——’s chamber.

Betty entered as briskly as her unwieldy burden would permit,
and with glowing cheeks, and eyes glistening' with honest_delight,
presented her human offering i in the huge dish to the oldest female
visitor in the room.

- With a scream of surprise, followed .by a perfect hurricane of

&
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langhter, the venerable dame received the precious gift from Betty’s
hand, and holding it towards the astonished mother, exclaiméd,
¢ Truly, my-dear friend, this is a dish fit to set hgfore aking. ~Our
beloved sovereign would have no objection of seeing a dish so filled
with royal fruit, placed at the head of his own table.”

The laagh became general ; and poor Betty, comprehending the
blunder she had committed, not only fled from the scene, but dread-
ing the jokes of her fellow-servants, fled from the house.

——

CHAPTER XXII..
cz.mmr}a THE ' MOUNTAINS.

Tae Lyndsays, to their infinite mortification and disappointment,”
found, upon their arrival at Leith, that the Chieftain, in which ves-
sel their places had been taken for Canada, had sailed only two
days before. 'To make bad worse, Mrs. Waddel confidently affirmed,
that it was the very last vessel that would sail that season.

Lyndsay, who néver yielded to despondency, took these contrary
events very philosophically, and lost no time in making inquiries
among the ship-owners, to ascertain Whether Mrs. Waddel was
right.

After several days of anxions, and almost hopeless search, he was
at last informed that the Flora, Captain Ajyre, was to leave for
Canada in a fortnight. The name seemed propitious, and that very’

afternoon he walked down with his wife to inspect the vessel.

The Flora was a small brig, very old, very dirty, and with
wretched accommodations.. The Captain was a brutal-looking per-
son, blind of one eye, and very lame.. Every third word he uttered
was an oath; and, instead of answering Mr. Lyndsay’s inquiries, he
was engaged in a blasphemous dialogue with his two sons, who
were his first and second mates. The young men seemed worthy
of their parentage; their whole conversation being interlarded with
frightful imprecations on their own limbs and souls, and the Limbs
and souls of others. .

They had a very lage number of steerage passengers engaged
for the very small size of the vwsel a.nd these elmgrants of the very
lowest description.

“-Don’t let us go in this horrible vessel,” whispered Flora to her
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husband. “What a captain—whata crew—we shall be misg'ab/le
if we form any part of her live cargo !”.

I fear, my dgar girl, there is no alternative. 'We may, per-
haps, hear. of another before she sails. I won’t engage places in
her until the last moment.”

The dread of going in the Flora took a prophetic hold of the
mind of her namesdke ; and she begged Jim to be on the constant
look out for another vessel.

During their stay at Leith, Lyndsay was busily employed in
writing a concluding chapter to his, work on the Cape; and Flora
amused herself by taking long walks, accompanied by James, the
maid, and the baby, in order to explore all the beanties of Edin-
burgh. The lad, who was very clever, and possessed a wonderful
faculty of remembering places and of finding his way among diffi-
culties, always acted as guide on these occasions. Before he had
been a week at Leith, he knew every street”in Edinburgh ; had
twice or thrice climbed the heights of Arthur's scat, and visited
every nook in the old castle. - There was nof a ship in the harbor
of Leith, but he not only knew her name, and the name of her
captain, but he’ had made himself acquainted with some of her
crew, and could tell her freight and tonnage, her age and capabili-
ties, the port from which she last sailed, and the port to which she
was then bound, as well as any sailor on the wharf. It was really
- amazing 10 listen of an evénino- to the lad’s adventures, and all the

mass of information he had acqmred during his long rambles
through the day.

TFlora was always in an agony lest James should be lost, or meet
with some mishap during his exploring expeditions ;” but Mistress
‘Waddel comforted her with the assurance, “ That a cat, throw her
which way you wu’d, lighted a’ upon her feet—that naught was
never tent—an’ they that war’ born to be hanget’ wu'd never be
drowned.”

So, one fine afternoon in J une, Flora took it into her wild head,
that she would climb to the top of the mountain, the sight of which
from her chamber window she was never tired of contemplating.
She asked her husband to go with her. She begged—she entreated

" —she coaxed—but he was just writing the last pages of his long
task, and he told her, that if she would only wait until the next
day, he would go with pleasure. ’

But with Madam Flora, it was this day or none. She had Sﬂ/ :
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her whole heart and soul upon going ap to the top of the mountain

and to the top of the mountain she determined.to go. And this

resolution was formed i direct opposition to her husband’s wishes,
and with a perfect knowledge of the tale of the dog Ball, which had
been one of her father’s stock stories; the catastrophe of which she

i had known from a child. Lyndsay did not tell her positively she

] should not go without him ; and, unable to control her impatience, -

- she gave him the slip, and set off with Jim, who was onlytooeatrer
for the frolic, on her mountain climbing expedition.

Now be it known unto our readers, that Flora was the native of

" arich pastoral country ; very beautiful in running brooks, smooth -

3 meadows, and majestic parks; where the fat, sleek cattle, so ce1e~

: brated in the London markets, graze knee-deep in laxuriant pas- ,
tures, and the fallow deer browze and gambol beneath the shadow
of majestic oaks through the long bright summer days. But Flora
had never seen a mountain before her visit to the North in her life,
had never risen higher in the world than to the top of Shooter’s hilk;
and when she arrived at the foot of this grand upheaval of nature,
she began to think the task more formidable than she had imagined
at a distance. Her young conductor, agile as a kid, bounded up
the steep aclivity with as much ease, as if he were running over a
bowling green. v

““ Not so fast, Jim I"” cried Flora, pausing to draw breath. «“I
cannot climb like you.”

. Jim was already beyond hearing, and was lying on the ground
peering over a projecting crag at least two hundred feet above her
head, and impishly laughing at the'slow progress she made.

“ Now Jim ! that’s cruel of you, to desert me in my hour of
need,’” said Flora, shaking her hand at the young mad-cap. * Lynd-
say was ‘right after all. I had beuter have wzuted till to-mor-
row.’

Mea.nw}nle, the path that Wound round the mountain fowards
the summit became narrower and narrower, and the ascent more
steep and difficult. Flora sat down upon a stone amid the ruins of
the chapel to rest, and to enjoy the magnificent prospect. The con-
templation of this sublime panorama for a while absorbed every other
feeling. wwas only alive to a keen sense of the. beautiful; and

ile her eye rested on the lofty ranges of mountains to the north
| nad south, or upon the broad bosom of the silver Forth, she ne

T
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longer wondered at the enthusiastic admiration expressed by the

bards of Scotland for their romantic land.
" While absorbed in thought, and contrasting the present with
* the past, a lovely boy of four years of age, in kilt and hose, his
golden curls flying in the wind, ran at full speed up the steep side
of the hill ; a panting woman, without bonnet or shawl, following
hard upon his track, shaking her fist at him, and vociferating her
commands (doubtless for him to return) in Gaelic, fled by. .

On ran the laughing child, the mother after him ; but as well
might a giant pursue a fairy.

Flora followed the path they had taken, and was begmmng to
enjoy the keen bracing air of the hills, when she happened to cast
her eyes to the far-off meadows beneath. Her head grew suddenly
giddy, and she could not divest herself of the ides, that one false
step would send her- to the plains below. Here was a most ridicu-
lous and unromantic position: she neither dared to advance nor
retreat ; and she stood grasping a ledge of the rocky wall in an
agony of cowardice and irresolution. At this critical moment, the
‘mother of the run-away child returned panting from the higher
ledge of the mountain, and, perceiving Flora pale and trembling,
very kindly stopped and asked what ailed her. ’

Flora could not help langhing while she confessed her fea.rs, lest
she should fall from the narrow foot-path on which she- stood.
The woman, though evidently highly amnsed at her distress, had
too much native kindliness of heart—which is the mother of genu-
ine politeness—to yield to the mernment that. hovered about her
lips.

“Ye are na’ accustomed to the hills,” she said, in her northern
dialect, “or ye wu'd na’ dread a hillock like this. Ye suld ha’
been born whar’ I wa’ born, to ken a mountain fra’ a mole-hill.
There is my bzirn, noo’, I canna’ keep him fra’ the mountain. He
will gang awa’ to the tap, an’ only laughs at me when I spier to
him to come do’on. It’s a’ because he is sae weel begotten—an’ all
his forbears war reared amang the hills.” ‘

. The good woman sat down upon a piece of the loose rock, and
commenced 2 long history of herself, of her husband, and of the
great clan of Macdonald (to which they belonged), that at last
ended in the ignoble discovery, that her aristocratic spouse was a
corporal in the Highland regiment then stationed in Edinburgh,
and that Flora, his wife, washed for the officers in the said regiment ;

——
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that the little Donald, with his wild-Zoat propensnm, was their
only child, and so attached to the hills, that she could not keep him
confined to the meadows below. The moment her eye was off him,
his great delight was to lead her a dance up the mountain, which,

“as she, by her own account, never succeeded i in catchm«r h1m was
quite labor in vain.

All this, and more, the good-natured woman commumcated in
her frank, desultory manner, as she led Flora down the steep, par-
row path that led to the meadows below. Her kindness did not
end here, for she walked some way up the road to put Mrs. Lynd-
say in the right track to regain her lodgings, for Flora, trusting to
the pilotage of Jim, was perfectly ignorant of the location.

This Highland Samaritan indignantly refused the piece of sﬂver
Flora proffered in return for her services.  °

“ Hout, leddy! keep the siller! I wudna’ tak’ anght fra’ ye o’
the Sabbath-day for a trifling act o’ courtesy—na, na, I come of
too-gude bluid for that!”

There was a noble simplicity about the honest-hearted woman,
that was not lost upon Flora. 'What a fine country —what a fine
people! - No smooth-tongued flatterers, are these Scotch! = With
them an act of kindness is an act of duty ; and they scorn payment
for what they give gratuitously, without display and without osten-
tation. - S e

«If I were not Encrhsh & ﬂxouwht Flora, «J should like ‘to be
Scotch.

She looked rather cr%t—fallen, as she presented herself befo
Scotch husband, who, instead.of pitying, laughed heartily over her
misadventure ; and did not cesse to tease her about her expedition

" to the mountain, as long as"they remained in its vicinity.

This did not deter her from taking a long stroll on the sands “ o’
Leith,” the next afternoon, with James, who delighted in these
Quixofish rambles ; and was always on the alert to join in any
scheme that promised an adventure.

It was a lovely afternoon. The sun glittered . on the distant
waters, that girdled the golden sands with a zone of ‘blue andsilver.
The air was fresh and elastic, and diffused a spirit of life and joy-
ousness around. Flora, as she followed the footsteps of her young
: agile conductor, felt a child agam and began to collect shells and
sea-weeds, with as much zest as she had done along her native coast,
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-in those far off, happy days,o which at times returned to her memory
" 1like some distinct, but distant dream.

For hours they wandered hither and thither, lulled by the sound
of - the waters, and amused by their child-like employment ; until
Flora remarked, that her. footprints filled. with water at each step,
and the fall deep roaring of the sea gave notice of the return of the
tide. . Fortunately they were not very far from the land; and oh,

what a race they had to gain the “Prin o’ Leith,” before they -

were overtaken by the waves. How thankful they felt that they

were safé, as the billows chased ‘madly past, over the very ground,
. which, a few minates before, they had so fearlessly trod!

"« This is rather worse than the mountain, Mamma Flora,” (a

favorite name with James for his friend Mrs. Lyndsay), “ and

might have been fatal to us both. I think Mr. Lyndsay would

scold this time, if he knew our danger.”

“Thank God! the baby is safe at home,” said Flora; I
forgot all about the tide. What a mercy we were not drowned !”’

“Yes; and no dne would have known what had become of us.
Really, Mamma, you are a a very careless woman.” This was said
laughing.

“ Hush Jim! Wewon't quarrel on the score of prudence. But
what is this ?”” and she stepped up to a blank wall, on their home-
ward path, and read aloud the following advertisement :

“To sail on the first of July, via Quebec and Montreal, the

" fastsailing brig Anne, Captain Williams: For particulars, inquire

at the office of P. Gregg, Bank Street, Leith. -
"« N.B. The Anne is the last ship that leaves this port, for Can-
ada, during the season.”

« Hurra!” cried the volatile Jim, flinging his cap into the air;
« a fig for Captain Ayre and the Flora. I'd lay sixpence, if I had
it, that we shall sail in the 4nne.”

“ Let us go, James, and look at the vessel,” cried Flora, aappmg
her hands with.delight. ¢ Ob, if it had not been for our fright on
the sands, we should not have seen this. Surely, nothing, however
trifling, happens to us in vain.” -

Flora hastened home to inform her husband of the important dis-
covery they had ‘'made; and before half-an-hour had elapsed, she

found herself in company with him and Jim, holding a conference *

with Captain Williams, in the little cabin of the 4nne.
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CHAPTER XXIIL
THE BRIG ANNE. °

" TrE brig Anne was a small, old-fashioned, black-hulled vessel,
marvellously resembling a collier in her outward appearance. She

" “was a one-masted ship, of one hundred and eighty tons burthen, and
'~ promised everything but aristocratic accommodations for women

and children:

The cabin was a low, square rooni, meant to contain only the
captain and his-mate; whose berths, curtained with coarse, red
stuff, occupied the opposite walls. The table in the centre was a
fixture, and the bench that ran round three sides of this crib was
a fixture also; and though backed by the wall, was quite near
enough to the table to serve the double purpose of chair or sofa. A
small fireplace occupied the front of the cabin, at the side of which
a door opened into a tiny closet, which the captain dignified with
the name of his state-cabin. The compass was suspended in a brass
box from the oelhng—other articles of comfort or luxury there were
none.

- The captain, a stout, broad-shouldered, red-faced man, hke Cap-
tain Agyre, of the Flora, was minus an eye; but the one that fortune
had left him was a piercer. He was a rough, bluntJooking tar,
some forty-five or fifty years of age; and looked about as senti-
mental and polite as a tame bear. His coarse, weather- beaten face
had an honest, frank expression, and he bade his guests to be seated

with an air of such hearty hospitality, that they felt quite at home

in his narrow, low den.
He had no cabin-passengers, though a great many in the steer-

age; and he assured Flora that she could have the very best accom-
modations, as he would resign the state-cabin to her and the child.

Mr. Lyndsay could occupy the mate’s berth in the cabin, and they
could not fail of being quite snug and comfortable.

The state-cabinwas just big enough to hold the captain’s chest
of drawers, the top of which, boarded, and draped with the same
faded red stuff that decorated the outer room, formed the berth
that Flora was to occupy. Small as the place was, it was scrupu--
lously neat and clean, and possessed for. Flora one great charm—
that of privacy. She could, by shutting the door and drawing the
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®
bolt, at any time ‘enjoy the luxury of finding herself, though in a
crowded vessel, alone. ) ’ )
¢ Mamma Flora, are you not charmed with the splendid accom-

modations of your fancy ship?” whispered the mischievous Jim. y o
“ There is not room for a flea to hop, without giving him the cramp - v/
in his legs.” ’

“ It is better than the Flora, so hold your tongue, you wicked
imp.” :
But Lyndsay thonbht otherwise. The Hom was larger, and was
to sail a fortnight earlier. He demurred—his wife coaxed and
intreated ; but he only went so far as to tell the captain to keep
the berths unoccupied until the following day, and he would inform
him of his final determination.

Just as they were rising to take leave, a tall, lanky man stuck
his long, scraggy neck in at the cabm—door, and, in the broadest
Scotch vernacular, exclaimed— 4

“To what port are ye bound, man ?” ’

¢ Quebec and Montreal.”

“ Waull you. tak’.a cabin-passenger on reasonable terms ?”” -

¢ The fare is fixed by the owner of the vessel, P. Gregg, Bank-
street, Leith. You had better apply to him.”

“Weel, I dinna’-think I’ll jest go noo’. I want to see the
Canada lochs. Ane o’ these days I'll tak’ passage wi’ you, ony-
how.” h

¢ Perhaps a glass of brandy and water would serve your pur-
pose at this time,” said the captain, with'a knowing smile.

“I've noo’ objections, captam,” said the long- nsabed traveller
to the lochs o’ Canada. -

“ That’s one way of getting a glass of brandy for nothing,” said
the captain, as he accompanied the Lyndsays to the deck. ~  That
fellow has-as much notion of going to Canada as I have of taking

a voyage to the moon. But he knows that I will give him the 3
brandy to get rid of him.” _ é
“ What queer people there are in the world !” said Flors, as she H
took the proffered arm of her husband. «But what do you think i
of the Anne and her captain, John? He is a rough sailor, but
looks like an honest man. And the ship, though small, is clean, |
and offers better accommodations than the Flora, wheré we should i
have to-share a small cabin with fourteen vulgar passengers.” ]

“ My dear wife, it may all be true what you say; butI have
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made up my mind to go in the Flora. She sails so much earlier,
that it will be a great saving of time and expense.”

Flora’s countenance fell, and the tears actually came into her
eyes ; but she only muttered to herself—
« Oh, I have such a horror 6f going in that ship !”
At the turning of the street, they met Mr. Peterson, the owner of
the Flora, to whom Lyndsay had spoken about taking a passage
 in her the day before.
- “ Well, Mr. Lyndsay,” he said, shaking hands in a friendly man-
ner with him ; “ have you concluded to take passage in my vessel 2
“Not quite,” returned Lyndsay, laughing. My wife has such
an unconquerable aversion to going with your captain and his sons,
- onaccount of the reprobate language they used the other day in
her hearing, that she has actually found up another vessel in which
she wishes me to6 sail.” -
¢ Oh, the 4nne, Captain Williams,” said Peterson, with a con-
temptuous smile,—* the last and most insignificant vessel that
- leaves our port. The owner, P. Gregg, is not a liberal person to’
¥ deal with; the captain isa good seaman, but a stubborn brute,—
: - quite as unfit for the society of ladies as Captain Ayre. To tell
you the truth, we have little choice in- these matters. - It is not the
manners of the men we employ we generally look to, but to their.
nautical skill. - There is, however, one great objection to your tak-
ing passage in the Anne, thatI think it right you should know.
She has a most objectionable freight.” -
“In what respect 2”
‘ She is loaded with brandy and gunpowder.”
“By no means a pleasant cargo,” said Lyndsay, “What do
you say to that, Flora?” turning to his wife.
«I will tell you to-morrow : do wait until then.”
In order to pacify her evident uneasiness, Lyndsay promised to
g - postpone his decision.
F - When they reached their lodgings, they found a short, round-
ﬁ faced, rosy, good-natured looking individual, waiting to receive
H them, who introduced himself as Mr. Gregg, the owner of the Anne.
g He had learned from Captain Williams, that they had bee inspect--
ing the capabilities of his vessel.
“ She was a small ship,” he said, “but a safe one; the captain,
'] s steady, experienced seaman ; and if Mr. Lyndsay engaged a pas-




" . please yourself, Mr. Lyndsay. The Flora has a great number of
: passengers of the lowest cast—is old and crank!—with the most
- vicious, morese captain that sails from this port. Iknow him only
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sage for himself and family, he would grant the most liberal
terms.”

Lyndsay mentioned his objections to the ftelght.

“Who told you that?” asked the little owner, somewhat ex-

. cited.”

“ Mr. Peterson. 'We parted from him only a few minutes ago.”
“The scoundrel ! the mean, dirty scoundrel!” said Gregg, stamp-
ing on the floor. “ Why, Sir, Mr. Lyndsay, -his own Shlp carrics
the same freight. What did he say about that?”
“ He told me yesterday, she took out a general cargo——"
« Of brandy and gunpowder. Both vessels are employed by the
same house, and take out the same freight. You must, however,

too well. He made two voyages for me ; and the letters I received,
complaining of his brutal conduct to some of his passengers, I can
*show you at my office.”

“You have said enough, Mr. Gregg, to deter me from taking my
wife and child in the Flora. The deceitful conduct of Mr. Peter-
son alone would have determined me not to contract with him.

And now, what will you take us for! Our party consists of my .

wife and infant, a lad of thirteen years who accompanies us, a ser-
vant girl, and myself.”

Mr. Gregg consx}deted for some minutes.

“ Well,” he said, “ there is a large party of you; but I will give
your wife, child, and self, a cabin passage, finding you in the same

fare as the captain, and the lad and servant a second cabin passage,.

save the privilege of the cabin table, for thlrty pounds. Is that too
much ?” N

¢TIt is very liberal indeed. Peterson asked fifty.}, .

« It is reasonable ; but as you have to wait a forfmrrht longer i in
order to sail with me, I have taken that into account. = Is it'a bar-

gam 97
They struck ha.nds and Mr. Gregrr, after drawing up an agree-

" ment, which Lyndsay sxgned turned to Mrs. Lyndsay, and press-
_ ingly invited the whole party to spend the following afternoon with

them in a friendly way. .
“ My wife is a homely little body,” he said ; “ but she will do
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ker best to make you comfortable, and Wlu give you, at any rate, a
hearty Scotch welcome.” =

Flora wasso overjoyed at the prospect of going by the Anne,
that she shook the little fat man heartily by the hand, and told him
she would come with the greatest pleasure.

«Now, Flora, are_you noet delighted in havmg it your own
way ?”” asked Lyndsay, after Mr. Gregg left them, taking both her
kands. “ But let me assure you, my dear wife, you owe it entirely
to the mean conduct of Mr. Peterson. I tell you frankly, that I
would not have yielded my better judgment to a mere prejudice,
even to please you.”

~¢You are determined, John, that I shall never fulfil the gipsy’s
prophesy.” . ’

“ What was that

«Did I pever tell you that story, nor the girls either ? for it was
a standing joke against me at home for years. Oh, you must have
it, then. But be generous, and don’ turn it as a weapon against
me : :

“« Some years.ago, a_gipsy woman came to our kitchen-door, and
asked to see the young ladies of the house. Of course, we 2ll ran

eut to look at the sybil, and hear her errand, which was nothing = . ’

more nor less than to tell our fortunes. Partly out of curiosity,
partly out of fan, we determined to have a peep into futurity, and
see what the coming years had in store for us. 'We did not believe
in gipsy craft. 'We well knew that, like oar own, the woman’s
powers were limited ;. that it was all guess-work ;:that her cunning
rested in a shrewd knowledge of character—of cettain likings spring-
ing out of contrasts ‘which led her to match the tall with the short,

the fair with the d%n‘k the mild with the impetuous, the sensitive.~" -

and timid with the bold and adventurous. On these seeming con-
trarieties the whole art of forture-telling, as far as my expérience
goes, appears based.

«'Well, she gave husbands to us all—dark “fair, middle-comples-
ioned, short and tall, amisble, passionate, or reserved—just the
opposite of our owa complexions or temperament, such as she
judged them to be ; and she showed a great deal of talent and keen
perception of character in the clice of our mates. '

« In my case, however, she proved herself to be no prophet. ‘I
was to marry a sea-faring gentleman—a tall, black-eyed, passionata
man—with whom I wasto travel to foreign parts, and dic in a for-".
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eign land. I was to have po children ; and he was to be very

jealous of me. ¢ And yet, for all that,” quoth the gipsy, drawing

close up to me; and whispering in my ear, but not so low but that
all the rest heard her concluding speech, ¢ you shall wear the
breeches.”

"« She did not bargain that you were to marry a Scotchman,”
said Lyndsay, laughing.

« Nor did she know, with all her pretended art, that my husband
was to be-a soldier, fair-haired, and blue-eyed, and that this little
lass would give a direet contradiction to her prophesy,” and Flora
kissed fondly Josey’s soft cheek. < Well, I was'so tormented about
that last clause in my fortune, that ¥ determined it should never
come to pass ; that whatever portion of my husband’s dress I cov-
eted, I would scrupulously avoid even the insertion of a toe into his

‘nether garments.”

“You forget, Flora, your trip to the mountain without my con-
sent ?” whispered Lyndsay, mischievously.

Flora colored, stammered, and at last broke into a hearty laugh

— I was too great a coward, Johp, to- wear them with becoming -

dignity. If that was wearing the breeches, I am sure I disgraced
them with my worse than womanish fears. I will never put them
on again.” ‘

My dear wife, I'll take good care you shan’t. When a Scotch-
man has any breeks to wear, he likes to'keep them all to himself.”

“ Ah! we well know what a jealous, monopolising set you are.
Let any one attempt to interfere with your rights, and, like your
sturdy national emblem, you are armed to the teeth,” sai¢ Flora,
as she ran off to order tea.

—_— N
N o N

~.. CHAPTER XXIV.
A VISIT TO THE SHIP OWNERS.

Earvry in the afternoon of the following day, our family party
set off to pay their promised visit. The weather was delightful,
and Flora was in an ecstasy of high spirits, as they turned from
the narrow streets of Leith into a beautifal lane, bounded-on eack
side by hawthorn hedges, redolent with the perfume of the sweet-
briar and honeysuckle. ‘The breath of new-mown hay floated on
“the air, a.nd the. hlac and labumu.m, in full blossom, waved their
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graceful boughs above the white palings that surrounded many a
pleasant country retreat, in which the tired citizen, after the toils
of the day in the busy marts of commerce, returned to enjoy a com-
fortable dish of tea with his family.

The verse of an old, old song, now quite out of date, that Flora
had been taught to repeat when a child, came flush to her memory.
It was a perfect illustration of the rural scene :

4 . ¢¢It was within a mile of Edinburgh town,

i And a pleasant time o’ the year,

- Sweet lilacs bloomed, and the hay was down, ~
And each shepherd wooed his dear.”’

‘Why do old songs ever go out of fashion? “What poetry charms °

us so much as these simple lyrics, which spring spontaneously frem—"
* the heart? They are loved and remembered when the most sublime
efforts of human genius are forgotten, and are always associated
with the best and truest feelings of our nature. Those lines of the
old song carried Flora back to the days of her childhood—the days
5 ~when, wild with delight, she had revelled among the new-mown
, ' hay in the fair fields that spread around the dear old homestead
o she was to see no more ;—to the days when thgslilac and laburnum
'"' " were Nature’s. own jewels, more prized by her than the gems in a
monarch’s crown, and life one continued dream of fruits and flowers,
a paradise of joy, from which she never wished to rove ;—to the
days when she left shreds of her white frocks on every brier bush,

- while sporting with the elves in the green wood,—when she cried
at her mother’s knee for a sackcloth gown that could not be torn
by the rude bushes. This rending of fine garments was one of the
only sorrows of Flora’s young life. It had made her a democrat
from her cradle.

. A walk of half-a-mile brought them to the suburban retreat of
" the worthy Mr. Gregg, and he was at the green garden-gate to ~
" receive his guests, his' honest, saucy face, radiant with an honest”
welcome.
« I was fearful ye wud not keep your promise,” he said: “ my
youngsters ha’ been on the look-out for you this hour.”
Here he pushed the giggling youngsters forward, in the shape of
- two bouncing, rosy-faced school-girls, who were playing at bo-peep
i behind papa’s broad blue back, and whose red cheeks grew crim-
T son with blushes as he presented them to his guests.
James Hawke seemed to think the merry girls, who were of his,~
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own age, well worth looking at, if you might judge by the roguish

sparkling of his fine black eyes, as he bounded off with them to be. -

introduced to the strawberry-beds, and all the other attractions of
the worthy citizen’s garden.

It was a large, old-fashioned house, that had seen better days,
and stood on a steep, sloping hill, that commanded a beautiful
view of Edinburgh, the grand old mountain looming in the dis-
tance, and the bright Forth, with all its wealth of white sails,
glittering in the rays of the declining sun.

< What a delightful situation!” exclaimed Flora, as her eye
ranged over the beautiful scene.

“ Aye ’tis a bonnie place,” said Mr. Gregg, greatly exalted in-

his own eyes, as master of the premises ;—an’ very healthy for
the bairns. I often walked past this old house when I was but a
prentice lad in the High street, o’ Sunday afternoons, and used to
peep through the pales, and admire the old trees, an’ fruits, an’
flowers; an’ I thought if I had sic a braw place of my ain, I
should think mysel richer than a crow’ed king. ~I was a puir
callant in those days. It was only a dream, a fairy dream ;-yet
here I am, master of the auld house and the Ws
Industry and prudence—industry and prudence, madam, my dear,
has done it all, and converted: my air-| bmlt casﬁe/ into substantial
brick and stane.”
Flora admired the old man’s honest T pnde She had thought him
" coarse and vulgar, while i in T rea,ht/ he was only what the Canadians
term homely ; for his heart was brimfal of kindly affections and
good feeling. There was not a particle of pretence about him—
of forced g/'rowih or refined cultivation : a genuine product of the
sqin/uﬁpectable man in every sense of the word. Proud of his
try and his king, and doubly proud of the wealth he had ac-
quired by honest industry. - A little vain, and pompous, perhaps,

" - but most self-made men are so ; they are apt to overrate the talents

that have lifted them out of obscurity, and to fancy that the world
estimates their worth and importance by the same standard as they
do themselves.

Tn the house, they were introduced to Mrs. Gregg, who was just
such a person as her husband had described ; a cheerful, middle-
aged woman, very short, very stout, and very hospitable. Early
as it was, the tea-table was loaded with good cheer ; and Flora, for

the first time in her life, saw preserves brought for tea; large .
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strawberries preserved whole, and that pet sweatmeat of the Scotch,
orange marmalade, which looked tempting enough, in-hindsome
dishes of cut glass, flanked by delicious homemade” bread and but-
ter, cream, cheese, and sweet curds. ’
¢« A tall, finelooking woman, very gaily dressed, and not half so
genteel in appearance as the mistress of the house, was presented to
the Lyndsays as Mrs. M’ Nish, a married daughter. Her husband
was a loud-voiced,. Jarge-whiskered consequential-looking young
K man, whose goed’ ‘humor and admiration of himself, his wife, and his
B  father andmother-in-law, and the big house, appeared inexhaustible.

Hi’s/y‘oung wife seemed to look npon him as something superhu-
an ; and to every remark she made, she appealed to Wullie, as
she called him, for his verdict of approval.

Little Josey, who made one of the party, was soon on the most
intimate terms with the family group. The young married woman,
after bestowing upon her many kisses, passed her over to her hus-
band, telling him, with a little laugh, ¢that she wondered if he
would make a good nurse: it was time for him commence prac-
tising.” Then she blushed, and giggled, and the old man chuckled
and rubbed his knees, and the mother looked up with a quiet smile

AT TSR RN

woman, it’s time enough to think of troubles when they come.’
And then he tossed Miss Josey up to the ceiling with such vig-
orous jerks, that Flora watched his gymnastics in nervous fear lest
the child should fall out of his huge grasp and break her neck.
Not so Josey ; she never was better pleased in her life; she
- crowed and screamed with delight, and rewarded her Scotch nurse,
by tangling her tiny, white fingers in “his bushy red whiskers, and
pulling his Ionfr nose.
"« Haut you're a spereted lass. Is that the way you mean to

and told her « that it was her furn to mak’-a trial o’ that kind o’
: wark an’ see how it wud fit; he was verra’ sure he sud sune be
E tired 0’t.” :And this speech was received with another little giggle,
- followed by a loud laugh. But Josey was by no means tired of her
‘3 ' game of romps; and she crowed and held out her arms to the
M'Nish, to induce him to take her again; and when he turned a
deaf ear to the infant’s petition, she fairly began to cry.”

“ Wully, Wully, dinna let the bairn greet in that kind o’ fashun,”

as the jolly bridegroom. burst into a loud laugh. “Ay, Jean, my,

lead the men?” he said, as he bounced her down into his wife’s iap,.
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cried the wife; “ye mxght be proud o’ having such a wee amgel to
nurse.”
«“ Aye, so I shall be, ane o these days,” said the huge man, taking

the babe from her arms ; and Miss Josey got another dance, which -
was so vigorously kept up that she fairly dropped off to sleep, whlch e

circumstance was doubtless a joyful one to all parties.

The old gentleman was impatient to discuss the important busi-
ness of tea~drinking ; after which he proposed to have the pleasure
of showing his visitors the garden, and some other grand sight of
which he would not speak now, but which he was certain must be
appreciated by every person who possessed a half-penny worth of

.taste.” CT

Flora sat down to the table, wondering what it could be.

Big Waullie stepped to the hall door, and summoned the children
to the evening meal with a loud hallo; which was answered from
among the irees by a jovial shout, and in a few minutes the young
folks poured into the room, some of them looking rather dull, from
their protracted visit to the strawberry-beds.” -

The fresh air and exercise had made Mrs. Lyndsay unusually
hungry. She ate heartily and enjoyed her meal, but this did not

" satisfy the overflowing hospitality of her entertainers, who pressed
and worried her in every possible manner to take more, till she felt
very much inclined to answer with the poor country girl, « Dear
knows, I con’t eat another bit ;” or with the Irish settler’s wife, in
the backwoods of Canada, who, on being urged to take. more,
pushed away her plate, exclaxmm mpatieutly, “No, thank you,
T'm satisfied I”

Bat there was no way of satisfying the entreaties of the Greggs,
- but. by making a retreat from the table, and even then ‘they per-
sisted in declaring g their guests had been starved, and would not do
the least justice to their good cheer.

This mistaken kindness brought to Flora’s mind a story she had
heard Lyndsay tell, of a merchant-of Edinburgh who went to the
north of Scotland to visit some country folk who were his near
relations. The good people were outrageously glad to see him,
and literally killed the fatted calf, and concocted all sorts of
couniry dainties in order to celebrate the advent of their distin
guished guest, who, it seems in this case, was in less danger of
starving than of being stuffed to death.

Having partaken at dinner of all, and perhaps of rather more

~
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than ke requised, he did his best to resist-their further importunis
ties for him to eat-more, but finding his refusing to do so increased
their anxiety to force upon him the good things they had to be-
stow, he spread a large silk handkerchief upon-his knces, under
cover of the table-cloth, iato which hg contrived dexterously to".
empty the contents of his plate, whenever the eye of his watchful
hostess was off him. At last, even her importunities for him to

" continue the feast grew fainter, and she wound up by exclaiming,

“You ha’ ma.de a verra puir dinner, Sir; ye ba’ just eaten nae- .

thing ava’.

At this speech, he, hardly ahle to keed his frravxty, placed his
handkerchief uper the table, and displayed its contents of fish,
flesh, fowl, and confectionaries, to his astonished entertainers,
exclaiming, as he did so, “ My dear Madam, think what would
have become of me, had I eaten 21l thisT

It was no feast of reason, at the honest Greggs; the entertain-
ment was of the most animal kind, and Flora felt relieved when it
was over, and the whole party issued once more info the pure balmy
air.

“Bhe- was just hastening to a pnrterre, gay with roses, to rifle
some of its sweets, when the old gentleman came panting hard upon
her track. “Ye must come an’ sce my raree show, before the sun
gangs doun,” he cried ; and Flora turped and followed him back
into the house. In the hall the wholé family party were collected.

«I'll gang first, father, and open the door,” cried & merry boy of
fourteen; and beckoning to Jim, they both clattered after each
other up the old-fashioned stairs.

01d houses in Edinburgh and its vicinity are so high, onc would
think the people in those days wished to build among the stars;
at least to emulate the far-famed wonders of that language-con-
founding tower, that caused the first emigration, by scattering the
people over the faceof the earth.

They went wp, and up, and up; there seemed no end to the
broad, short steps. On the last flight, shich led to.the roof, the
staircase had so greatly contracted its proportions, that fat Mr.
Gregg could scarcely force himself up it, and he so eompletely
obscured the light that peered down upon them from a small trap-
door which opened upon the leads, that Flora, who followed him,

found berself ip a dim twilight, expecting every moment the pant-
. 3 s
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ing mountain that had come between her and the sky, would lose
the centre of gravity, and suffocate her in its fall.

No such tragic misfortune oceurred. The old gentleman forced
himself, after much squecezing and puffing off steam, through the
narrow aperture, and very gallantly lent a hand to assist Flora on
to the leads, though the pertp*ratxon was streaming down his face,
now almost purple with the exertions he had used.

« This is a strait gate, on a narrow way,” he cried. “ But tell
me, if it docs na’ gie ye a glimpse o’ heaven ?”

The old man was right. Flora stood perfectly entranced with
the glorious spectacle that burst upon her sight, the moment she
stepped upon the roof of that old house. Edinburgh, and the world
of beauty that lics around it, lay at her feet, bathed in the golden
light of a gorgeous June sunset. To those who have beheld that
astonishing panorama, all description must prove abortive. Itisa
sight to be daguerreotyped upon the heart. It is impossible for
words to give a picture of the scede. The cheeks pale, the
eyes moisten, slowly and solemnly the soul mounts upwards
towards the Creator of this wondrous vision of power and beauty,

till humbled and abashed by a sense of its own utter insiguificance

in a presence so august and “incomprehensible, it sinks back to
earth in silent self-anrihilation, to wonder and adore.

“Weel, was it not worth teiling up yon weary stairs, to get sie
s glimpse as that, of the brave auld town?” said honest P.
Gregg, wiping his bald head with his handkerchief. “I'm jest

thinkin’ I must enlarge the stair, or diminish rayself, before Fcan
venture through that narrow pass again. An’, my dear leddy, I can

. do neither the one nor the other. So this mayhap may be my last

glint o’ the bonnie auld place.”
Th“’l he went on, after this quaint fashion, to point out to Mis-

ress Liyndsay all the celebrated spots in the neighborhood, which -
. every Scot knows by beart ; and Flora was so much amused and

interested by his narrations, that she was sorry when the deepening
shades of approaching night warned the old man that it required
daylight to enable him to descend the narrow stair, and they

reluctantly left the scenc.
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CHAPTER XXV.
FLORA’S DINNER.

Lx~psay had some literary friends in Edinburgh, whose kindly
intercourse greatly enhanced the pleasure of a month’s residence
near the metropolis of Scotland. The foremost among these was
M , the poet, who, like Lyndsay, was a native of the Orkney
Islands. Having been entertained at the house of this gentleman,
he naturally wished to return his courtesy.

" «Flora,” he said, addressing his wife, the day after their visit to
the Greggs, « do you think you could manage a dinner for a few
friends 2”

Flora dropped her work and opened her eyes in blank dismay
at the very idea of such a thing.

%What, in these poor lodgings? and Mrs. Waddel such an
impracticable, helpless old body? My dear John, it is impos-
sible!”

Now, Lyndsay had set his heart upon the dinper, which he
thought not only very possible, but could see no difficulty about it.
Men never look behind the scenes, or consider the minor details of
such things ; and on these trifling items, in their eyes, the real suc-

cess or fajlure of most domestic arrangements depend. But Flora -

had been hehind the scenes, and knew all about it, to her cost, for
it was with the greatest difficulty she could prévail wpon Mrs.

‘Waddel to cook his plain steak or pudding fit to send to table. .

She had been forced, unknown to him, to-superintend the cooking
of his daily meals, and make sauces or gravies, whlch Mrs. W.
declared she could “nai fash hersel about ; that sic dainties were
2’ verra weel, but the meat ate jist as sweet without them.” The
idea of such a tardy mistress of the kitchen cool\mcr a dioner for
company, appeared perfectly ridiculous to Flora, who knew that
any attempt of the kind must’ end in mortification and disap-
pointment.

«Flora,” said Lyundsay, quite seriously, “I am certain that
you could manage it quite well, if you would only make the
trial.”

«It is from no unwﬂhngrms on my part that I object to your
entertaining your friends; I should like to do so on my own
. ok
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account, as well as yours, for they have been very kind to me, but
I doubt the means of being able to do so. If it will satisfy you,
I will cook the dinner myself, though I must confess I am but a
poor hand ‘at it. But this is not the chief diffculty. There is
but one cooking-range in the house, and that one small and incon-
venient, and I fear their cooking utensils are limited to the

dimensions of their fire, as Mrs. Waddel always put off cooking our

dinner until she had despatched her own.”

« There is a large fire-place in our bed—chamber, Flora,” said
Lyndsay, unwilling to béat a retreat : “you could boil a couple of*
pots there.”

“ True,” replied Flora, musingly ; ¢ I.did not think of that. It
would do that damp, cold room goed to get a fire lighted in it.”

Secing her husband:détermined upon the dinner, she began to
question him as fo the 1tems of the entertainment.

«Oh, nothing partlcular dear. M knows that we are in
lodgings, and can’t manage as well as if we were in a house of our
own. A nice cut of fresh salmon, which is alwags to be kad in the
fish-market, a small roast of beef, or leg of mutton, with vevetables
and a pudding, will do ; and,~above all things, Flora, don’t make
a fuss. . If everything does not do exactly to please you, don’t look
vexed and annoyed, ot it will only make matters worse. I am going
to call upon M this morning, and I will ask him and his friend

. P=—— 1o step over and dine with us at six o’clock.”

¢ What shall we do for wine and spirits 7'~

¢ I will order these as I goalong. So mind, dear, and have every-
thing as snug and comfortable as you can.”

Lyndsay was hardly gone before Flora put on her bonnet, and
calling to Hannah to follow with the basket, $et off for the fish-
market.-

In spite of the anxiety she felt as to the success of the dinner,
Flora could not help pausing to admire_the spacious fish-market,
with its cool stone pavement, and slabs of white marble, on which
lay piled, in magnificent profusion, the most beautifal specimens of
the finny rangers of the deep. It was'a hall of wonders to her, filled

" with marine curiosities, and she could bave spent hours in contem-

plating the picturesque groups it presented.

There lay the salmon in its delicate coat of blue and silver ; the
mullet, in pink and gold; the mackerel, with its blending of all
hues—gorgeous as the tail of the peacock, and defying the art of
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‘the painter to transfer them fo kis canvas: the plaice, with its

olive green coat, spotted with vivid ora:nge, which must flash like
sparks of flame glittering in the depths of the dark waters; the
cod, the siller haddies, all freckled with brown, and silver and gold ;
the snake-like eel, stretching its slimy length along the cool pavement,
among moving heaps of tawny crabs—those spiders of the deep,
that seemed to emulate the scorpior lobsters near them ir repulsive

- ugliness.
°  But what most enchanted Flora, was the antique costume of the

New Haven fish women; as seated upon their upturned baskets,

_,they called the attention of the visitor to their various stores of fish.

Flora was-never tired of locking at these sea maids and matrons.
Their primitive appearance, and quaint, old-fashioned dress, took
her fancy amazingly—with their petticoats so short, their blue
stockings and ‘buckled shoes, their neat, striped -linen jackets, and
queer little caps, just covering the top of their head, and coming
down in lofig, straight mobs over their ears—their honest broad
feautures, and plcasant faces, that bad been fair before the sun
and the sea air tanned them to that warm, deep brown—their
round, red arms and handsome feet and legs, displayed with a free-
dom and ease which custom had robbed of all indecency and ren-
dered natural and proper.

Flora wished that she had been an artlst to copy some of the fine
forms she saw among these fish girls—forms that had been left as
the great God of nature made them, uncrippled. by torturing stays
and tight vestments.

How easy their carriage! with what rude grace they poised upon-

their heads their ponderous baskets, and walked erect and firm, fill-
ing the-air with their mournfully-musicad «ry! The great resem-
blance between these people and the Bavarian broom-girls, both in
features and costume, impressed her with the idea that they had
originally belonged to the same race.

The New Haven sea-nymph, however, is taller, and has a more
imposing presence, than the short, snub-nosed Bavarian.

Bat time, that waits on no one’s fancy or caprice, warned her

that she must not linger over a scene which she afterwards visited
with renewed pleasure, but gave her a gentle hint that there was
work to be done at home—that she had better make her purchases
and proceed to business.

Having bought a fine cut of fresh salmon, she bade adieu to the

TSR Py

= (TR T TR T S I L



156 FLORA' LYNDSAY.

market, and proceeded to the poulterers, where she made (Lutce of
a fat pair of fowls, which, with a small ham, she thought woufd just
makea nice, quiet family dinner. Shereturned to her lodgings in high
spirits,” despatehing Jim to the green-grocer’s, in the next street, to
buy some peas and young potatoes, and then followed Hannah and
her basket into Mrs. Waddel’s kitchen.

“Marcy me! what ha’ ye got, the noo?” said Mistress Waddel,
lifting the napkin from- the basket; “meat enough, I declare, to
Jast the hale week. The weather’s ow’r hot, I'm thinkin’, for a’
they to kecp sweet sae lang.”

“Mrs. Waddel, I expect two oentlemen to diener—particular
friends of Mr. Lyndsay—and I want you to eook these things for
me as well as you can,” said Flora, coaxingly.

“Twa’ gentlemen, did yesay? 'There’s ten times mair in yon
basket than twa’ gentlemen can eat !” )

<« Of course there is ; but we cannot stint our guests. You see,
dear Mrs. Waddel, I want you to boil the salmon, (I'll make the
shrimp-sauce mysclf), and to roast these two nice fowls—tkey are
all ready for the spit—and to cook the ham, and a few peas and
potatoes.”

“Whist, woman !” cried Mrs. Waddel, interrupting Flora’s eIo—
quent speech, «“it makes my heid ache only to thirk about a’ that
roast, an’ boil, an’ beil, an’ roast! And wha’ sall we find the
kittles an’ the coals for a’ that?”

“Of course you must have pofs for such purposes?’~said
Flora, and her spirits began to §ink rapidly.

“Aye, sic as they be. But I ba’but twa’ o’ them; and the
tea-kittle serves a turn n0o’ an’ then. Ye ken my muckle big pot—
that ane that I usc a washin’ days—tal’s up a’ the fire to its ain-
sel—and the ne’est wanna haud a muckle ham, without cutting it
in twa—an’ ye wunna like that !”

¢ Oh, certainly not!—But are these your whole stock ?”

¢ A’ but twa old sauspans, a spider, an’ a wee bit panikin, for
melting butter. Ane o’ the sauspans has no handle, and the
other has a muckle hole in the bottom o'nt.”

* And pray, how did you contrive to cock for Lady Weyms, with
such utensils?” asked Flora, rather indignantly. .

" “(@udeness gracious! Do ye think that my Leddy Weyms
cared for the cooking o’ the like o’ me? When his late majestie,

) God bless him, honored our auld toon wi’ his presence, folls were

-
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glad to get a decent place to cover their heids, an’ war’ in no wise

ow'’r particular, sae they could get lodged awa.”

S0 I should think—when a titled lady put up with such as-

these—where the mistress engages to cook for her lodgers, and ha.s
not a whole pot in her culinary establishment.”

“« My Leddy brought her ain cook, an’ she had my twa best
rooms, jest aff the passage, whar’ Captain Macpherson bides the
no’o.”

« And-how do you manage to cook for him?” asked Flora, very
sullenly. ’ '

“He keeps a man. An auld soger, whar’ does the cooking
himsel.”

“Do you think you could borrow a pot of him, big enough to
hold the ham ?”

“« He'’s awa’, in the countrie, sure, an’ will not be home this
week, an’ his door is locked. He’s afeard of trusting an’ honest

“bodie wi’ his duds.”

Flora sighed from the very bottom of her heart ; as she glancs
at the grray of crazy vessels that Betty Fraser, the better to con-
vince her of the truth of her mistress’s statements, had ranged in
rank and file on the floor at her fect. As Flora examined the
capabilities of these old pots, which, perhaps, had belonged to the
widow’s grandfather, and were so antique in their form and appear-
ance, that they might have been considered very interesting relics
of a by-gone age by the members of the Antiguarian Scciety, she
began to despair of ever cooking“a dinner in them. She almost
doubted the fact that they had ever been used for that purpose.

The widow’s. meals were of the most simple kind, consisting of
porridge in the morning—some preparation of salt or fresh fish for
dinner, with potatoes—and if she did occasionally indulge in the
luxury of butcher meat, as she termed it, the purchase was so small,
that it was either broiled on the gridiron, or suspended before tke
fire by a string, with a broken plate placed below to catch the
gravy. By thls tedious process, she had contrived to prepare
steaks or a small joint for her lodgers, and the result had been that
the meat was either raw or cooked to rags. ,

After a great deal of consultation, Mrs. Lyndsay pitched upon
the washing boiler, as the only vessel in which she could contrive
to boil the ham; but then another difficulty occurred—the vessel
was 50 large that it monopolized the whole width of the small grate,
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to the exclusion of the fish and vegetables. She thonght of the

fireplace in her chamber—which the ham might occupy in solitary .

state, leaving the kitchen range free for the other dishes. This

plan she suggested to Mrs. Waddel. -
“If I lighta ﬁre there,” said the good woman, ¢ ye maun buy

the coal yoursel.’ :

¢« If that is the only difficulty,” said Flora, laughing, « we can:

soon surmount it. Does the chimney smoke ?”

«T dinna’ ken. I ha’lived in this flat for nigh ’rwenty years,
an’ I never put fire to a coal there in a’ that time.” -

« At any rate, we can but try,” said Flora. “If you will let

- Betty buy the coals, the sooner we make the experiment the

better.” —

Coals and -wood were soon procured; the old chimney-board
removed, and the cobwebs and dust, which had accumulated in the
rusty grate, swept out—the materials for the fire duly laid, and

Betty Fraser, in lieu of a pair of bellows, went down upon her’
" knees, blowing with all her strength, in order to raise a flame, and

set the fire going. It was a long time before the fire thought fit to

kindle; but when it did, such a gush of black smoke rushed from _ .

the old chimney, that it not only darkened the gloomy chamber,
producing a temporary night, but literally filled the house. Flora

‘sprang to the window, and threw it open to get a breath of air—-
she felt saffocated—while Betty commenced cou0hm°' and sneezing’ B

as if she never meant to give over. But this Was' not the worst of

the matter. The swallows, who had held und{sturbed possessxon
of the chimney for half a century, in makmfr their exit from the .
smoke, caused such & sudden rushing and clapping of wings, that

it brought down about a bushel of soot, that not only extin- .

guished the fire, but covered the fioor around the fireplace an inch

deep with black dust. This fresh disaster made Flora and Betty -
" retreat from the room, as fast as the swallows did from the chim-

ney. On emerging into daylight once more, the faces of both
mistress and maid were as black as if they had practlsed the chim-

“ney sweeping craft for half their lives.

Flora scarcely knew whether to laugh or cry. I very believe
she did both the one and the other; while Betty, opening her
great black eyes to their largest dimensions, and raising_ her hands
in a tragic. manner above her head, excla.xmed in a piteous tone of

* voioe, “ Did you ever’"——
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¢ See anything so pr(;voking ?” said Flora, finjshing the scntence.
¢ Betty, what are we to do?” -
“Weel, Ma’am, if ye'd jest tak the advice o’ a pulr bodie like

me, I'd éay, ye had better send the fowl to the bakehouse, an’ I'll

geta neebor woman to boil the ham for ye, for a trifle o’ siller.”

Flora. could have kissed the good-natured lass, as she saw at
]enrrth a way through the troubles that beset her.

T will give you a couple of shillings, Betty, for yourself, lf you
lel manage this for me. I\n the meanwhile, do you think it possi-
ble for us to cook the other )thmcrs at the kitchen-fire 2"

/ «IT do my best for ye.” tried the delighted Betty. “We may

,'mak out wi’ the fish and the vegetables; but I misdoubt the pud- .
- den’. Cu’d ye not get a pie or a tart frae the pastry-cook’s at the

end o’ the street? Mistress Waddel is unco lazy; ‘she’ll 10. ,fash
hersel’ about the pudden’.”

"This, after all, was the only feasible plan that could be acted
upon; and Flora sent Hannah to clear away the soot and rubbish
from _her bed-room, while she and Betty prepared the dinuer..

Fhe ham was sent out fo be boiled, the chickens to be baked ; -

the’ tarts were ordered for six o "clock ; and everything wasin a

* . fairirain but the fish and the vegetables But the mdefatla'able

Betty procured the loan of a small pot and a fish-kettle from the

_—owners of the flat below ; and, when Lyndsay returned to luncheon

at one o’clock, Flora met him in good spirits, and made him Iaugh
-heartily over her mishaps.

The dinner went off better than could have been expec’ced,,thouvh -

little praise could be conscientiously given to the cooking. " The
fish was done too much, the ham too little, and the baked fowls look-
ed hard and dry. The pastry was the only thing at table about
which no fault could be found.

After the cloth was removed, Flora gave the poet and hls friend
the history of the dinner, which so amused Mr. M., that he declared

“_ it was worth twenty dinners hearing her relate the misadventures
“of the morning. Flora forgot the disasters of the day while enjoy-

ing the conversation of Mr. M. and his friend—men who had won
by their genius no common literary reputation in the world ; and
the short hour ¢ ayont the twal” had been tolled some time from
all the steeples in Edinburgh before the little party separated,

mutaally pleased with each other, never to meet t this world of

change again.
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. ’ CHAPTER XXVI
FEARS OF THE CHOLERA—DEPARTURE FROM SCOTLAND.

TrE cholera, which had hitherto only claimed a few victims in

the city, now began to make fearful progress; and every day

enlarged the catalome of the dead, and those who were laboring
under this awfal disease.

The people seemed unwilling to name the ravages of the plague
to each other ; or spoke of it in low, mysterious tones, as a subject
too dreadful for ordinary conversation.

Just at this time Flord fell sick, and was forced to keep her
bed for several days. At first, she feared that her illness was the
terrible pestilence ; but, though very nearly resembling it in most
of its symptoms, she was fortunate enough to surmount it.

During the time she was confined to her chamber, Mrs. Waddel
Kept up a constant lamentation, declaring that the reputation of
her lodgings would be lost for ever, if Mrs. Lyndsay should die
of the cholera ; yet, to do the good creature justice, she waited
upon her, and nursed her with the most unselfish kindness—
making gallons of gruel, which the invalid scarcely tasted, and
recommending remedies which, if adopted, would have been cer-
tain to kill the patient, for whose life she most earnestly and
devoutly prayed.

The very morning that Mrs. Lvndsay was able to leave her bed,

her husband got % note from Mr. Gregg, informing him that the '

Anne was to sail at four o'clock the next day.

“My dear Flora,” said Lyndsay, tenderly, « I fear you are not'

able to go in your present weak-state.”

« Oh yes, I shall be better for the change. This frightful chol-
era is spreading on all sides. 'The sooner, dear John, we can leave
this place the better. Two persons, Mrs. Waddel told me, died
last night of it,-only a few doors off. I know that it is foolish and
unphilosophical, to_be.afraid of an evil which we cannot avoid; but
I find it impossible to divest myself of this fear. I look wotse than
T feel just now,” she continued, walking across the room, and sur-
veying her face in the glass. My color is returning, I shall pass
muster with the doctors yet.” ‘ '

The great business of packing up for the voyage went steadily
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forward all day ; and before six in the evenmg, trunks, bedding,
and little ship stores, were on board, ready for a start.

Flora was surprised in the afternoon by a visit from Mr. and
Mrs. Gregg, and the two rosy girls, who expressed the greatest
regret at their departure. They bad made a plum-cake for Mrs.
Lyndsay to eat during the voyage; and truly it looked big enough
to have lasted out a trip to the South Seas, while Mrs. Gremr had
brought various small- tin canisters filled with all sorts of farana-
ceous food for the baby.

Abundant as their kindoess was, the bleﬁmus and vood wishes
they heaped upon the emigrants were more abundant still—the
kind-hearted mother and her bonnie girls kissing them at parting,
with tears coursing down their rosy cheelks. Mr. Gregg, who was

terribly afraid of the cholera, tried to raise his own spirits, by de-

scribing all the fatal symptoms of the disease, and gave them a faith-

" ful catalogue of those who had died of it that morning in the city.

He had great faith in a new remedy, which was just then making
a noise in the town, which had been tried the day before, on a rela-

~ tion of his own—the injection of salt into the veins of the suf-

ferer.
«Did it cure him:?” asked Flora, rather eagerly.
“ Why no, I canna jest say it did. But it enabled -him to mak’

his will an’ settle a’ his worldly affairs, which was a great point

gained-

“For . the living,” sighed Flora. “Small satisfaction to the
dying, to be disturbed in their last agonies, by attending to matters
of business, while a greater reckoning is left unpaid.”

~« You look ill yoursel, Mistress Lyndsay,” continzed the good
mef. ¢ Let’s hope that it’s not the commencement of the awfa’
discase.” ' ' ) ’

.« I thought so myself two days ago,” said Flora. “I am grate-
ful to God that it was not the cholera, though an attack very
nearly akin to it. Does it ever break out on board ship ?”’

«“It is an afliction sae lately sent upon the natjons by the Lord,
that we ha’ had sma’ experience o’ the matter,” quoth Mr. Gregg.
“ Your best chance is to trust in Him. For let us be ever so
cautious, an’ He wills it, we canna’ escape out o’ His hand.”

“ Perhaps its the best way to confide curselves entirely to His
care, and to think as little about it as we possibe can. :All our
precautions remind me of the boy who hid ia the cellar durmo'
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a terrible thunderstorm, in the hope that the lightning would never
find him there, little dreaming that his place of safety exposed him
to as much danger as a stand-on the house-top. A man may run
&way from a battle, and escape from a fire, but it seems to me of
little nse@ttempting to fly from a pestilence which lurks in the
very air we breathe, the water we drink, and the food we take to
pourish us. Faith in the mercy of God, and submission to His
will, appear to me the oaly remedics-at all likely to avert the
danger we shrink from with so much fear.”

« It, comes like a thief in the night,” said Mr. Gregg ; “and it
behooves us to all mind the warning o’ the Saviour, to,watch an’
pray, for we know not at what hour the Master of ‘the house
cometh.”

After the good Gre«ro's had made their :vdleus, Flora felt so much
recovered that she accompanied her hushand in a coach, to bid the
rest of their kind friends in Edinburgh farewell. -

They drove first to the house of Mr. W., where Flora bad spent
many happy days during her sojourn in Leith. Mr. W. had an
only son, who held an official situation at the Cape of Good Hope.
Lyndsay had been on intimate terms with this gentleman during
his residence in the colony; and on his return to Scotland, he was
always a welcome visitor at the house of his parents. They loved

.to talk of Willie to Lyndsay, and treasured up as Louschold words

any little anecdotes they could collect of his colonial life. Mrs. W.
and her two daughters were highly aceomplished, clegant women.

They took a deep interest in the fate of the emigrants, and were’

always devising plans for their future comfort.

As to the father of the family, heCwas a perfect original—shrewd,
sarcastic, clever, and very ugly. The world called him morose
and ill-natured ; but the world only judged from his face, and most
certainly he should have indicted it for bringing false witness
against him. Tt was a libellous face, that turned the worst aspect
to the world ; its harsh lines and exdggerated features magnifying
mental defects, while they concealed the good qualities of the warm,
generous heart, that shone like some precious gem mthm that
hard, rough case. _ -

Mr. W. loved opposition, and courted it. He roused himself up
to an’argument, as a terrier dog rouses himself tokill rats; and,
like the said terrier, when he got the advantage of his opponent, he
loved to worry and to tease, to hold on till the last, till the van-
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quished was fain to cry aloud for mercy ; and then his main object
in quitting the dispute was to lie in wait for a fresh tuzzle. Flora
laughed at all his blunt speeches, and enjoyed his rude wit, and
opposed him, and argued with him to his heart’s content, until they

became the best friends in the world.. Their first meeting was so

characteristic, that we must give it here
She had accepted an invitation to dme, with her husband, at Mr.
W.’s house. It was only a family ‘party, and they were to come

early. On their arrival, they found that Mr. W——had been called .

away on business, but was expected back to dinner. After chat-
ting a while to- Mrs. W—— and her daughters, Flora’s attention
was strongly directed to an oil painting which hung above the
drawing-room mantel-piece. It was the portrait of an old man, as
large as life. The fizure was represented in a sitting posture, his
head leaning upon his hand, or rather the chin supported in the
open palm. The eyes glanced upward with a sarcastic, humorous
expression, as if the original were in the act of asking some ques-
tion which a listener might find no easy matter to answer ; and a
smile of mischievous triumph hovered about the mouth. It was

" - an extraordinary countenance. No common every-day face, to

which you could point and say, ““ Does not that put you in mind of

Mr. So-and-So?” Memory could supply no duplicate to this pic- -
- ture. It was like but one other face in the world—the one from

which it had been faithfully copied. It was originally meant for a
handsome face, but the features were exaggerated until they became
grotesque and coarse in the extreme, and the thick, bushy, iron-
grey hair and whlskers, and clay-colored complexion, put the finish-
ing strokes to a portrait whxch might be considered the very #deal
of ugliness. = - A

Whiie Flora sat looking at the picture, and secretly wondering
how any person with such a face could bear to sec it transferred to
canvass, she was suddenly roused from her reverie by the pressure
of a heavy hand upon her shoulder, and a gentleman in a very gruff,
but by no means an iIl-natured or morose voice, thus addressed
her : -

“Did you ever see such a d——d ugly old fellow in your life

before 27

« Never,” retumed F]ora., very innocently. Then, looking up

in his face, she cried out witha sudden start, and without the least

. mental reservation, ¢ It is the picture of yourself!”
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“Yes, it is my picture. An excellent likeness—half bull-dog,
half terrier. Judging from that ugly, crabbed old dog over the
mantelpiece what sort of a fellow ought I to be?”

He said this with a malicious twinkle in his clear, grey eyes, that
glanced like sparks of fire from under his thick, bushy eyebrows.

¢ Better than you look,” said Flora, langhing. ¢ But your ques-
tion is not a fair one, Mr. ‘W——; I was taken by surprise, and
you taust not press me too hard.” .

«A clear admission, young lady, that you would rather avoid

telling the truth.” '

«Tt is the portrait of a plain man.”

“Pshaw! You did not qualify it as such in your own mind.
Plain is only one degree worse than good-looking. You thought
it___.”

- % Ugly—if you insist upon it.”:

« Nothing worse 27

« Eccentric—pugnacious—satirical.”

“ God’s truth. * But that was not all.”

¢« Good heavens! but what am I to say ?” o

“ Don't swear ; ’tis not fashionable for ladies. I do it myself;
but ’tis a bad habit. Now shall I tell you what you did think of
the picture 2 '

“ I would rather have your opinion than mine ?”’

“To relieve you from the horns of the dilemma? Well, then;
you thought it the ugliest, most repulsive, and withal the oddest
phiz you ever saw; and you woundered how any one with such a
ludeous, morase couutenance, could’ ever sﬂ; for the pxctnre 2 a

¢ Indeed I did.”
~ “Good !” cried her tormentor, clapping his hands. “You and
I'must be friends. You wonder how I came to gmess your thoughts ;
I know them by my own. Had any one.asked my opinion of the
picture of another man. as ugly as that, I should have spoken out
plainly enough. I have often wondered that the Almighty con-
descended to animate such an ill- looking lump of clay with a por-
thﬂ of His Divine Spirit. Fortunately the qualities of the mind
do not depend upon the beanty of the face—though personal beauty
is o-reatly increased by the noble-qualities of the mind ; and I know
my-inner man to be as vastly superior to its outer case, as the moon
is to the cloud she pierces with her rays. To mind, I am indebted
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for the greatest happiness I enjoy—the conﬁdence and affection of
my wife and children. -

« Mrs. W—— was reckoned pretty in her youth I think her
so still. She was of a good family, too ; With a comfortable inde-
pendence, and had lovers by the score. . Yet she fell in love with
the ugly fellow and married him, though he had neither fame nor
- fortune to offer her in exchange. Nothing but the mental treasures
he had hid away from the world in this rough casket. My daugh-
ters are elegant, accomplished’ girls ; not beauties, to be sure, but
pleasing enough to be courted and sought after. Yet they are proud
of being thought like their ugly old father. °That picture must be
a likeness ; it is portrayed by the hand of love. .My dear girl there
drew it with her own pencil,.and rejoiced that she had caught the
very expression of my face. Teo her, my dear lady, it 'is beautiful,
for love is blind. She does not heed the ugly features; she only
sees the mind she honors and obeys, looking through them.”

« Ah, dear papa, who that knows you, as we know you, could
ever think you ugly?”’ said Mary W- , laying her hand on the
old man’s shoulder, and looking fondly and proudly in his face.
< But I have forgotten all this time to introduce you to Mrs. Liynd-
say.”

“My. old friend Lyndsay’s wife? I ought not to be pleased.?ﬁth ’

you, madam, for you disappointed a favorite scheme of mine.”
“ How could that possibly be?”” said Flora.
“ I Joved that man of yours ; I wanted him for a son-in-Jaw. Of

course, neither I nor the girls hinted sach a wish to him.” But had

he asked, he would not have been refused.” -

¢« Mrs. Lyndsay,” broke in Mary W——, “ you must not mind
papa’s nonsense. He will say just what he likes. Mr. Lyndsay
was always a great fa.vonbe with us all ;.and papa would have his
JoLe at our expense.”

“ Well, my young friend has thought fit to please hunself and I
‘am so well pleased with his wife, that she shall sit by the ugly old
man ; ‘an I will ha’ a'spate o’ clatter wi’ her to mine ain sel.”” )

The more Flora saw of the eccentric old man, the more she
admired and respected him. In a little time, she ceased to think
him ugly—he was only plain and odd looking ; till at length, like
all the rest of Mr. W———s friends, she almost beheved him hand-
some;

'
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dead. .
" The next day the emigrants bade faréwell to the beantiful capital
of Scotland. How gladly would Flora have terminated her earthly
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- When did genius ever fail to leave npon the rudest clay an im-
press of divine origin.

Tt was with feelings of mutual regret, that our emigrants took
leave, and for ever, of this talented family. Before the expiration

was the idol of the family, brought his mother in sorrow to_the
grave. The girls, by some strange fatality, only survived hep, a
few weeks ; and the good old man, bereft of every kindred tie, pined
away and died of & broken heart.

Some years, after Flora had been settled in Canada, a gentle-
man from Scotland, who had been acquainted with the W——
family, told her that he called upon -the old gentleman on a
matter of business, a few days after the funeral of his youngest
daughter. The old man opened the door: he was shrunk to a
skeleton, and a perfect image of woe. When he saw who his
visitor was, he shook his thin, wasted hand at him, with a mel-
ancholy, impatient-gesture, exclaiming, “ What brings you here,
P——? Leave this death-doomed house! Iam too miserable to
attend to anythincr but my own burden of incurable grief.”

He called again the ﬁ)llowxm7 mommg The poor old man was

pilgrimage in that land of poetry and romance, and spent the rest

of her days among its trathfal, high-minded, hospitable people! .
“But vain are regrets. The inexorable spirit of progress points
onward ; and the beings she chooses to be the parents of a new

people, in a new land, must folfif their august destiny.

; of one short year, that happy group of kind faces had passed out -
“.;0f the world. The sudden death of the younger Mr. W——, who

&

On the 1st of July, 1832, the Lyndsay’s embarked on board the

brig Anne, to seek a new home beyond the Atlantic, and friends
in a land of strangers. . ’




) FLORA LYNDSAY. 167

CHAPTER XXVIL
A NEW SCENE AND STRANGE FAGES.

Four o'clock, P. ., had been tolled from all the steeples in
Edinburgh, when Flora stood upon the pier o’ Leith,” watch-

ing the approach of the small boat that was to convey her on:

board the ugly, black vessel, that lay at anchor at the Berwick

Law. It was a warm, close, hazy afternoon ; distant thunder .

muttered among the hills, and dense clouds floated around the
. mountain from base to summit, shrouding its rugged outline in a
mysterious robe of mist. . Ever and anon, as the elecfcrical breeze
sprang up and stirred these grey masses of vapor, they rolled up in
black, shadowy folds, that took all sorts of Ossianic and phantom-
like forms—spirits of bards and warriors, looking from their grey
clouds upon the land their songs had immortalized, or their valor
. saved. .~ . -
Parties of emigrants and their friends were gathered together
" in small picturesque groups on the pier. The cheeks of the
women were pale and wet with tears. - The words of blessing
and farewell, spoken to those near .and dear to them, were often
interrupted by low, pitiful wails, and heart-breaking sobs.
Fiora.stood apart waiting for her husband, who had been to the
ship, and was in the returning boat that was now making its way

through the water to take her off.  Sad she was, and-pale and ..

anxious ; for the wide world was all before Ber, a world of new.
scenes and strange facés—a future as inscrutable and mysterions
as that from which humanity instinctively shrinks, which leads so
many fo.cling with expiring energy to-evils with which they have
grown familiar, rather than launch alone into that unknown sea
which never bears upon its bosom a retnrmnv sail. Ah, well isit
. for the poor, tremblm,_, o denizens of earth that— .

e Heaven from all creztures hides the book of fate,” ’

or how could they bear up from day to day against the decumu-
lated ills that beset them at every turn along the (,rooked paths of
life ?.

Flora had already experienced that bitterness of grief, far worse |

than death, that separates the emigrant from the home. of his love,
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the friends of his early .youth, the land of his birth ; and ‘she shed
no tear over the mournful recollection, though the deep sigh that
shook her heart to its inmost depths, told that it was smll felt and
painfully present to her memory.

She stood alone-among that weeping crowd; no kmdred hand
was there to press hers for the last time, or bid God speed her on

. ker perilous voyage. Oh, what a blessing it would have been at

that"moment, to have bent a parting glafice on some dear, familiar
face, and gathered *strength and consolation from ‘eyes full of affec-

tion and sympathy !
The beautifal landscape that had so often cheered and vladdened

. her heart, during hLer briel sojourn in that glorious land, no longer

smiled upon her, But was.obscured in storm and gloom. The thun-
der, which bad only muttered at a distarice, now roared among the
cloud-capped hills, and heavy drops of rain began to patter slowly
apon the earth and sca. These bright globules, in advance of the
heavy shower whose approach they announced, made small dimples
in the waters, spreadmv anon into large circles, until the surface
of the salt brine seemed to boil and dance, which a few minutes
before had lain so glassy and still beneath the hot breath of the
coming storm. Flora thought how soon those billows, shaking off
their brief slumber, would chafe and. roar for ever between her and
her native land.

Then the lines of Nature)s own bard, the unhappy but immortal
Burns, whose fame had become as’ eternal as those .ancient hills,
rose to her mind, and she could fancy him standing mpon that very
spot, breathing out from the depths of his great, inspired heart, the
painful separation he anticipated, when called by adverse circurm-
stances to leave old Scotia’s shores and the woman:he adored :

¢ The boat rocksat the pier o’ Lieth,
The ship rides at the Berwxck Law,

The words still hovered on herAipy when the boat touched the
pier, and her husband threw his| a around her and lifted her
and the dear offspring of their mutual Ypve, into the small bark that
was to bear them away from the gloriops land of Bruce and Burns.
The men bent to their oars, and in % Tew minutes, she found her-
self one among the many strangers that crowded. the narrow deck
of the emigrant ship. a
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The down-pouring of the thunder-shower compelled her to take
fustant refage in the cabin, followed by Hannah and tke child.

The little dingy place dignified by that rame, was crowded with
trunks and packages, piled upon each other in endless confusion ;
and the close atmosphere was rendered more hot amd suffocating
from.the mingled odors of brandy, omions, red herrings, and tobac-
co; the smoke from several pipes floated in lazy wreaths through

. the confined space, and effectually concealed, for the first few min-

ates, the parties indulging i the dreamy laxury of the fragrant
weed. LT

The gleom occasioned by the passing thrander-clonds produced a
dim twilight jn the little zoom, which looked more like the den
in a travelling menagerie, appropriated to the use of some im-
prisoned lerd of the desert, thar a fitting hablta.tmn for civilized
men and wemen.

Flora groped het way to the bench that surrounded the walls and
for a few minutes cowered her face with her haads, to conceal her
sgitation and keep dowa the swelling of her heart, before she gained

sufficient courage to reconnoitre the aspect of her temporary home.’

At length, she succeeded in calming her feelings, and was able to
ook about her.

The Captain was sitting apon a large trurk in his shirt-sleeves,
with & short pipe stwck between his teeth, holding in one hand a
tumbler of brandy punch, and in the other a bundle of papers con-
taining a kst of his passengers, which he was in the act of proffer-
ing for the inspection of the excise officers, who were settlmg with
him sundry matters of basiness, conmected with the cargo of the
ship.

Two sinister, illHooking men tbey were, who spoke with loud,
authoritative voices, and for the time being, appeared masters of
the vessel and- all that it contaimed, examining with provoking
exactness cupboards, bedding, boxes, and bins of biscuit, till there
seemed no end to their prying and vexatious system of cros—quw—
tioning.

The Captain notified his comsciousness of the prmenceof the new-
comers with a short mod of recognition; but he was too much occu-
pied to welcome them with words. . He seemed in a desperate il

’ humor with his official visitors, and replied to all their queries with
* a significant elevation of his broad shoalders, and a hrief “ No” or
es,”” which greatly resembled a growl. '
38
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During his absence on deck, whither he accomrpanied the semior
officer, his companion, who ‘was seated o= the bench opposite to
that occupied by Mrs. Lyndsay and her maid, with: bis baek to an
open bin, full of biscuits and. other sea~stores, took the epportunity
afforded by the Captain’s departure, ix filling the hage pockets im
his large jacket with the said stores, until his tall, lank person, was
swelled out into very portly dimensions. He then made a sudder
dash at the brandy-bottle, whick the Captain bad left om the table,
and, casting a thievish glance at Mrs. Lyndsay, who was highly
amused by watching his movenents, he refilled his glass, and tossed
it off with the air of a child who is afraid of being detected, while
on a foraging expedition into Mamma's cupboard. This matter set-
tled, be wiped his mouth with the cuff of his jacket, and assumed o
look of vulgar conseguence and superiority, which must have forced
a smile to Flora’s lips, had she been at all in & humor for mirth.

“Strange,” she thought, as she sat mufBed wp in her cloak, o
silent speetatress of his manceuvres, “that such a mean, dishonest.
wretch as this, should be empowered to act the petty tyrant, and
pass judgment on the integrity of otkers, who is so destitute of the
principles of common honesty himself I'”

She certainly forgot, during ber mental colloguy, the wisdom
concealed beneath the homely addage, « Set a thief to catch =
thief!” and the profound koowledge of the world hidder in the
brief, pithy sentence.

The provoking business of inspection (for so it seemed to the

Captain—to judge by his flushed cheek and frowning brow), was at

length over, and the officers’ withdrew, and wese suceeeded by the
doctor, who was appointed to inspeet the health of the crew and
passengers, before the ship sailed.

Doctor Mac Adie was.a lively, little; redvhaired man, with high

" cheek-bones; and a large, Roman nose, out of sll proportion to the

‘size of his diminutive body, but perfectly harmonizing with his wide,

sensible-looking mouth. His sharp, clear; biue eyes, seemed to have
crept as close to his nose as they possibly eould, in the vain hope
of glancing over the bigh, ridgy borrier it formed betweez them,
which gave to their ewser a peculiarly acute, pemetrating expres-
sion—a glance which appeared to look youw through and throughs
yet, thouoh extremely grotesque, it was a bepevolent, pleasmg face;
full of blunt kindness and ready wit.

The Doctors snuff-box seemed part and parcel of hlmself for
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the quam’c old-fashioned horn reposxtery, that contmned the pungent
powder, real Scatck, never left his hand during his professional dia-
logue with Mrs. Lyndsay.

He shéok his head, &hxs keen eyes. read sickness of mind and
body in her weary and care-worn face. “Ye are ill, my gude
leddy,” be said, in broad Scotch; “in nae conditiou to undertak’
sic a lang voyage.”

Mrs. Lyndsay answered frankly and. truly, that she han been in-
disposed during the past week, and her recovery was so recent,-that
she felt much better in health than her looks warranted.

The Doctor examined- héer tongue, felt her pulse, and still shook
his head doubtingly. *¢ Feverish—rapid pulse—bad tongue—jest
out o’ yer bed, from attack near akin to cholera. - I tell ye that ye
are mair fit to go to bed again, under the dochtor’s care, than to
attempt crossing the Atlantic in a close crib like this.”

“The fresh sea air will soon restore me to health,” said Flora.,

“You know, Doctor, that we cannot command circumstances, and

have things exactly as we could wish ;’ and she checked the sigh -

that rose to her lips, as she recalled to mind her dear, comfortable
cottage at ——, and glanced round the narrow cabin and its
miserable accommodations. .

The Doctor regarded her with eyes full of compassion. - He cer-
tainly guessed her thoughts, and seemed as well acquainted with
complaints of the mind as with bodily ailments.

“ Weel, weel, I ha’e my ain doubts as to your fitness for sic a
voyage in your weak state; but I'll een jest let ye pass. Areye
married orssingle ?””

“ Married.” .

“ An’ the gude man ?—— -~

«Ts on the deck with the captam. He will be here presently.”

“ Ha'e ye ony bairns?”

Flora pointed, with . a feeling of maternal pride, to the little
Josey, who was sleeping upon Hannah’s knees, a lovely picture
of healthy, happy infancy.

¢ Aye, she’s bonnie,” cried the kind Doctor, taking one of the

--tiny alabaster fingers of the babe in his red, rough hand. ¢ Swma’

need o’ a dochter in her case. An’ wha’s this woman ?” touching

Hannah’s shoulder with his forefinger.
“ My nurse-girl.”
“ A married woman ?”

!Ilmw
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“ She shu'd be, I'm Jjest thinkin’; It w111 no be lang before she’s
a mither,” mittered the little man. ng quickly to Flora,
he said, “ I wull speak to the medical man oi board, an’ tell him to
tak’ partic’lar care o’-ye during the voyage. What's his name ?”

“ There i3 no such person. The vessel is too small to incur such
an expensive addition to the comfort of her passengers. The cap-
tain said he was his own doctor.” .

« How many passengers does he tak’ oat?”

“ Seventy-twoin the steerage, five in the; eabm, besides his crew :
eight in number.”

“ Eighty-five human beings, an’ no medwa.l man on board!” "Tis
jest o disgrace to the owners, and shu'd be reported. In case o’
cholera, or ony other epedemlc brakin’ ont amang ye, wha’ ’d
become o’ ye a’ 1’

- “ We must trust in God. The great Physxcxan of souls will not
be forgetful of our bodily infirmities.” |

“True, true, young leddy; cling close to Him. Ye ha’ muckle
need o’ His care. An’ dinna trust your life to the dochtering o’ a
sullen ignoramus like the captain,—an obstinate, self-willed brute,
that, right or wrang, will ha’ his ain way. Dinna tak’ ony medi-
cine frae him.” ‘

Flora was amused at the idea of calling in a one-eyed Esculapius
Iike the jolly captam. - The absurdxty of the thing made her laugh
heartily.

<« It's nae laughing matter,” said the little doctor, whose profes-
sional dignity was evidently wounded by her mistimed mirth.

“Hout! dinna’ I ken the ma'n for the last ten years or mair.
Thae medicine kist he prizes mair than his sole remaining e’e, an™
fancies himsel a dochtor fitting a king. Ye canna’ please him
mair than by gie’'n’ him a job. The last voyage he made in this
verra brig, he administered, in his ignoranee, a hale pint o’ castor
oil in ain dose to a lad on board, which took the puir fallow aff his
legs completely. Anither specimen o’ his medical skill was gie'n
ane o’ his crew & heapen spun fu’ o’ colomel, which he mistook for
magnesia. I varilie believe that he canna’ spell weel eneugh to
read-the directions in the buik. .An’is it {o sic a dunderheid that
the lives of eighty-five human beings are to be entrusted ?”

Flora was highly entertained by this account of the captain’s

—
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skill ; while the doctor, who loved to hear himself ta.ik continued
in a more impressive and confidential tone— . .

« Now, dinna’ be sae ill advised as to be takin’ phees;c a’ the
time, young leddy. If ye wu'd keep yersel in health, persuade the
captain to gie ye the charge o’ yon kist o’ poisons, an’ tak’ the first
opportunity to drap the key by accident overboard. . By sae doin’

ye may be the savin’ o’ your ain life, an’ the lives of a’ the hamani--

ties on boord the brig dnne.”

Flora was fond of a ‘little amateur doctoring. To part with the
medicine chest, she considered, would be a great sin, and she was
already secretly longing to overhaul its contents.

A few well-established remedies, promptly administered in simple
cases of illness, and followed by the recovery of the patients, had
made her imagine herself quite a genius in the healing art; andshe
rejected the homely little doctor’s last piece of advice as an eccen-
tric whim, arising either from ignorance of his profession, or from
disappointment in not having been appointed surgeon to the brig.

Doctor MacAdie was neither deficient in skill nor talent. He -
- was & poor man, of poor parentage, who had worked hard to obtain

bis present position, and provide a comfortable home for his father
and mother in their old age.” His practice was entirely confined to
the humble walks of life, and he was glad to obtain a few additional
meals for a large family by inspecting the health of emigrants pre-
paratory to their voyage.

In this case, his certxﬁcate of health was very satxsfactory ; and

he told the Captmn that he had seldom seen a heartier, healthier
“set 0’ decent bodies in sic a sma’ vessel,” and he pathetically
entreated him ‘not to tamper with their constitutions, by giving
them dangerous drugs whose chemical properties he did not under-
stand, declaring emphatically, « that nature was the best phesi-
cian after allL” The Captain considered this gratuitous piece
of advice as an insult, for he very gruffiy bade Doctor MacAdie
“ Go to h— and take care of his own patients ; he wanted none of
his impertinent interference.”

The little doctor drew up his shoulders with an air of profound
contempt ; then taking a monstrous pinch of snuff, in the most
sneezable manner from his old-fashioned box, he shook Mrs. Lynd-
say kindly by the hand, and wishing her and her gude man o pros-
perous voyage, vanished up the companion-ladder. B

01d Boreas shook his fist after his retreating figure. “Youd—d,
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insignificant, snuffy little coxcomb ! I'm a d—d sight better doctor

than you are. If the government sends you again, poking your
long nose among my people, I'll make a surgical case for you to
examine at home at your leisure, I will.”

In order to divert his ill-humor, Flora inquired at what hour the
ship sailed. -

« She must wait for that which never yet waited for mortal
man—wind and tide. It will be midnight before we get under-
weig

Boreas always spoke in short sentences: He was a man of few
words, rough, ready, and eccentrically blunt. Had his talents been
proportioned to his obstinacy of will, he might have ruled over large
communities, instead of acting the petty tyrant on the deck of his
small craft. Right or wrong, he never gave up his opinion to any
one. He certainly did not belong to the “Aye, Sir—very true,

- Sir”” school of individuals, who would resign their own souls to

agree with their superiors in rank or power. If there was a being
on earth that he despised more than another, it was a sneak. On
one occasion, when a steerage passenger,-in order to curry favor,
was prostrating himself before him after this fashion, assuring the
Captain “that Ass thoughts coincided zactly with his own,” he

burst out in a towering passion: “D— you, sir! havent you got ¢

an opinion of your own? I don’t want such a sneaking puppy as
you to think my thoughts and echo my words. I should despise
myself, if I thought it p0551b1e that we could agree on any sub-
ject.”

If really convmced Ahat he was wrong, he would show it by a
slight diminution of his ferocious stubborness ; but would never ac-
knowledge it in words. If he gained even a doubtful advantage over
an adversary, he rubbed his hands, clapped his knees, and chuckled
and growled out his satisfaction, il a manner peculiarly his own.
He was only tolerable as a companion after taking his third glass

of brandy and water ; and as he commenced these humamzmo- doses |
- by daybreak in the morning, repeating them at stated intervals dur-

ing the four-and-twenty hours, by noon he became sociable and
entertaining ; and would descend from his anti-meridian dignity, and
condescend.to laugh and chat in a dry, humorous style, which, if it
lacked refinement, was highly amusing.

Though an inveterate imbiber of alcohol, he was never posi-

tively drunk during the whole voyage. The evil spirits seemed to-
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make no Impression upon the iron fibres of his stubborn brain arnd
heart. He judged his morality by the toughness of his constitution,
and congratalated bimself en bheing a sober man, while he com-
plained of kis secord mate, 2ad stigmatised him ‘a5 a drunken,
wworthless fellow, because one glass of puach made him intoxicated.
This is by no means an urcommon thing both at home and abroad;
and men condemn others more for want of st.rengﬂx ef kead, than
streagth of heart.

—_——
CHAPTER IXXVIIL

THE STATE CABIN.

‘Way it was called so, Flora could not imagine, as she retrested <

%o the little domwicile awhich was {6 be €ntirely appropriated to her
own mse. It was a very small closet, 2bout seven fost im length,
and a very little broader than it was long. It contained neither '
stool, bench, ror cheir,and there was just room enough after closing
the door, to turn rousd and undress.: The top of a large chest of
painted deal drawers, with a raised board in front, 2nd sereencd by
faded red stuff curtaios, formed the bed ; for which Lyndsay had
purchased 2 bair-matress and féather_ pillows, to render it more
<comfortable during the voyage for bis wife and child. ‘But it was
perched up at such an unreachable height from the ground, that the
bed was on a level with Mrs: Lyndsay’s chin. After Honzah had
arranged the clean beddieg, the guestion naturally suggested itself,
< How in the warld shall I ever get in?” and as Flora was one of
ithose persors who zever left difficaltics ¢o be encountered at the
last moment, she thought # would be better to make the experi-
ment by daylight. After many ineffectual attempts, in which she
50 far suceseded that she bruised her <him, and Tnocked theskin off

-one of her knees, she gave the task up In despair.

“ What am I to de, Eannah?” che said, appealing to her atten-

«Jant, in 2 tore helf laaghing, half cryisg. < I -would require the

long legs of Curus Wilson, the London g'lanﬁ,w:each so high.
Go into the cabin and feteh hither a chsir.”

“ Why, la, Marm, there arn’t such.a thing as a chair in the whole
ship. There’s nothing to set o but them hard benches, which are
enough to distruct 21l the bones in your body. They worn’t never
made for ferales, them benches—only for rude sailor fellers, whose
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skin is as hard and tough as shinocerums. 'Why i3 tires one more

to sit down than to sta.nd up. My back hakes ever since we comed

into this com’d vessel.”

“ But the child and I can never sleep here as matters are at pre-
sent. If it is sach a difficult thing to get to bed when the ship is
at anchor, what will it be when she is plunging about in a storm 2”7

“You had better bax the capting, Marm. He must kpow the
proper way of climbing ap, for it was his own be

¢ It will seem so absurd. He mey, however, have a stepladder
toreach it. Go to him, and ‘ask him, w1th my compliments, how
he gets into bed.”

Hannah returned laughing, and with flushed eheeks.

“La, Marm, he says “ that he gets in like other folks; tha
where there’s a will, there's alers a way.” An’ ke burst out into
. such 4 loud roaring laugh that it made me feel quite ashamed.

"Arter-he had had his fur and wiped his eye—he has but one, you
- knows, Marm—he eries out—ITout, lass! let her jest make o
flight of steps, by pulling out the drawers one above another for a
Jittle way ; they answer the purpose of stairs, and if she’s in down-
right earnest to0.go to bed, she'll soon learn how toget in; but mind
she don't knock her head against the ceiling, or fall out and break
* her neck, or there’l be the devil to pay. with her husband, and no
pitch hot. And tell her, lass, that the drawers are empty, and at
her scrvice to stow away all her little traps ; and there’s a cubby
hole jest at the head of tbe bed, fail of book& waieh she can read
when she has a mind.”
Flora was bighly delighted with the resalt of Harmah’s messpge.
She immediately attempted the method proposed by the rough .

sailor, and after a trialex two, became guite expert in rolling .io' '
and out of the berthr; though, i spite of the warning ke bad given, .

she rapped her head several times against the low e°1lmg whicl
was only a few feet above ker pillow.

She then proceeded to fil} the large, deep dmwers with clotihcs
for herself and Jgsex during the voyage, and had got everything
comfortably, mhefore night elosed in, and she recexved asum-
‘mons from the stewaed that « tea was ready.” -

«That’s good news,” ssid Hanpah ; I feel guite raversome with
hunger, and if I don’t lay in a good stock to-night I shall feel bad
enough to-morrow with the "orrid sickness. The moment the shlp
begins to heave, I sha}l be beaving too.”

<o
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“ Say nothing about it, Hannah—enjoy yourself while you can.
Give me the little pocket-glass out of my trunk. My hair is all
scattered about my face.”

“Yes; Marm, you'd better tidy up a blt, for there’s company in
the cabin—not ’zactly ladies, but kind of ladies, such as Misses
‘Waddel would call decent folk. * One of them was sitting upon the
Capting’s knee when I went in, and drinking punch with him out
of the same gl )

“ Very decent ladxes truly,” said Flora, doubtful whether to make
one of such a refined party. Just as she had determined to remain
where she was for the night, Lyndsay tapped at the door, and she

 called him in to hold a consultation.

“ Come away,” said he, langhing; *it is only the captain’s
wife, and the mate’s, with two of their sisters. Nice, good-tem-
pered, natural women, who will behave themselves with due deco-

~rum. Old Boreas will be quite hurt if you refuse to come out of
your den, and play the amiable to his woman folk.”

" Flora no longer hesitated; she took her husband’s arm, and
emerged from her hiding-place into the cabin, which now presented
a very different appearance to what it had done some hours before.
All the confusion of trunks and packages that had filled up the
small available space had been removed, and it looked as neat and
i;omﬁ)rtable as such a confined crib could possibly look under the
most favorable circumstances.

The company, consisting of four smartly-dressed young women,
were ranged along the bench opposite the door from which Flora
made ber debut. They regarded her with a nervous, awkward agi-
tation, as they rose simultaneodsly and dropped as low a courtesy
as the narrow space between the bench and the table would allow.
Flora returned the salutation with a distant bow, and caught a
reproving glance from her husband. The ceremony of introduction

" then commenced, by the captain rising to his legs, and stretching .

out his red, right hand with an air of dignity, ‘ Mrs. Lyndsay,

cabin passengsr in the biig Anne—Mrs. Williams, my wife, ma’am

—Mrs. Collins, Mrs. Lyndsay,—my wife's sister-in-law,—~Miss

Naney and Betsey Collins, Mrs. Lyndsay,—Mr. Collins, my first

mate, and brother to Mrs. Williams, Mrs. Lyndsay.”

Then came the shaking of hands, which we fear Mistress Lynd~
say performed with a very bad grace, for she had not as yet.been
seasoned by a long residence in a semi-democratic country, where

g%
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people get over their prejudxc@ regarding superiority of blood
- and breeding, and must not only shake hands with, but associate
with persons on an equal footing, whom, in the old country, they
would consider vastly inferior. Lyndsay, who pitied the ecmbar-
" rassment of the family party assembled in the cabin, received them
. with a frank courtesy, which soon restored confidence, and set
them at their ease, though it was difficult to refrain from a smile
at the scared look they cast at each other when Mrs. Lyndsay took
her seat among them; and the dead silence which fell upon them,
and checked the lively chattering that a few minutes before had
rung through the cabin. e

Tea. and coffee were smoking upon the table,/whlch was covered
with all sorts of dainties, that the-captain’s wife had brought in
a basket to make merry with, and which she proffered to the
strangers with trae Scotch hospitality, assuring 1hem that the rick
__bun'and short bread had been made with her an hands, as a little
treat for Jock before leaving the country.

«“Meg forgets that I'm a rough English sailor, and don’t care a

fig for her Scotch sunkets,” quoth Boreas, speaking with his mouth °

full,of short bread. “ A good red herring and a sliee of Gloster
cheese is worth them all. But wilful women will have their own
way, and I must eat the mawkish trash to please her.”

« An’ find it varra gude, Jock, an’ I'm no mistaken,” said the
buxom fair-haired woman, tapping bis rough cheek. “It wad be
something new for him to praise onything made by his own wife.”

And then she rattled away about the inconstancy of men, and
of sailors especially, in such a droll, provoking manner, that she
forced her rude lord to lay. aside his dignity and laugh-at her non-

sense. ~ She was a comely, sonsy dame, neither very young, nor"..

very pretty ; but he was her senior by many years, and he bore her
raillery with the same grace that 2 staid old cat submits to the
impertinent caresses.and euffs of a frolicsome kitten. When
he growled and swore; she clapped her hands and laughed, and
_called him her dear old sea-bear, and hoped that he. would not die
of grief during her absence.
« Never fear, Meo', T don’t mean to give you the chance of tor-
mentmc another fellow out of his wits. I shall ln'e long enough to

plague you yet.’
«“Na’ doubt,” said Meg, *“which thonffht wﬂl console me for

~w
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your abserce; an’ I sall be as merry es a lark until you return to
execute your tbreat.”

« Meg, you are a duft women,” saxd Cellins, e mate. “The
captain does na’ half like your teasing. Can’t you leave him
alone 7’

* « Mind your ain business, Wulhe, an’ take care of your ain wife.
T canna’ play-the fule like Jean, wha's whimperin’ by herself in the
corner.” :

* This was indeed the ease. Mrs. Collins had only been married

- - a few weeks, and the parting wither bridegroom was a heart-
" breaking affair. They were a very interesting young couple ; and

the tall, fair girl sat apart from the rest of the group, nursing an
agony of fear in her gentle bréast,. lest her Willie should be
drowned, and she should never see him afram She made despe-
rate efforts to control her grief, and conceal her tears that rolled in
quick succession down her pale cheeks. Collins sprapg to her
side, and circling her slender waist with his manly arm, whispered
into her ears lovirg words, full of kope and comfort. It would
not do ; the poor girl could not be reconciled to the separation,

and answered all his tender  endearments with low, stifled sobs,

filling the heart of the lover-husbend with the grief that bur-
thened her own.

Collins had a fine, sensible face, though it had been consider-~
ably marred by the small-pox. His features were straight and
well cat ; his hair dark and curling; his handsome grey eyes full
of’ manly fire. Though not exactly a gentleman, he possessed high
and honcrable feelings, and his frank manners and independent
bearing won for -him the good will and respect of all.

Doubtless Jean thought him the handsomest man in o’ Scotland,
and most women would have said that he was a good-looking, dash-
ing sailor. As he bent over his disconsolate, weeping bride, with
such affectionate earnest love beaming from his fine eyes, and tried

* with gentle words to reconcile her to their inevitable parting, he

afforded a striking contrast to his superior, who regarded a tempo-
rary absence from his spouse as a thing of course—a mere matter of
business, which he bore with his usual affectation of stubborn in-
difference.

Feeling that her presence must be a restraint upon the family
party, the moment the evening meal was concluded Flora bade them
good-night and retired to her state cabin ; and, worn out with the
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fatigue of the dav she andressed and went to bed. The rain was

still falling heavily, and she was forced to leave her door partly un-

closed to obtain a little air, for the heat was oppressive in the close
confined berth. For.a long time she lay awake—mnow thinking sad
thoughts and shedding sadder tears—now listening to the hum of
voices in the outer cabin, broken oceasionally by songs and merry
Dursts of laughter.

The Captain’s wife and her sisters, she found, were on their way
to Aunster fair, which was to be held on'the morrow, at which place
they were to be put on shore. And she remembered the old song
of Maggie Lauder, and her encounter with the piper om her way to
that celebrated fair : and was pot a little amused to hear old Boreas,
as if he had read her thoughts, roar eut the national ditty in a hoarse;
deep voice, as rough and unmmusical as a Dorwester piping among
the shrouds.

As she reclined on her leOW, she could just see, throuah a small
aperture in the red curtains that concealed her person from obscr-
vation, the party gathered around the cabin table. " =

The captain’s wife was scated on his knée, and Jean’s pale check

rested on her bridegroom’s manly breast. Old Boreas was in his,

“glory, for the brandy bottle was before him, and he was insisting
upon the ladies taking a glass of punch, and drinking success te
the voyage.~ This théy all did with_a very good grace; even the

pensive Jean sipping occasionally from her husband’s tambler.

The captain’s wife began teasing hita for a fairing, which he
very bluntly refused to bestow. She called in the aid of Miss
Nancy and Betsy, and they charged down upon him with such a
din of voices, that the jolly tar emptied the contents of his leathern

purse into Meg’s lap, who clutched the silver, and kissed him, and ) ’

" clapped his broad back, and laughed like a child.

By-and-by ke was forced to leave her togo upon deck ; when she
rose, and went to her brother, and laying her hand upon his shoul-
der, addressed him in a mabner so-serious, so different from her for-
mer deportment, that Flora could scarcely believe it was the same

. pérson that now spoke.
“Waullie, ye maun promise me @a gude look-out on Jock
daring the voyage. He’s jest killl himsel wi’ drink. Canna’

ye persuade him to gie it up ava ?’ .

The mate shook his head. *Ye ken the ma'n, Maggie. He

wull gang his ain gate.”

<
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Maggie sighed heavily. “ It'sa puir look ouwt for his wife an’
the twa’ weans. He'll mo leave it aff for our sakes. But ye
maun put in a word o’ advice now and then.”

“It's of na’ use, Maggie. He’s as obstinate as a brute beast.
If he wull na’ do it for your sake and the bairns—he’ll no be
convinced by word o’ mine. m tbmkm tha.t opposition on that

" heid wud do mair harm than gu

“ An” then, they women folk—Wnlhe. He's na’ to be trusted. )
‘Wi’ him—out o’ sight is out o’ mind. He never thinks o’ his wife
at hanie the moment he puts out to sea.”

« Dinna’ be sae jealous, woman. "Ha’ ye na’ faith?’” said Col-
lins, pressing Jean closer to his heart. ¢ Do you think thatsailors
ar’ wa’ than ither men ?” )

«Ye are a’ alike,” sighed Meg, « though doubtless Jean thinks
ye wull ever be true to her, an’ keep your eyes shut when you pass
a pretty lass for her sake. I ken you better.”

<] were nae worthy to be ‘your brither's wife, Maggie, an’ I
doubted his honesty,” said Jean, indignantly, as she lifted her long;
fair- curls from her husband’s breast, and regarded him with a
glance of pfofound devotion. “If ye had mair faith in Jock,
he wu'd be a better man.”

«“It’s early days wi’ ye yet, Jean ;—wait a wee while afore ye
find faut wi’ yer elders ‘Wallie weel kens that I'm na’ mxstrnstfu
wi'out cause.’

Flora did not hear the mate’s reply : sleep we:ghed heavily upon
her eyehds and she dropped off mto profound repose.

———
CHAPTER XXIX.
FLORA’S FELLOW-PASSENGERS.

'TaE grey dawn glimmered faintly through the bull'seye of
ground glass in the ceiling of Mrs. Lyndsay’s- cabin, before she
again unclosed her eyes. Shesat up in ber berth and steadied her-
self, glancing a first wonderingly around her, and marvelling where
she was. The heaving of the vessel, and the quick rushing-of the -

' waves against her sides, informed her that the ship had sailed

during the night, and recalled to her mind the events of the past

day. .
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The voyage, whether for good or ill, had commenced ; and the
certainty of her present position relieved her mind of a heavy bur-
den of anxiety. She rose and dressed herself, and earnestly, upon
her knees, besought the Almightyto protect them from the perils
N . and dangers of the deep, and watch over them for good during i

their passage -across- the mighty waters. Nor were her fellow- ]
passengers; although unknown to her, forgotten in her petition to ' '
the general Father. Strengthened and refreshed by this act of
devotion, she felt her spirits revive and her heart cxpand with
renewed cheerfulness and hope, and trustfully believed that God
had given a favorable answer to her prayer.
Early as the hour was, she found watchful eyes awake in the
"~ *ship. The Captain was already on deck, and Sam Fraser, the
steward, a smart lad of eighteen, was cleaning out the cabin. The
boards felt cold and wet, and Flora, who was anxious to see all
she could of the coast of Scotland, hurried upon deck, where she
found her husband up before her, and conversing with the Cap-
tain. .
The Anne, with all her white sails set was scudding before a :
* favorable wind, which whistled aloft stranoe solemn anthems in =~ -
-":the shrouds. The sun had just climbed above the mountain-heights,
that formed a glorious background to the blue; glancing waters,
over which the ship glided like a thing of life. It was a splend1d
July morning, and the white-crested billows flashed and rolled their’
long sparklmcr surges beneath a sky of cloudless brillisncy ; and all
i nature glowed with life and beauty, as land and sea looked-up
reJmcmfrly, to haxl the broad, open eye of day.

¢ ’Twas heaven above—aroand—below ”

The romantic features of the coast; with all the poetical and -
historical associations connecbed with it—the deep music of
ocean—the very smell of the salt brine, filled the heart of Flora
Lyndsay with hope and W"'T‘“ 5 have gazed upon such. a soul-

- stirring scene, with a mind burdened with painful regrets, woild
have beeu an act of impiety towards the bouatifal Creator, whose g
presence "is never more fully recognised than when following the

course that His wisdom has shaped out for us across that pathless
wilderness of waves—that wonderful mm'or of His power, which, .
whether in storm or shine, falthfu]ly reflects the glory and great— 'Y
ness of its Maker. " . . o
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With returning health and spirits, Flora’s mind recovered its

former tone; she felt not only contented, but happy, and submitted -

herseif with chlld—hke confidence to the protecting care of the Uni-
versal Father.

« All, doubtless,” she thought, «“is ordained for the best. If
not for us, for our children. Others have toiled for us; it is but
meet that we should toil in our turn. It is to the workers, not to
the dreamers, that earth opens up her treasures. Life is beset with
trials, take which path we may. The brightest sky at times is
darkened by clouds ; the calmest ocean vexed with storms. What
matters it that we are called upon to bear the burden and heat of
the day, if we receive the reward of our labors at night? If the
sunset is' fair and peaceful who recalls the tempest that darkened

the heavens at noon? The quiet grave receives all at last; and
those who have worked hardest on earth, will find a brighter:

morning fGk their eternal holiday of love and praise.”

“ What are you thmkmv of, Flora?” said, Lyudsay, drawing her
arm within his own.

I was thinking, dearest, that it was good to be here.”

«“Your ’clicm‘ghts7 then, were an echo of my own. Dependhpon

it, Flora, that we shall find it all right at last.”
For a long time they stood together, silently surveying the mag-

nificent coast that was rapidly gliding from them: Lyndsay’s soul-

lighted- eyes rested proudly upon 'it, and a shade of melancholy
pa.ssed across his brow. It was his native land, and he deeply felt

that he looked upon its stern, majestic face for the last time. But’

he was not a man who could impart the inner throbbings of his

heart (and it was a great heart) to others. Such feclings he con- .

sidered too sacred to unveil to common observation—and even she,

the wife of .his bosom, could only read by the varying expression -

of his’countenance the thoughts that were working within.
¢ Courage, my dear Flora.,” he said at length, with one of his
own kind smiles. ¢ All will be well in the’ end, and we shall still

- - bé Happy in each other’s love. Yes—as happy in the ba.ckwoods
“of Canada as we have been in England.” -

Flora felt that with him she"could be happy anywhere—-that
pa,ra,dxse would be a prison, if his pr%ence did not enliven:and give
interest to the scepe.

Few of the emigrants had found their way to the deck at that’
. early hour; and for some time Flora enjoyed a charming téte-g-téte
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with her husband. Gradually the deck grew more populous ; and
men were seen lounging against the bulwarks, smoking their pipes,
or performing their ablutions—a wooden tub and canvass bucket
serving them for hand-basin and water-jug. Then commenced the
great business of cooking the morning meal; and Haonibal, the
black lord of the caboose, was beset by a host of scolding, jabber-
ing wonten, all fighting and quarrelling for th: rst chance at the
stove. - He took their abuse very coolly, setffing the dispute by
making the auld wives draw lots for precedence They consented
to this arrangement with a very bad grace. Not more than four
kettles could occupy the fire at one time ; and though some clubbed,
and made their mess of porridge together in one large pot, the rest
grumbled and squabbled during the whole operation, elbowing and
crowding for more room, and trying to push each other’s coffee and
teapots into the fire. And then, all in a breath, at the very top of
their shrill voices, appealed to Hanmbal to act as umpire among
them, and establish their claims to the‘best side of the fire; his
“answer was brief and to the point—
“Dere be dis fire. You hab him in so long. Him wait for no
“one. Your time up. You take off pot, or I pitch pot into sea.
Others must eat as well as you ; so keep your breath to cool your
porridge ; and if that no suit you, fight it out—fight it out!” . -
"And here he flourished over their heads his iron ladle, full of some
scalding liquor, which silenced the combatants for one ¥hile, until a
new set of applicants emerging from the gangway, made them rush
more vigorously than ever to the charge.
As Flora continued pacing the deck and Watchmo' the noisy
group round the cooking-stove, she felt no small degree of curiosity

respectiug them. Rude and unpolished as they appeared to. be,

they were yet her fellow-voyagers to that unknown land-to which
all their hopes and fears instinctively turned ; and she could scarce]y
regard with indifference those whom' Provxdence bhad thrown
together in pursuit of the same object. She wanted to know some-
thing about them from their own lips—what their past lives had

been, what were their future prospects, and the causes that had led

them to emigrate to Canada. Perhaps something of the same feel-
ing is experienced by most persons suddenly thrown together and
confined for some weeks in such a narrow space as the interior of a
small brig—for the Anne contained more passengers for her size and
tonnage than many large, three-masted vessels. During the long

s
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voyage her-curiosity was amply gratified, and she learned sbmeth'mg

"of the history and characters of most of these people. First, there -

was an old highland soldier, who bad served during"the greater
part of the Peninsular war, and bad seen a great deal of hard
service, and received a number of hard kmocks in the way of

wounds and bioken bones, of which—now-the pain-and-danger was

over==he~was. not a little proud, as they formed a mevér-ending
them of boasting and self-exaltation ; and had honest Donald Mac-
donald charged his fellow-passengers a penny a peep-at the scarson

Bls legs, breast, and arms, he might have made enough to pay the -

expenses of his passage out. “ His wounds,” he said, * were all in
the rlo'ht place. He was too well- bred to turn his back to an
enemy.”

Macdonald was one of the many unfortunate old pensioners, who
had been indaced to part with a certain provision for his old age,
to try his fortunes in the backwoods of Canada.

" He knew as little of hard labor as any officer in his regiment,
still less of agricultural pursuits, and perhaps could barely have told
thie difference between one sort of grain and another, having entered
the army a mere boy, quite raw and inexperienced, from his native
hills.

He had a wife, and five rude, brawny, coarse chxldren—-the three
eldest girls from seven to fourteen years of age. “They were not

- of the right sort,” he said ; “but they were strong enough for boys,

and would make fine mothers for dragoons, to serve in case of war.”

But as ‘Canada is not at all a belligerent country, these qualifi-
catxous i his bouncing, red haired lassies, were no reecommedation.

Thé two spoilt boys were still in short coats, and could afford
little help to their veteran fu  father for many years to come.

Donald had formed the most extravagant notions of Canada. In
his eyes it was a perfect El Dorado, where gold was as plentiful as
blackberries upon the bushes. He never seemed to have given the
idea of having to work for his living a thought—and he laughed
at a notion so dxsa.greea.ble and repugnant to his old habits, as
absurd—

" “Whg’ was the use of ganging to a new courtry,” he said, “if
a bodie had to work as hard there as in the auld ?”

After paying his passage-money, and providing provisions for
the \foyage, he had only the sum of nineteen pounds remaining,
“hxch’he considered an ineshaustible fand of wealth, from which
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he was to obtain, not only a comfortable living in theland of prom-
ise, but an independent fortune., He was entitled to a grant of
land, which be said, “ would meke him a laird, and place himon an
equal footing with the lairds in-the backwoods of Canada.”

Flora often wondered, in after years, what became of. poor Mac-
dénald and all his high-flown dreams of futare greatness.

_The wife of the 6ld soldier was a tall, raw-bened, red-fisted virs~
go, who fought-with both fists and tongue. - -She semed to live in a
perfect element of strife ; a quarrel could not exist-in the ship with-
out her being either the original eause; or the active prometer of
it, affer-it-was once set on foot. She would bally the captain, ont
swear the sailors, and ont-scold all the rest of the femalities in the
vessel. -

The danghber of a soldier, bom amidst the horrors‘of war, and
brought up as a camp follower, her ignorance of all the gentler
humanities of life was only exceeded by her violence. While assist-
ing in pillaging the dead, after the battle of Waterloo, she had found
the sum of a hundred gold Napoleons-concealed in a belt upon the
person of a dead French officer. This' made her a woman of for-
tune, and led to her marringe with her present husband ; for she,
like the woman of Samaria, had had several, who doubtless were
glad to be released by death from the unnatural tyranny. of such a
mate. Maedonald was-an easy, good-natured man, who, for the sake
of peace, let the wilfal woman have her ewn way, and thrash him

and the bairns as often ag the wicked spirit -by whieh she was pos- .

sessed, prompted her to exhibit ﬂme peculiar marks of her con-
jugal and maternal love.

Had Macdonald been asked why he submitted to such base treat-
ment from his wife, he might haye answered with the tall Caua.dum

- backwoodsman, when questioned on the same subject—

“ It pleases her, and it don’t hart- L

Mrs. Macdonald was in'a delicate situation, and from the very
day the ship sailed, she gave out: that she was on the eve of an
inerease to her interesting family—to the great indignation of the
Captain, who had a mortal antipathy to babies ; and he declared, in
his rough way, « That it-was an imposition; Mrs. Macdonald had
no right to swindle him into taking out more passengers than he
had bargained for.

The stalwart dame was enchanted that she had found out a way '

to annoy the Captain, to whose orders she was forced to submit,
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and whom, in consequence, she regarM as a bitter enemy, and she
did all in her power to encourage his fears respecting her. When- -
ever he paced the deck in sullen dignity, she began to sxgh and

_ groan,-and déclare, in a voice loud  enough for him to overhear,

“that she-did na’ think that she could haud out anither day ava.”

There was another pensioner-on board, who was the sworn friend
and countryman of Macdonald. Hugh Mackenzie was a n,
and a fine, tall, soldierly-dooking man: His-wife was a It
chatty, gossipping weman, ‘from Berwickshire. A good creat
in her way, but sadly addicted to the use of ‘strong waters, drown-
ing the ‘little ‘sense’ehe hed in the fumes of whiskey and brandy.
She and her husband spent all their time in eating and. drioking,
when they were not taking snuff and smoking. They were cook-
ing, or preparing for it, ffom morning till night; and generally
headed the forlorn hope that three times a day besieged the car-
boose, and defied the valiant Aanibal-to his very teeth.

Mrs. Mackenzie was the very reverse of her goed friend, Mrs.

4 Maedonald, for she stood in perpetual fear of her tall husband, who

thrashed her soundly when she got drunk ; moreover, she was very
jealous of all the young women in the ship, whom she termed
« Lazy, bold, gude-for-naught hizzies, who wnd na’ led -2’ bodies
man alane.”

She would sit for hours on deck smokmg 2 short black pipe, and
crooning old border ballads, in a.voice anything but musieal.

Dauring Flora’s long morning promenade upon deck, she more
than once caught a pair of yellow, queer-looking eyes peering at
her from beneath the shade of one of the boats that were slung to
the main-mast, and by-and-by, & singularly disagreeable looking
head raised itself from-a couch of cloaks, and continued its investi-
gation in a very. impertinent and intrusive manner. The head -
belonged to a little man in a suuff-colored snit, whose.small, pert,
pugnacious face, eyes, hair and complexion, were only-a variety of
the same shades as-the dress in which-he had cased his outer. man.
Flora quietly pointed him out to her husband, and asked, in a whis-

per, “ What he thought of the little brown-man?”..

« His appearance . i3 10t at all prepossessing,” said Lyndsay.
« 1 will ask the-Qaptain, who is commg this way, who and what

heis?’

" The question seemed to embarrass old Boreas not a httle. He
threw a frowning glance towards the spot occupied by the stranger,
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shrugged his shoulders, whistled a tune, and thrusting his hands
into his breeches’ pockets, took several turns on the deck before he
made any reply.” Until seeing the snuff-colored individual abont to
crawl out of his hiding-place, he-called out, in a gruff voice—

«Keep where you are, sir—the longer you remain out of sight

"the better. By exposing yourself to observation, you miy cause
trouble to more persons than oné!”

The person thus unceremoniously addressed, smiled mal:gnantly,
and retreating beneath the shade of the boat, snarled out some
reply, only audible to the Captain ; whose adviee did not, however,
seem lost upon him, for aftér the Lyndsays had taken another turn
or two, and he bad glared at them. with his little fiery eyes suffi-
ciently to gratify his insolent curiosity, he agaiu emerged from
under the boat, and succeeded in tumbling into it—and drawing a

~part of a.spare sale over his diminutive person, be vanished as eom-
pletely from sight as if the ocean had suddenly swallowed him. up.
«] was a d—d fool !” muttered the Captain, returning to Lynd-
say’s side, “ to let that fellow, with his ugly, sneering phiz, come on
board. But as he is here, I mast make the best of a bad bargain.
You will not peach, so I'll just give you a bit of his history, and
explain the necessity of his keeping close until we are out of the
sight of land. - Hang him! His ugly phiz is enough to sink the
ship. Had I seen him before he came on beard, he might have rot--
ted in jail be{ore I took charge of his carcase; and then, ’tis such
a conceited ass, he will take- no advice;and cares as little for his -
own safety as he does for mine.”
“Is he a runaway felon?” asked Flora. .
“You have not made a bad-guess, Mistress Lyndsay. He was
" .a distiller, who carried on a good business in Edinburgh. He
cheated the govermnent, and was cashiered for a large sum—more
than he could pay by a long chalk. His friends contrived his.
escape, and smuggled him on board last-night, just as the anehor .
was being weighed. They offred me-a handsome sum to carry
him to Quebec; and should he be discovered by any of the pas-
sengers before weloses:ghtoftheBumheomt,heweuidbe
seized when the ship puts into Kirkwall, and it wosld be s bad
job for us both. The. transaction ‘is entirely between -his friends
and me; Mr. Greggknowsnothmgaboutl ”

« And are we to have-the pleasure of his company mtheeabm
durmg the voyage o , .
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“That would be- badmdeei No, he has a berth provided for
him in the store-room, and: has the privilege of baving his grub
senttohnnfromthembm-hble,mdthe’g;sgpfthetmand coffee-
pot after. we have done with it. - ‘This is quite good enough for a
rogue like him. - But I hear Sam Frazer hallowing for breakfast.
Come down to the cabin; Mrs. Lyndsay ; the sea air must have
made you hengry.”

_ “Indeed, I am, captain, and mean tn do ample Justwe to your
eea fare.”

. The little cabin was in apple-pne order A clean dmper cloth
covered the table, on which'the common crockery caps and saucers
were arranged with mathematical precision, while the savory smell-
of fried fish-and hot eoifeeprommedthe hungrymngrantsasnb—
stantial breakfast. .

On inguiring for Hannah and James Hawke, Flora found that .
both were confined to their berths with sea-sickness. Old. Boreas
complimented her not a little on -her being able to appeaf at the
breakfast table. The fish proved excellent—the coffee, a -black,
bitter compound, which Flora drank with a very ill grace. The °
captain, with an air of exultation, produwd from his own private
capboard, which formed the back pannelling of his berth, a great
stone jar of milk, which his wﬂehadpreparedw:th sugar to last,
him the voyage.

“ Have you no cow on board ?” asked Flora, rather anxxously,
for little Josey and her comfort were always nppennost in her
mind.

« Cow | Who the devil would be bothered with a cow,” said
Boreas, “ when he can procure a substitate like this? Here’s my
dun cow, she’ll give-us what we want, without the trouble of milk-:
ing. Won’tshe,Sam?” appeahngtohlsstewm-d to second his

“Yes, sir;% and Sam gl:gmed npplnuse. “But I'm jist think-
in’, Coptain, that the weather’s o'er hot, an’ the dun oow maygang
drie"afore we see Canada.” -

The captain’s ‘cow turned out a verysorryammnl for in less
than two days; the milk- was so-putrid- that it had to be thrown
overboard, ‘and- his-cabin passengers -were forced to drink the vile
coffee, andshllvilerﬂea,mthontmxlkdnnngtherestofthe

_voyage, with only coarse brown suga.r to sofaen its dxsagreeable
flavor.
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- It must be confessed that the cabin bil} of fare. presented no
tempting variety. - After the first week, the fresh mutton and beef:
were changed to salt pork and hard junk, ship biscuit and peas, and
potatoes of the last year’s growth, rancid butter, and .oatmeal por-
ridge, with porter -and brown sugar for sauce—and sometimes, but
this was-a-very great daintj—a slice:of Dunlop cheese. Nothing'
but hunger, and constant exercise upon the deck in-the open air,
reconciled Mrs. Lyndeay to this.coarse diet. It was not.what
they had been promised, but complaints were useless. There cer-
tainly was no-danger of hurting. iheir .health by over-indulgence,
ag it was with difficalty they could satisfy their hunger with the
unpalatable fare, which was old, and not-even good -of its kind.

The Lyndsays were always giad-when- the homely meal was over,
and they could escape once more to thé deck, and.enjoy the fine
coast views and the fresh, invigorating sea. breeze.

CHAPTER XXX. -
THE msr GLANCE OF SCOTLAND.'

Tue weather for the next three days eonhnueéasﬁne as summer
weather ceuld be. With wind and tide in “her faver, the Anne
made a splendid run through the Mory Frith, passed the auld town
of Aberdeen, aml before sunset;sailed close-under the dreary Caith-
ness coast. -

Flora exammed John o’ Groat’s: house with some: mterat, and
for the first time in her life discovered that the fantastic red rock
which bears that name, was not a bona fide dwellmg, wlneh up to
that moment she had imagined it to be. . - -

A prospect more barren and desolate than that over wlnch Caith-.
ness Castle rises pre-eminent, can scarcely be ‘imagined. --Flora
turned from the contemplation of the stony waste with an. inward
thanksgiving, “ that it was not her home.” - But when they round-
ed Duncansby Head, the scene, before so tame and sterile, became
more grand -and pictaresque every moment. They -were.now.in
the stormy- Pentland Frith, threading their way, with. the aid of a
pilot, throagh its romsntxc hbynnth of zshnds, dnven onward by
a spanking wind. - - st

The boldouthne of the céast was.so different in its character
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from that towhwhshnhmlbee:wcustomedfromaehﬂd that
it made a ‘powerful ‘impression wpon her mind, and quickly asso~
ciated itself 'with alf legends -of the wild and marvellous-that she
had ever heard or.read. - Those beetling-crags, those ocear caves,
into whiclr the wild sea‘waves rushed- with-sach: a fearfut ‘din,
seemed fitting habitations for all: the evil -demons: that aboand
in the Scandinavian mythology, omee dreaded-as stern reahtnes, in
a darker stage of homan progression. - - -
How tame; beside these awful sublimities; q;peared the genﬂe,
sloping cliffs at =, and her httle ‘cottage fmntm,, tbe qmet

bay‘ , !
- “.Green lie-these thickly tiinber’d shores, . : . - .- ‘/'
l‘an sloping to the sea.””

But here Tocks upon rocks, in endlm conﬁmon, reared” thelr
craggy heads towards heaven, their frowning shadows castmg a

) stygian gloom’ upon ‘the billows that leap and Toar- around/ their

massive base. Aperpétual war of. ages these; billows have waged
against the iton barriers that, with sifetit, motionless, Tesistless
force, repel their whitécrested phalanx, scattering them into
shining fragments of snowy spray. Ocean will not be/defeated ;

be calls his legends again and again to the charge, ‘only to be

broken aind beaten back as before. They retreat with & sullen roar
of defiance, that seems to say, “You have beaten us{ but we will

try otir strength agaiost you- onoemore Thedsylsmnv when v

one of us'two must yfeld” - -

The rocks assumed all kues in the fiery beams ot‘ the settmg sun.
The réd gradite glowed ‘with ‘tints of cnmson,VMet, indigo, and
gold, these colors  assuming z greater intensity when reflected in the
transpavent wiiters of the Firth. Tt'was'a sceve to seej not to prate
about, and-the memory of its brillianey stifl hes enshrmed, lme some
precious gem in Flora Lyndsay’s heart. -/ ’

As headland after headland flew past,revenhngatempomt
some fresh combinations of grandeur and beauty bursting upon the
sight. Flora clapped her hands together it a sort of - eeshsy -and
could scarcely refrainfbom shouﬁngiﬂoud with delight. -

Lyndsay was standing silently beside her, wa.tchmg*mth an air
of melantholy interest the: scenewlnch excxted in- het nshre-i&vmg
breast such intenge-enthmsiasm, - /

“ Flora, do you #ee that old- ﬁaslnoned mansion that erowns the

~ green ampxtheatre, sun’onn&ed by # ﬁ:ose lofty hills in front of us?
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Oh, ’tis a lovely, romantic place—with that giant hill that looks
like an old man in & highland bonnet, towering above it, away there

in'the back ground. That is the old man of Hoy. Thatold house

is M—— where I was born and brought up.” He drew a deep,
inward sigh, and tarning his face from his wife, continued to gaze
with an earnest longing, and could she have seen his eyes that were
shaded by his hand, perhaps with a tearful glance on the home of

. his childhood, of many generations of his family. The shades of
- “night drew a veil over the stern landscape, and the mioon rose up

and bathed rock and crag and mountain beight with a flood of sil-
ver glory, adding a ghost-like, awful sublimity to the scene ; but
Lyndsay still leant upon the vessel’s side, watching with the same
intense expression the black outline of the receding coast, which, in
that uncertain light, presented an aspect of rugged, frowning desela-~ -
tion.

- The Captain expected to put into Kzrkwall, at which place he
had been requested by the owners {o take in a supply of fresh pro-
visions and water for the voyage—the water casks having been
filled with the execrablé waters o’ Leith, under the ostensible reason
of keeping them from leaking until they could obtain a better sup-
ply- But the wind and tide being in his favor, and enabling him

"to make a rapid run through the Firth, he thought it best to

keep straight on. This, in the end, by leaving the vessel short of
provisious and water, proved a short-sighted policy, while it greatly
disappointed Flora, whom Lyndsay had promised to introduce to
some of his friends, and give her & nearer view of the romantic -
mbnds,whch,seen&omthewsta‘,hadexcttﬁdhumwtytothe
utmost. .

Baut the Anwe sprendherwlntewmgstomtchtheﬁ‘eshbm
that was' piping its hoarse song among the shrouds, and sped far -
upon her westward way, leaving Mrs. Lyndsay to upbraid the
esphmv:th havmg&eateﬂha' hopes, which now could never be
realised. -

Boreas only]ugbed and sud——“ththe wasd—d mrry,for
thathewonldhsvetodrmk bad m ani*at salt]nnkthe Test
Ofﬂkm&” . o

<. And what has’ beeomeofthehﬁ.lemnnbrowu!" asked
Flora; “I have not seen him since. be crept info the boat.”

“We had a blow up this miorning,” said Moreas. “ When I

came on deck, my gentleman was marching abontas bold as you
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please, and had the 1mpudence to threaten to Kick one of the emi-
grant- children overboard, if he found him in his path again.

When I remonstrated with the Scoundrel o his'impudence, as the

father of the child knew him, and’ nuo'ht report him ' to the pxlot

oyt

would 16t submit 16 ‘my low tyrénny.” -He would do as ke pleased,

without asking my Teave? " And theri the fellow began to ra.véi:and

swear in‘'such an outrageous ‘manuer, that T could ha,rdly resist the

" & inclination T felt to pltc'h him plump mto the sea But I I)ad my.
. Tevenge. Ha”ha.! 1 had my Tevénge.” 7
™« In what way ?” asked Lyndsay. * -

< The best way in the world ; and the snarhng puppy ‘had no
one to blame but himself. My dog Oscar is d—a ugly, but he’s
the most ssgacioas beast in gge world. He can tell 'an honest man
at a glance, and he hates rogues.  Oscar sat on his lmunch%,

eyeing the Titfle man with no very amiable squint during the row ; 73,

every mow apd then uttering a sxgmﬁcant growl, and ma’kmg a
preparatory snap at Mr. Lootie’s Iegs; as if he longed to take the
quarrel under his own especial management. In the heat of
anger,"Mr. Lootie kept raising his hands, and shaking them at me
in a threatening manner.” Oscar let it pass for what it was worth
the first time; but the moment the fist was raised a second time,

he dashed into the little brute with tooth snd claw, and pulling. -

him to' the'ground, he gave him such-a touzling, that the distiller
was fain to'roar alond-for mercy ; and I proved Jusf. then very
deaf, and he got enough of it, I can tell you.” =~
“Served him right,”” said Flora; “I expect he will afford us
some amusement during the voyage. Captain, where did “you
procure this’ codﬁsh? I never tasted anythmrr so deﬁcxous in the
fish way inmy life™. " .
« Ah, T theught. yoa’d find that a treat. - Those ﬁsh were alive

under the bine waters-of -the Firth an hoursgo ‘Talk of the fine'

flavor of the Newfoundfand cod! they are not comparable to the
fish canghtin these rapld waters.”.
Flora was-on ‘deck: bystmnsethe*nexbmommg. “The sky was

still” cloudlas, but the breeze had freshened, and the” sea was’

covered withshort; rolling ‘billows; which” recalled to ‘hér mind a

beautifalFine in'-Ossisn; where'the old ba:d;eompal‘es these white-

crested, short waves‘to’ a flock ofsheep coming tumbhng over one
9
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anotherfromthehms andmanotherplaeehefemthewm&
thatmovesthem— )

“m-hepherﬁeaoﬂhsnadnvingherﬁochonm”

Atall, dark man, that was at the wheel, and bore the veryappro-
priate name of Bob Motion, whether real or assumed, it would be
hard to say, ea.lled tlus short chopping sea,  the white mice being
out 1

Flora found it no easy matter to keep her feet on the deck while
the vessel was going sideways through the water, but she hung on
to the bulwarks, and Was rewarded by the sight of the wild Suth-
erland coast on the left, its brown heath-covered hills and fantdstic
rocks, conjuring up-the form of the Norna of the fitful Head—

¢ And of every wild shor® that the northern winds knew.”

Very few of the emigrants had ventured out of the steerage, being

down with sea-sickness ; but Flora never suffered once from this

distressing malady during the voyage. This morning, in particular,

she felt well and in high spirits. A sense of glorious freedom in

thus bounding over the free, glad waves, in feeling their spray upon

her lips, and the fresh, wild breath of the wind fanning her cheeks,

- and whistling through her hair. The ship seemed endowed with

-, life as well as motion, as she leaped from wave to wave, and breasted

the flashing brine as if it were her servant, and sworn to do her bid-
ding.

“ Well, Flora, whatdo you think of Lord Rae’s mntry?" said
Lyndsay. .

T4 is terrific !” returned Flora ; I cannot look at that confusion
of hills, hftufg their tall heads to heaven, but I fancy that the earth
hasrebelledagamstherMaker, and dares to defy Him fo his face.
Tt is odd—a strange madness, you will think—but the'sight of these
mountains thrills me with fear. I feel myself grow pale while look-
ing at them, and tremble while I admire.” '

To me, who was born among “the hills. Flora, these sensations of
P yours are almost incomprehensible, But look, that broken arch of
B stone formed by those immense black rocks round which the wild

- waves revel, and Teap in a glad frenzy, lsthe‘entraueetolochGn-
bol. Itis one, oftbe mndat objects on this

T b L i Sy e N g g L i gy R g R 0 Sty e S ,‘,,*,,
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barren coast of Anticosti, the pine-covered precipices of freestone
that frown over Chaleur Bay, and the niountain range that extends

on the north of the St. Lawrence from the Gulf to Quebec, thodgh

they present every variety of savage seenery, cannot compete: with
the lonely, sterile grandeur that marks- t.he mdashmg of the ocean
waves into that Highland loch. .

The long, bright summer day wore to it clow, and beforé the

moon looked down upon the heath-clad hills, the light-house on
Cape Wrath bad diminished to a_star amid the waves, and the
coast of Scotland leoked like a dim wreath of blue smoke upon the
verge of the horizon.

The little islands of Barra and Rona dlmly dxstmgmshed above

the waves, were the last of the British Isles that- met Flora’s

anxious glance ; and when they faded into the immensity of ocean,
and were lost to sight, and the vessel fairly stood to sea, a sense of
loneliness, of perpetual exile, pressed so heavily upon her heart,

that she left the deck, and sought her bed, that she might bewail in
solitude her last passmnate adieu to her native land.

- i —0—— -
CHAPTER XXXI.
 'STEPHEN CORRIE.

Now that the fear of détection was over, the little brown man
fearlessly emerged from his-hiding-place in the boat, and prome-
naded the deck from ‘morning till night, sneering at the steerage pas-

sengers, and abusing the sailors in the most arrogant amd assured

manner.
He was the most contrary, mahcxous. wasplsh lf that could well
be imagined. If he could not find an opportunity for stinging and

' teasing with his ill-natured sarcasms and remarks, he buzzed around
his victims like an irritated musquito, whose shrill notes of defiance "

and antagonism are as bad as its bite. Thie more Flora saw-of Mr.
Lootie, the,less she wished-to see of him ; but she could not come
‘wpon the deck without his pestering her with his company, and

annoying her with observations on his felle#passmgers w]nclrwere '

 &s unjust as they were cruel. |
Itwasinvam&atshetnmedherbackuponhnn and gave him
curt, ungracious answers, often affecting not o hear hnn g.t all,

H
1
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The little snuff.colored wretch was too much at heart a sneak, with
all his impudence, to be readily shook off.

: It was only when Oscar, who had attached himself to Mrs. Lynd-
say and her child, accompanied her to the deck, that Mr. Lootie

" kept his distance. The fierce terrier had only to draw up his lxp

and show his ivories, hissing through them a short, ominous snarl,
and the brown dwa.rf retreated with a growl and a curse into
his boat.

I am sorry to say that Flora actually fostered- the deadly enmlty
that existed between Oscar and the recreant distiller, which seemed
the more unjustifiable, as there was a positive personal likeness |

" between the biped and quadruped. They had the same short, pert

contour of face, the same petulant curl of the nostrils, the same’
fiery-red flash in the small yellow-brown eyes, and the very same
method of snarling and showing off their white, malicious-looking
teeth. The very color of Oscar’s low, rough coat was nearly the
same with the scanty beard and hair of his inveterate foe. Could
Oscar have spoken with a human tongue, he would have declared
himself very little flattered by the resemblance ; for, rough as he
was, he was an honest dog, and Joved honesty in others. There"
was only one mental feature common to both—their ‘capaclty to
hate and to annoy those they disliked. ’
Occasionally the little brown man indulged in a fit of mirth.
‘When retreating under the shade of his ark of safety—the boat—
he would sing in a low bow-wow tone some ditty only known to
himself, the upper” notes of which resembled a series of continued
snarls ; and Oscar would stop just in front of him, and smarl in
return, till the patience of, the musician was utterly exhausted,
and he would rush out of his hiding-place, and pursue his hairy

" foe round the deck with a cudgel, uttering cnmistakable curses

at eyery blow. -
- These skirmishes were nuts for old Boreas tocrack, who, putting

\ hls\arms akimbo, would encourage the pugnacity of his dog w1th

loud cries—

" % At him, Oscar '—at him! Give 1t him strong, my boy !” to
the no small indignation of Mr. Ioot:e, who would retire, mutter-
ing to himself—

" «T don't know which is the greahat brute of the two, you or

your cur!” .
« My dog is a good physlognomlst heknowsbest” would be -
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the rejoinder ; and the war would recommence {vith greater fury

- than ever.

. Mr. Lootie was not the only mystenous passenger on board the
brig Anne. There was another who made his appearance among
the steerage-passengers the moment the vessel was out of sxeht of
land, to the astonishment of old Boreas and his crew—a young,
handsome, dare-devil sort ofa chap, who might have numbered
six-and-twenty years, who called himself Stephen Corrie. He
made his debut upon deck as suddenly and as unexpectedly as if
he had fallen from the stars, and possessed the power of rendéring
himeelf visible or invisible at will. _

. No one knew, or pretended to know, who he was, or from whence
he came. He had been smuggled on board by the women folk.
It was their secret, and, though it must have been known to  many
of them, they kept it well. \

No luggage had hé to encumber the hold, not a copper in his
pockets, nor a change of raiment for his back ; the clothes he wore
being of the lightest and cheapest descnptmn—a checked shirt and
coarse white. canvass jacket and.trowsers comprising his whole

~wardrobe. He had laid in no provisions for the voyage, but lived

upon the contributions of the poor emigrants, With whom he was
the most popular man on board; and no one was better fed, or

. seemed to enjoy better health or spirits. The latter commodity

appeared perfectly inexhaustible. He langhed and sung, told long
yaros, and ma,dq love to all the young women, whose especial dar-
ling and idol he seemed to be. The first on deck, and the last to
leave, he was a living embodiment of the long-sought—for principle

. of perpetual motion ; his legs and tongue never seemed to tire, and

‘his loud, clear voice and joyous peals 8f laughter, rang unceasingly -
through the ship.. When not singing, whistling, shouting, or

" making fun for all arcund him, he daneed hornpipes, making his

J.

fingers keep time with his feet, by a continual snapping, which
resembled the strokes of the tamborine or castinets. A more mer-
curial, jovial fellow never set old Time at defiance, or Iaughed in
the grislyface of Care.

Tall'and lithe of limb, his o,omplexmn was what the Scotch term

- sandy ; his short, curling hair and whiskers resembling the tint of

red gravel; profuse in quantity, fine jn quality, and clustering round

his high, white forehead with most artistic grace. His features were

regular and well cut, his large, bright, blue eyes overflowing with
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. mirth and reckless andacity ; and when he laughed, which was every
~ other minute, he showed a dazling set of snow-white teeth, and

looked so happy and free from care, that every one lau,,hed with

" him, and echoed the droll sayings that fell from his lips.

.Stephen Corrié was one whom the world-generally calls an
¢ excellent-hearted fellow—an epemy to no one but himself.”

- We must confess that our faith in this class of excellent fellows
is very small—these ‘men who are always sinning, -4nd tempting
others o sin, in the most amiable manner. There are few individ-
uals who do more mischief in their day and generation than these
good-hearted young men, these sworn enemies to temperance and
morality. Like phosphoric wood, they-only shine in the dark, con-
cealmg tnder a gay, brilliant exterior, the hallowness and corrup-
tion that festers within.

Stephen Corrie was one of those men, whose heart is always pro-
claimed to be in the rz ght place, whose bad deeds men excuse and
women adore.

The day he made his first appearance upon the deck, the Captain
flew into a towering passion, and marching up to him, demanded,
with a great oath, « How the devil he came on board, and what
money he had to pay his passage?”

Stephen showed his white teeth, and replied with a provoking -

“ Not. as the fair Cleopatra did to the great Ceesare, rolled up in
a feather-bed ; but under cover of a woman’s petticoat, most noble

. Captain.”

“ Have done with your d——d foolm:r! ‘Who was the bold hussy
that dared to smuggle you on board ?”

« I never betraya woman’s secret "’ returned the audacious youth,
bowing very low, with an air of mock gravity. “God bless the
dearsex | it has befriended me ever since I conld run alove. -
‘Wonien have been my weakness from the hour that I had discrimi-
pation enough to know the difference between a smooth cheek and
a hau-y one.”

“« And pray how do you mtend to hve ”

« Under the favor and patronage of the dear angels, who will

vever suffer their faithful slave and. a,dmlrer to perish for lack of

“I wish them joy of their bxg baby,” cried the rough Seaman :
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*a most hopeful and promising child he seems, by this light! And.

your name, sir 2”
~ < Stephen Corrie.”
“Your profession 7

“« A saddler by trade, an actor by choxce, a.nd a soldxer by ‘Deces-

sity. I bated the first of these, and never took wellto the saddle ;

the second pleased me, but net my audience; and the last I took

French leave.of the other night, and determined to try how salt

_water would agree with my constitution.” :

. “How do you think a rawlude would agree thh you®’ growled
the Captain.

" «He would be a brave fllow who wonld a.tfcmpt ‘to administer
it,” said Stephen, with_a flashing eye. “Baut, to tell you the truth,
1 had too much of it at home in the shop.. It was my father’s
receipt for every sin of the flesh; and the free administration of
this devilish weapon made me what I am. But softly, Captain ;
. it3s of no use putting yourself iato a passion. You ean’t throw
me overboard, and you may maLe me useful, since Provxdence has
placed me here.”

« Confound your impudence !” roared out old Boreas, in his sten-

forian voice. “Do you think tha.t Prov-xdenoe cares for such &

young scamp as you?” *
. “ Doubtless with reference to my improvement ; and, as I was

going to'say, Captein, I am willng to work for my lodging. The

women will never let such a pretty fellow as me starve; and the
ship is not so crowded but that you may allow me houmse-room.
. Reach here your fist, old Nor'-wester, and say ’tis a bargain.”
The Captain remained with his bands firmly thrust into his
breeches’ pockets ; but Flora knew, by the comical smile _ on*'hls
 face, that he was relenting.
““You can’t help yourself, Captam, S0 we had beiter be frlends.
. “ And yon have ro money?”
- 4 Not a sixpence.”
«Nor clothes ?”
« None bat of natare’s tanning, Idid not choose to wa.]k off
with the king’s coat -on my back ; and these duds were lent me by
s friend. You see Captain, I am entirely dependent on your

bounty. Youcan’thavetheharttobelssgenemus than a pars!

eel of silly women.”
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"« You may well say, silly women. - But how the dence did you
-escape my observation 2’

¢« Ah, Captain, that was easy enough. I had only to keep on
the -blind side.” .

Boreas winced, he didn’t half like the ]oke. -
© “Well, sir, keep on the blind side of me stil].”-

“Don’t let me find you cuttiig up any capers among,the women,
or by Jove you'll have to swim some dark night to Quebec without
-the help of a lanthorn.”

¢« Thank you, Captain; Il take your ad'wce, and Keep in the
dark.~ If y§u want security for my good conduct all the women in
the steerage, wjll go bail for me.”

“ Pretty bail, indeed! They first cheat me ont of my just dues
by smuggling you on board, and then promise to give secarity for
your.g oood conduct But Tl take the change out of you, never

fear.” And away walled the Captain, secretly laughing in his

sloeve at his odd customrer, who become as great’a’ favonte with
the blunt sailor as he was with his female friends.

«The fellow’s not a sneak, Mrs. Lyndsay ; I like him for that;
and if the women choose to feed him at their own.charges, hes
welcome to what he can get. I shan’t txouble my head with pry-
ing into his private affairs. ,

The truth of the matter was, that’ 001"‘10 was desperately in love
with a very pretty girl, called Margaret Williamson, who, doubt-
less, had sthuggled her lover on board, in female attire. The family:
of the Williamsons cousisted of -a fathér, two awkward rough lads,
four grown-up daughters, and an old grandmother. Nannie and

" Jeannie, the elder daughters of the old man, were ugly, violent wo- *

men, on the wrong side of thirty ; Lizzie and Mar rgaret were still in
thieir teens, and were pretty, mod&t looking girls, the belles of the

ship. The old grandmother, who was eighty years of age, was a

terrible reprobrate, who ruled her son and grandchildren with the

might of her tongue—and a wicked, virnlent toague it was as ever -

wagged in a woman’s mouth. Constant was the ‘war of words going

on between Nannie and her aged relative, and each ¥ied in out-

cursing and scolding the -other. It was fearful to listen to their
_ mutual recriminations, and the coarse abuse in which they occasion-

-ally indulged. But, violent as the younger fury was, her respecta~
hle granddame bmt her hollow ; for when her tongue fa.xled, her

N
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hands supplied the deficiency, and she beat and buﬂ'etedthe younger
members of the family without mercy. .

These two women were the terror of the steerage passengels, and .
the torment of the Captain’s life, who was daily called upon to set-
tle their disputes. The father of this precious crew was so besotted

with drink, and so afraid of his mother and eldest daughter, that.he-

- . generally slunk away into a corner, and left them the undisturbed
possession of the field. How a decent-looking, well-equcated young
fellow, like Stephen Corrie, got entangled with such a low set, was
a matter of surprise to the .whole ship. Bat, desperately as they
quarreled. among themselves, they always treated their handsome
dependent with marked. respect and generously shared with him the
best they had.”

CHAPTER XXXII.
v THE CAPTAIN'S PRENTICE.
For the first ten days the Anne made a eapita.l run, and the Cap-
tain predicted that if nothing went wrong with her, the port of

Quebec would be made i a month, or five weeks at the farthest.
James Hawke had recovered his health and spmts and before -

many davs had- elapsed, had made friends with every one in the '

- ship, but the little brown man, who repelled -all the lad’s advances
with the most dogged ill-humor, James had accomphshed the feat
of chmbmv to the top of the mast, greatly to his own satisfaction,

" and had won golden opinions from the Captain and all the sailors’
on board. He had examined every hole and corner in the ship, °
knew the names of most of the ropes and sails, and could lend a
hand in adjusting them, with as much promptness and dexterity as
if he had served an apprenticeship to the sea for years.

“That lad was born for = sailor,” was the Captain’s constant
cry. “I have no son of my own. . If his parents would give hun
to me, I would make him a first rate navigator.” -

* James was flattered by the Captain’s remarks ; but he saw too

much of his tyrannical conduct to a prentice lad on board, to wish

- 1o fill such a disagreeable post.
. Benjie Monra was a tall, thin, sickly-looking lad of sixteen, the

son of a poor Widow in New Haven, who had -seen better days.
. 9*
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The' boywas proud and obstinate, and resisted the {ll-tréstinent of
his superi¢t and his subordinates with a dexnatxm of purpose’
that did him no good, but only_jncreased his own mlsery

The sailors, who knew, that he was no favorite with the Captain,
half-starved him, and played him a thousand ill-natured tricks. He
was ill and unbappy, and tasked beyond his strength; and Mr.
Collins, kind as he generally-was to others, was cruel and over-

. bearing to the wretched boy. Flora often saw the tears trembling

in Benjie's eyes, and she pitied him from her very heart.

One morning Benjie had received orders to do something in his.
particular calling from the mate ; but his commands were expressed
in such & tyrannical manner, that he flatly. refused to comply.
Flinging himself upon the deck, he declared, « he would die first.”

“We shall soon see who's master here,” cried Mr. Collins,
admlmsbemng sundry savage kicks to the person of the half-clad
boy, who Iay as motionless before him as if he was really dead.

- After diverting himself for some time in this fashion, and ﬁndm«r

‘that it produced no more effect in-making the lad stir than if he

had been wasting his strength on a log, be called up the Captain.
«PDead is he?” said old Boreas. “ Well, we'll soon bring him

_to life. Call Motion to fetch a light.”

The light was brought, and applied to the toes and finger-ends of

' the boy, until they were severely scorched ; but his obstinate spirit

bore the torturing pumshment mthout moving a muscle or uttering
the faintesh moan.*

« By George! I believe he i is gone at last, and a good riddance
of a bad bargain,” said the Captain. “If he had a spark of life
Ieft in him, he could not stand that.” -

Lyndsay, who had been writing in the‘ca.bm, DOW. came npon
deck, and inquiring of the second mate what was going on, ran
forward, and warmly interceded for the boy, telling the Captain
and.mate, in no measured terms, what he thought of their conduct.

“You would not say a word in his behalf, Mr. Lyndsay,” said
Collins, “if you knew what a sulky rascal he:was. Insensible as
he appears, he is as wide awake at this moment as you are.”

« He is a miserable, heart-broken creature,” said Lyndsay ; “and
if he had not been treated very badly, he would never attempt act-
mg such a part." ' ) .

* Afact.
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“ He sa snllen, ll-conditioned brute," said Boreas—*¢ tha.t’s what
hejs.” -

“I know enough of human nature, Captam W'ﬂha.ms, to feel
certain that the treatment to which ke has Jjust been subjected will
never produce any beneficial change in his character.”

“ Who cares a curse about him ?” cried Boreas, waxing wrathy.
« He may go to the devil for me! If he's dead, its time the fishes
had his ugly carcase. Wright (this was his second mate), tell the
carpepter to get Monro’s ha.mmock and.sew him up, and throw
him overboard.”

A slight motion heaved the shirt about the breast of the unfortu-
nate lad. :

“You see he'is coming to hLmself ” said Lyndsay “My lad,
how do you feel now?”

The boy did not speak. The muscles of his ‘mouth twitched
convulsively, and large tears rolled dowt his cheeks.

. “ Captain,” said Lyndsay, “ do you see no wrong in treating a
fellow-creature, and one, by your own account, born and brought
up as well as yourself, like a slave ?” ' '

“He’s such a disobedient rascal, that he deserves rothing
better.” -~ .

. “Did you ever try kmdnws i

The lad opened his large, sunken, heavy eyes, and Iooked at his -

protector with such a sad, woe-begone expression, that it had the

* effect of touchmo the heart of Mr. Collins.

“I’'m afraid,” be said, in an aside%o Lyndsay, “that we have
not acted quite right in this matter. But he provokes ome to
anger by his sullenness. When I was a prentice on board the
Arzadne, I was not treated’a bit better ; but I pever behaved in
that way.”

““ And did not the recollectxon of your own sufferings, Mr. Col-
lins, plead somewhat in behalf of this orphan boy? His temper,

 naturally prond, has been soured by adverse’ circumstances, and
driven to despair by blows and abusive language. I think I may ~

pledge myself that if he is used better, he wﬂl do his duty without
gwmg you any farther trouble.”
-« Get up, Benjle,” said the Captain, « and -go to your work. I

' w1Il look over your conduct on Mr. -, Lyndsay’s account. But never

let me see you act-in this mutinous manner again.”
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The oy rose from the deck, stammered out his thanks, and -

begging Mr. Collins to forgive his foolish conduct, limped off.

The next day the lad was reported to the captain as seriously -

ill; and Mr. Collins, as he detafled his symptoms, said, « that he
was sorry that he had used such violence towards him the preced-
ing day, as the poor fellow had expressed himself very grateful
for the non-execution of the Captain’s threat of throwing him over-
board.””

“ Oh,” said Boreas, “ that was only to frighten the chap. I'am
not such a Tark as all that, though Mrs. Lyndsay has looked very
serioasly at me ever since. Well, Collins, what had we better
give the fellow?” _And he started from the sea-chest on which he
was sitting astride, and produced the miedicine-chest.

Flora had forgotten all about the little red-haired doctor, Ma.c

*. Adie, and the 7ist 0’ persons, till the sight of the condemned article

met her eyes.

Tt was a large, handsome} mahogany case, inlaid thlbbmss
The captain opened it with a sort of mysterious awe, and dis-
‘played a goodly store of glass-bottles aud china-boxes.’

. “The lad’s in a high fever,” said Collins. “You had better:
give him something that will cool his blood—Epsom-salts or cream
of tartar.”

“ Perhaps 4 little of both ?” said Boreas, looking up at His prime’
minister with anrinquiring, comsical twinkle in his one eye.

A single dose of either would do.”

“Tet it be salts then. Get me some hot water, and I'll mix

it directly.”
The bottle of salts was produced; and the Capta.m proceeded
to weigh out a quarter.of a pound of salts.

'
{

1

/
/

- Iuto how many doses do you propose to-divide that quantity?”

asked Flora, who was watchmcr his proceedmns with considerable ~
interest. i
. _“Divide?” said Borms, emptying the salts into a small tea-

cup, which he filled with boiling-water ; “he must take it at one -

gulp.”
¢« Captain,” sal& Flora,®ising, and laying her hand on his arm, as

he was leaving the cabin, *you will kill the boy !”

- Do you think that such & drop as that would hurt an infant?”

said Boreas, holding out the cup. “ Why, bless the woman! sail-

ors are not like other folks ; they require strong doses.” -

-~
~

-~

e
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o Cmptam, T entreat you not to be so rash. Divide the qnaunty
Jinto four parts; add as mach more water to each,and give it every .

* four hours, and it will do-good. But if you persist in administer- -

ing it your way, it may be attended with very serious conse-
quences.”

« Fiddle-de-dee! st Lyndsay; I'm ot going to make a toil of
" apleasure. He has to take it, and once will do for all.” In spite
of her remonstrances, the obstinate old fellow went out to administer
the terrible dose with his ewn hands to the patient. It operated-
as untowardly as Flora had predicted, and the lad came so mear
dying that the Captain grew frightened, and perhaps his conscience -
tormented him not a little, as his previous harsh conduct had been
the cause of the lad’s illness—and he gave up all faith in his own
medical skill, and resigned the chest, and all its pernicious con- .
tents, into Flora’s safe keeping.

The lad did ultimately recover from the effects of the Captain's
doctoring, but he was unable to do much during the rest of the
voyage, and crawled about the deck like a living-skeleton.

If the Captain took little notice of him, he never treated him, -
.or suffered others to treat him, with the brutahty that had marked

* his former conduct towa.rds him.

’

————

CHAPTER XXXIII. -
THE LOST JACKET, AND OTHER MATTERS.

_ TaE routine of live on board ship, especially on board such a
small vessel as the brig Anne, was very dull and monotonous, when

" once they lost sight of land. The weather, however, continued

cloudless ; and though, after the first week, the. favorable wind that
had wafted them so far over their watery pathin safety deserted '
them, and never again filled their sails, or directed them in a straight
course, they had no cause to complain. The Captain grumbled at
the prevalence of westerly winds ; the mates grumbled, and the sail-
ors grumbled at having to tack so often ; yet the ship slowly and
steadily continued to traverse the vast Atlantic, with the blue sky .
above, and the deep green sea below, both unruffied by cloud or

. storm. The health of both passengers and crew continued exccl-

lent ; the prentice lad, Monro, and Mrs. Lyndsay’s maid, Hannah,
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forming the only exceptions. As to the latter, Flora soon discoverea

thiat her illness was all apocryphal. She chose to lie in her berth

_ all day, where she was fed from the cabin table, and duly dosed
with brandy-and-water by the Captain, who did not attempt to

conceal his partiality for this worthless woman. At night she .
was always well enough to get up and dance till after midnight

on the deck with the passengers and sailors. Her conduct was a
matter of scandal to the whole ship, and Mr. Collins complained
of his brother-in-law’s unprincipled behaviour in no measured
terms. ¢ But she’s a had woman—an infamous woman, Mrs. Lynd-
- say. You had better part with her the moment you reach land.”
" This Flora would gladly have done; but they had laid out so

much money in her passage and outfit, that she did not like to in-

car such a heavy loss. She still hoped that, when removed from
" the bad influence of the Captain, she would behave herself with
more propriety. A sad mistake—for this woman proved a world
" of trouble and sorrow as she was both weak and wicked, and her
‘conduct after they reached Canada occasioned Folra much anxiety
and uneasiness.

She remonstra.ted with her—but she found her 1nso!ently indif-

ferent to her orders. “She was frde,” she said, “ from all engage-
ment the moment she landed in Canada. She should be a lady
there, as good as other folks—(meaning her mistress)—and she was
not going to slave herself to death as a nurse girl, tramping about
"with a heayy child in her arms all day. Mrs. Lyndsay could not
compel her to wait upon her on board ship, and she might wait
upon herself for what she cared.”

“But,” said Flora, “how do you expect to get your lmng in
Canada? You must work there, or starve.”

“Indeed !” said Hannah, tossing up her head. ¢It’s not long
that I shall stay in Canady. I'm going home with Captain Wil-
liams. He has promised to divorce his wife, and man'y me when
he gets back to Scotland.”

“ Marry you, and divorce his wife—the nice, kind woman you '

saw on board the night we sailed! Can you lend a willing ear to
such idle tales? He can neither divorce his wife nor marry you—
poor, foolish girl !—wicked, I should add ; for your conduct, when
your situation is taken into consideration, is an aggravation of
hardened guilt.”

“It's no business of yours, at any rate,” sobbed Ha.nna.h who

e
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had tears always at command. “I don’t mean to lose the chance *
of being a lady, in order to, keep my word with you.  You may
get somebody else to wait on you and the child ; I won't.” ’

And she flounced back to her berth, and cmed tlll the Captain

* went to console her.

This matter led to a serious quarrel with old Boreas. Lyndsay -
reproackied him with tampering with his servant, and setting her
against her employers, and threatened to “write to Mr. Gregg and
expose his conduct. v R

~ Boreas was firstina towermg passion. He bullied, and swore, it
and cursed the impudent jade, who, he declared, was more compe-
‘tent -to corrupt his morals than he was to corrupt hers. That she
was his mistress, he -did not deny ; but as to the tale of divorcing
his Jean for such a —— as her, none but a fool oonl& believe it
for a moment.” .

" He promised, however, but very reluctantly, to let the girl alone
for the future ; and be remained as sulky and a8 rude asa bear to
the Lyndsays for the rest of the voyage. :

As to little Josey, she did not at all miss the atﬁentlons of her
- purse. Mrs. Lyndsay gave her a bath of salt water night and
morning, in & small tub, which Sam Fraser duly brought to the
little cabin-door for the baby’! making a profound salaam, and
proffering his aid to cook her food, and carry her upon deck when
dressed. On deck she found sbundance of nurses, from old Bob
Motion to,the stately Mr. Collins, who, when off duty, carried her”
about in his- arms, singing sea songs or Scotch ballads, while- she
crowed and talked to him in the most approved baby fashion. But
her kindest. and best friend-was Mr. Wright, the second mate. He
had been bronght up  gentleman, and had served his time as mid-’
shipman and master on board a king’s ship, and had béen broken
for some act of. insubordination, whxch had stopped his farther :
promotion in that‘quarter. He had 'subsequently formed an impru- <
dent marriage With, some woman much beneath himself, and had

truggled for many years with poverty, sickness, and heart-break-
. ing cures. He had, in the course of time, buried this wife and .
: " seven children, and was now alone in the world, earning his living
/as ‘the second mate of a small brig like the Anne. -
- The Captain hated hiim, but said, « that he was an excellent sea~"
‘man, and could be depended upon.” The mate was jealous of him,
and thought that the Captain preferred Wright to him, and con-
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- sidered him the ablest man of the two. But old Boreas only-
hated him for being a gentleman of superior birth and breeding
to himself. In speaking of him, he always added—* Ah, d—n -
him, he’s a gentleman ! and writes aud speaks Dic. I hate gentle-
men on board ship !”

Mr. Wright, with his silver hair and mﬂd pale face, was a great
favorite with Flora ; and while he carried J. osey in his arms to and
fro the deck, she listened .with pleasure to the sad history of his

misfortunes, or to the graphic pictures he drew of the countries he ™ -

had visited during a long life spent at sea. He fancied.that Josey
was the image of the last dear babe he lost—his pet and darling,
whom he never mentioned without emotion—his blue-eyed Bessy,
She lost her mother when she was just the age of Josey, and she

used to lie in his bosom of a night, with her little white arms clasped

about his -neck. She was the.last thing left to him on earth, and
he had loved ber with all his heart; but God punished him for the
sin of his youth by taking Bessy from him.” He was alone in the

world now—a grey-haired, broken-hearted old man, with nothing to - _
live for but the daily hope that death was nearer to him thanit was -

- the day before, and he should soon see his angel Bessy and her
poor mother ‘again.

And so he took to Josey, and used to call her B%sy, and laugh
and cry over her by turns,and was never so happy as when she was
in his arms, with her little fingers twined in his long, grey locks ;
and he would dance her, and hold her over the vessel's side to look
at the big green waves, as they raced past the ship, dashmg their
white foam-wreaths against her brown ribs ; and Josey would regard
them with a-wondering, wide-open glance, as if she wanted to catch
them as they glided by.

¢ Always towards home !”” as Flora said; for the westerly winds

still prevmled and they made slow progress over the world of

waters.

The Captain now fonnd it necessary to restrain the great amount
of cooking that'was constantly going on at the caboose ; and as a
matter of prudence, to inspect the stores. of provision ambng the
steerage -passengers. He found many of these running very low,
and he represented to all on board, the necessity. of husbanding
their food as much as possible, as he began to be apprehensive that
the voyage would prove long ‘and tedious, and the ship was only
provided for a six-weeks’-voyage.
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The good folks listened to him with an incredulous stare, as if

such a calamity as starvation overtaking them was “impossible. -

From that day—and they had been just three weeks out—the peo-
ple were put upon short allowance of water, which was gradually
diminished from day to day; Lyndsay was allowed half a pint extra
for shaving, and this Flora was glad to appropriate for the baby’s
use, and get her kind husband to shave with salt water and pre-
pared soap. .

Unfortunately for the people on board the weather was very
warm, and,no rain had fallen of any account since they left Scot-
land. Lyndsay and Florp had been greatly amused by a venture
which an honest Northumbrian laborer was taking out to Canada,
at which they had laughed very heartily. It was neither more nor
less than nine barrels of potatoes, which they had told him was
“ taking ‘coals to Newcastle.” But droll as this investment of his
small capital appeared, the hand of Providence had directed his
choice. At the time when most of the food provided for the voyage
was expended in the ship, the Captain was glad to purchase the
laborer’s venture at three dollars a bushel ; and as each barrel con-
tained four bushels of potatoes, the poor fellow made twenty-seven

. pounds of his few bushels of the “ soul-debasing root,” as Cobbett

chose to style it; and as he was a quiet, sensible fellow, this un-
hoped-for addition to his means must have proved very useful in
going into the woods. A young fellow from Glasgow, who carried

out with him several large packets of kid gloves, was not haif so ‘

fortunate ; for though they appeared a good speculation, they got

" spotted and spoiled by the sea water, and he could not have realised

upon them the original cost.

Among the steerage passengers there was a little tailor, and two

brothers who followed the trade of the awl,.that always afforded

much mirth to the sailors. The little tailor, who really might have

passed for the ninth part of a man, he was so very small and insig-
nificant, was the most aspiring man in the ship; climbing seemed
bora in him, for it was lmpossxble to confine him to the hold or the
deck ; up he must go—up to the clouds, if the mast would only

have. reached so high ; and there he would sit or lie, with the sky .-

abovey and the sea below, as comfortable and as independent as if
he were sitting crosslegged upon his board in a garret of one of the
dark, lofty Wynds of the ancient town of Leith.
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- The Captain was so'delighted with Sandy Rob’s aspiring spirit,
that he-often héld jocose dialogues with him from the deck.

“ Hallo, Sandy ! what news above there? Can’t you petition
the clerk of the weather to give us a fair wind 2~

“Ne’, Captain, I'm thinkin’ it's of na’ use until the change.o’
the mune. . I'll keep a gude look out, an’ gie ye the farst intelli-
gence o’ that event.”

« And what keeps. youl ‘broiling up there in the fall blaze of the

sun, Sandy?  The women say that they are wanting you below.” v

“ That’s mair than I'm wantin’ o’ them. My pleasure’s above—
their’s isa’ below. I'm jist thinkin’, it'ssbetter to be here basking
in the broad sunshine, than deefened wi’ a’ they clavers ; breathin’

" the celler air, than suffocateéd wi’ the stench o’ that pi—t\o' iniquity,

the hould.. An’ as to wha' I'm doin’ up here, I'm jest lookin’ out

to geif the furst glint o’ the blessed green earth.” .
“You'll be tanned as black as a nigger, Sandy, before you see

the hill-tops again. If we go on at this rate, the summer will slip
past us altogether.”

Often during the night he would cry out, “ Ho, Sandy! are”you
up there, man?’ What of the night, watchman—what of the
night 27 |

“Steady, Captain—steady. No land yet in sight.” .

And Boreas would answer with a loud guffawn, « If we were in.

the British Channel, tailor, I'd be bound that you'd keep a good
fook-out for the needle’s eye.” )

~ The shoemakers; in disposition and appearance, were quite the
reverse of the little tailor. They were a pair of slow coaches,
heavy, lompish men, who would as soon have attempted a ride to

the moon on & broomstick, as have ventured two yards up the mast. ~

They were indefatigable eaters and ‘smokers, always cooking, and

_ puffing forth smoke from their short, brasslidded. pipes. They

never attempted a song, still less to join in the nightly dance on

deck, which the others performedewith such spirit, and entered mto:
" with such a keen relish, that their limbs seemed-strung upon wires. -

They seldom spoke, but sat upon the deck looking on with Listless

™ eyes, as the rest bounded past them, revelling in the very madness

of mirth.

Gordie Muckleroy, the elder of the twain, was a stoat, clumsy- '
made man, whose head was stuck into his broad, rounded shoulders, -
- like the handle of his body, that bad grown so stiff from his stolid
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way of thinking (if indeed” he ever thought) and his sedentary
habits, that he™seemed to move it with great difficulty, and, in
answering a question, invariably turned his whole frame to the
speaker.” He had a large, flabby, putty-colored face, deeply marked
with the small-pox, from which cruel, disfiguring -malady, he and
his brother Jock seemed to have suffered in common. _A- pair of lit-
tle, black, meaningless eyes looked like blots in hisHeavy visage—
while a profusion of black, coarse, dirty hair, cut very short, stuck
up on end all over his flat head, like the bristles in a scrubbing-
brash. He certainly might have taken the prize for ugliness in the -
celebrated club which the Spectator has immortalized. Yet this

- hideous, unintellectual- looking ammal had a wife, a neat, sensible

looking woman, every way his supenor, both in person and intelli-

gence. She was evidently some years older than her husband, and

had left a nobleman’s service, in which she bad been cook for a

long period, to accompany Gordie as his bride across the Atlantic.

Like most women, who late in lifc marry very young men, she

regarded her mate -as a most superior person, and paid him very

loving attentions, which he received with the most stoical indiffer-
ence, and at which the rest of the males langhed, making constant

" fan of Gordxe and his old.girl. Jock was the counterpart of his
brother in manners and disposition ; but his head was adorned with
ared scrubbmg-bmsh instead of a black one, and his white, freckled
face half covered witk carrotty whiskers. The trio were so poor,
that after having paid their passage money, they an]y possessed
among them a solitary sixpence.

Flora had hired Mrs. Muckleroy to attend upon. her and the
child during the voyage, at a dollar a week, which the poor woman -

- looked upon as a Godsend, and was kind and attentive in proportion
to the gratitude she felt for this unexpected addition to their scanty
means. -

- The day after they reached the banks of New-Foundland, and
the ship was going pretty smartly through the water, Geordie hung
his woollen jacket over the ship’s side while he performed his ablu-
tions, and a sudden puff of wind carried it overboard.

Mrs. Lyndsay was sitting upon the deck with Josey in her arms,

" when she heard a plunge into the water, followed by a loud shriek,
and Mrs. Muckleroy fell to the deck in a swoon.

The cry of “a man overboatd !—a man overboard !” now rang
through- the ship. Every one present sprang.to their feet, and

-
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rushed to the side of the vessel, looking about in all directions, ta
see the missing individual rise to the surface of the™water, and
Flora among the rest.’

Presently a black head emerged from the waves, and two bands
- were held up in a deplorable, bewildered manuer, and the great
blank face looked towards thetkies with a glance of astonishment,
as if the owner could not yet comprehendAns danger, and scarcely
realised his awful sitnation. - He lodked just like aseal, or some
‘uncouth monster of the deep, Who, havigg ventured to the surface,
" was confounded by looking the son in thd face, and was too much

frightened to retreat. ’

Lyndsay, the moment he hea.rd the man pluntre mto the sea, had
seized a coil of rope that lay upon the deck, and, running forward,
hurled it with a strong arm in the direction in which Muckleroy
had disappeared. Just at the critical moment when the apparition
of the shoemaker rose abover the waves, it fell within the length
of his grasp. The poor fellow, now fully awake to the horrors of
his fate, seized it with convulsive energy, and was drawn to the side
of the vessel, where two :sa.ilors were already hanging in the chains,

_with another rope fixed’ with a running noose at one end, “which "
- they succeeded in throwing over his body, and dramno him safely
to the deck.

And then, the joy of the poor wife, who had )ust recovered from
her swoon, at receiving her dead to life, was quite affecting, while
he, regardless of her caresses, only shook his wet garments, exclaim-
ing—* My jacket ! my jacket, Nell, I have lost my jacket. What -

. can 3 man do, wantin’ ajacket ¥ :

This speech. was received with a general roar of laughter, the
poor woman and _her spouse bem«r the only partm from whom 11:
did not win'a smile.

"« Confound the idiot " cried old Boreas “he thinks more of his
old jacket, that was not worth picking off a dunghill, than of his
wife and his own safety. 'Why man,” turnjng to the shoemaker, who
was dripping like a water-dog, “ what tempted you to jump into the
sea when you could not swim a stroke ?”

« My jacket,” continued the son of Cnspm, staring wildly at his
saturated garments ; It was the only one I had. Oh, my jacket !
my jacket !’

Strange that such a dnll piece of still life should risk his life for -
a Jacket, and an old one that had seen good service and was quite
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threadbare : but neé&ity repHes, it was his only garment. A rich
person can scarcely comprehend the magnitude of theloss of an only
jacket to a poor man.

No one was more amused by the adventure of the Jacket than -

Stephen Corrie, who wrote a comic song on the subject, which
Duncan the fiddler set to music, and used- to sing, to the great an-
noyance of the hero of ‘the tale, whenever he ventured in his shirt
sleeves upon the deck. / .

The Duncans; for there were two of them, were both Highlanders,
and played with much skill on theviolin. They were two fine, honest,
- handsome fellows, who, with their music and singing, kept all the
- restalive.  Directly the sun set, the lively notes of their fiddles called
young and old to the deck, and Scotch. reels, highland flings, and
sailors’ hornpipes were danced till late at night—ofter® until ‘the
. broad beams of the rising sun warned the revellers that xt was time
to rest..

- The Captain and the Lyndsays never joined the dancers; but it

was a pretty sight to watch them leaping and springing, full of
" agility and life, beneath the clear beams of the summer moon.

The formost in these nightly revels, was a young Highlander -

called Tam Grant, who never gave over while a female in the ship

_could continue on her legs. If he lacked a partner, he wolld seize
hold of the old beldame, Granny Williamson, and twist and twirl
her around at top speed, never heeding the kicking, scratching, and
skrieking of the withered old crone. Setting to her, and nodding
at her with the tassel ‘of the red nightcap he wore, hanging so jaun-
tily over his left eye, that it would have made the. fortune of & comic
actor to imitate—a perfect impegsonification of mischief-and wild
mirth. ‘ " T

. By-and-by the old granny not only got used to his mad capers;l

but evidently enjoyed them, and used to challenge Tam for her part-
ner ; and if he happened to have engaged a younger and lighter
pair of heels, she would retire ‘to her den below, cursmg him for a
rude fellow, in no lullaby strains.

. And there. was big Marion—a tall, stout, yellow-haired girl,
from Berwickshire—who had ventured out all alone to cross the wide
" Atlantie to join her brother in the far west of Canada, who was
the admiration of all the sailors’ on board, and the adored of the
two Duncans.- Yet she danced just as lightly as a cow, and shook

A
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her fa.t sides and jumped-and bounded throngh the Scotch reels,
much in the same fashion that they did, when— -

¢ She up and walloped o’er the green,
Far brawly she could fnsk it.”

Marion had had many wooers since she came on board ; but she
laughed at all her lovers, and if they attempted to take any liber-

. ties with her, she threatened to call them out if they did not keep
their distance, for she had “a lad o’ her ain in Canada, an’ she
did’na care a bodle for them an’ their clavers.” . :

Yet, in spite of her boasted constancy; it was pretty evident to
Flora that Rab Duncan was fiddling his way fast into ‘the buxom
Marion’s heart ; and she thought it more than probable that he

) would succeed in persuading her to. follow his fortunes, instead of
seeking & home with her brother and her old sweetheart in the far
west.

There was- one sour-looking, puritanical person on board, who
regarded the music and dancing with which the poor emigrants '
beguiled the tedium of the long voyage with silent horror. Hewas
a minister of some dissenting church ; but to which of the- many
he belonged, Flora_ never felt suﬂicxently interested in the man to
inquire.®* His countenance exhibited a strange nnxture of morose
ill-humor, shrewdness, and hypocrisy. While he considered him-
self a vessel of grace, chosen and sanctified, he looked upon those
around him as vessels of wrath, only fitted for destruction. In his
eyes they were already damned, and only waited for the execution
of their just sentence. Whenever the dancing commenced, he
went below and brought up his Bible, which he spread most osten-
tatiously on his knees, turning up the whites of his eyes to heaven,

_and uttering very audible groans between the pauses in the music.
‘What the subject of his meditations were is best known to himself ;
but 6. one could look at his low head; sly, sinister-looking eyes,
and malevolent scowl, and imagine him a messenger of the glad
tidings that speak of peace and good-will to man. He seemed like
one who would rather call down the fire from heaven to destroy,
than to learn the meaning of the Christ-spoken text—“ I will have
mercy and not sacrifice.”

Between this man and Mr. Leatie a sort of fnemkhlp had spmng
up, and they might constantly be seen about ten o’clock, ». u.,
sested beneath the shade of the boat, wrangling and disputfng
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about contested points of faith, contradicting and denouncing their
respective creeds in an unchristianlike manner, each failing to con-
vince the other, or gaining the least upon his opponent.

“That is the religion of words,” said Lyndsay, one day to Flora,
as they had been for some time silent listeners to one of Mr. S——s
fierce arguments on predestination—*“I wonder how that man’s
actions would agree with his boasted sanctity ?” - -~

“Let him alone,” said Flora; *time will perhaps show. I ha.ve-

"no faith in him.”

For three weeks the-Anne was becalmed upon the banks. They
were surrounded by a dense fog, which hid even the water from
their -sight, while the beams of sun and moon failed to penetrate
the white vapor that closed them in ‘on every side. It was mo
Jonger a pleasure to pace the deck in the raw, damp air.and driz-
zling rain, which tamed even the little tailor’s aspiring soul, and
checked the merry dancers and the voice of mirth. . Flora retreated
to the cabin, and read all the books in the little cupboard at her
bed-head. A “Life of Charles XIIL of Sweden,” an odd volume
of “ Pamela,” and three of “ The Children of the Abbey,” com-
prised the Captain’s library. What conld she do to while away
the lagging hours? She thought and rethought. At length she
determined to weave some strange incidents, that chance "had
thrown in her way, info a story, which might amuse her mind from
dwelling too much upon the fature, and interest her husband.
unpacking her writing-desk, she drew forth. a quire of genuine
fool'scap, and set to work ; and we here give to our readers, as a
literary curiosity, the tale that Flora Lyndsay wrote at sea. If
the character of the story should prove rather vapory, consider the
circumstances under which it first saw the light—in the confined -
cabin of a little brig, and written amidst fog and rain, becalmed .
upon that dreary portion of the Atlantic, yclept “the banks. of
Newfoundland.”
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"CHAPTE'R XXX_[V.
“NOAI COTTON.
(THE STORY FLORA WROTE AT SEA.]

THE WD)OW GRIMSHAWE AND HER NEiGHBORS. ke

England, there stood, in my young days, an old-fashioned, hlgh-
gabled, red-brick cottage. “The house wds divided into two tene-

. ments, the doors opening in the centre of the building: -A rustic

porch shaded the entrance to the left from the scorching rays of
the sun and the clouds of dust tbat daring the summer months rose
from the public road in front. Some peréon, whose love of nature
had- survived amidst the crushing cares of poverty, had twined
around the rude trelliswork the deliciously-fragrant branches of
the brier-rose, which, during the months of June and July, loaded
the air with its sweet breath.

* The door to the right, although unmarked by sign or chequer-
board, opened into a low hedge-tavern of very ill repute, well known

- through the copuntry by the name of the « Brig’s: Foot,” which

it derived from its near proximity to the bridge that erossed the

river. slow-moving, muddy stream, whose brackish waters
seemed to have fallen asleep upon their bed of fat, black ooze, while
creeping onward to the sea., throurr'h a long flat expanse of dreary
marshes.

- The “ Brig’s Foot” was kept by the deow Mason and ‘her
son, both persons of notoriously bad character. The old. man had.
been killed a few months before, in -2 drunken brawl with some
smugglers and his name was held in such ill odor that his ghost
was reported to haunt ‘the road that led to C— churchyard,

‘which formed the receptacle, but it would seem not the resting-

N place, of the dead.

~ None bat persons of the very lowest dmphon frequented the
tavern. Beggars made it their head-quarters;- smugglers and
poachers their hiding-place; and sailors, on shoré for a spree, the

On the road to ——, a small seaport town on the east coast of
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scene of their. drunken rev;zls. The lioﬁﬁt laborer shunned the

threshold as a moral pest-house, and the tired traveller, who called
there once; seldom repeated the visit. The magistrates, who ought
to have put down the place as a public nuisance, winked at it as a

necessary evil—the more to be tolerated, as it was half a mile be- .

" yond the precincts of the town.

- Outwardly the place had some attractive featurws-lt was kept

so scrupulously clean. The walls were so white, the floor so neatly
sarded, and the pewter pots gliftered so cheerily oh.the pohshed oak,
table that served for a-bar, that a casual observer,mlght reasonably

" have expectéd very comfortable and respectable accommodation

from a scene which, though on an humble scale, promised so fair.
Even the sleek, well-fed tabby cat purred so peacefully on the door-
sill, that she seemed to invite the pedestrian to shelter and repose.
Martha Mason, the mistress of the domicil, was' a bad woman,
jue the fallest sense of the word—cunping, hard-hearted, and ava-
ricious, without pity, and without remorse—a creature so hardened”
in the ways of sin, that conscience had long ceased to offer the least
resistance to the perpetration-of crime. Unfeminine in mind and

" person, you could scarcely persuade yourself that the coarse,
" harsh features, and bristling hair about the upper lip, belonged to

a female, had not the tameless tongue, ever active in abuse and

‘malice, asserted its claim to the we €L SeX, and rated and scolded

throngh the long- day, 4s?zone but’ thetongue of a bad woman can
rate and scold. An accident had depirived the hideous old crone of
the use of one of her legs, which she dragged after her with the
help of a crutch ; and theugh she could not move quickly in conse-
quence of her lameness, she was an excellent hand at quickening
the motions of those who had the misfortune to be under her
control.

Her son Robert, who went by the familiar appellation of « Bully
Bob,” was the counterpart of his mother—a lazy, drunken black-
gaard, who might be seen from morning till night lounging, with
his pipe in his mouth, on the well-worn settle at the door, humming
some low ribald song to chase away the lagging hours, till the
shades of evening roused him from his sluggish stapor, to mingle
with zamblers and thieves in their low debauch. The expression
of this young man’s face was so bad, and his manners and language
50 «coarse and obscene, that he was an object of dislike and dread

o his low asswata who rega.rded him as a fi sub;ect for the

_ 10




218 © FLORA LYNDSAY.

gallows. In the eyes of his mother, Bob. Mason was a very fine
yoing man—a desirable mate for any farmer’s daughter in the
conutry.

The old. Spanish proverb, * Poverty makes a man acquamted
with strange bedfellows,” was never more fully exemplified than jp
the case of these people and their next door neighbors.

-Dorothy Grimshawe was the widow of a fisherman, whose boa$
foundered in the dreadful storm of the 10th of October, 1824. Like
many others, who sailed from the little port high iz health and
hope, expecting to reap a fine harvest from the vast shoals of her-
rings that annually visit that coast, Daniel Grimshawe fell a prey
to the spozler, Death, that stern fisher of men.

The following morning, after the: subsidénce of the gale, thebeach

o for miles was strewn With pieces of wreck, and the bodies of forty’

drowned men were cast ashore. Most of these proved to benatives
of the town, and the bodies were carried to the town-hall, and
notice was sent to the wives of the absent fishermen to come and
claim their dead.

. This awful summons quickly collected a crowd to tbe spot.
Many anxious women and children were there, and Dorothy Grim-
shawe and her little ones came with the rest.

-« Thank the good God!-my maa is mot there,” said a poor
woman, coming out with her aprou to her face. “The Lord save
us—'tis a fearsome swht ”- .
- “ He may be food for the crabs at the bottom of the sea,” said &
hoarse voice from the erowd. ¢ You are not going to flatter your-
self, I\ancy, that.you are better off than the rest.””

. “Oh, oh, oh!” shrieked the poor woman, thus deprived by envy
of the anchor of hope to which she clung. I trusted in the mercy
of God ; T could not look to the bottom of the salt deep.”.

X Trust to Him yet; Nancy, and all will be well,” said an old,
weather-beaten tar. «It.is He who rules the winds and waves,
and brings the storm-tossed  ship into a safe harbor.”

* But what has He. dorié for these poormen? Were they worse

han the rest ?”” sobbed Nancy.

¢t is not for us to bring to light what He has left in darkn&s;”
said the old sailor. .« He took three fine lads of mine in one night,
and left me childless. But it is not for ¢he like o' me to murmur

" against Him. I always trusted to His providence, and I found

that it gave me strength in the hour of danger.”
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-« Dorothy,” he cried, tarmingto- Mrs. Grimshawe, “ it i8 your
‘turn to go in. It’s no use crying and hanging back. Mayhap
Dan has escaped thie storm, an’ is spreading a white sheet ‘to the
fiie, fresh breeze this morning.” = * 0 . 7 eI
«My heart feels as cold as'a stone;” sobbed Dorothy; “I dare
not go forward ; I feel—I know that he is there.” . -
« Shall T go for you? " I have knéwn Dan'from & boy/\ '
«Oh, no; no; I must 'see with my own eyes,” said Dorothy ;
«pothing else will *convince me that he is either ‘saved or. lost ;”
and she hurried into thie hall. - o

Tretibling with apprehension, the poor woman entered the' mel-
ancholy place of death. The bodies were arranged in rows along
the floor, and covered decently withicoarse, clean sheeis. The
mournful and mysterious silence which always broods above the
dead, was broken by sighs and sobs—wives, mothers, sistérs, and -
little children were collected in hieartrending groups. aroand some
uncovered and dearly-loved face, whose glassy eyes, staring and
motionless, were alike uncopscious of their presencé and théir
tears. ’ . -

Mrs. Grimshawe recoiled with a sudden backward step— What
if Dan is here?” She pressed her hands tightly upon her breast— ;
the stifled ery of agony and fear that burst from' her Iips, nearly
choked her ; she clutched at the bare walls for support, and panted
and gasped for breath. ' ’ e

A little humpbacked child, after casting upon her mother a look
of unutterable pity, slowly advanced to the first shrouded figure,
and, kneeling down, reverentially lifted the sheet; and ‘gazed long
and sadly upon the object beneath. ¢ Father!” murmered the
&hild ; no other word escaped her quivering lips: She meekly laid
her head upon the dead seaman’s breast; and kissed “his ‘cold lips
and brow with devoted affection. Then, rising from her knees,
she went to her pale, weeping, distressed mother;, and, taking her
gently by the hand, led her up to the object of her search.” .

The winds and waves are sad disfigurers ; but Mrs. Grimshawe
instantly recognised, in thé distorted features; so marred in their
conflict with the elements, the husband of her youth, the father of
her orphan children ; and, with a loud shriek, she fell upon the
bosom of the dead. Rough, pitifal' hands lifted her up, and un- _
clasped the rigid fingers that tightened ‘about his neck, and bore’
the widow tenderly back to her desolate home. : .

-

s R
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‘Weeks went by, and the fisherman -slept in his pea.ceful grave.
His little children had-ceased to weep and ask for their father,
before Dorothy Grimshawe awoke to a consciousness of her terrible
loss and altered fortunes. . Durmg the period of her mental derange-
ment, her wants had been supphed by some charitable ladies in"the
neighborhood. Shortly after her restoration to reason, a further
trial awaited her : she became thevictim of palsy ; in thie meridian

of life she found her physical strength prostrate, and her body a .

useless, broken machine, no longer responsive to the guidance, or
obedient to the will of its possessor. An active mind, shut up in
a dead body—an imprisoned bird, vainly beating itself against the
walls of its cage. Human nature could scarcely farnish a more
melancholy spectacle ; speech, -sight and hearing, were still hers,
but the means of locomotion were lost to her for ever.

The full extent of her calamity did not strike her at first.
Hope whispered that the loss of the use of her lower limbs was
only temporary, brought on by the anguish of her mind—that time

and the doctor’s medicines would restore her to health and use- T o
fulness. &*“‘% st

Alas, poor Dorothy! How long did you cling to these vain
hopes! How reluctantly did you at last admit that your case was
hopeless—that death could alone release you from a state of helpless
suffering! Then came terrible - thoughts of the workhouse for
yourself and your children; and the drop was ever upon your
_ cheek—the sigh rising constantly to your lips. Be patient, poor,
afflicted one : God has smitten, but not forsaken you: " Pity still
lives in the human _heart, and help is pearer than you think.

In her-early life Dorothy had lived for several years nursery-maid
in & clergyman’s family.. One of the children, entrusted to her care,r
had loved her very sincerely; he was now a wealthy merchant in
the town. When Mr. Rollins heard_of her distress, he hastened to

-comfort and console her. He gave her part of the red-brick cot-
tage, Tent free, for the rest of her life; sent her twop youngest
daughters.to school, and settled a.small annuity upon her; which,

though inadequate to the wants of one so perfectly dependent,

greatly ameliorated the woes of her condition. Dorothy had resided
several -years in the cottage, before the Masons came to live under

the same roof. They soon showed what manner of people they ~

were, and annoyed the poor widow with their rude and riotous mode
of life. But romplaints were useless. Mr. Rollins was travelling

R
X
\
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with his bride on the continent; and his &teward, who had accepted
the Masons for tenants, langhed at Dorothy’s objections to their
character and occapation, bluntly telling her « that beggars could
not be choosers—that she might be-thankful that she had a com-
fortable, warm roof over her head, without having to work hard for
it like her neighbors.” She acknowledged the truth of the remark,
and endeavored to submit to her fate with patience and resigna-
tion. -
——

* CHAPTER XXXV. - °

BTN - THE SISTERS.

P

Mes. GrousEAWE'S eldest danghter, Mary, thé oo hunchback
before alluded -to, was a great comfort to her afflicted parent. She-
seldom left her bed-side, and was ever at hand to administer t6 her
wants. Mary was a neat and rapid plain sewer; and she contrib-
uted greatly to her mother’s support, by the dexterity with which
she plied her needle. Her deformity, which was rendered doubly

. conspicuous by her diminutive stature, was not the only disadvan-

tage under which Mary Grimshawe labored. She was afflicted
with such an impediment in her speech, that it was only the mem-
bers of her own family that could at all understand the meaning
of the uncouth sounds in-which she tried to communicate her ideas.
So sensible was she of this terrible defect, and the ridicule it drew
upon her from thoughtless and unfeeling people, that she seldom

- spoke to strangers, and was copsidered by many as both deaf and

dumb. . , .
Poor Mary! she was one of the meekest of God’s creatures—a

most holy martyr to patience and filial love. 'What a warm heart
—what depths of tenderness and affection dwelt in the cramped.
confines of that little misshapen body! Virtue in her was liké a

. bright star seen steadily shining through the heavy clouds of a

dark night. The traveller, cheered by its beams, forgot the black-
ness and gloom of the surrounding atmosphere. .

How distinctly I can recall that plain, earnest face, after the
long lapse of years ! the dark, sallow cheeks; the deep, sunken, piti-
fal, pleading eyes ; those intelligent, deep-set, iron-grey eyes, that
gerved her for a tongue, and were far more eloquent than speech,as

_ they gleamed from beneath her strongly-marked, jet-black eyebrows ;
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the thin lips ‘that seldom unclosed to give utterance to what was-

passing in her mind, and that never smiled, yet held such a treasure
of pearls within.. Nature had so completely separated her. from
her kind, that mirth would have. appeared out of place. She was
plain in form and feature, but the beauty of the soul -enshrined in
that humble, misshapen tenement, shed over her personal deformi-
ties a spiritnal and holy light.

From the time of her father’s -death, Mary had worked steadily
at her needle to support herself and the rest of the family. The
. constant agsiduity with which she plied her task, greatly increased

the projection of her shoulder, and brought on an occagional spit-
ting of blood, which resulted from a low, hacking cough. The
parish doctor, who attended her bed-ridden mother, and who felt
interested in her good, dutifal child, assured her that she must give
up her sedentary employment, or death would quickly terminate
her labor. ) v

“ But how, then,” asl\ed Mary, ¢ can I contribute to the support
of the family? My mother’s helpless condition requires my con- *
stant exertions. If I cease to work, she must starve.”

The good doctor suggested respectable service as a more remu-
nerative and healthier occupation.

¢ Alas!” said Mary, “to go into service is impossible. Who

will hire a domestic who is in delicate health, is deformed, and to
strangers unintelligible? You, sir, have known me from a child.
You understand my broken words. - You never hurry me, 56 that
I can make you comprehend the meaning of my jargon. But who
else would have the patience to listen to.my uncouth sounds?” |
The doctor sighed, and said that she was right, that going out
would only expose her to constant mortification and ridicule ; and
he felt very sorry ‘that his own means were so limited, and his
family so large, that he could only afford to keep one servant, and
that an active, stirring, healthy woman, able to execute, without
much bodily fatigue, her multitudinous daily tasks. He left the
cottage with regret; and Mary, for the first time, felt the bitter
curse of hopeless poverty, and a sense of her own weakness and
- helplessness fell heavily on her'soul. .- |
In this emergency, Mrs. Mason offered her a trifling weexly sti-
pend, to attend during the day upon the customers, and to assist
- her in washing glass and erockery and keeping the house in order.
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She knew her to be honest and faithful, and she was too homely to°
awaken any interest in the heart of her worthless, dissipated son.
Mary hesitated a long time before she accepted the offer of her
repulsive neighbor; but her.mother’s ircreasing infirmitics, and
the sevena_illncss of her youngest sister Chariotte, left her no
choice. Day after day you might see the patient hunchback per-
forming the menisl drudgeries of the little inm, silent and self-
possessed—an image of patient cndurance, in 2 house of violence

" and crime. Tt was to her care that the house owed its appearance

.

of neatness and outward respectability. It was hier active, indus-
trious spirit that arranged and ordered its wellkept bousehold
staff, that made the walls so cheery, the grate so gay with flowers,
that Kept the glittering array of pewter so bright. It was her
taste that had arranged the branches of the wild rose to twine so
gracefully over tke zustic porch that sheded her sick mother’s
dwelling, who, forbidden by the nature of her disease to walk
abroad, might yet sec from her pillow the fragrant boughsof the
brier bud and blossom, while she inkaled their fragrance in every
breeze that stirred the white cotton curtains that shaded ber nar-
row casement.

Mary’s native sense of propriety was constantly shocked by un-
seemly sights and sounds ; but their impurity served to render vice
more repulsive, and to-strengthen that purity of heart from which
she derived all ber erjoyment. Night always released her from her
faborius duties, and brought her back to be a ministering angel at
the sick bed of her mother and sister.

These sisters I must now introduce to my readers, for with one
of them my tale bas mostly to do. Unlike Mary, they were both
pretty, delicatelookiag girls, ready of speech, and remarkably pleas-
ing in person and manners. )

Mr. Rollis had paid for the instruction of these girls at the vil-
1age school, hich they had becn taught all sorts of plain work ;
had masﬁdn:«:g:he difficulties of Mavor’s Spelling-book, had read
the Bible, the Dairyman’s Daughter, Pilgrim’s Progress, and Gold-
smith’s abridged History of England, and all the booksin theshape
of penny tracts and sixpenny novels they could borrow from their
playmates when school was over. . )

Sophy, the elder of the two, who was eighteen years of age, had
Yeen apprenticed for the last two years with a milliner of an infe-
rior grade in the Litle seaport town ; and her term of service hav-
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_ ing expired, she had commenced making dresses in a humble way,
for the servants in respectable families. She had to work very hard
for 2 small remuneration, for the competition was very great, and
without lowering ker prices to nearly one-half, she could not have
obtained employment at all. She could easily have procured a

_serviee as a nurse girl or housenxid in a gentleman’s family, but the
novels she had read during ker residence with Mrs. Makewell, the
milliner, bad filled her head with foolish notions of her own beauty
and consequence, and given her ideas far above her humble station,
quite- unfitting her to submit patiently to the control of others.
Besides being vaiu of a very lovely face, she wasvery fond of dress.
A clever band at her business, she eontrived to give a finish and
style to the homely materials she made, and which fitted so well her
slender and gracefully-fotmed person.

Her love of adiniration induced her to lay out ail her scanty earn-
ings in adorning herself, instead of reserving a portion to help pro-
vide their daily food. Her sewing was chiefly done at home; and
she attended upon her mother and sister, and prepared their frugal

_meals during the abseace of Mary, whose situation in the « Brig’s
Foot” she considered a perfect degradation.

Such was Sophy Grimshate, and there are many like '1cr in the
world. Ashamed of poverly, in which there.is no real disgrace,
and repining at the subordinate situation in which she found her-
self placed, she made no mental effort te better her condition by en-
deavoring to sermount it by fragal and patient industry, and a
cheerfal sabmission to the Divine w sl. She considered her lot hard,.
the dispensations of Providence cruel and unjust.” She could pot
sce why others should ba better off than herself—why women with
half Ler personal attractions should be permitted 1o ride in their
carriages, while she had to wear coarse slives and walk through the

" dast. She regarded every well-dressed female that passed the

door, with feelings of envy and hatred, which cmbittered her life;

and formed the most pu..mul feature in the povexty she loathed and
despised.

Charlotte, the sick girl, was. two years younger than Sophy, and .
very different in person, mind and character. A fair, soft, delicate
face, more winning than handsome, but full of gentlencss and sweot-

ness, was a perfect transeript of the pure spirit that animated the ~

faithfal heart in which it was enshribed. ' Ske might have heem
described in those charming lines of Wordsworth, es—
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¢ The sweetest flower that ever grew
Beside a cottage door.”

Contented in the midst of poverty, bappy in the consciousness of
moral improvement, patient under suffering, and pious without cant
or affectation of superior godliness, she afforded, under the most
painful circamstances, a rare example of Christian resignation to
the will of God.

‘While reading the Gospel at school, as a portion of her da.lly
task, it had pleased the All-Wise Dispenser of that blessed revela-
tion to man, to open her eyes to the importance of those noble
truths that were destined to set- her free from the bondage of sin
and death. She read, and believing that sife had received a mes-
sage from the skies, like the man who found the pearl of great price,
she gave her whole heart and soul.to Goﬁ, in order to secure such
an inestimable treasure. The sorrows and trials of her lowly lot
were to her as stepping-stones to ths heavenly land on which all
her hopes were placed, and she regarded the fatal disease which
wasted her feeble frame, and which had now confined her to the
same bed with her mother, as the means employed by God to
release her from the sufferings of earth, and open for her the gates
of heaven. How earnestly, yet how tenderly, she tried to inspire

" her afflited mother with the same hopes that.animated her breast !

She read to her, she prayed with her, and endeavored to, explain -
in the best way she could that mysterious change which had been
wrought in her own soul, and which now, on the ncar approach of
death, filled her mind with inexpressible joy. ]

This reading of the Scriptures was a great consolation to the
-poor widow ; and one day she remn.rked in a tone of deep regrit
and with many tears—

«'Who will read the Bible to me, Charlotte, when youme gone"
Mary cannot read, and if she could, who could understand what
she read, and Sophy hates everything that is serious, and is too selfish
to trouble berself to read aloud to me.” '

« Mother, I have tﬁought; mach about that of late,” said the sick
girl, raising berself on the pillow into a sitting posture, and speak-
ing with great earnestness.” ¢ The doctor said yesterday that I

- might survive for six_or severr weeks Jonger—perhaps,’ he added,

< until the latter end of ‘Autumn.* During that tlme, could I not
teach you to read ?”-
10%
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“ At fifty years of age, Charlotte!” and the poor widow smiled
at the enthusiasm of her child.

“ And why not, mother?” said Char]otte camly. “It would

‘bea é‘eat comfort to you, during the long, lonely hours you pass
in bed; the thing may appear dxﬁicult but I assure you that 1t is
_not impossible.”

“ And- then your weak state; think how it would fatxgue you,
my dear child.” . -
«So far from that mother, it would a.ﬁ'ord me the greatest de-

‘ hght ;” and the sick girl clasped her thin, wasted hands together,
- and looked upward with an expression of gratitude and love beam-
ing on her pale, placid face. - .

“Vell, I will try to please you, my dear’ Charlotte,” said Doro-
thy, whose breast was thrilled to its inmost core by the affectionate
solicitude which that glance of angelic benevolence conveyed to her
heart ; “ but you will find mie so stupid that you will soon give it
up as s bad job.” .

« With God all things are possible,” said Charlotte, reveren-
tially. « With His blessing, mother, we will begin to-morrow.”

It wasa strano'e but beautiful sight* to see that dying girl lying

"in the same lied instructing her helpless. mother—a sight which
drew tears from sterner eyes than mine. And virtue triumphed
over obstacles which at first appeared insurmountable. Before
death summoned the good daugliter to a better world, she had the
inexpressible joy of hearing her mother read distinctly to her
Christ’s Sermon on the Mount. As the 6ld woman concluded her
delightful task, the grateful Charlotte exclaimed gently, in.a sort
of ‘ecstasy—« Now, Lord, let thy servant depart in paece.” Her
prayer was granted ; and a few minutes after, this good and fa.lth-
ful dlsclple entered into the joy of her Lord.

This event, though long expected by Dorothy Grimshawe, was _
felt with keen anguish. . The tuneful voice was silent that day and
night which for many weeks had spoken peace to her soul. " The warm ™
young heart. was still, that had so ardently hoped and prayed for
her salvation, that had solved her doubts and stréngthened her waver-
ing faith; and to whom now could she turn for comfort and comso-
lation? To Mary, whispered the voice in her soul ; but Mary was ¢
absent during the greater part of-the day, and Sophy was too busy  *—

* This touching seene was witnessed by the Aunthor. ‘
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“with her Jwn aﬁ'mrs to pay much “attention to her heart-broken
parent. .

But deep as was the mothers grief for the loss of her dntlful

’ child, the serrow of the poor hunchback for this her‘beloved sister,
+ who had been the idolized pet of her joyless-childhood, was greater
still. Worn down with an incurable disease, Mrs. Grimshawe
looked forward to a speedy reumion with the departed ; but years
of toil and suffering might yet be reserved for the patient creature,

who never was heard to murmur over her paiaful lot.

The death of the young Charlotte, the peacemaker, the com-
forter and monitor to the rest of the household, was as if her good
angel had departed, and the sunshine of heaven had been dimmed
by her absence.

“ Oh, my sister !” she murmured in the depths of her soul, “thon

‘wert justly dear to all;, but oh! how dear tome! No one on
earth loved the poor hunckback, or could read the language of her
heart, like you. To others dumb and usicouth, to you my voice
was natural ; for it spoke to you of feelings and hopes which you
alone could understand.”

~Mrs: Mason ‘scolded and’ grumbled that, for weeks ‘after Char-
lotte’s death, Mary Grimshawe performed her daily tasks with less
alacrity, and wandered to and fro like one in a dream. Sometimes
the pent-up -anguish of her heart found a vent in sad and unintel-
ligible sounds— A gibberish,” her mistress said, “ that was enough
to frighten all the customers from the house.” .

Mary had other causes of annoyance to grieve and perplex her,
independent of the death of her sister. For some weeks past, the
coarse, dissolute Robert Mason had shown a decided preference for
her sister Sophy, whom he proclaimed; in her hearing, to his bad
associates, “to be the prettiest gal in_the neighborhood—the only
gal that he cared a bit for, or deemed worth a fellow’s thoughts. -
But then,” he added, carelessly, and with an air of superiority
which galled Mary not a little, « the wench was peor—too poor -
for him. He wanted some "un with lots of tin, that would enable.
"him o open a good public-house in town.” ’

Mary, as she listened, secretly blessed God that they were poor,
while the ruffian continued: :
-~ « His mother, the old jade, would never consent to his marrymg

" “one so much beneath him. If she only suspected him of casting a

sheep’s, eyeat Sophy ermshawe,'she would set marks ou the gal’s
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face that would spoil her beauty But if the gal had not been so -
decidedly poor, he would please Inmself, yithout asking Mammy S
Jeave, ke could tell her.” - -

His coarse comrades received hls disrespectful msubordmatwnto -
his mother’s authority as an excellent” joke, while Mary inly shud-
dered at his indclicate avowal of his liking for ‘her s.ster, which
filled her mind with a thousand indefinite fear<. .
" Sophy, of Iate, had been able to obtain but little work in the

" neighborhood ; she was silent, and dejected, and .reurmured con-
stantly against her poverty, and the want.of every comfort that
could render Tife tolerable. Sometimes she talked of going into
service, but against this project, so new from her mouth, her mother
'objected as she had no one elsé¢ during the day to wait wpon her,
or speak to:her. .More generally, however, she speculated upon
some wealthy tradesman- making her kis wife, and placmo' her at

" -once above want and work. -

T care not,” she would say, “how old or ugzly he mmht be if he

would only take me out of this, and make a Jady of me.”

Mary shook her head, and tried, in hoarse ejaculasions, to expross
ker disapprobation of such an immoral avowal of sentiments she
could put regard with horror ; while she fixed upon kLiér sister those
piercing eyes, which seemed to look into her very soul—those eyes
which, gleaming through fast-falling tears, made the vain ﬂxrl shiver
- and turn away. i : 0

-«Sophy,” said Mrs. Grimshawe, gravely—for the remark was
made onc.evening, by her mother’s bed-side—* Mary cannot speak
her thoughts, but I understand her perfectly, and can speak them-
for her, and would qerxously ask you, if you thmk it a crime to Sc 11
your soul for money.” ; : 3

¢ Certainly not ;. I would do al""thmo' to get rid of the weary
life1lead. Al day chained down to my needle, and all night Lept
awake by the moans of the sick: At eighteen years of age, is it
not enoagh to drive me mad 22

«Tt is what the Lord has been pleased to appomt—-a. heavy bur-
den, doubtless, but nleant for your good. Look at Mary; her lot
i3 barder than.yours, yet she never repines.”

Sophy flashed a scornful look at her sister, as she repxxed—

“Mary is not éxposed to the same temptations. Natare has
placed her beyond them. 1 -am bandsome, and several years
younger than her. She is defomed, and has a frightful impedi- .
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ment in her speech and is so plain that no one could-fall in love
with her, or wish to make her a wife. Men think her hideous, bat
they do not laugh at her for being poor and shabby as they do at
me.”

This speech was made under the mﬂuence of vehement passion,
and was concluded with a violent burst of tears. B

Her cruel words inflicted a deep wound in the heart of the poor
deformed girl. For the first time she felt degraded in her own
eyes; and the afflictions under which she labored seemed disgrace-
ful; and she wished she had been deaf as well as unintelligible.
But these feelings, so foreign to her nature, were of short duration ; ;
after a brief but severe mental struggle, she surmounted her just
resentment, and forgave her thoughtless sister for the unmerited
reproach. Wiping the tears from her pale, dark cheeks, she
smoothed the pillows for ker sick mother, and murmured with a
sigh—Lord, it was Thy hand that made me-as T am; let me
" not rebel against Thy will.”

The old woman was grcatly excited by Sophy’s nnworthy con-
. duct. 'With a great effort she raised herself nearly uprxght in her
bed, gazing sternly upon her rebellious child.

 Mary, my darling ! she cried, at last, when she sawthe deform-
ed vainly striving to control the emotion which convulsed her whele
. frame—* bear with patience the sinful reproaches of this weak, vain

_girl.  The time will come when she will be severely punished for

lxex; cruelty and injustice. It would be well for her if the image of
her God tvere impressed upon her soul as it is upon yours, my good,
dutiful child. The clay perishes, but that which gives value to the
clay shall flourish’ in_immortal youth and beauty, when the heavens
shall be no more. ¢ Then shall the righteous shine forth like the
sun’—Ah, me! I have forgotten the rest of the text, but you, Mary,
know it well ; let. it eonsole you, my dear girl, and dry these useless
tears. I was pretty, like Sophy, once, and, like her, I thought too
™ lighly of myself. Look at me now. Look at these wrinkled, cate-
worn cheeks—these wasted, useless limbs ; are they not a lesson to
homan pride and vanity? - I never knew my real character until I
knew grief. Sorrow bas been blessed to my soul, for had I never
tastéd the cup of affliction, I had never known the necessity of a
Saviour. May his peace and-blessing fortify your heart to endure
every trial which his wisdom may appoint, my poor affti¢ted lamb-!”

Sophy’s heart was softened by her mother’s pass'onate appeel,
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"Heartily ashamed of herself she approached nearer to her weeping
sister. -

« Mary,” she faultered, in a tone of deep self: reproa,ch «I did
not mean to vex you. Iknow that youw are better than ‘me, and
you must not take so fo heart my wild ‘words 1 am miserable and
unhappy ; I do net always-know what I say.”

The eyes of the sisters met ; Sophy flung her arms about Mnrys
neck and kissed her.

¢« You forgive me, Mary ?”’

The hunchback smiled through her tears—and such a smil
eloquent—so fall of love and gratefal affection, that Sophy fe?_sfxe
_ 'was more than. forgiven.

“ Why are you unhappy, Sophy ?” asked Mrs. Grimshawe, seiz-
ing the favorable moment to make a more lasting impression on
her mind.’

« Because we are so poor.”

““We have endured many evils worse than poverty.”

¢« Noone, none. That one word comprises them all. To be hun-
gry, shabby, despised ; and you wonder that my soul rebels against
lt 91

¢« Are pot unkind words and reproaches more hatd to bear ”

Sophy hung: her head, and was silent. :

“Mary would eat dry bread for a week, and be cheerful and
resignied, and wear-a coarse, shabby garment, without Shedding a
single tear. These ‘are hardships, my girl ; butthey do not affect
the heart, or cause one pang of remorse. But, seriously, Sophy,
do you think that you-wouldimprove your present condition, or-
render yourself happier, by marrying a man you did not love, for
money 2"

“Yes.” This was said emphatically.

- «Oh, do it not, my child! It is a great sin to enter into a

. solemn covenant, and swear at God_’s holy altar to love and honor

.and obey a man for whom you have neither affection nor respect.

No blessing from God can follow such an mnion. Nature would
assert her mhts and pumsh you severely for havmg broken her
laws.”?

-+ «Nonsense, mother !. The thing is done every’ day, and I see
-none of these evil results. Johanpa Carter married old George
Hugh& for his money, ‘and they live very eomfortably together.

* I will accept; Tike her, the first good offer that comes in my way.”
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~ Mary wnthed and tried for some time to make her thoughts
audible : .at last she succeeded in gasping out—

‘- Robert Mason —not him—not him I”

“ Robert Mason! What, Bully:Bob? Does he admire me?
‘Well, Mary, I will qiiet your apprehensions by assuring you that ;
the regard is not mutual. And what ‘would the old witch his %4
mother say 2’ R

“ Let her never ha.ve it to say, that her bad son mamed Daniel 3
Grimshawe’s daughter,” said Dorothy, indignantly. -

“ Oh, but I should like to plague that old fiend, by letting her
imagine that I encouraged her son: She has always something .
spiteful to say to me. It would be rare fan to torment her a little.
I will be.very sweet to Master Bob for the time to come.” b

Mary caught her arm, and looked imploringly in her face. K b

“So you are afraid of my marrying Bob Mason?. What foolish B
women. you are! He is not rich emough for me—a drunken '
" spéndthrift! When I sell my soul for money, as mother calls my
* getting ‘a rich husband, it shall be to one who is better able to
pay for it.” A ;

-And in high spirits the hltherfo discontented gmmbler undressed 3
and retired to bed, leaving Mary to pray for her during the greater o } .
part of the night, to entreat God to forgive her volatile ‘sister, and i
make her sensible of her sin. :

| /
: —_—— SR
S A\
.CHAPTER XXXVL
THE GHOST.

A sHorr time after this conversation took plaee by the sick-] bed
of Dorothy Grimshawe, a report got abroad that the road between
the town of and C—— churchyard was haunted by the
ghost of old Mason, the apparition of that worthy having been ,
seen and spoken to by several of his old friends and associates, . S
who had frequented the “ Brig’s Foot” during his occupation of =~ p
it, and to whom his person was well known. The progress of the
stage coach had been several times stopped by the said ghost, the :
horses frightened, the vehicle overturned, and several of the pas- *
sengers seriously injured.~ Those who retained their senses boldly ‘ §
affirmed that they had. seen the spectre—that it was old Mason,
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and no mistake—a man so remarkable for his ill-looks in life, that
even in_death they could not be forgotten.. These tales, whether
true or false, were generally believed among the lower classes, and
were the means of bringing a great influx of guests'to the «Brig’s
Foot.” All the idlers in the town flocked hither after the night
had closed in, torask questions, and repeat what they had heard
during the day about the ghost.

Martha Mason looked sourly on her mew customers, and
answered all ‘their questions regarding her departed husband with
an abrapt, “ What concern is it of yours what the man was like?
He is dead. " I know nothing about him now ; nor-do I want.to
know. "I don’t believe one word of your foolish lies.”

.One circumstance struck Mary as very singular : young Mason

was always absent of an evening, and seldom returned before day-
_break, particularly on those nights when the coach from N——
was expected to pass that road, which was only twice daring the
week. This was the more remarkable, as he had always been the
foremost in the scenes of riot and misrule that were constantly
enacted beneath that roof. 'When he did make his appearance, he
was unusually sober, and repeated all the pranks performed by the
ghost as an excellent joke, mimicking his looks and actions amid
loud bursts of indecent laughter, to the no small horror of his su-
. perstitious guests.

“ What do.the ghost look like, Bob ?” asked Joshua Spilman,
an honest laborer, who had stepped in to drink his pint of -ale and
hear the news; and having tarried later than his wont, was afraid
to return home. I never seed a glhiost in all my born days.”

“Why, man, ghosts, like owls, only come abroad of a night,
and you have little chance of having your curiosity gratified dur-
' ifog the day. But if you are very anxious to see one, and are not
afraid of leaving' the chimney corper, and stepping out into. the
dark, just go with me to the mouth of the Gipsy lane, and look -
for “yourself. It was there the old 'un appeared last night, and
there most likely he’ll be to-night again.”

“The Lord ha’ mercy upon us. Do you think, Bob, I'd put
" myself in the way.of the ghost? I would not go there by mysel’
‘for all the world.”

« It would not hurt you.”

“ Not hurt I? Sare it broke the leg of Dick Sxmmons, when .
it skeared the hosses, and overturned the coach last Monday night.
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I'd rather Leep myself in a whole skin. But when you seed it
Bob, worn’t you. mortal feared 7

“Not 1.7 -

« An’. did you speak to 'un?”

« Ah, to be sure. Do you think I’d ran away from my own
-dad?_ _<Old boy,’ says I, ¢is that you? How are you getting on
below ? » He shakes his head, and glowers at me, ’an his one eys
. looked like a burning coal.

" «<You'll know one day, says he.

«<That's pleasant news,’ says I. *Youwll be sure to give me a
warm welcome at any rate.  There’s nothing like having a friend
ot head-quarters” When he saw that I was not afraid of him, he
gave a loud screech and vanished, leaving behind him a most infer-
nal stench of brimstone, which I smelt all the way from the cross-
road as far as the bridge. He had got his answer, and Isaw o
more of him for that night.

Josh thrust his chair back to the wall, and drawing alonfr breath,
gazed upon the reprobate with a.strange mixture of awe a.nd terror
in his bewildered countenance.

“ Why, man, an’ my Teather had said sic like words to me, I
should have gone stark, staring mad with fear and sheame.”,

« The shame should be all on his side then,” quoth the incorrigi-
ble Bob. “I did not make him the bad man he was, though he
made me. -I{e was always an ugly fellow, and the scorching he has

- got down there (and he pointed significantly to the ground) has not
" improved his looks. But mother would know him in a minute.”

*I never want to see your father again, Robert,” srid Martha,
doggedly ; * so you need not.address-any such impertinent remarks
to me. Ihad enough of his company :dere.. I dou’t know why he
should leave his- grave to haunt me af’oar his death.”

« For the love he bore you while on earth,” said the dutiful son,'
_ilancing round the group with:a knowmw look. “Dad is sure of a
kmd reception from ou, mother.” '

“The day he was buried,” said Martha, " was the only happy

" one I had known for twenty years, and you know it well. One of
his last acts was to make me a cripple for life.”

“Ilow did he come by his death, Mother Mason?” fsked a
young sailor, Tom Weston by name.

 He was killed in a row with the smugglers,” said Bob. “Ho

* had helped them to land some brandy, and they wanted to cheat him
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out of his pay. Father had lots of plack. He had lost an eye once
before in such a frolic. He attacked the whole band single handed

and got knocked on the head in the scuffle. The smugglers ran

away, and left mother to bury the dead.”

“ He only got what, he deserved,” muttered Martha. “It isa
pity he did not get it twenty years before. But he is gone to his
place, and I am determined to keep mine. A ghost has no légal
claim to the property of the living, and he -shall never get Pposses-

«But suppose, Martha, he should take it into his head to haunt
it, and make it too hot to hold you,” said Tom ‘Weston, what
would you do ther’?” -

7 think I know a secret or two that would lay the ghost,”
turned Martha ; and hobbling across the kitchen on her crutch, she
lifted down an old horse-pistol that was suspended to one of the low
cross-beams, and wiping the dust from it with her apron, she care-

fully examined the lock.

«¢ This should speak my welcometoall such uuwelcome mtmders
It has-released more than one troublesome spirit from its clay tene-
ment, and I have no doubt that it would be found equally efficacious
in quieting others—that is if they have the audacity to-try their
strength arramﬂst me;” and she glanced disdainfully at her son from
beneath her bushy, lowering brows. “This brown dov is old, but
he can still bark and bite /"

« How vicious mother looks!” said Bob, with a loud la.uvh.
« It would require a ghost with some pluck to face her.”

“ What time did 'the spectre appear last night ?” said Tom Wes-
ton, who saw that mischief was brewing, and was anxious to turn
the” subject into another channel. “I should like amazingly to

. see it.” .

“ That’s all bosh!” said Bob. . “You would soon cut and run.
Baut if you are in earnest, come with me to the crossroad, and 1
promise to introduce you to the old gentleman. The clock has just
struck eleven; he will be taking his rounds by the time we get

" there.” A

The young man drew back. “Not in your company, Mason.
It ‘would be enough to raise the devil.”

« Well, please yourself. I knew you would funk out. I shall :
go, however. ‘T want to have a few minutes’ conversation with the
ghost before be appears in public. Perhaps he will show me where

Y
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to find a hidden treasure. Good-hye, mother shall T give yonr

comp]nnents to the old gentleman ? Love, I know, is out of the
question. You had none to spare for him when he was alive.”

¢ Away with you for a blasphemous rebrobate that you are!” '

cried the angry old woman, shaking her crutch at him.

“Mammy’s own darling son !” cried the disgusting wretch, as,.

with a loud oath, he sprang throngh the open door and vanished
into the dark mvht

The men looked smmﬁcantly at each other, and a little tailor
"“rose cautiously and shut the door.

“Why do you do that ?”’ said Tom Weston.
“To keep out bad company.”
“It is stifling hot!” cried Tom, kicking it open thh his foot.

'

7 «T shall die without a whiff of fresh air.”

« But the- ghost?” and the little tailor shook his head myste-
riously.

“ Does not belong to any of us,” re_)omed,Tom. ¢ My relations
are all sound sleepers; good, homest people, who. are sure to rest
in their graves. There is a storm brewing,” he continued, walk-

ing to the open door; < that thunder—cloud will burst -over our }

heads in a few minates, and Master Bob will get a good drench-

-ing.”

«Tts awsome to hear him talk as he do of his feather’s spirit,”
said honest Josh.. ‘It makes my flesh creep upon my bones.”

~“Provided there’s any truth in his statements,” said a carpenter, -

who had been smoking his pipe by the table, and silently listening

to the conversation—* which I much doubt. For my own part I' l-
. would be more afraid of meeting Robert Mason alone in that dark

lane, than any visitant from another world. I don’t believe in
ghosts. T never saw one, and I never met with any person,ton
whose word you “could attach much credit, that could satisfactorily
prove to you that ke had : when you pushed him hard, it always
came out that he was not the person who had seen it ; but some
one else who had related the tale to him; and he had every reason

to believe it true. The farther you searched into the matter, the
- more indistinct and improbable the story became.” ’ '

¢« Ay, Bill Corbett ; but you heard Bob declare that he has both-
seen and spoken to it, and the lad must know his own father.”

. “X don’t take for gospel what I hear Bob say; I don’t believe

one word of the story—no, not if he was to swear to the truth of

S e - a3 e B .
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it upon the Bible,” said the-carpenter, waxing warm. Before Tom
‘Weston could reply, a loud peal of thunder burst suddenly over
their heads, and the room was so vividly lighted up by the electric
flash that preccded it, that Mary, who was intently listrning to the
conversation, rose from her seat with a loud scream.

« By the living Jingo ! what's that ?” cried the laborer, starting
to his feet, while the pipe be was smoking fell from ];us nerveless
grasp and shivered to atoms on the hearth.

“ Pshaw I” said Tom Weston, recovering from the sudden tremor
which had seized him, “ ’tis only the poor dummy I thought the
gal had been deaf as well as dumb.”  ~

“'Why, man, the dead in their graves might ha re heard that I,
said the terror stricken Josh. . v

He had scarcely ceased speaking} when Sophy Grimshawe sprang
into the room—her eyes fixed anézlstaring, and her usually rosy
cheeks livid with fear. «The thunder,” she gasped, « the dreadful
thunder !” and would bave fallen to the ground, had not Tom~

" Weston caught her in his arms. The unexpected sight of such a -
beautifal apparition, seemed to restore the young man’s presence
of mind. He placed her in a chair, while the little tailor bustled
up fo get a glass of cold-water, with which he copiously. bathed
Ler face and hands. In a few minutes her limbs ceased to tremble,
and opening her cyes, she glanced timidly round her. The first
object that encountered her gaze, was the scornful, fiendlike face of
Mrs. Mason, scowling upon her.

* S0, she said, sneeringly, ¢ you make the thunder a pretext for -
showing your painted doll’s face to the fellows here. Your mother
would do well to keep you at home.”

# Mother was asleep, and she is not afraid of thunder like me.
‘When that dreadful flash of lightning came, I dared not stay alone'
in the house.”

“ Are you a bit safer, thmk you, here 2” sneered the w1tch like
woman. “It was monstrous kind of you to leave your poor old
mother exposed to danger, while you run away from it like a cow-
ard!. A bad excuse; however, I’ve heard, is bctteﬁhaTnone In.
your case I think it worse.”

T did- not think of that,” said Sophy, with unaffected simplicity,

. rising to go. ¢ Mother never cares for it, but it makes me tremble

from head to foot, and almost drives me beside myself. I-can’t tell
why, but it has always been so with me since I was a little child.”
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As she finished sp&kmg, another long protracbed@éal/ of thun-
der rolled through the heavens and shook the house, and Sophy
_sank down gasping in her chair. The handsome young sailor was
at her side with a glass of ale.

“ Never mind that cross old woman, my dear; she scolds and
rules us all. Takea sup of this—it will bring the roses back to
your cheeks. Why, you are as pale as the ghost we were talking
of when you came in.” '

« Oh, I'm such a coward!” sobbed Sophy. “.Ah, there it comes
again—the lightning will blind me !"—and she shrieked and threw
her apron over her head, as another terrific peal burst solemuly
above them. “I would rather see twenty ghosts than hear the
like of that again. - Did not you feel the earth shake ?”

« Now for the rain!” cried the little tailor, as a few heavy drops
first splashed upon the door-sill ; then there was the rush and roar
of a hurricance, and the waber burst from the skies in- torrents,
streaming over thé door-sill, and beating through the chinks in the
. ill-glazed windows. - ‘

¢ Shut -the door, man’! can’t you?” vociferated Tom Weston to
the tailor. “The rain pours in like a flood, and it will nge the
young lady cold.”

« Poor, delicate creature !I” said Martha; “as 1f a few drops
of rain could hurt the like o’ her!”

- As the tailor rose to shut the door, two men, bearm«r a heavy
burthen between them, filled up the vacant space. All eyes were
turned upon the strangers, as, through the howling wind and’ rush-
ing rain, they bore into the room and placed upon the baFk floor
a man strufrghng in a fit of epilepsy.

“Well, measter, how is it with ’un?” said the foremost Who
was a stout, rosy fellow from the laboring class. .

No answer was returned-to the inquiry made in a kmdly tone.
The personthus addressed still .continued writhing in convulsions,
_and perfectly unconscious of his own identity, or of that of any
person around him.

" «Put a tablespoonful of salt into his mouth, man,” said Corbett
- the carpenter; « that will bring him to, if anything will.”

The simple, but powerful remedy was promptly admmlstered by
Mary, and after some minutes, the paroxysms of the disorder grew
less violent, and-the sick man, with a bheavy groan, unclosed his
large, dark eyes, and gazed vacantly around him—his teeth still

i
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chattering, and his muscular limbs trembling Tike one in an ague '

fit. :

“ Courage, measter,” said the laborer, giving him a friendly slap
-on the shoulder. “There’s nought that can hurt thee here. See,
_the fire burns cheerfully, and ’txs lmman creturs an’ friends that

are about thee.”

«Is it gone,” groaned the prostrate form,- closmg his eyw, as lf

to shut out some frightful apparition—“gone for ever ?”’

- “ Ay, vanished clean away into the black night.”

“What did he see?” cried a chorus of eager voices; and every

one in. the room crowded round the fallen man.

€ He ‘seed old Mason’s ghost on the bridge,” said the: la,boret,

“an* Iseed it too. An ugsome-looking cretur it wor, an’ I wor
morta.l skeared ;' howdsomever, when measter screeched an’ fell, I
- forgot to lgok on un agin, I wor so skeared about ‘un. = 'This good
man conr'd-along, as luck wud .ha’ it, and helped me to carry “un
" in here, SFor my part, I'thought as how Measter. Noah was dead ;
an’ as he owed me four pounds an’ three shillins for my harvestin’
with un, "an’ T had no writin’ to show for it, I thought it wud be a -
bad job for me an’ the fam’ly.”

“ Tmé, nexbor,” said the other . bearer, sententlously ““the

sight of the ghost wor nothin’ to that.”
;, “And did the ghost speakto you ?” said the little tailor. /

< Na, Da, I b'leeve that themcgentry from the other world are
SWOrn over by Satan to hold their tongues; an’ never speak unless
spoken to. - Howdsomever, this ‘ghost never said a word; it stood
by centre arch o’ bridge, wrapped.up in a winding sheet, that flick-
ered all over like moonlight ; an’ it shook ter heed, an glowered on
us with two fiery eyes as big as sa.ucers, an’ then sunk down an?
vanished.”

¢ Ob, it was him—him !” again groaned forth the terror-stricken_
man, rising to a snttmg posture. . “ He looked just as he dld that
night—that night we found him murdered !” g

“ Of whom do you speak, Master Cotton?” said the httle 'mlor.

« Of Squire Carlos.”

“ Squire Carlos! Did the ghost resemble him? - He has been -
dead long‘enough to sleep,m peace in his grave.” It is more than
twenty years agone since he was murdered by that worthless scamp
Bill Martin. I was but a slip of a lad then. I walked all the way

9
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from ——to Ipswwh to:see- h;m hung. How came you to think
of him ?””
- #Tt was him, or some demon in his shape,” said Noah Cotton—
for it was the hero of my tale—now able to rise and take the chair ;o
- that the gossiping little tailor offered him. “If ever I saw Mr. o
Carlos in life;-1 saw his apparition on the bridge to-night.” - : B . 1'
“ A man- should know his own father,” mused the tailor ; * and ) _
yet here is Bob Mason fakes the same-appearance for the ghostly 2
resemblance of his own respectable progemtor There is some P
strange trickery in all this.” ;
“ What the dlckeus should brmfr the ghost of Squire Carlosso -
far from -his own pd.nsh‘? He wor shot in his own'preserves by .
Bill Martin. I mind the eircumstance quite well. A goed man
wor the old Squire, but over-particular about his game. If I .
mistake not, you be Measter Noah Cotton, whose mother hved up: ‘ '
at the porter’s lodge ?” : L
Noah nodded assent, but he didn’t scem to relish th%e questions
and reminiscences of the honest laborer, while Josh, delighted to
hear his topgue run, continaed— "
«T kind o’ ’spect you've forfrotben “me, Mister Cotton. T used )
to work in them days at Farmer Humphrey’s, up Wood- Jane. L
You ha.ve grow’d an old—lookm« man since I seed you last ~ You :
were young and spry enouvh then I didna’ bleeve the tales that
volk -did tell of 'un—that you were the Squire’s own son. Bat
you. be as loxke him now as'two peas. The neebors wor right,
P arter all ; .
. The stranger wmced and turned pale. . -~
8 - ¢ They say as how you've grow’d a rich man yoursel’ simcg. that -
" time. Is the old ‘uman, your mother, livin’ still ?”” - T .
“She is dead,” said Noah, turning his back abruptly on the
interrogator; and addressing himself to the mistress of the house. :
“ Mrs. Mason, I have been very ill. I feel better, but the fit. . -%,. ..
has left me weak and exhausted. Can you give mea bedand a
. room to myself, where I could sleep, the effects of it quietly off?"-
My beds are engaged,” was the cart reply ‘of the surly dame.
“ Pray, how loig haye you been subject to those fts?” .
* “For several years, - Eversince I had the typhus fever And ,
now the least mental anxiety brings them on.”
“ So it appea.rs. Partxculnrly the swht of au old fnend when
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. - least expected. Thi stmnge, and she smiled sxfrmﬁmnﬂy,
i ' « for he was, both livingand dead, a kind friend to you.”

« He was, indeed,”-sighed the stranger. It was not until after
I losthim, that I knew how much I was indebted to him.” ~Then
suddenly tarning from her, he looked steadfastly towards the open
door. «It-rains cats and dogs, mother ; you surely cannot refuse

- me a bed on such a night ?”

“I have already told you, I have no bed to anm To speak
the plain truth,” she added with a grim smile, “ I don’t like your
bang-dog face, and want none of your company. 'If you'fc afraid
of a shadow, you are either a great coward or 4 big fool. . I

: despise both characters. If not, you are a~ designing rogue, and
_enough of such folks come here every mnrht ”
“I will pay you well for the accommodatlon,” urged Noah, .
- without noticing or resenting Martha's-malignant. speech

“Mother, he be as rich as a Jew;” whispered Josh, in her ear.

The hint, -disregarded by Mrs. Mason, was not unheeded by
Sophy Grimshawe, who, gliding across the room, said, in a soft,
persuasive voice: “Mr. Cotton, .if you will step into the next

~ bouse, I will give you my bed for the night.”

“The bold hussy!” muttered Martha.

“Js it far to go?”’ and Noah shuddered, as'he glanced into the
black night. .

“Only a step; just out of one door into the other. If you be_-
afraid,” she continued, looking up into his gloomy but handsome
face with an arch smile, “ I will protect you. Iam afraid of than-
der, but not of ghosts. Come along; depend upon it, we shall not S
see anything worse than ourselves.” -

“There’s many a true word spoken at randon,” said Martha,
glancing after the twain, ds the dSor~closed upon them. “ I'll bet
all I'm Worth in the world that that fellow is not afraid of nothmg .
he’s ‘troubléd \with a bad conscience. - He's 4 hateful, unlueky=
lookmg wretch! I’m glad that bold g1r1 relieved me of his com-
pany.” E

« Martha,” said Josh, ¢ you’re far wrong this time. l\loa.h “Cot-
ton do hear an excellent character ; an’ then he has lots o’ cas ”
This circumstance, apparently, gave him great importance i in “the
poor man’s eyes. “That Squire Carlos, who wor mirdered by
. Bill Martin, left in his will a mort o’ money to Noa.h Cotton
People dew say that he wor his son.” .
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“A hkdv story, that !” cried the woman, tossmg up her head.
“ He is very like the Squire, at any rate,” said the little tailor.
« ] knew him for several years, and always found him a decent,
quiet -fellow—rather provd, and fond of dressing above his rank,
perhaps ; but then, he always paid bis tfailor’s billMike 3 gentle-

* man. Indeed, many that I make for, who call themselves gentlemen,

might take pattern by him. He was a very handsome young fel-
low in/those days—tall, straight, and exceedingly well made ; as
slastic and supple as an eel, and was the best cricket-player in the
county. I don’t know what can have come across N oah, that
he looks so gaunt and thin, and is such an old man before his time.
He has been given to" those terrible fits ever since he made one
of the party that found the body of Mr. Carlos. It’s no wonder ;
for he loved the Squire, and the Squire was mortal . fond of him.
He became very religious after he got that shock, and has been
a very strict Methodist_ever since.” i
“ He's not a bit the better for that,” said Martha. - The great-
est sinners stand in need of the longest prayers. I thought that he
bad been a Methodist parson, by the cut of his jib. Where, my -

“lads,” turning to the two men who had brought him i in, “did"; you

pick the fellow up 2

“Why, do you see, mistress, that I" vebeena. harvesting with "un,
an’ he tuk me in the ta.xeﬁart with "un te the bank, to get change
to pay me my wages. Going into town this morning, the hoss got
skeared by some boys playing at ball. The ball stmck the beast
plump in the eye, an’ cut it so shocking bad, that measter left “un
with the hoss doctor, and proposed for us to walk home in the cool
o’ ‘the evening, as the distance is only eight miles or thereabquts.

. Before we starts home, he takes me to the- Crown Inn, and treats -

me to a pot of ale, an’_while there he meets with some old acquaint-
ance, who was tlling him how he knew his father, old Noah, in

“Mericky ; an’ how he had died very rich, an’ left his money to a

- wife he bad there,that he never ‘married. An’ I thought as how

measter didn’t mmh like the news, as his father, it seems, had left
him nothing—not even his blessing. ‘Well, *twas nigh upon twelve -
o'clock when we started. < You'd better stay all night, measter,’
says I; ¢’tis nigh upon morning.” -‘Sam Smith,’ says he, ¢ I can-

* not sleep out o’ 'my own bed;’ and off wesets. On the bndgewe

1

heerd the first bxg clap o’ thunder; the next. minute we sor the
ghost, and my measter gives a screech which might have ronsed
: m - .

~
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old Sqmre Carlos from the dead, and stmlght felldewn ina 6t
The ghost vanished in the twinkling of an cye ; an’ T met this good
man, who helped me fo bring Noah up here: He’s a kind measter, -
Noah Cotton, but a wonderful timersome man. T've heerd him,

~ when we’ve been at work in the fields, start at the shivering of an

97 53

aspen leaf, and cry out, ‘Sam! what’s that ? .
“Did not Noah say summat about having 1ost his yellow can-
vas bag with his mopey ?” asked the other.man;.*and that the
ghost laid hold on him with a hand as cold as ice 2”
« What, did a’?”” and Sam Smith opened his large, round eyes,

-and, distended his wide, good-natured mouth, thh a look of blank

astonishment.

« If the ghost robbed Noah Cotton of his canvas bag, that was
what no livibg man could do!” cried Bob Mason, bursting into the
room, and cutting sandry mad capers round the floor. ¢ Hurrah -
for the ghost I’ ~ :

PR —

CHAPTER XXXVII.
THE PROPOSAI~

We will now step into the widow Grimshawe's cottage and see
how Sophy disposed of her guest.

The lower room was in profound darkn&g, and the little semp-
stress bade her companion stay at the door while she procured a
light from.the rush-candle that alwdys bumed in her mother’s
chamber above.

« Do not leave me in the dark !” he cried, in a voice of childish
terror, and clutching at her garments. I dare not be alone I”

« Nonsense.! Theré are no ghosts here. I will not be gone an
instant.” :

“Let me go with you.”

“What! to my siek mother’s bed-room ? That camnot be.
Perhaps,” she continued, not a little astonished at his extreme
timidity, « the ashes may still be alive in the grate. I think .
perceive a faint glimmer; but you had better allow me te fetch a

 light from. mother’s room ?”

“Oh no! not for the world. I beseech you to stay where you
are.” .
Sophy kuelt down by the héasth, and raking among the ashes,
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succeeded at last in finding a live. coal, which she blew into a
blaze ; and lighting a candle she had left on the table, placed it
before him.

Her strange guest had sunk down mtoa]argewoodena:rm—chalr
beside it, his head bent upon his clasped hands, his eyes shut, and

traces of tears upon his death-pale cheeks ; his lips were firmly

compressed, and his countenance xmmovable and rigid.
Sophy gazed long and silently upon him. The sympathy of
woman, be she good or bad, is always touched by the sight of a

" man’s tears. Sophy was selfish and vain—all her faults might be

comprised under those two heids; but she could not bear to Wit-

nesssorrow and suffering without trying to alleviate it, unless it -

demanded the sacrifice of some personal gratification that she
wanted strength of mind fo relinquish.

The stranger had awakened her sympathy, which the knowledve
that he was comparatively rich did.not tend to diminish ; and she
examined his countenance with a degree of interest and attention
which hitherto had been foreign to her pature, who had never seen
anything to love or admire beyond herself. .
© For a person in his station, Noah Cotton was a remarkable

man. features were high and regular, his air and demeanor

that of f:;?dleman, or rather of one who had been more used to
mingle with gentlemen, than with the class to which his dress indi-
cated him-to belong. His age exceeded forty. His raven hair,
. that curled in 'close masses round his high temples, was thickly
_sprinkled with grey; his sallow, brow deeply furrowed, but the
lines were-.not those produced by sorrow, but care. He looked ill
and unhappy ; and though his dress was of the coarse manufacture
generally adopted by the small yeoman or farmer, his linen was fine
-and scrupulously clean ; in short, he was vastly superior to any of
* the men that frequented the “ Brig’s Foot.”

“You are ill,” said Sophy, laying her hand upon his shoulder,
and speaking in a soft, gentle tone. ¢ Let me get-you something
to eat. I can give you some'newbread and a bowl of fresh
milk.”

« Thank you, my kind girl,” he replied, unclosing his la.rge, dark,
melancholy eyes, and regarding her neat little figure, and fair, girl-
ish face, with fixed attention ; “I am not hungry.”

«Oh, do take a little.” And Sophy placed the simple contoa. s

/
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of the cupbom'd' on the table before him. “It wonld g:ve me real
pleasure to see you eat.”

“Then I will tryto please you ” : N

Bat, after taking a draught of the. milk, Noah pushed the bowl

 from him, and turniog gloomily to the fire, which was now bright-

ening into a ruddy glow, throwing cheerful red glea.ms to every

distant corner of the room.

“ And did you really see the ghost 7 asked Sophy; who was
dying with curiosity to hear the tale from his-own mouth. And

_ she drew a low bench beside him, and gazed earnestly up into his

fa®. «I thonght the stories about it were all humbug—a trick
played og upon the public by that werthless scamp, Bob Mason.”
The ntan started from his abstracted fit. ,
“Don’t speak of it now, my pretty maid." Let yon and I falk

. of sumething else.” -

€

-« But I should like so to know all about 1t.{ You sald when
you ‘were coming to, out of that frightfl fit, that it was the ghost
of & Mr. Carlos.”

“Then I was a fool !” muttered Noah ; but, recovering himself,

" he said, “I was one of the band of men who found the body of

Squire Carlos, on the pight be was murdered jn his own planta-
tion, by Bill' Martin, a notorious smuggler and poacher. I was

_very young at the time; the Squire had been a kind friend to me

and my mother, and the horrid sight made such a powerfut impres-
sion on my mind that it almost deprived me of my senses, and it .
has haunted me ever since. I see him at all hours of the day, but
most generally the vision comes before me at night, and prodtices
these terrible fits. The doctors call it disease’—I think it fate.”

« How dreadful!” and Sophy recoiled involuntarily a few paces
from her guest.

There was a long sxlenee Sophy tried to shake “off the chill

‘that had fallen upon her heart, by vigorously poking thefire. At

_ length she ventured a glance at her sxlent companion. - He was

_looking down intently at ber.”

“Yqu seem pretty old,” she said, with tbat bluntness so common

_ to uneducated people, and from which those above them wince in

disgust—* ate you married?” )
“No, my dear; a bachelor, at your service.”

¢« If you had a wife and children, they would cure you of these
strangefanma »
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“Do you really think so?” N

“1 am gure of it.” oo .

'There was another long silence.

* Her companion heaved & deep, melancholy mgh and his thoughts,
seemed to break out into words, mthont any intention on the part
of their owner.

" «1 have plenty to keep both wife and children, and I would
gladly marry to-morrow, 1f I thonght any good woman would have
me.”

Sophy smiled, and looked down mto her lap. She twisted the
strings of her checked apron round her fingers, the apron itself into
every possible shape. At length she étartpd from her ‘seat.

‘“ Where are you going 2" cried the stranger, in a tone of alarm.

“Fo make you up a bed.”

I would rather remain by the fire all night, if you will prom-
ise to stay with me.”

“But my mother would wonder what had become of me. I,

must leave you, aud go.to bed.”

Nosh caught her little hand as she glided past him, a.nd pulled
" her violently back—

1 will not part with yon—you must stay.” -

. % Bless me, how timid you are! How you shake and tremble !
- I cannot understand this fear in a big man like you.” :
. «I should grow courageous if you were alwafis by my side.”

¢ Perhaps you would soon be as much afraid of me as'of the
ghost,” said Sophy, Iookm« up into his sad eyes with a playfal
smile.

«The ghost again! But tell me, my pretty maid, have you a
sweetheart 7”7

«What girl of eighteen, who is nof posmvely ugly, has. not [

returned Sophy, evasively. - )

«But one whom you prefer to all others ?”

« I have never yet seen that fortunate individual.”

% Andis there no one for whom your -feel any pa.rtlcular hkmg id

« None, I assure you.”
“ Good,” said Noah, musingly. « Have you a father 2”
“ He was drowned in a hea.vy gale, durmv the fishing season,
some ywrsaa'o” :
¢« A mother?”
%Yes; but she has been bed-ndden with‘the palsy ever since
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father died. Grief for his sudden loss brought it on. There are no-

hopes of her ever regaining the use of her limbs now.”

« Any brothersor sisters?”

« One sister, the hunch-backed girl you saw in the next house ; ;
therwtarealldead -1 lost a young sister about six ‘weeks ago.
She was only sixteen years of age, and as good as she was beautiful.

Every body loved and respected Charlotte, and she died so happily. -
It was well for her. I have often- enned her since she left us. I -

‘never knew what an angel she was," untll after we lost her.”

" Noah sighed again, and was silent for some minutes. At length
he said—

«Ts it only good people that die in peace ?”

«I don’t know,” said Sophy. ¢ Charlotte was the only person I

. ever saw die; and her last words to us T shall never forget. ¢ Dear .

ones,’ she said, while a smile from heaven rested npon. her lips, ¢ do
not weep for me. These lost moments-of my life are the most joy-

ful, the happiest I have ever known. I can now. fully realize~that .

peace which our blessed Redeemer promised to all His faithfal fol-
lowers—a peace which surpasseth human understanding. May that
His peace and blessing rest upon you all.”

Again Noah sighed, and covered his face with his hands and re-

mained so long in that attitude, that Sophy imagined he had fallen
asleep. At length he raxsed his head, andsaid—

“Your father is dead, your mother infirm and old, your only sis-
ter sickly and deformed, and yourself so young and pretty, with no
brothers'to protect or work for you-—how do you contrive dear girl
to mamtam yourself and them ?”

1 we are very poor,” said Sophy, burstmg into tears. « I
do all can to'supply the wants of the family. I have to work day
and night, and Mary too, who has a cruel mistress, in order to earn
our bread, yet we are often on'the point of starvation; both' of us

are tasked beyond our strength—and I for one am hea.rtnly weary '

. of my life.”
¢ Dear child,” and Noah wound his arm aboat her waist, and
kissed away the tears from her bright blue eyes— if you could love
and cherish an old man—old at any rate to you, although barely
turned of forty, I could give both you and your afflicted mother and
_ sister a comfortable home. I have a pleasant eottage at F—, and
fifty acres of good arable land,’ ahorseandglg,sxxﬁnemilchoows,
and plenty of pigs and poultry, an income of two hundred per an-
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\Q rum in the bank, which is increasing every year, sunp]y because T
have enough to supply my housekold without touching either capi-
tal or interest. This property I will settle upon you at - my death,

. f you will become my wife.”

Sophy’s hand trembled is his. A bright crimson suffused her
<heek, her heart léapt wildly within her breast but she could not
find a word of answer.

«J have been a bachelor all my life,” contmued “Noah, “and a
dull, cheerless life it has beer to mre. I had a mother to take care
of in ber old age, and I loved her too well to placea wife over her,
who had been so long the mistress of my home. She is only lately

dead, and T feel lonely and sad without her. - T have often thought- .

that I could love a wife very much. T am sure I could love you.
" What say you to it, my girl? Isittobesa match 2"

Sophy thought of the horse and gig, 2nd the six cows, of the pigs
and poultry, of the comfortable bome ; and above all this, she hug-
ged closely to her heart the £2C0 per annum "that was to be hers,
besides all the rest of the worldly goods and chattels at his death.
She looked down upon her faded, shabby calico dress, and: round
upon the scantily fornished room,and thought of the cold, dark
winter nights that were eoming, and how ill-prepared they were to
meet them. She remembered the days of toil, the nights of waking,
watching beside the feverish bed of a queruloms old woman, aod -
she knew how fretful and impatient she was, and how her soul
abhored the task ; and she turned her bright eyes to the face of her

Jow, soft voice, that was music to his heart—

« will try to\love, you, and will be your wife, if you will only
be kind to mother and Mary; and take us from this hatefal place.”

Transported with joy, he promised all that she asked.

All night they sat by the fire, band in hand, talking over their
future prospects ; and the next morning Sophia introduced Noah
Cotton to her mother and sister, as her fature husband, and bade
them rejoice in their altered fortunes. 'Human nature is fall of

. strange contradictions,and it so happened that the mother and sis-.
»“_'ter dld not rejoice ; and instead of approving of the match, they

melancholy 1!@{1,‘:11& placed her small hand #a his, and said in a .

“remonstrated vehemently against it.

7 .Sophy thought them foohsh\and uagrateful.. She grew angry,
#nd remained obstmately fixed to her purpose, a.nd the affair ended

mafamﬂ_yruptnre. . I'
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Mrs. Grimshawe refused to live with Sophy, if she married Noak
Cotton ; and Mary could not leave her mother. Mary, who was:a
shrewd observer of human character, was greatly struck with the
scene she had witnessed in the publichowse.  She did not like Nogh
Cotton. She suspeeted him to be.a bad man, who was laboring
under the pangs of remorse rather than of disease. She had eom-
municated these fears t6-her mother, and to this circumstance might
be attributed her steady refusal to sanetion a marriage ! so advan-
tageous, in a pecuniary point of view, to them all.

- Sophy was determisied to secure the rich husband, and have her
own yay; and the very next week she became the wife of the
wealthy farmer, and the newly-wedded pair left —— in a neat gig,
to spend the honeymoon in 1Vca.h Cotton’s rural homestead, in
the pretty parish of F—— .

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
' YHE DISCLOSTRE.

TwexTyY tnontks passed away, and the young bride had never
once been home to visit ker old friends. Her mother grew more
infirm and feeble every day, and pined sadly after her absent child; °
and the tears were often upon Mary’s cheeks. Sophy’s act of wil-
fal disobedience had been forgiven from the hour that the thought-
Iess rebel had become a wife; bat her ne,_.,lect rankled in the heart. )
of both mother and sister.

¢ She has for«otten us quite,” said the ailing old woman. “The

distance is not great. - She might come, especially as_her husband
keeps a horse and chaise ; and what are ten miles after all? I have
often walked ~double th?,t in my young day to.see a friend, muéh
more a mother and sister. - Well, T shall not be here long—I fecl
that. . The day of my release will be a welcome one to ~me, and
she will be sorry w.len Tam gone that she neglected to come and
see me. .

Now, though Dorothy Grimshawe, in her nervons, quernlous
state, grumbled over the absence of her daughter, shé was never so
dear to the heart of her faulty chxld as at the very time she com-
plamed of her neglect.

ophy Cotton never knew tharea.l va.lue of a mother s love umtit
she felt upon her own shoulders the cares and responsxbﬂma of a
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nouse. She longed intensely to see her mo@a and Mary aga.m,
the nice presents of butter, ham, and eggs that she was donstantly
sending to ——, might have testified for her'; but there were pain-
ful reasons that made a meeting ‘with her mother and sister every-
‘thing but desirable to the young wife. -

She was changed since they parted. - Her marriage had been
contrary to their msha she did not hke that they should know
' she went
nowhere else—never did the most Iovmfr bﬂde keep more closely at
home.

Onoe Mrs. Grimshawe asked of her danghters messenger,
) rono-h clodhopper, whom she had summoned to her bed-side in order
to gratva her curiosity and _satisfy Ler doubts, the reason of Mrs.
Cotton’s long silence— Was she well 7
~ “Yes; but she had lost her rosy-cheeks, and was not so blrthe
as when she first came to the porched-house.” ) .

“ Did her husband treat her ill ?”

« Na, na ; he petted her like a spoilt child ; yet she never seemed
}mppy, or eontented like.”

“ What made her unhappy then?” :

«He could na’ just tell—women were queer éreturs. Mayhap

it was being an old man’s wife that fretted her, and that wasbut =

natural, seeing that a pretty young thing like her might have got
a hasband nearer her own age, which, for sartin, would ha been
“miore to her taste.”

“'Wags shelikely to ‘have any family ?”

“No stgns o’ the like. It had na’ pleased the Lord to multi-
pIy Noah’s seed upon,the earth.”

-« Was he stingy ? P

« Na, na ; they had allers plenty to yeat. He was & kind meas-
ter, an’ good pay- There was only their two selves, and Mrs.
Cotton was dressed like a lady, and had everything brave and new
about her ; but she looked mortal pale and thjn,'an’ he blieved
that she was in the consumption.”

The man went hxs way,and the oldwoman talkedto Maryabont _

‘her daughter half the night.

«She was always discontented with her lot,” she remarked,
¢ when single. Change of circumstances seldom changed the d1s-
posmon. Perbaps it was’ Sophy’s own ﬁmlt that sbe was not

happy 4
11*

Id
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Mary thought that her mother was nght but she felt 80 anxious

" about her sister, that she determined to leave her mother, for a few

days, to the care of a kind peighbor, and walk over to F—,to

ascertain how matters really stood. But her mother became seri-

ously ill, which hindered her from putting this scheme into prac-

tice; and her uneasiness on her acconnt banished Sophy and her
aﬂinrs out of her mind.

-Other events soon took place that made a matenal alteratxon
in their circumstances. Mr. Rollins, their benefactor, died suddenly
abroad, and, lmvmg no will, the pension allowed to Mrs. Grim-

.. shawe died with him. His nephew and heir had given them,
through his steward, orders to qu* their present abode, and poverty
and the workhouse stared them in the face. . .

Hearing of their distress, Noah Cutton came over himself to see
them, and . generously offered them a home with him and his wife
a8 long as they lived. This wasdone so kindly, that the sick
woman forgot all her old prejudices, and she and Mary thaukfully
accepted his offer. But when the time came.for their removal, the
old woman was too ill to be taken from her bed, and the surly
steward reluctantly consented that she might remain a few days
longer.

Mary was anxious to leave the house. Since the appeamnce
of old Mason’s ghost, a-most unpleasant notonety was attached to
it, and the ‘most disorderly scenes were constantly being enacted
beneath its roof. Persons had been robbed to a considerable
amount upon the road leading to ——, which at last atiracted the
attention of the tardy magistrates, and a large reward was offered
for the apprehension of the person who performed the principal part
in this disgraceful drama. Still, no discovery was-made, until one
night Bob Mason was shot by Tom Weston, who had sworn to
take the ghost alive or dead. The striking resemblance this pro-

“%z fligate young man-bore to his father had enabled him to deceive
* * many into the belief that he was the person he represented. His
* . mother, who was not in the secret, had never been on good terms
with her son since he had personabed the ghost; and the remarks
he made upon his father she considered as “peculiarly insulting to
Terself, and his dreadfal end drove her mad, and this nest of ini-
quity was broken up. Such is the end of the wicked.
Let us now relate what had happened at the Porched House,
change the worldly Sophy Grimshawe into a pale and care-worn

o~
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woman. She did not love Noah Cotton, when she consented to
become his wife'; but he was superior to her in wealth and station,
and his psesence inspired her with respect and awe. He was
grave and faciturn; but to her he was Mmvariably generous and
kind. Every indulgence and luxury he could afford was lavishly
bestowed on kis young wife ; and if he did not express his attach-
ment with the ardor of a youthful lover, he paid her a thousand
jittle tender attentions which sufficiently proved the depth of his
affection and esteem.

He was grateful to ber for marrying hxm and Sopky was not
ingensible to his efforts to refider her comfortable and happy. But
happy she was not, nor was ever likely to be.

Noah was 2 solitary man—had been so from his youth. He had
been accustomed to live so many years with his'old mother, and
to mix so little with his neighbors, that it had made him silent and
unsociable. After the first week of their marriage, he had particu~
larly requested his young wife to try and conform to his domiestic
habits, and she endeavored, for_somé ‘time, to obey him. But, at-
her age, and with her taste for shew and galiety, it was a difficalt
matter. -~ Yet, after a while, she mechanically sunk into the same
dull apathy, and npeither went from home, nor. invited a guest into
the house. ‘

Twelve months passed away in this melancholy, joyless sort of
existence, when an old woman and her daughter came to reside in a
cottage near them. Mrs. Martin was a kind, gossiping old body;
her daughter Sarah, though some years olderthan Mrs. Cotton, was
lively and very pretty, and gained a folerably comfortable living
for herself and her mother by dress-making. ~They had once or
twice spoken to Sophy, on her way to the Methodist chapel, but
never when her husband was present, and she Was greatly taken
by their manners and appearance. '

“ Noah dear,” she said, pressing his arm carcssmv]y, as they

were coming home one Wednesday evening from the aforesaid

chapel, “may I invite Mrs. Martin and her daughter Sarah to -
drink tea with us? Théy are strangers, and it would but be kind
and neighborly to show them some liftle attention.”

“ By no means, Sophy,” he cried, with a sndden start ; « these

, people shall not enter my house.”

¢ But why ?° .
“I have my reasons. They are no friends of mine. They are
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no strangers to me. They lived here long ago, and were forced to

- leave the place, after her son, 2 zmschxevous, turbulent fellow, was

\

hunb 7

¢« Mrs. Martin’s sont Lung l—what for ? I thought they had
been decent, respectable people v

% There is.no judging pecple by appéarance,” said Noah, bitterly.
“ look a decent fellow; yet I have been a great sinner in my carly
days. And, with regard to these Martms, the less you have to do
with them, Sophy, the better. I tell you, once for all, I wilLhave
no intimacy with them.”

He spoke in ‘a sterner voice than he had ever before used to-his
young wife. Sophy was piqued and hurt by his leok and manner ;
and though she felt very curious to ask a thousand questions about
these Martins, and on what score they had given him such offence,
Noah grew so cross, and spoke so angrily whenever she alluded to
the subject, that she thought it most prudent to hold her tongue.

Noah Cotton seemed a different creature. He was more sallen and -

reserved, and his attendance at the chapel was more frequent. Kis
countenance, always pale and care-worn, now wore a troubled and
anxioys expression,.and his athletic form wasted until he became

_perfectly haggard—the very spectre of his former self.

In spite of his stern prohibiticn, Sophy, if she did not ask the
Martins to the house, often, daring her husband’s absence, slipped
in to chat and gossip with them. Ere long, her own countenance
underwent a visible chzmcre, and her wasted figure and neglected
dressled a stranger to suspect that she was either in a dechne, or
suffering from grea} mental depression.

Several wecks elapsed,.and Mrs. Cotton had not been seen‘ out-

side her dwelling by any of the neighbors; . Mrs. Martin and Sarah

wondered what ailed her,and both at'length concluded that she
must be seriously ill. But, as no doctor was seen visiting at the
Louse, and Noah went about his farm as usual, this could hardly
be the case. . They were puzzled, and knew not what to think. At
last, on the day that Noah went over to’ , in order to remove
Mrs. Gnmshawe and Mary to his own abode, the mystery was
solved and Sophy came across the road to visit her neighbors.

Tw Mercy, child! what aileth thee?" cried the old woman, hobblmo
to meet her, perfectly astonished at the melancholy alteration w_hlch
a few week of seclusion had made in Mrs. Cotton’s appearance. -

e e et A
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“You are ill, Mrs. Cotton,” said Sarah, placing the easy-chair -
for her guest beside the fire.

« T have not felt well for some time,” returned Sophy, trymg’w
seem composed ; “and now, the alarming illness of my poor mother
has quite upset me. I would have gone with Noah to —— to see
her, but indeed I was not able,”—and she burst into tears. -

“ How long hath she been sick ?”” asked the mqmsmve old
dame.

. “Only-a few days. Noszh took the-horse and cart to fetch her
and Mary home to live with us. Itis kind of Noah—very kmd.

A _ -Bat, God forgive me! X almost wish they mayn’t come.”

.est some one to take care o’ thee.”

“ Why child, it would cbeer thee up a bit. I am sure thee want-

L el
E

«T would rather be alone,” sighed the young wife. Lo
“ What has come over thee, Sophy €otton?” said the old ‘bmam
coming up toher and laying her’hand 6n her shoulder, while sbe -

peered earnestly into her face. ~ “ I never saw such a cruel change'

in a young cretur in the course of a few weeks ! But there may

be a cause—a patural cause,” and she smiled significantly.

. “XNo, 10; thank goodness! .You are wrong—quite wrong, Mrs.

Martin. No child of mine will ever sport upon my threshold, or v

gather daisies beside my door; and I am thankfal—so thankful, - -

that it isso!” )
“That's hardly in natnr Most o woman—kmd love yonncr chxl- —

- dren—'specially their own.’

« My dear Mrs. Cotton,” said Sarah, soothmvly, “ yon Took ill
and miserable—do tell us what makes you so unbappy.” : e
¢ Indeed, Sarah, I can’t.” And SQphy wept-afresh. : . :
«Is Noah cross to you ?”
. ““Quite the reverse—he’s the. Lmdwt of Ten. 7
« He looks very stern.” U
“ His looks belie him.”
‘“ And do.you love him?” ’
«If I did not, I should not be so miserable;” “and Sephy la)d her
head down upon her knees and wept aload.
« Mrs. Cotton, you distress us greatly,” continued Sarah, taking

" her cold, passive hand. - “ Won't you tell a friend and neighbor the

reason of this grief?”
But Sophy only wept as if her heart werebreakmg The mother

and daughfm' looked at-each other.
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The old woman returned again to the charge :
“ Tell one who loves thee like a mother.” A deep, long-drawn
sigh was the only answer.

« Speak ont your mind, dear,”said Sarah, pressing affectionately

the thin, wasted hand that lay so passively within her own. * It
will ease your h ‘

« Ah, if I thought ydpiwould tell no one,” and Sophy raised her

death-pale face, and , | her earnest eyes mournfully upon her
. interrogator, “ I’ would confide to you my ‘trouble ; but oh, if you
" were $0 cruel as to betrdy me, it would drive me m )

“ Sure we can be trusted, Mistress Cotton,” and the old woman
drew herself up with an air of offended: dignity. What interest
could Sarah and T have to betray thee ? we be no idle gossips gomg
clacking from house to house dbout matters that don’t concern us.
‘What good could it do us to blab the secrets of other folk.””

“ It is only anxiety for your welfare, dear Mrs. Cotton,” whis- '

- pered Sarah, “ that makes us wish to know what it is tkat tronbl%
),omi’

«T believe - yon, my kmd frignds,” rephed Sophy. I know I
should feel better if I had fhe thmg ‘off my mind. Itis dreadful
to bear such a purden alone.” - - » .

" ¢ Does not your husband know it?” .
‘- That is what occasions me such grief ; I darenot tell hxm what
vexes me; I once-hinted at it, and I thought he would have gone
-mad. You wonder why I look so pale and thin ; how can it be
otberwise, when I never get a sound night’s rest?” :
“ What keeps you awake?” exclaimed both women in a breath.

My husband! He does nothing but rave all night in his sleep
about some person he murdered years ago.”

The women exchanged significant glances.

«Qh, if you could but hear his dreadfal cries—the piteous moans
he makes—the frantic prayers he puts up to God to forgive him
for his great crime, and take him out of the fires of hell, it would

* make your hair stand on end ; it makes me shiver and tremble all
over vnth fear. And then to see, by the dim light of the rush can-
dle, (for he mever sleeps in the dark,) the big drops of sweat that
stand upon his brow and trickle down his gl:mtly face ; to hear him
grind and gnash his teeth in despair, and howl in a wild sort of

" agony, as he strikes at the walls with his clénched fists; it would

make you pray, Mrs. Martin, as I do, for the light of day. Yes,

S
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yes, it is killing me—I know it is; it. is horrible to live tn constant

dread of the coming night—to shrink in terror from the husbandin

whose bosom you should rest in peace.”
“ Doth this happen often ?” asked Mrs. Martin.
« Every night for the last two months ; ever since you came to

live near us. He used always to be afraid of the dark, and some-
" times made a noise in his sleep, but he never acted as he does now. -

Once I asked him what he was dreaming about, and why he always
fancied that he had murdered some one, when asleep. He flew at

me like a maniac, and swore that he would throttle me if he ever .

heard me ask such foolish-questions again; that people could not
commit'mnrder in their sleep—that they must be wide awake to
shed bl -

“ Ay, ay,” said the old woman, with a malignant smile, doﬁ'bt— '

less be knows. Does he ever mention the name of tlie persotf“ ‘he
murdered, in his sleep ?”

« Constantly. Did you ever, Mrs. Martin, hear of a person of
the mame of Carlos ?”

But the old woman did not answer. A change had passed over” <
~her face, as with a cry of trjumph she sprang from her sea.t;and
" clapped her hands in an ecstasy of joy—it might rather be termed

of gratified revenge. “ Ay! ’tis out at last! tis out at last! My
God! I thank thee! I thank thee!  Yes, yes, ¢ Vengeance is mine,

- I will repay, saith the Lord? My Bill! my brave Bill! and thee

hadst to die\ for this man’s crime! but God has righted thee at last
—at last, in spite of this’ villain’s evidence, who swore that thy
knife did the deed, when he plunged it himself into the rich man’s
heart.. Ha, ha,‘}I haﬁ'hve to be revenged upon him—T shall, T
shall 1"

“What have I done 27 shrieked the u.nhappy wife. “I have
betrayed my husband into the hands of his énemies!” and she sunk
down at the old woman’s feet like one dead. Gloatmg over her
anticipated revenge, Mrs. Martin spurned the prostrate form with

her foot, as she scornfully commanded her more bumane danghter -

“ to see after Noah Cotton’s dainty wxfe, while she went to the
magisirate’s to make a deposition of what she had heard.”
Shocked beyond measure at what she liad heard and seen,
ashamed of her mother’s violence, and sorry for Sophia’s unhappy
disclosure ; as she well knew that, whether the actual murderer of
Squire Carlos or only an accomplice, her' brother was a bad man,

i
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who deserved his fate. Sarah tenderly raised the fainting Sophy.
from the ground, and placed her on her own bed. Long ere the
miserable young woman returned to a consciousness of the result of
ber own imprudencé, her husband, who had returned from —
without her sister or mother, was on his way to the county jail.

—e

- CHAPTER XXXIX.
THE NIGKT ALOI\E

Sormr returned to her desolate home, the moment she recovered
‘her senses; for the sight of the Martins filled her mind with inex-
pressible anguish. On entering the little keeping-room, she shut
the door, and covering her head with her apron, sat down in Noab’s
chair by the old oak table, on which she buried her face in her A
hands, a.ud remained silent and astonished dnrmrr the rest of the
day.

« Shall I sleep with you to-night, Mrs. Cotton 2” sald Sarah
Martin, in a kind, soft voice; as towards the close of. that long,
blank day, she opened the door, and looked in upon )

¢ That desolate widow—but not of -the dead.”

“No, Sarah, thank you; I would rather be alone,” was the
brief reply. .

Sarah lmgered thh her hand still on the lock. Sophy shook
her head impatiently, as much as to say, * Go, go; I must be
obeyed ; I know the worst now, and wish no second person to look
upon my remorsé—my grief—mny bitter humiliation.” Sarah un-
derstood it all. The door slowly closed, and Sophy was once more
alone. '

Many hours passed away, and the night without, dark and star-
less, had deepened around her cold hearth, and Sophy still sat there
with her head bowed upoen the table, in a sort of despairing stupor,
unconscious of everythmg but the overwhelming sense of mt/ense
misery.

Then came painfal thon«rhts of her past life; her frequent quar-
rels with her good sisters ; her unkindness and neglect {0 her suffer-
- ing mother; her ingratitude to God'; and the discontented tepxmngs
over her humble lot, which had led to her present situation.. ‘She
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had sold h for mnq;udthﬂ&skkdmahﬁﬂlj )

coveted, was th& price of blood, and from its envied possession no
real enjoyment had flowed. The poverty and discomfort of her

_mother’s cottage were small, when compared to the heart-crushmg
misery she at that moment endured.

Then she thought of her husband ; thought of her selﬁsh 1mpru—
dence in l_)etraymg his guilt—that inhis approaching trial she must
appear as a principal witness against him ; and that her testimony
would, in all probability, consign him to the scaffold.

She felt that, however great the magnitude of his crime, he had -
bitterly repented of it long ago ; that he had suffered untold agonies

of remorse and contrition ; that his punishment had been more than
his reason could well bear; that he had suffered’ more from the

ey —PODZS of conscience than he evercould experience from the hands

of man. All his kindness to her, since the day she became his
wife, returned to her with a sense of tenderness she never had felt
for him before. She never suspected how decply she loved him, till

she was forced to part from him for ever; and her soul melted-

within her, and she shed floods of tears.

She saw him alone in the dark dungeon, surrounded by the fngbt— .

ful phantoms of a guilty conscience, with no pitying voice to soothe
his overwhelming grief, or speak words of peace or comfort to his
tortured spirit, and she inly exclaimed, “I will go to him to-mor-
row ; I will at least say to Lim, <I pity you, my dear, nohappy hus-
b:md T pray you to forgive me for the great evil I have brought
upon you.’ ..

And with this thought uppermost in her: mmd the mxsera.ble girl,
overcome by her long fast, and worn onfrbyﬁe excxtement of the
pa.st day, fell into a profound sleep

- And lo, in the black darkness of that dreary room, she thonght

she beheld a bnfrht shining light. It spread and brightened, and

flowed all around her like the purest moonlight, and the centre con-
densed info a female form, smiling and beautiful, which advancing,
laid a soft hand upon her head, and whlspered in tones of meﬂhble
sweetness—

“Pray—pray for him and thyself, and thou shalt find peace.”
And the face and~the voice were those of her dead sister Charlotte,
and a sudden joy shot~into her hearf, aud the vision faded away,
and she awoke, and behold it was a dream. :

."And Sophy rose up, and sank down upon the ground, and buried

o
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ber face in her hands, and tried to pray, for the first time in her life,

earnestly and truthfully, in the firm belief that He to whom she

addressed her petition was able to help and save her, in her hour-of
need. Few and imperfect were her words ; but they flowed from
the: heart, and He who looks upon the heart, gave an answer of

" Memory, ever faithful in the hour of grief, supplied her with a

_ long catalogue of the sins and follies of a misspent life. Deeply

she acknowled«red the vanity and- nothingness of those things in
which she had once felt such an eager childish delight; and she
asked forgiveness of her Maker for a thousand faults that she had’

never acknowledged as faults before. .

‘The world to the prosperous has many attractiops. It is theu-
paradise, they seek for no other; and to part with its enjoyments
comprises the bitterness of death. Even the poor work on, and
hope for better days. It is only the wounded in spirit, and sad of
heart, that reject its allurements, and turn with their whole soul to
" God. Out.of much tribulation they are new-born to life—that

better life: promlsed to them by their Lord and Saviour.

" Sophy was still upon her knees, when the grey light of a rainy
October morning gradually strengthened into day. Gloomy and
lowering, it seemed to regard her with a cheerless scowl as, shivering
with cold and excitement, she unclosed the door, and stepped forth
into the moist air.

« How like my earthly dstmy."’ she sighed. “But there is. a
sun behind the dark clouds; and hope exxsts even for a wretch like
me‘”

The sound of horses’ hoofs approachmv rapidly struck upon her -

ear, and the next moment she had caught hold of thé bridle of the L

nearest rider. 'They were the constables, who had conducted Noah
to prison, returning to the village. .

«Tell me,” she cried, in a voice which much weeping had rend-
ered hoarse, and almost inarticulate,  something about my poor
husband—will he be hung' i

« Nothing more certain,” rephed the person thus addressed.
¢ Small chance of aeape for him. The foolish fullow has eonfessed
all.”

«Then he did really commit the murder?”

« Worse than that, Mistress, he drew his .own neck out of the

noose, and let another fellow suffer the death he richly deserved.

-,
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By his own account, hanging is too "good for such a-monster. He
should be burnt alive.”

“May God forgive him!” exclaimed Sophy, wnngmg her hands
“« Alas! alas! He was a kind, good man to me.”

“ Don’t take on, my dear, after that fashion,” said the othet
horseman, with a knowing leer. “ You were no mate for a fellow
like him. Young and pretty as you are, you will soon get a bet-

. ter husband.” -

Sophy turned from the spea.ker with a sickening feehng of dis
gust at him and his ribald jest, and staggered back into the house.
She was not many minutes in making up her mind to go to her
husband ; and hastily packing up a few necessaries in a small bun-
dle, she- called the old serving man, who had lived with her hus-
band for many years, and bade hun harness the horse and dnve her
to B—.

The Joumey was long and dreary, for it rained the whole day.

" Sophy did not eare for the rain ; the dulness of the day was more

congenial to her present feelings : the gay-beams of the sun would
have séemed &’ mockéry to her bitter sorrow. -

As they passed through the village, a troop of idle boys fol]owed'

them into the turnpike road, shouting, at the top of their voices—

- ““There goes Noah Cotton’s wife '-—-the murderer’s wife! . Look .

how grand she be in her fine chaise.” ,
« Ay,” responded some human fiend, through. an open wmdow,

loud enongh to reach the ears of the griefstricken woman ; bnt v

pride will have a fall.”
The penitent Sophy wept afresh at these insults. «Oh,” she

sighed, “I deserve all this. I was too proud. But they don’t

know how miserible I am, or they would not causelessly mﬁlct
upon me another wound.”

“Dom’t take on so, Mmus ” saxd the good old serving-man, -

who, though he said nothing to her on the subject, felt keenly for

guess, when Measter did this fearsome deed. I ha’lived with Noe

these fourteen years, an’. I never ’spected him o’ the like. He’s .-

v

“her distress.  “ Surely it’s no fault o’ yourn. You worn’t born, I - '

about-as queat a man as ever I seed. He wor allers kind to the -~

dumb beasts on the farm, an’ you know, Missus, that’s & good
sign. Some men are sich tyrants, that they must vent. their bad
humors on suffin. If the survant doan’t cotch it, why the poor
dnmb creturs in thexr power dew. Now, I say, Noe wor a good

o ¢
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Mwster,both to man an’beast,an’ I pray they may find hmm-

‘nocent yet.”

-Sophy had no hopes on the subject. She felt in her soul tbat
he was guilty. The loquacity of honest Ben pained her, and in
order to. keep him silent, she remained silent herself, until they
reached the metropolitan town of the country, in which the assizes
were always held, which was not until late in the evening.

She could gain no admittance within the jail- that. night, a.nd

Sophy put tp at-a small but neat public. house near at hand.

From ‘the widow who kept the house, she heard that the assizes

. were to be held the following week, and that there was no doubt

but what the prisoner, Noah Cotton, would be found guilty of
death. “But her son, who was the jailor, thought it more than prob-
able - that he would cheat the hangman, as he had scarcely tasted

" _food since he had been in prison.. Mrs. Cotton then informed the
widow that she was the wife of the prisoner, and confided to her

enough of her history to create for her a strong interest in the
breast of the good woman. She did not fail to convey the same

“feeling with reo-ard to Sophia, to hér son, who promised-her an early

interview thh her husband on the following morning, and to do all
for her and him that lay in his power.

Cheered with this promise, the weary traveller retired to her
‘chamber, and slept soundly. Before six in the morning, she found
herself in the presence of her husband.- »

——

) _—.____
" CHAPTER XL.
THE bm-:mixe. .

-“My husband! my dear_husband! and it was my impradence

" that brought you to this!” cried Sophy, £ she fell weeping upon

the neck of ‘the felon, clasping him in her arns, and kissing wnth
passionate grief the tears from his haggard unshaven face.
“Hush,’ my precious lamb,” he -replied, folding" her in his
embrace. “ It was not you who betrayed me, it. wag the voice
of God speaking through a guilty eonscience. I am thankfal l—
oh, so thankfal that it-has’taken place—that the dreadful secret
is known at last!- I en,;oyed last night the first quiet. sleep I have
known for years—-slept without bemg haunted by~lnm g '




FLORA LYNDSAY. 261

. “ And with death staring you in the face, Noah ”
“ What'is death, Sophy,to the agonies I have endured ?—-the
“fear of detection by day—the eyes of the dead glaring upon me all
. night? Noj; I feel happy, in comparison, now.” I have humbled
myself to"tlie dust=—have wept and prayed for pardon ; and oh, my
sweet wife, I trust I am forgiven—have found peaee—” 3

“'When was this ?” whispered Sophy. .

«The night before last.” ' :

“ How strange !” murmured Sophy. “We were together in
spirit that night. - I never knew how dear you were to me, Noah,
until that' night. How pamful it would be to me to part with you -
for ever !

/Tt was cruel and selfish in me, Sophy, to j join your fate to mine
—=a monster, stained with the blackest. crimes— ‘But I thought
myself secare from detection—thought that my sin would pever

:find me out, that I had managed matters with such incomparable

/ skill that discovery was impossible, that the ‘wide earth did not .
contain a witness of . my guilt.” Fool that I was. The voice of
blood pever sleeps ; from out the silent.dust it. calls night and day

- “in"its ceaseless appeals for vengeance at the throne of God. I
" ‘have heard it in the still, dark night, and above the Toar of the

.crowd in the swarming streets of London at noon-day; and ever
felt a shadowy hand npon my throat, and a cry. in, my ear— Thou"
art the man ! !

“ There were. moments when, goaded to madne& by- that voice,
I felt inclined to  give myself up to justice; but pride withheld me,
and the dismal fear of those haunting fiends chasing me throng-k
eternity, was'a hell I dared not encounter. My soul was parched
with an unguenchable fire ; I was too hardened to pray.”

“ Noah,” said Sophy, lookmg earnestly, into his hollow -eyes, -
‘you are not & cruel man; you were kind to your old mother—
‘have been very kind to me. How cameryouto commit such a
dreadful erime?” .

The man groaned beavily, as he rephed—

“It was: pride—a foolish, false shame of low birth and hon&t
poverty, that led me to the desperate act.”

« I have felt something of this,” said Sophy, and her tears flowed
afresh. “Inow see that sinful thoughts are but the seeds of sinful
deeds, ripened and matured by bad passions. Perhaps I only need-
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edash'ongertemptatxontobeguﬂtyofcnmesasgmt as that of
which you stand charged:”

“ Sophy,” said her husband, solemnly, “ I wish my fate to serve
a3 a warning to others. Listen to me. In the long winter eve-
nmgs after my mother died, I wrote a history of my life. Tdid this.
in fear and trembling, lest any human eye should catch me at my
task, and learn my.secret. But now that I am called upon to
answer, for my crime, I wish to make this sad history beneﬁcml to
my fellow-creatures.

_ “After I am gone, dear Sophy, and you return to jJ— I'ose
no time in mkmg to’ your home and making comfortable your
poor afflicted mother ‘and sister for the remainder of- their days. .
This key”’—and he- drew one from his pocket—* opens the old-
fashioned bureau'in our sleeping-room. In the drawer nearest to
the window you will find my will, in which I have settled apon you
all that I possess. I have no relations who can dispute with you
the legal right to this property. There is a slight indenture in the
wood that forms the bottom of this drawer ; press it hard with
your thumb, and draw it back at the same time, and it will dis-
close an inner place of concealment, in which you will find a roll
of Bank 0" Engladd*notes to the amount of £500. This was the
money stolen from Mr. Carlos the night I murdered him. It is
stained with his blood, and I have nevér looked at it or touched it

. since I placed it there, upwards of twenty years ago. I never had

‘the heart to use it, and I wish it to be returned to the family. -
« In this drawer you will likewise find the papers containing an
account of the circamstances thatled to the commission of the crime.

You and Mary can read them together ; and oh ! asyou%)i/ty'

~ and pray for the unhappy murderer.”

He stopped, and wiped the drops of perspiration from his brow ;
and the distress of his young wife almost- equalled his own, as she
kissed away the tears that streamed down his pale face. His breath
came in quick, convulsive sobs, and he trembled in every limb.

«T feel .ill,” he said, in a faint voice; * these recollections make

g

I L

g

meso. There is a strange flattering at my heart, as if a bird beat .

its wings within my breast. Sophyx my wxfe——my blessed wife !
can this'be death 2” -
Sophy screamed mthﬁen’or,ashereeled snddenlyforward,and
fell to the ground at her feet. "Her cries brought the jailer to her

£
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assistance, They raised the felon, and laid him on his bed ; but lifs

was extinct. The agitation of his mind had been t00 great for his
exhausted frame. The cmmnal had died self-condemned under the
arrows of remorse. L.
+
CHAPTER XLI

THE MURDERER’S MANUSCRIPT.

‘Wgso am I, that I should write 2 book ? a nameless, miserable

and guilty man. Tt is because these facts stare me in the face, and
the recollection of my past deeds goads me to madness, that I would

" fain unburthen my conscience by writing this record of myself.

T do not know what parish in England had the discredit of being
my.native place. I can just remember, in the far off days of my

early childhood, coming with my mother to live at F , & pretty .

tural village in the fine agriculfural county of S——. My mother
wags called Mrs. Cotton, aud was reputed to be a widow, and I was
her only child. Whether she had ever been married, the gossips of
the place considered very doubtfal. At that period of my life, this
important fact was a matter to me of perfect indifference. -

I was a strong, active, healthy boy, qmte able to take my own
part and defend my own rights, against any lad of my own age who
dared to ask impertinent questions.

The great man of the v1Ilage-—Sqmre ‘Carlos as he'was called—
lived in a grand hall, surrounded by a stately park, ‘about a mile
from F——, on the main road leading to London. His plantations
and game preserves extended for many miles along the public tho-
roughfare, and my mother kept the first porter’s lodge nearest the
village. )

The Squire had been married; but his wife had been dead for
some years. He was a tall, handsome man, in middle life, and bore

the character of having been a very gay man in his youth. It.was_

whispered, among the aforesaid village gossips, that these indiscre-

“tions had shortened the days of hislady, who loved him passionately ;

at any rate, she died of consumption before she had completed her
twenty-fourth year, without leaving an heir to the estate, and the
Squire pever married again.

Mr, Carlos often came to the lodge—-so often, that he seldom

passed through the gate on his way to and from the Hall, without -

in
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stepping in to chat with my mother. This was'when he was alone,
accompanied by strangers, he took no, notice of us at all. My
mother generally sent me to open the gate. 'The gentlemen used to
call me a pretty, curly-headed boy, and I got a great deal of small
change from them on hunting days. I remember one afternoon,

- when opening the gate for a large pafty of gentlemen, with the

Squire at their head, that one of them ta.pped my cheek with his
riding whip, and exclaimed—

« By Jove! Carlos, that's a handsome boy.”

4 Oh, yes,” said another ; “ the very picture of his father.

And the Sguire laughed, and they all laughed ; and when I went
back into the lodge, I showed riy mother a handful of silver I had
rectived, and said—

‘¢ Mother, who was my father ?”

“Mr. Cotton, of course,”. she answered gravely, « but why»
Noah, do you ask ?”

« Because I want to know somethmv about him..

But my mother did not choose to answer impertinent quatxons H

and, though greatly addicted to telling long stories, she secmed to

know very little about the private memoirs'of Mr. Cotton. She’
informed me, however, that he had beera fellow-servant with her -

in the Squire’s employ ; that he quarrelled with her shortly after I
was born, and left her, and she did not know what had become. of
him, but she believed he went to America, and from ks long silence,
she concluded that he had been dead for some "years; that out of -
respect for his services, Mr. Carlos had placed her in her present com-

fortable situation, and that I must show my gratitude to Mr. Carlos. .

for all he had done for us, by the most dutiful and obliging bebav-
iour. I likewise learned- from her that I was called Noa.h after
my father. ¢

This brief sketch of our family h%tory was perfectly satlsfactory
to me at that time. I remember feeling a strong interest in my
unknown progenitor, and used to castle-build and speculate about
his fate. . )

In the meanwhile, I found it good policy strictly to obey my
mother’s injunctions; and the alacrity which I displayed in waiting
upon the Squire and his guests, never failed in gecuring a harvest

* of small coin; which gave me'no small importance in the eyes of the

lads in the village, who waited upon me with the same diligence
that T did upon the Squire, in’ order, no doubt, to come in Tor a
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share of the spoil. Thus a love of acquiring without labor, and of
obtaining admirers without any merit of my own, was early fos- .
tered in my heart, which led to a taste for fine dress and a boastful .
display of superiority, by no means consistent with my low birth *
and humble means. , -’

In due time I was:placed by Mr. Carlos at the village school,
and the wish to be thought the first scholar in the school, and excel = |
all my companions, stimulated me to learn‘with a diligence and : ;
determination of purpose, which soon placed me at the top of my
class. : . ' . '

There was only one boy in the school that dared to dispute my . !
supremacy, and he had by nature what I acquired with great toil !

and difficulty—a most retentive memory, which' enabled him to
: repeat, after once reading, a task which took me several days of i
- hard study to learn. How 1 envied him this faculty, which I justly i
i considered possessed Bo real merit in itself, but was a natural
gift. It was not learning with him, it was mere reading. He

would just throw a glance over the book, after idling balf his time
in play ; and then walk up to "the master, and say it off without
making & single-blander. He was the most careless, reckless boy
in the school, and certainly the clevemt I bated him. I could
not bear that he should equal and even surpass me, when he took <
no pains to learn. ; . .

If the master had done him common justice, I should never have
stood above him. But for some reason, best known to himself, he
.always favored me, and snubbed Bill Martin, who, in return, played
him a thousand impish tricks, and taught-the other boys to rebel
against his authority. Bill called me the obsneakicus young gentle-
man, and Mr. Bullen, the master, the Squire’s Toady.

There was constant war betwcen this lad and me. We were
pretty equally matched in strength; for the victor of to-day,
was sure to be beaten on the morrow; the boys generally took
part with Martin. Such characters are always popular, and he
had many admirers in the school. My aversion to this boy made
me restless and unhappy. I really longed to do him some injury.

Once, after I had given him a sound drubbing, he called me “a
base-born puppy ! & beggar, eating the crambs that fell from the -
rich man’s table.” , -

Foaming with rage—for a wound to my pride was far worse in
my estimation than any personal injury—I demanded what he
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meant by such insulting langudge ; and he sneered in my face, and

" 4old me to go home and ask my virtwous mother, as she, doubtless,

was better qualified to give me the information I desired. And
I did ask my mother, and she fold me “I was a foolish boy to

. heed such nonsense, spoken in anger by a lad I bad jast thrashed ;

that Bill Martin was a bad fellow, and envious of my being better
_off than himself; that if T listemed to such senmseless lies about

her, it would make her miscrable, and I shmzld rever know &

bappy hour myself.”

. I felt that this was true. I loved my mother ‘better than any-
thing in the world. Her affection and kinduess to me was bound-
less. She always welcomed me home with a smiling face, and X
never received a blow from her hand in my life. '

My mother was about six-and-thirty years of age. She must.

have been beautiful in youth, for she was still very pretty. Her
countenance was mild and gentle, and she was scrupulously neat
and clean. I was proud of my mother. I saw no woman in her
* rapk that could be compared with her; and any insult offered to

her 1 resented with my whole beart and strength. I was too young ~°

to ask of her an explanation of the frequency of the Squire’s visits
to our house; and why, when he came, T was generally dispatched
on some errand to the village ; and had the rea.l explana.tlon been:
given, I would not have believed it.

Mr. Carlos kad no family, but his nephew and nicce came twice
a-year to spend their holidays at the old hall. Master Walter,
who was his heir, was a fine, manly fellow, about my own age; and
Miss Ells, who was two years younger, was @ sweet, fair glrl as
_beautiful as she was amiable.

I had just completed my fourteenth year, and wag tall and stout

for my age. ‘Whenever these young people were at the Hall, I was .

dressed in my best clothes, hd went up évery day to wait upom
them. If they went fishing, I carried their basket.and rods, baited
~their hooks, and found out the best places for-their sport, and
managed the h«rht zow-boat if they wished to ex’oend then' rambles
further down-the river. /
-Often we left boatand tackle, and scampered through the grovw
and meadows: < found Miss Ella birds’ nests and wild strawber-
ries, and we used to langh and chat over our adventures on- terms

" -of perfect equality—making a feast of our berries, and telling fairy
tales and ghost stories. Not unfrequently we frightened ourselves -

s -
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with these wild legions, and ran back to the boat, and bright river,
and the gay sunshine, as if the evil spirits we had conjured up
were actually after us, and preparing to chase us throagh the
dark wood. And then, when we gained the boat, we would' stop
and pant, and laugh at our own fears. .

‘Walter Carlos was a capital shot, and very fond of all kinds of .
field sports. .His skill with a gun made me very ambitious to
excel asa sportsman. Mr. Carlos wds very particular about his
game: He kept several gamekeepers, and was very severe in pun-
ishing all poachers who dared to trespass on his guarded rights—
yot, when his. nephew expressed a wish that I might accompany _
him in his favorite diversion, to my utter astonishment and delight, ”
he took out ‘a licence for me, and presented me With a handsome
fowling-piece, which I received on my birthday from his own hand.

« This, Noah ” he said, * you may consider-in the way af busi-
ness, as it is my intention to bring you up for a gamekeeper.””

Ob, what a proud day that was to me! With what delight I

handled my newly-acquired treasure! How earnestly I listened to
Joe, the head gamekeeper’s directions about’ the proper use of it!
How I bragged and-boasted to my village associates of the game
that I and Master Walter had bagged in those sacred preserves
that they dared not enter, for fear of those mysterious objects of
terror—man traps and spring guns!

“The Guy—he thinks that no ‘eme can shoot but himself,”
sneered Bill Martin, as he turned to a train of blackguards that
were lounging with him against the- pales of the porter’s lodge; as
T returned one evening to my mother’s with my gun over my
shoulder, and a hare and brace of pheasants in my hand. «I
guess there be others who can shoot hares and pheasants, without

the Squire’s leave, as well as he.. He fancies himself quite a gem- - -

man, with that fine gun over his shoulder, and the ngre S lrcenoe
in his pocket.”

These insulting remarks stirred up the evil passxons in my breast.
My gun was unloa.ded but T pointed it at my tormentor, and told
him to be quiet, or I'd shoot him like a dog. - « Shoot and be ——
to you!” says'he, « it’s a better death than the gallows, and that’s "
what you'll come to.”

This speech was followed by a roar of coarse’ lau,_,hter from bJS’

‘companions. -

« T shall live to see you hung ﬁrst " T cried, lowenng the gnn, _
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while a sort of prophetic vision of the far-off future swam before
my sight. “The company you keep, and the bad language you
use, are certain indications of the road on which you are travelling.
I have too much self-respect to associate with a blackguard like

yOu ”
“ Dirty pride and self-conceit should be the words you ouvht to

-use,” quoth the impudent fellow. ¢ My comrades are poor, but

they arn’t base-born sneaks like you.””
With one blow I levelled him to the ground. Just at that
moment the Squire rode up, and prevented further mischief. That

* Bill Martin was born to be my evil genius. I wished him dead a

hundred times a day, and the thought familiarized my mind to the

" deed. He was the haunting fiend, ever at my side to-tempt me to

commit sin,

‘CHAPTER ' XLIL
MY FIRST LOVE.

Mzre boy as I was, my heart had been deeply moved by the
beauty of Miss Ella Carlos. I often waited upon her all day with-
out feeling the least fatigue ; and at night my dreams were full of
her. I don’t think that she was wholly insensible to my devotion,
but it seemed a matter of amusement and curiosity to her.

I remember, one day—oh,-how should I forget it! for it formed
a strong link of évil in my unhappy destiny—that I was sitting on the
bank of - the river, making a cross-bow for my pretty young lady
out of a tough piece of ash—for she wanted to play at shooting at
a mark, and she and Master Walter were sitting beside me watch-
ing the progress of my work—when the latter said— ”

«T wish I were two years older.” )

“ Why do you wish that, Watty?” asked Ella.

“ Because papa says I am to gq into the army at sixteen, and I
do so long to be a soldier.”
 “But you might be killed.”

' ¢ And I might live to be a great man like the Duke of Wellmg—
ton,” said he, with boyish enthusiasm.” « So, Madame Ella, set the
one chance against the other.”

“But it requlm more than mere coura.ge, Walter, to make a
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great man like him. T have heard papa say—and he fought under
him in Spain—thab it takes a centary to produce a Wellington.”

“I think papa did the Duke great injustice,”” said Walter.
“'There is not one of the heroes of antiquity to compare with him.
Julius Cewsar was mot a greater conqueror than Napoleon, and
Wellington beat him. But great as the Duke is, Miss Ella, he

" was a boy once—a soldier of fortune, as I shall be—and who
knows but that I may win as great a name.”

“It is a good thing to have a fine conceit of one’s-self,” said the
provoking girl. “.And what would you like to be, Noah ?” she
cried, with a playful smile, and turning her bright, blue eyes on
me. “An Oliver Cromwell at least, as he was a man of the peo-
ple; and you seem to have as good a headpiece as my va.hant
brother.”

- “TIwish,” I sa.ld with a sigh, whlch I could not reprws, “that I
ere a gentleman.”

“ Perhaps you are as near obf;almng your wish as Walter is.
" And why, Noah, do you wish to be a _gentleman? You are much
better off, if you only knew it, as you are.”

I shook my head. :

“ Come answer me, Noah ;. I want to know.”

¢ Indeed, Miss Ella, I cannot.” ) .

“You can, and shall.”

I looked earnestly into her beautiful face.

¢ Oh, Miss Ella, can you ask that ?”

“Why not? Yiour reasous, Mr. Noah—jyour reasons.”-

My eyes sought the ground. I felt the color glow upon my
cheeks, and I answered in a voice trembling with emotion—* Be-
cause if I were a gentleman, Miss Ella, I might then hope that -
you would love me, and that I might one day ask you for my
wife.” .

The young thing sprang from the ground as if stung by a viper,
her eyes flashing, and her cheek crimson with passion. ¢ You are

" an impertinent, vulgar fellow,” she cried. You dare to thirk of
marrying & lady! You, who have not even fortune to atone for-
your plebeian name and low origin!- Never presume to’ spea.k to
me again!” -

She swept from us in high dud«reon Her brotber la.ucrhed at
what he termed a funny joke. I was silent, "and fof ever. The
subject was the most important to me in life. That flash of dis-
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dain from the proud, bright eye—that haughty, sarcastic curve of
her beautiful young lip, had annihilated it. Yet her words awoke
a strange idea in my mind, that finally lured me onward to destruc-
tion. Theyled me to imagine that the want of fortune was the
. only real obstacle between me and the attainment of my presump-
tuous hopes—that common as my name was, I only required the
~ magic of gold to ennoble it; and proud as she was, if I were but
- rich, even.she would condaoend to listen to me, and become mine.

From that hour Miss Ella wa.lked and talked with me no more.
Isaw her daily at the hall, bat she never cast upon me a passing
" glance; or if chance threw us in the same path she always tarned
disdainfully away. The distance which every hour widened be-

" ‘tweenus only served to increase the passion that consumed me. I

tried to feel indifferent to her scorn—in fact, to hate her, if I could;
but my efforts in both cases proved abortive.

Shortly after this conversation, Mr. Walter joined the armv, and
Miss Ella accompanied her mother to France to finish her educa-
tion; and I was placed under the head gamekeeper, to Jearn the
art of detecting snares aud catching poachers.

I filled"the post assigned me with such credit to myself, and so
completely to the satisfaction of my master, that after a few years,
on the death of old Joe Hunter, I was promoted to his place, with
a salary of one hundred pounds per annum, and the use of this cot-
tage and farm rent free.

I now fancied myself an independent man, and my old crave for
being a gentleman returned with double force; and though I had
not seen Miss Ella for years, my boyish attachment was by no
means diminished by absence. - I determined to devote all my spare
time to acquiring a knowledge of books. Our ‘curate whs a poor
and studious man ; to him I made‘ known my/craving for mental
improvement ; and as my means were more than adequate to my .
sunple wants, and I never indulged in low vices, I could afford to
pay him well for instructing me in-the arts and sciences; ‘

If Mr. Abel found me a willing pupil; I found in him a kind,

: ‘mtellectual mstructor Would to God I had made him a confidant

‘of the state of my mind, and given him the true’motives which

. made me so eager to improve myself.’ But from boyhood I was
silent and reserved, and preferred keeping my thoughts and opin-

ions to myself. I never could sharethe product of- my brain with -

* another ; and this unsociable secretiveness, though it invested me

—
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with an outward decency of deportment, fostered a mental hypo-
crisy and self-deception far more destructive to true godliness than
the most reckless vivacity.

* Mr. Abel entertained a high respect for me—1I avas the model
young man of the parish—and wherever ke went; he spoke in terms
of approbation of my talents, my integrity, my filial duty to my
mother; and the laudable efforts 1 was making to raise myself in
society. This was all very gratifying to my vanity. I firmly
believed in the verity of my own goodaess, and coasidered the good
curate only did me justice.

Our conversation often turned on religious matters, but my Ottho-
doxy‘Was so correct, my outward corduct so unimpeachable, that
my title to piety. of a superior cast made not the least item in the
long catalogue of my.virtues. And the beart all this time—that
weiled and wuardud heart, whose motions nose ever Jocied upon or
suspected—ivas a blank moral desert—a spot in which evefy cor-
rapt weed had ample space to sp‘ cad and grow without let or hin-
drance.

As long s Mr. Abel remamed in I

church-goer, and prosecated my studies koth at home and abroad.
At that time my personal appearance was greatly in my favor ; and
I was vain of my patural advantages. I loved to dress better,

and appear as if I helonged to 2 higher grade than my village as-

sociates. This could not be done without involving considerable

" expense. Ikept a handsome borse, and carried a bandsome gun;

and I flattered myself that, when dressed in my g frreen velvet shoot-
ing jacket, white cords, top boots, and with my hustiag cap placed
Jjauntily oa my head, I was as hmds,ome and ventlemanly-lookmﬂ a
young fellow as could be found in that part of the country.

1 had just completed my twenty-third year when Miss Ella made
her appearance once more at the ball. Shie was no longer a pretty
<hild, but had grown iato 2 lovely and accomplished woman. A
feeling of ‘despair, mingled with my admiration when she rode past
me in the park, accompamed by 2 vor.nv gentleman: and an elderly
lady. P - BN

The genﬂeman wasa youaver brother, who afterwards dled in
fndia; the Jady was her mother. . Miss Ella'was, mounted on 2

. spirited horse, on whu:h shesattg perfectmn——her nobly _proportxoned

%

, I maintained the repu- .
tation T had acquired ; and long after he lt,ft us, I was a regular’
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) ﬁwnre displayed to the best advantage by ber elecrant an& closely-
fitting dark-blue TldlDO‘ habit.

After they passed me, the elderly lady bent forward from her
horse abd said to bher daughter, loud enough for me to hear,
« Ella, who is that handsome yomw man—he looks like a gentle-
man.”

« Far from that, mamna, retumed the young lady, saucily, « it’
is my uncle’s gamelkceper, Noah Cotton—the Jad I onee told you
about. He is grown very bandsome. But what a name! Noah!”

" and she laughed—such a merry, mocking laugh ; “it is enough to
drown any pretensxons fo good looks.”

“How came you to lmow the man, Ella?” said her brother,

gravely.

« Oh, George, you } Lnow Uncle is not over- partlcular An aris-

tocrat.with fegard to'his game, and any infringement, on his rights
on that score; bat a perfeet democrat in his familiarity mth his
domestics and tenants. e used to send for this Noah to play with
. usduring the holidays. He was a beautiful, curly-headed lad ; and
we treated him with too much condescension, but it was Uncle’s
fault ; bie should have known that the boy was no companion for

young people in our rask. This saucy, spoilt bey, had not only -

the impudence to fall in love with me, but to tell me-so to my
- face.” ' .

« The sconndrel I muttered the young man. :

« Of course I never spoke to him again. I complained to Uncle,
and he only treated it as a joke. It is a pity,” she added, in a less
boastful and haughty towe, “that he is not a gentleman ; he is a
handsome, noble-looking peasant.”

They rode out of he'u‘mrr leaving me rooted to the spot. ~The
sadden turn in the path had hidden me from theit-observation, and
brought. them and tl,e tlxeme of their conversation toe terribly
near.

Miss Ella’s -description of me cut mto oy soul and stung me hLe
an adder. I pressed my kand wpon my burning brain—upon my
aching heart. I tried to tear her image from both. Vain effort!
-Passion had dove its work effectually. The Hmning of years could
not be effaced by the desecrating power of mortified vanity.

' I saw her many times during that visit to the Hall; but, beyond
raising my cap respectfully when she passed me, no word of recog-
nition ever escaped from my, Hps., Once or twice, I thought, from

[
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her manner, and the carnest way in which she regarded me, that
"she almost wished me to speak to’her. .

Her horse ran away with her one morning in the park, and she
lost her seat, but received no serious injury. I caught the animal,
and helped her to remount: Our eyes met, and she blushed very
deeply, and her hand trembled as it lay for a moment in mine.
Trifling as these circumstances were, they gave birth, at the time,
to the most extravagant hopes, which filled me with a sort of
ecstasy. I almost fancied that she loved me—she, the proud, high-
born, beautiful. lady. Alas! I knew little of the coquetry of
'woman’s naturé, or that a girl of ber rank and fortune would eon-
descend to notice a poor lad like me, to gratify her own vanity and
love of admiration. : NES B

I went home intoxicated with delight ; and that night I dreamt
I found a vast sum of gold beneath a pine-tree in one of the planta-

.
N

N

N

" tions, and that Ella Carlos bad™ eonsented to become my'wife,——My——a\f——;—

vision of happiness was, however, doomed to fade. "The next day
Mrs. Carlos and ber son and daughter left the Hall, and I did not
“see her again before she went. : .

For weeks after their departure 1 moped about in 2 Tistless, dis-
pirited manner, loathing my menial occupation, and despising the
Jow origin which formed an insurmountable barrier between me and
the beautifal mistress of my heart. K

1 was soon roused from these unprofitable speculatious, and called

to take an active part in the common duties of my every-day life.

\

Some desperadoes had broken into the preserves, and carried off a

large quantity of gamg- M. Carlos vowed vengeance on the depre-

- dators, and reprimanded me severely for my neglect. . -

This galled my pride;‘.émd made me return with double diligence
to my business. _After watching for a few nights, I bad every
reason to believe that the _poacher. was 10 other than my old enemy
Bill Martin, who, absent for several years in America, had suddenly
reappeared in the village, and was constantly seen at the public
house, in the company of a set of W(Eghlessfdesperate characters.
He had sunk into the low blackguard, and manifested his hatred to
me by‘insulting me on all ogoasions. My dislike to this ruffian was

_ "too deep to find vext in words. I was always}brooding over his
injuﬁqus—coﬁlct, and planning schemes of vengeance.

ne day, in going through the plantations, T picked up a large,
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American bowie—knife,f with Bill Martin's pame engraved upon the -
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handle. Tlns T carefully laid by, hoping that it’ mxght prove ase- -
ful on some fature occasion,

Meanwhile, the game was nightly thinned ; and the caution and
dexterity with which the poachers acted, bafﬂed me and my col-
leagues in all our endeavors to surprise them in the act. -

— -

- . CHAPTER XLIIL-
TEMPTATION.

“Taar Bill Martm is a desperate ruffian,” said Mr Carlos to
ine one morning, after we were returning to the Hall through the
park.” I had been watching in the preserves all night, but nothing
had transpired, beyond the discovery of the bowie-knife, that conld
lead to the detection of the marauders. .. ¢ Ihave no doubt that-he

and his gang are the party concerned in“these nightly depredations; )

but we want sufficient proof for their apprehension.”

“ Give Martin. rope enough, and he’ll hang himself,” I rephed
“He-is fierce and courageous, but boastful and foolbardy. In
order to astonish his companions, he'll commit some daring out-
rage, and betray himself. I will relax a little from our vigilance,
to give him more confidence, and put him off his guard. It won’t

. be long, depend upon it, before we ha.ve him. safely lodged in —
jail.”

"+ «Noah, my boy, you are a trump ” cned the Sqmre, throwing
his arm familiarly across my shoulders. “It’s a pity such talents
as you possess should be wasted in watching hares and partridge.”
> I'felt my heart beat, and my cheeks glow, and I thought of Miss
Ella. “Was he'going,” I asked myself, “ to, place me in a more

. respectable situation ?” &

But no; the generous fit passed away, and he broke into a harty

laugh.

¢« D——e, Noah, I had half a mind to buy a’commission for you,

and make a soldier of you. But you had better remain as you are. "

That confounded name of Noah Cotton would spoil all. 'Who

ever heard of & gentleman bearing such a cognomen ? It is worse, N

than Lord Byronis.” RV

« Amas Cottle! Phcebus, what a name! What- could tempt
your mother to call you after the old patriarchal navigator 7 Hal
ha! it was a queer dodge.”
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< Tt was my father’s name,” said I, reddening ; for, besides being
bitterly mortified and diseppointed, I by no means relished the joke;

« and my father, though poor, was an honest man !”

« Both cases rather doubtful,” said the Squire, laughing to him-
self. Then, slapping me pretty sharply on the shoulder, he sa:d———‘
« And what, my lad, do you know of your father 2”

«Nothing, personally, to the best of my knowledge. T never
saw him ; but my mother has told me a good deal about Him.”

« Humph " said Mr. Carlos. «Did she tell you how much she
was attached to Mister Noah Cotton, ard hew grieved she was to.
part with such a tender, loving husband ?”

«'Qir, Mr. Carlos—do you mean to insult me by speakmg in
this jeering way of my parents 2” ) )

“ Not in the least, Noah; so don’t look at me with that fierce

- black eye as if you took me for a hare or 2 pheasant, or; worse than
. _exther, for Bill"Martin. ¥ow ought to know that I am your friend

—have been your friend from a child ; and if you continue to con-.
duct yourself as you have done, will befneud you for life.”

T looked, I am sure, very foolish, for I felt his words rankling in
my heart ; and though I affected to laugh, I strode on by his suie
in silence—the. cha,m of obligations he bad wound sround me, and
my dependence upon him tightening about me, and galliog e at
every step. . He certainly saw that T was offended ; for, stopping
at the gate that led from the park to the Hall—vardens, and where
eur rgads separated,-he said, rather abraptly—

«You are angty with me, Noah ?” ,

«With you, sir 2—that would be folly.”

~

«Tt would, indeed. I see.you can’t bear & joke.”” B

« Not very well.”
“You don’t take after your father, then’; for he loves a joke

* dearly.”

«“Is my f.xther ahve 27 T cried, eagerly.

wOf course he is.”

“ My mother donjt know this.” .. _

¢ As well as T know it. Women have a}l their secrets. They
don't tell us all they know. One of these days yowH hear more

- about this mystericus father, depend upon it.”

I Jouged to ask- him all he knew upon the subject, but we were
not on terms of familiarity to warrant| such a liberty. He was my
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b * master, and it was his part to speak—mine to Tisten. Presently be
. turned the subject into another channel altogether.
xﬁf . « By-the-bye, Noah,” he said, “I am going té-day to —. T

have o large sum of money to receive from my lawyer—the pay-
ment for Crawford’s farm, which I sold a few months ago. The
land was bad, and I was offered a good price for it—more, indeed,
than I thought it was worth. Horner advised me to sell, and I
sold it accordingly. It may be late when I return to-morrow
.night, which I shall (Ii'r.by the F—~—coach. It will'put me down
.on the other.side of the p;u:k and I shall have to walk home by
the plantations:and through the great.avenue; ‘and though the
~ distance is but a mile, to tell you the truth, I should not like to
meet Bill Martin and his gacg after nightfall in snch a lonely
. placé, ‘especially with a large sum of moncy on my person—at
o N least from £500 to £1000. I wish you would bring your. gun,
— f " “and wait for the coming up of the coach, at the second gate which
: " leads into that Tomely plantation—I¢ will be_in by ten o’clock.”

«That I will, with the greatest pleasure,” I cried, and all my
petty resentment vanished. - “I am not afraid of twenty Bill
Martins. T'only wish I may have the'luck 4o meet with hirm.”

« shall’ fecl perfectly safe with you, Noah. But—hallo! I for-
got ; is not $o-morrow the great cricket-match at S ? and you', |
must be there.” .o

“Ttis,”said I. “ But thereis no positive. necessity for my bemv

__there. It isa good thing to be missed sometimes. They'll Lnow .
the.value of a good D player-another-time.”; '

“You are their best kand 7”7 -

“Yes; I know that, and they know it too. IIowevér, for thig
,time, thcy must try and win the match without me. Good mor-
ning, Mr. Carlos; 1 will not fail to meet you as you desire:”

He entered the'magnificent lawn that spread in front of his noble
rosidence ; and I, whistling the tune of a hunting-song, turncd
my stéps through the plantations towards home.

. God koows! at that moment, I had not the most distant 1dea. of
‘raisiog my hand against his life.

I wialked on, or rather, sauntered—for the weather was exces-
sively warm for September—in a sort of dreamy state. The
thought uppermost in my mind was a vague wish to- know how
much money Mr. Carlos expected to receive for the sale of Craw-

ford’s farm.

i
i
3
3
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The 1and was not very good but the house and barns were com-
modious, and in excellent repair. It was honestly worth £4,000.
\Vlll be receive this large sum in one payment—or will. it be by
instalments of eight hundred or a thousand pounds? The latter
sum was the most probable. <« He is foolish,” I continued, pursu-
ing my train of thought, “ to travel with a sum like that in his

pocket, and by a common conveyance too., It is tempting Provi- -
dence. But he is a rash man who never listens to any advice. He’

will be murdered one of these days if he does not take care.”
- A thousand pounds is an immense sum in the estimation of a
poor man. The busy fiend whispered in my ear, “ How much
could be done with that g )m if you could only command it! It
.would buy a commission in the army, and make a gentleman of you
at once.” But then “people would suspect how I came by it.’

«Tt would enable you to emigrate to America or Australia, and

become the purchaser of a tract of Jand, that might make your

_ fortune.”
—_— “Yes! and then I would drop the odious name of \oah Cotton,

memat—andmoﬂg@s, and seek out and marry

T——

—

' md Ella Carlos.” - \\\
: ndulging for some time in this species of castle-building,

.

I began seriously to consider whether it would be such a drﬂ"x(‘ult
matter to obtain the money, and realize ‘the latter of these dreams.

I did not wish to inflict any personal injury on- Mr. Carlos, who
had always been very kind to me and ‘my mother ; yet he was a
* . ‘person for whom I felt little respect, and I often reproached my-
self for my want of gratitude to our mutual benefactor.

* He had a fine person, and a frank, generous bearing, but his
manners were coarse and familiar, and bis language immoral, and

beneath the dignity of a gentleman. T had frequently seen _hxm ‘

intoxicated; and while in that ‘state, I had often assisted him

- from his carriage, and guided his tottering steps up the broad stone

steps that led to his mansion.

I had often remarked to my mother, when sich' an évent bad’

filled" me_with deep disgust, ¢ Had Mr. Carlos been a poor man, be
would haye’been a great blackguard.”

‘And she would grow very red and-angry—more so than I thought
the occasion required, and say¥—‘f My son, it is not for the like of
us to censure the conduct of our betters. It is very unbecoming,
especmlly in you, on whom the S_qun‘e has conferred so many favors
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You ought to shut “your eyes and ears, and let on to no one what
you see and hear.”

1 did neither the one nor the other I was keenly ahve to the
low pursuits of my superior, whom I only considered as such as far
as his rank and wealth were concerned, for hitherto I had led a
more moral life than he had. I neither ‘gambled, nor ‘drank, nor
swore ; had ncver seduced a poor girl to ber ruin, and then boasted
of my guilt. If the truth must be spoken, I regarded the Squire
with feelings of indifference, which amounted almost to contempt,
which all sense of past obligations could not overcome.

Oh, if these spoilt chlldren of fortune did but know the hvht in
which such deeds are regarded by the poor, and the evils wluch'
arise from their bad example, they ivould either strive to deserve
their respect, or at least strive to keep theu‘ immoralities out of

wht'

"It s, pethaps, no excuse for my crime to say, that had Mr. Car-
los been a good man, T should never have been a "bad ong, or have
been tempted under any circunistances to have taken his life; yet
I do feel certain, that if that had been the case, he would have been
safe,and I had never fallen. I should have tried to show my grati-
tude to-him, by deserving his esteem: as it avas, I felt that his
good opinion of me was of little worth—that he could not prize
good qualities in mé towhich bimself was a stranger. The only tie -
which bound me to him was ong of self-interest. He paid me well,
and for the sake of that pay I bad, up to this perxod been 2 faith-
ful “servant. .

But gghat has all this to do with my temptatlon and fall? Much
—oh, how much—the conviction of the worthlessness of my mas-
ter’s character, and the little loss his death would be to the com-
munity at large, drowned all remorseful feelings on hxs behalf and
hastened me far on the road to crime. =

After having ance indulged the idea that I could easily rob him,
and make myself master of the property he had on his person, I
could not again banish it from my mind. T quickened my pace,
and rccommenced whistling a gay tune; but the stave suddenly
ceased, and in fancy I was confronting Mr. Carlos by that lonely
avenue-gate. I rubbed my-eyes to shut out the horrid vision, and
began slashing the:thistles that grew by the roadside with my cane.
Then I thought T saw him pale and weltering in his blood at my
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feet, and I heard Bill' Martms fiendish laugh, and his prophecy

respecting the gallows.
- I stopped in the middle of the road, and Jooked hard at the dust.

" What a terrible idea had that one thought of ‘Bill Martin’s con-

jured up—the opportunity to gratify my long-treasured hatred—
to avenge myself on my ‘enemy was within my grasp !

That knife—I walked quickly on—I neafly ran, driven forward
by the excitemert. under which I labored. Yes—that knife, with.
his name upon the handle. If the deed were -done adroitly, and

“with that knife, and I could but contrive to send him to the spot p

a few minutes after the murder had been committed, he would be
the convicted felon—I the possessor of wealth that might ultimately -
pave the way to fortune.

I'was now near the village, and I saw a bosom friend of Mar-
tin’s, with a suspicious-looking dog lounging at his heels. I knew
that anything said to Adam Haws would be sure to beé retailed to
his comrades, for with Bill Martin I never held the least communi-
cation. ‘ .

N » , . .
CHAPTER XLIV.
- THE PLOT.

“A rze day, Mister GameJseeper,” quoth Adam! ¢ Prime

weather for shooting !" Have you much company at the Hall ?”
"«No one at present. The Squire ex-pects a large  party the
beginning of the. week.”

“Is therey much ‘game thls season ? ” asked the poacher, very
annocently: ‘

«There was,” T replied, rather fiercely. « But these rascally
poachers are making it scarce. I only w1sh I had the rmfrlea.der of
the gang within the range of this gun.”

“ How savage you are, Cotton! ' A soft, ea.sy name that fora:
hard, cruel fellow. ¥Why not live and let live? 'What is it to you *
if 'a poor_ fellow dines now and. then off the leg of a hare, or the
wing of a pheasant? It don’t take one penny out of your pocket.
‘What right have these rich men to lay an embargo upon the bedsts
of the field, and the fowls of the air? Agye, upon the very fish that
swims in the stream, which God gave for the use of all. Tyrants!
—they have not enough of the good things of this world, but they
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maust rob the poor of their natural rights. I only wish I had them

" under the range of that, which a poor man dare not carry ‘without

a licence, in a free Jand. But there will come a day,”—and he
ground his teeth,—* pray God that it may come soen, when these
carsed game laws and their proud makers, shall be crushed under
our feet.”

- “ That will not be in your day—nor yet in mine, Adam Hows.
No, not if we both lived to the age of your venerable namesake of
apple-celebrity. Like him—jyou seem to have a hankering for for-
bidden fruit ; and taste it too, I apprehend, if I may judge by that
lurcher at your heels. Youd a.reuwrong to keep that dog. It hasa
suspicious look.” il

“I am not acquainted with his private tastes,” said Adam, pat-
o ting the snaky-headed brute. *Like his betters, he may relish a
I g | ) hare, now.and then, but I never saw him eat one. Fox, my boy!
e Are you fond of game ?—the keeper thinks you are. Fie, fox, fie.
It is as bad to look like a thief, as'to be one.”

“You bad better put that dog away, Adam. If the Sqmre sees
him, he will order him to be shot.”

. “Damn the Sqjuire! Who cares for the 'Squire. He poaches
on other preserves besides his own. Hay, Mister Cotton?” -

The color flushed my face—I scarce knew why. «I don’t un-
derstand your joke.” : .

“ Oh, no, of course not. You are such an innocent fellow. But
there are others who do. Are you going to the cricket match to-
morrow ? The fellows of S have challenged our fellows to a
grand set-to on the common—'tis famous ground. The men of
S play well—but our bullies can beat them. I am told that
you are the flash man of the F—— club ?”

T love thesport—it is a fine, manly, old English game ; I should
like to go very well, and they expect me; but I have an engage-
ment elsewhere.” i

» “You'l have to put it off.”

“ Impossible.”

“« But the honor of the club.” N -

“ Must yleld to duty. I promised to meet Mr. Carlos at the
second avenue gate to-morrow night, at eleven o’clock.”

“ Damme hag he turned thief-taker ? Does he mean to catch the
poachers lumself ?  Well, if that is not a queer dodge for a gentl&
man.”

L
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“He would not be a bad hand,” said I, langhing. < No, no.
The coach puts him down there on his return from I——— and I
promised to see him safe home.”

« Safe home! Why, man, tis only a mile from the Hall. Ishe
afraid of ghosts 2
~ “Not at all,” I said, dropping my voice. *No one who knows -
Squire Carlos, could ever take him for a coward. But there are a”
great many suspicious characters in the neighborhood, and the Squire
returns with a large sum of money on his person. He was afraid
that he might be robbed in that-lonely place, and he asked me, as
2 particular favor, to meet him there with my gun.”

“ A large sum of mouney did you say?”’ and the poacher drew
nearer and gazed upon me with an eager and excited stare. “Does
he often travel abroad with such sums about him 2’ :

“Not often. This is a particular case—it is the pnw of the
land he sold lately, Crawford’s farm, and he wants the money to

make another purchase. Perhaps be will have with him a couple o

of thousand pounds.”

“You don’t say—and you are to meet him at the second avenue
gate at eleven o’clock ?” :

“So I promised. But don’t, there’s a good fellow, mention it to
any one. I would not for the world be thought to blab my master’s
secrets. He would never forgive me, if it came to his ears. To
tell you the trath, I don’t much like the job. I would rather bave
a jolly day with the club at S— Iam sure we should win the
match.”

«T thought the coach came in at ten i said Adam, still dream-

ing over the vision of gold.

¢ Not on market nwhts ; it is always late. Eleven wasthe hour
he appomted ?

“ Oh, of course, he knows best. And such a largesam of money!
I would not ventare on the road with twenty shiners in my pocket.
But two thousand ! the man’s a fool. Good day, Noah—don’ raise
a’bad report against my poor dog. You know theold proverb— Give -
a dog a bad pame.” Two thousand pounds—my eye, what a sam!”

Away trudged the poacher, with the game-destroyer at his heels. ~
1 sat down upon a stile, and looked after him. I was sure of my
man. -

“ Go your ways to Bill Martin,” T said. “Tell him the tale I
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have told to you, and between us, Mr. Carlos has small chance of
sleeping on a feather bed to-morrow night.”

T felt certain that an attempt would be made to rob Mr. Carlos

by these ruffians. I read it in that fellow’s eye. I would bet my
life that neither of us go to the cricket match to-morrow at S——.
Biil will have a different job on hand. It will be the ball and not
the bat, that is to win the game they hope to play.”

1 had only to be at the piace at the right hour, and with a dex-

terous blow stun, without killing my victim, and secure, the prize ;
and then return and detect the ruffians in the very act ; and for this
purpose, I determined to secure the co-operation of another game-
keeper, who might accompany me to.the avenue, and help me to
secare the villains. I was so elated with this plan, that I forgot
my own share of the guilt. The leaven of iniquity that I had in-
troduced into the breast of another, was already ‘at work, and
two human beings were subjected to the same temptation to which
I bhad yielded. /

It is astonishing how a fellowsbxp In guilt hardens thfz guilty.
Men, like wolves, are often great cowards alone ; but give them a
few companions in crime, and pusillanimity is instantly converted
into ferocity. The coward is always cruel ; the mean-spirited mer-
ciless. The consciousness that two of my fellow-men pr(/:meditabed
committing the same crime, wonderfully strengthened me in
my resolution of plunging my soul into the abyss of guilt. I kad

another passion to gratify, which had rankled for years in my breast, -

that of revenge. A wish to over-reach and disappoint Bill Martin
was a stronger incentive to this deed than the mere lucre of gain.
The burning hatred I had cherished from boyhood was on the eve

of being gratified. I should, in case of failure on my part, at least

sechre his destruction.

When T reached home, I fonnd two of the principal members of

the cricket club; both respectable merchants in the village, waiting

to see me. . I was their best hand, and they left no argument un- o

urged, in order to induce me to go. I took them separately aside,
and confidentially informed them of my reasons for staying at home.
This I justly thought would avert all suspicion from me as the

real culprit. Of course they were convinced that my going was ont *

of the question, and took their leave with regret.
My mother” was not very well. She had a bad -head-ache, and

complained of being very nervous (a fine word she had picked up.’
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from the parsons wxfe), and “we passed -8 » very dull evening to-°
gether.

I had never before shunned my mother’s eye; but this night I
could. not look steadily at her. .She at length noticed my agitation,
and asked if anything had gone wrong with the game.

. Isaid, “ Nothing more than usual. That I was sorry that I
could not go to the match—that I was afraid our men would, be
beaten without me—thaf{ I had a great mind to send the setond
keeper, George Narton, who was a brave, honest fellow, to meet
my master, a.nd start for S—— the next day.”

“You must do no such thmnr,’f she said, sharply. “ You must

meet Mr. Carlos, as you promised him, yourself. If any harm

should happen to the Squire-through your neglect, we shall lose
the best friend we have in the world. You must not think of
leaving him to the care of another. He will be justly displeased,
and it may mar your fortane for life.” .

¢ In what way, mother 2"’ I said, gloomily. ¢I think you place

" too much importance on the Squire’s good-will. /I could earn my
- own living, if I were out of employ to-morrow.”

- My mother replied, « that I was proud and ungrateful—that Mr.
Carlos had raised me out of the dirt, and I oughé to be ready to

" lay down my life to serve him.”

T retorted. She grew angry, and for the first time in my hfe,
she went to bed without kissing and bidding me good-night, or
wishing that God might bless me.

I felt the omission keenly. It seemed as if my good angel had
forsaken and left me to my fate. For a long time I sat brooding
over the firg. My thoughts were full of sin. I went to the cup-
board whére my mother kept a few simple médicines and a small
bottle of brandy, in case of accidents or sudden illness. I hated
ardent-spirits, and seldom took anything stronger than a cup of

. tea or milk, or, when very tired, a little home-brewed ale. But

this night I took a large glass of brandy—the first raw liquor I
ever drunk in my life. Stupified and overpowered, I soon found
relief from torturing thoughts in a heavy, stupid sleep. :

Breakfast was on the table when I unclosed my eyes. - The
remains of the brandy were replaced in the cupboard, and my poor
mother was regarding me with a sad countenance and tearful eyes.
. “You were ill, Noah, last night 2" -

«J had a confounded head-ache.”

-
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“ And you did not tell me.”

“You parted with me in anger, mother. I felt so miserable!
‘We never had a quarrél before, and I took the brandy to raise my
spirits. It had a contrary effect. It made me drunk, for the first
time in my life.” N

“I hope it will be the last.”

«Yes ; if the repetition does not prove more avreeable. My
temples throb—my limbs tremble—everything is distastefal. Who
could feel pleasure in a vice so bestial 2

«Habit, Noah, reconciles us.td many things which at first
awaken only aversion and disgnst. . All pleasure which has -its
foundation in sin must end in pain and self.condemnation. Drunk-
enness is one of those vices which when first indulged creates the
deepest shame and humiliation ; but custom renders it a terrible
necessity.”

My mother could preach well against any vice to which she was -

not particularly inclined herself. J never saw her take a glass of
wine or spirits in my life. This was from sheer want of inclina-
tion ; all strong drinks were disagreeable to her taste.

I took a cup of tea, and after immersing my head i in cold water,
the nausea from which I was saffering gradually abated, and I soon

" felt well again. While I was standing at the opeu window I saw
Adam Hows and Bill Martin pass the lodge. - They were in
earnest conversation. I called to- Adam, and asked hlm, «If he
were going to see the cricket-match?”

He answered, < That it depended” upon the loan of a horse.
Harry Barber had promised them his ; but it ‘had -broken pasture,
and they were going in search of it.”

I did not believe this statement. "I was certain that it was in-
tended for a blind. I told Adam that, in case he did not find Barber’s
horse, I"would lend him mine. He was profuse of thanks, but did
not accept my offer. He was certain of finding the lost animal in
time : he was going to drive over his friend to S——, and my mare
did not go'in harness. I took no notice of his companion. For
many months we had never spoken to each other—not even to ex-
change insults. At four o'clock.in the afternoon I heard thai they
were drinking in a low tavern just out of the village. IfI did not

keep iny a.ppomtment with Squire Carlos, I felt convinced that

they would... .. ... ;
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CHAPTER XLV.

THE. MURDER.

Aryn day I was r&tless, and unable to settle to the least thmg. :
My mother attributed my irritation and ill-humor to the brandy I
had drunk on the preceding evening. As the night drew on, I was
in a perfect fever: of excitement; yet not .for one. moment did I
abandon the dreadful project. I had argued myself into the belief -
that it was my fate—that I was compelled by an inexorable des-
tiny to murder Mr. Carlos. I wasto meet him at ten o’clock—jast
one hour earlier than the time I had named to Adam Hows. At
eight my mother went to bed, complaining of indisposition. I was
glad of this, for it left me at perfect liberty to arrange my plans.

I dressed myself in a wagoner’s frock and hat, in order to con-
ceal my person from my victim, and with Bill Martin’s bowie knife
in the breast of my waistcoat, and a large knotted bludgeon in my
hand, almost a facsimile of one often carried by that ruffian, I
sallied into the road. My disguise was so complete, that few with-
out a very near ‘inspection would have detected the counterfeit.
Fortunately, I met no one on the road whom I knew, and reached
the second gate in the dark avenue which led to the one that opened
into the high-road; just ten minutes before the coach drove up. I
heard the bluff voice of the coachman speaking to the horses. I
heard Mr. Carlos, in his frank, cheerful tones bid the coachman

good-night. The stage rattled om, and the Squire’s measured -

step, for he had been a soldier in his youth, sounded upon the hard
gravel path that led from the avenue to the plantation-gate, by the
side of which T was concealed, behind the trunk of a vast oak that
cast its dense shadows across theroad. .Above, the mdon was shin-
ing in a cloudless sky.

After the first gate which opened upon the road had swung.to
after him, Mr. Carlos commenced singing a favorite hunting song,
perhaps to give me warning of his approach, or to ascertain if L
had been true to my word. h

Nervous as I had_been all day, I was now calm and callec’oed.

I had come there determined to rob him, and nothing but the cer-
 tainty of detection could' have induced mg to abandon my purpose.

. When he reached the gate, he called out, in his clear voice,

-* Noah—Nosh Cotton ! are you there?”
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Receiving no answer, he openedAth.e gate, and_passed through.

As he turned to shut it, I sprang from my hiding-place, and with

one blow successfully, but not mortally aimed, I felled him % the
ground. Contrary to my calculations, he stood erect for a moment,

and instead of falling forward against the gate, he reeled back,and

fell face upwards, to the earth. Our eyes met—he recognized me

in a moment.’ To save his life now was to forfeit my own, and

the next moment I plunged the bowie-knife o the hilt in his breast.

He gasped out, *“ This from you, N oah' Poor Elinor, you are
- terribly avenged!”

He pever spoke more. I hastily searched his pockets, and drew
from bis bleeding breast a large pocket-book, which contained the
coveted treasure. I then flung the bloody knife with which I had
done the deed, to some distance, and fled from the spot, taking a
near cut to the lodge across the fields. ’

I entered at a back gate, and going up to my own room, I care-
fully washed my hands and face, and dressed myself in the clothes
I had worn during th% day, thrusting the wagoner’s frock and hat
and the fatal pocket-book into an old sdck, I hastily concealed them
in a heap of old manure, which had served for a hot-bed in the gar-

- den, until a better opportunity occurred of effectually destroying

them. .- All this was accomplished in an almost incredibly shert
time; and when my arrangements were completed, I once more had
recourse to the brandy-bottle, but took good care this time not to
take too potent a dose. I then shouldered my gun, and walked to
the cottage of the second game-keeper, which lay in' my path, and

briefly stating my reasons for calling him up, I asked him to accom-’

pany me to the second avenue gate to meet my master. - .
George Norton instantly complied, and we walked together to
the appointed spot, discussing in the most animated manner, as we
went along, the probable result of the cricket match at S—.
As we entered the first plantation, we were accosted by Bill Mar-
tin and Adam Haws. Both were greatly excited, and excla.lméd in
a breath—-

<« Mr. Carlos has been robbed and mnrdered' The body is lying )
just within the second gate, in the middle of the path. Come with"

us and see!”

. And what brings you here, you ‘scoundrel! at this hour of
mght 77 1 cried, suddenly, throwing myself upon Bill Martin.
“What bisiness have you tmpassmg in these pmervw? If Mr.

R TR ST
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Carlos is murdered it is you and your accomplice that have done
the deed. Tt is not pheasants and hares that you came here to shoot,
as the-muzzle of that pistol, sticking out of your pocket can
prove.”

On bearing thae words Adam Haws discharged 2 pistol at my
head, and missing his aim, threw down the weapon and fled. Bill
Martin straggled desperately in my grasp, but I beld him fast. I
was a strong, powerful man, and he was enfeebled by constant drunk-
eness and debauchery. I held him like fate.

Norton now came to my assistance, and we secured Martms
hands with my silk pocket handkerchief. I remained with my grasp
upon his collar, while Norton ran back to the village to fetch the
constables.

Tt was one of the most awful moments in my life, while I stood
alone in that gloomy grove confronting my victim. He neither
spoke nor trembled. The unhappy man seemed astonished and
bewildered at what had befallen him. All was so still around us

. ﬂmt I heard his heart beat distinctly. .

“We remained in this painful and coustrained silence for some
time. At last he said, in a subdued voice, “ Noah Cotton, I am
not guilty. I never murdered him.”

¢ Perhaps not. Your comrade in crime may have saved you the
trouble.” i )

“Nor, him either. The deed was done before we reached the’
gpot 1

 What brought you there 7’ I said, abmptly

“The hints you {hrew out for our destruction ;” and his eye once -

more flashed with its accustomed boldness. “ You aeted as decoy-

 duck, and your superior cunning has triumphed.  In order to gra’mfy

your old hatred to me, you have killed your benefactor.”

The moon was at full, but the trees cast too deep a shage upon
the spot we occupied to enable him to see my face. I wis, how-
ever, taken by surprise, and gave a sllght start. He felt it, and
laughed bitterly.

“ We are a pair of damned sooundrels ” he cried; « but you are

" the worst, and you know it. I, of course, must hang for this; for

you have laid your plans too well to allow me a loop-hole to escape.
Now, Noah Cotton, for once be generous. I know I have treated
you confoundedly ill—that I am a very bad fellow, and richly
deserve the gallows; but T am -very young to die—to die for a.
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crime I did not actually commit. I have a widowed mother, an
orphan sister to support, who love me, and will be broken-hearted
at my death—for their sakes, give me a chance of making my escape-
I will leave the country directly, and never return to it again to
trouble ‘you more. Have mercy upon mel For Christ’s sake,
have mercy upon me!” T '

My heart was moved. I was almost tempted to grant his prayer.
But I dared not trust him. I knew that my own safety entirely
depended on his destruction.

“ William Martin,” I said, very calmly, “your attempt to charge
‘me with this crime is a miserable subterfuge. What interest had I
to kill Mr. Carlos? Did not my living depend uponrhim? The
_ folly of the man who killed the goose that laid the golden eggs
would be wisdom compared with such a deed. Mr. Carlos was of
more value to me living than dead.”

“That is true,” he said, thoughtfully.. “I may have wronged
you. It is a strange, inexplicable piece of business.” Then he
muttered to himself, ¢ ¢ The wages of sin is death.” It i3 useless to
ask mercy from him. He would not save my hfe if he could. Oh,
my mother —my poor, poor mother!”’

Hardened as I thought this raffian had been for years, the big,
bright drops coursed each other down his sunburnt cheeks; his
]arge chest heaved convulsively, and loud sobs awolke the lone echoes
of the wood. ' )

T could endure his agony no longer. “Martin,” I said, in a low
voice—for the agitation that shook my whole frame nearly deprived
me of the power of utterance—* behave more like a man ; were you
innocent man, you could not be affected in this strange way.”

“ By ——, I am not innocent! Who said I was? BatIagain
repeat, I did not kill kim.”

“Then Adam did ?” B

“ No, no—it was his first attempt at murder.” He stopped
shert. He had committed himself. .

“Why, Bill, your own words gondemn you.”

“Don’t"use them against us. Iam mad. I don’t know whatI

say ”

“ Hush! I hea.r steps approaching. Be quiet_for one moment,
while T untie your hands, and I will give you a last chance for
your life.”.

_ “Your frozen heart has thawed too late,” he cried, mth a hol-

Sumevtica s aterae:
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low groan. * The constables are already here, and I am a dead

man.”.

 He was right ; Norton, with the corstables and a large body of
men, ow burst through the trees. I gladly comsigned the pris-
oner to their charge, while I proceeded with the rest of ¢he party to
the spot where the murder had been committed. I knew that it
would awaken suspicion for.me te remain behind; I-therefore
placed myself at the head of them ; but I would have given worlds
to have remained behied. A few minutes brought us to the fatal

_ gate. . .
‘We gathered round the body im silence. Horror was depicted .

on every countenance. Some, who had known the Squire for years,
shed tears—{ could not; but I gladly buried my face in my hand-
Lerchief, to shut-out the dreadful spectacle. - The moon, peering
down betweea the branches of the trees, looked fall in the dead man’s
face. - Those glassy, apturned eyes chilled my heart to stone mth
their fixed, icy stare.

Oh! it is terrible to see a man so fall of life and health but. yes-
terday, look thas!

* Is he quite dead ?”” said George Norton. “ My poor, d& mas-
ter l—my good, generous master ! Noah, Iend a hand to raise him

”

)

With a. deep groan I seconded his efforts, and the head of the -

murdered man rested upon my knees, as I crouched beside him on
the ground. A viper was goawing at my héart. I would have
given my chance of an eternity of bliss, which I possessed not many
hours ago as man’s oaly true inberitance, to have recalled the trans-
actions of that dreadful night.

« See, here is a wound in his breast,” I cried.. “ He has not
been shot, but stabbed with a long sharp dirk or knife. He must
have been taken ugawares, for he seems to haxe made no effort to
defend himself.”

“ Here is-his ha.t,” cried ancetber. ¢« The back of it is all bat-
tered and crushed in. He has been knocked down and then stab-
bed. Oh, that Martin—that infernal villain I’

‘Whenever I heard Martin reproached as the murderer, I fancied
+that those dead eyes of my master looked into my soul with a
mournful scorn. Yet Ilacked the moral courage to say, “Iam
the man.”

We formed a litter of boughs, and carried the body up to the

13
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Hall. We had not proceeded many steps on our sad journey before
Norton stumbled over somethings in the path. It was the bloody
knife.

¢ Here is something that will give a clue o the mystery. By
Jove! Bill Martin’s American kuife. He was showing this wick-
ed-looking blade, and bragging about it the other night at the
White Horse. Murder will out. If evidence were wanted of his
guilt, this knife would hang him. Faugh! the blood is still wet
upon the blade.”

The knife passed from haud to ham} aud to mrine arrong the rest.
I did not see the blood. It appeared to me red- hot—to glow and
flicker with the flames of hell. '

It was the dawn of day when we reached the Hall with our
melancholy burthen. The fatal news had travelled there before
us. Half the inhabitants of the village were collected on the lawn.
The old servants were standing on the steps to receive the body of
their master. As we drew near, eries and greans arose om every
side.

all’; but espeeially for you. He was your best friend.”

- ¢ Tt is a loss to the whole country,” I cried, mou.rnfnlly, shaking

my. head.

“ And Adam Hows is off with the mouey ?7 said the steward'
with a sharp eager face.

¢ So we suppose. Martin has been searched, but there is none
in his possession. I hope the other rascal will be taken.”

« Come with us, Noah, into the kitchen,” cried several of the
gervants in a breath, “and tell us all about it. They say it was
you who discovered the murder, and took the villain at the risk of
your life. - Come in, and take a glass of hot stuﬁ, and give us all
the particulars.”

And T had to endure a fresh species of torture in recapitulating ‘

all the circumstances that I dared reveal of that révolting act—to
listen to, and join in all their comiments, doubts and surmises, and
answered all the agonizing questions suggested by curiosity or com-
passion. I was beginning to feel hardened to the painful task, and
answered their eager inquiries withont changing countenance, or
betraying more than 2 decent emotion on the melaticholy occasion.

¢ This is a bad job for you, Ncah,” said the old butler— for us

RO HER AL IS S5 P
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CHAPTER XLVIL

MY MOTHER.

I was relieved from my embarrassing situation by a message from

my mother. ~She was ill, and ‘Wished to see me, begging me to re
turn home without a moment’s delay.

« Ah,spoor woman! This is a sad judgment, a heavy blow to
her. She must feel this bad enough,” said one of the old servants.
“Yes, yes, Noah, lose no time in gom« home to comfort your
mother.”

I gazed from one to another in blank astonishment. They §h00k

their heads significantly. = I hurried away without asking or com- -

prehending what they meant.
As I walked rapidly home, I pondered over their stranoe con-
duct. , Beyond my losing my situation of game-keeper and porter

to the lodge, I could not see in what way the death of Mr. Carlos
should so terribly affect iny mother, without she suspected that I -
" was his murderer. Guilt is naturally timid; but my plans had

been laid with such caution and secresy, ahd carried out so .well,
that it was almost mext to an impossibility for her to suspect a
thing in itself so monstrously improbable.

The murder had been an 1mpulswe, not a premeﬁxtated act.
Four-and-twenty hours ago, I would have shot the man who could
have thought me capable of perpetrating such a deed. How little
we know of the spirit of which we are made! Christ knew it well
when he composed that clause of his matchless prayer, “Lead us
not into temptation.”

The clocks in the village were stnkmg eight when I entered the
lodge. My mother was sitting in her easy chair, supported by pil-
lows. Her face was death pale, and she had been crying violently.
Two women, our. nearest nejghbors, were standing beside her,
bathing her wrists and temples with bartshorn.

“Qh, Noe,” exclaimed Mrs. Jones, “ I'm glad thee be -come to
thy mother. She hath been in fits ever since she hea.rd the

_ dreadful news.” .
" “We could not persuade her that yon were safe,”” said Mrs.

Smith. ¢ She will be content wllgn‘she sees you herself.”
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« Mother”—and I went up to her and kissed her rigid brow—
~ ¢are you better now ?”

She took my hand and clasped it tightly between her own, but
made no reply. Her face became convulsed, the tears flowed over
her cheeks like rain, and she fainted in my arms.

< She is dying !’ screamed both women. . )

« She will be better presently,” I said. “Opeu the window—
give me a glass of water! There—there, she is coming to! Speak
to me, dear mother !” ’

“Is it true, Noah ?” she gasped out, but broke dowh several
times before she could make her meaning plain. «Is' ‘he—is the
Squire dead >—murdered ?”’ '

«Too true, mother! I have just helped to carry the body up tv
the Hall.”

«Qh, oh!” she groaned, rocking herself to and fro in a strange

. agony; “I hoped it had been false.” )

«Tt is a shocking piece of business—but why should it affect yon
in this terrible way ?”’

¢ That's what I say,” cried Mrs. Jones. It do seem so str:mge
to us that she should take on in this here way for a mere strarger.”

¢ Don’t ask me any questions; Noah,” said-my mother, in a low, )
firm voice. “I am befter now. The sight of you has revived me;
and these kind neighbors may return home.”

« At ten o’clock the magistrates meet at the Market Hall to
examine the prisoners,” I said ; “and I must be there to make a
deposition of what I know. I can stay with you till then.”

"4¢Qh, Noe! thee must tell as all about_ it!” said Mrs. Smith,

_ who was dying with curiosity. How did it come about ?”

I was not prepared for this fresh agony; but I saw that there
was no getting rid of our troublesome visitors without satisfying .
their insatiable greed for news; and I went through the dreadful
task with more nerve than I expectéd. My mother listened to the -
recital with breathless interest, and the women clung to me with
open eyes and mouth, as if their very life depended upon my
words, often interrupting me with uncouth exclamations of surprise
and horror. At length all was told that I could tell My mother
again broke into passionate tears. * :

« Poor Mrs. Martin'!” she sobbed, ¢ how drea.dful-lt must be to
her. I pity her from my very soul !”

I had never given Martin’s unfortunate mother a single thought.
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I was not naturally cruel, and this planted a fresh arrow in my
beart. - - .

« It is about eight_years ago that she lost her husband,” said
neighbor Smith. - « He died from the bite of a mad dog. He was
the Squire’s game-keeper then. Little Sally was not born until five
months after her father’s death. I don’t know how the widow has
contrived to scratch along, and keep out of the workhouse. But
she was always a hard-working woman. She had no friend like

"~ the Squire, to take her bythe hand and give her son a genteel edu-

cation. She did get-along, however, and sent that Bill to Mr. Bul-
len’s school ; but she half starved herself to do it—and what good ?
He has been a world of trouble to her, and almost broke her heart
before he ran off to "Meriky. This fresh misfortune will go nigh te
kill her outright.”

“ And was it to add to this poor devoted creature’ s sorrows,” I

asked ‘myself, « that I was prepared to give false evidence against _

her son?” For well I knew, that his life depended upon that evi-
dence.

For Martin I felt no pity. His death never filled me with re-
morse like the murder of the Squire. He was horn for the gallows,
I had only forestalled Kim in the deed that would send him to the
grave. He had sought the spot with the intention to.rob and kill.
I had no doubts on that head ; and I persuaded myself that he
had richly merited the fate that awaited him. But the grief of his
unhappy mother awakened a pang.in my brea.st that was not so
easily assuaged.

The women at length took their leave, and I was alone wnth my
mother. ~For some minutes she remained silent, her hands pressed
tightly over her breast and her tear-swollen eyes fixed mournfnlly
on the ground.

¢ Noah,” she said at length, slowly raising her head, and looking
me earnestly in the face, ““do you think that the fa.mlly would allow
me to look at the corpse ?” -

I actually started with horror. I felt the blood recede from-my
cheeks, and a"cold chill-creep from my hair downwards.

“Good God, mother ! what should make you wish to see him?
He is a frightful spectacle !—so frightfal that I would not look at
him & again for worlds !”

% Qh,” groaned my mother, “it is ha.rd to part from lnm for
ever, w1t.hont one last look!”

- L
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. “ Mother, mother!” I cried, while a horrid' suspicion darted
through my brain, “what is the meaning of.this strange conduct,

‘and still stranger words? In the name of Heaven! what was

Squire Carlos to you ?”
“Noah, he was your father!” returned my mother, slowly and

‘solemnly. “I need not tell yeu what he was to me.”

Had she stabbed me thh a7 red—hot kmfe, the effect would have
been less painful. e

“My father!” I cried, mth a yell of agony, as I sunk down,
stunned with horror, at her feet. ¢ Mother '—mother! for my”
sake—for your own sake, recall those dreadful words !’

Some minutes elapsed before I again awoke to the consciousness
of my terrible guilt. My crime appeared to me in a new aspect—
an aspect that froze my soul, and iced the warm stream of my
young blood with despair. I had been excited—agitated—almost
maddened with the certainty of being a murderer; but there was
something of human passion in those tumultuous feelings. But
the certainty that I was not only a murderer, but a parricide—had
killed my own father for the sake of a few hundred pounds, which
I now knew that I could never enjoy—chilled me into a stupid,
hardened apathy. There ‘could be no forgiveness for @ crime like
mine, meither in this world—nextheﬁn the world to come. -

I could have cursed & my wretched mother for having so long con-
cealed from me an important fact, which, if known, had saved the
life of her worthless paramour. Her silence might have been the
effect of shame. But no—when I recalled the frequency of Mr.
Carlos’ visits, his aniform kindness to me, the very last conversa-
tion I held with him, and the dark hints that from time to time
Bill Martin had so insultingly thrown out, it convinced me that she
had all along been living with him on terms of the most abandoned
intimacy, and that her crime had been the parent of my own..
Yet, in spite of these bitter recriminations, when I raised my eyes
to her, and met her sad, pleading, tearful. glance, all my love for
her retarned ; and clasping her knees, as I still sat apon the ground
at her feet, I said, “ Mother, why did you keep this guilty secret
from me for so many years? . I should have felt and acted very _
differently towards that unhappy man, if I had known that he was
my father.”

“Noah, it is hard to acknowledge one’s sin to one’s own chﬂd
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1t is a sin, however, that Ishave been bitterly pumshed for com-
mitting.”

“ But yeu still oonnnued 1o live oa thesc t:erms with him 2”

“ Alas, Noah, I loved him !”’

She threw her apron ewver ber head, and sobbed as if her heart
would burst.
- “I will show yod, mother, how one crime produces another,” I
was about to say, whema lowd rap at the door recalled my self-
possession, and I was summoned to attend the sitting of the mams-
tra:;es, and tell alt T Lnew about the mmda-.

-

—_—

CHAPTER XLVIL

.A LAST LOOK AT OLD FRIENDS.

I manE my deposition minutely and circumstantially, from the
time of my conversation with Adam Hows uatil the time when,
accompanied by George Norton, we eacountered him and Bill -
Martin in the plantations, and took the latter prisoner. My state--
snent was so clear, so plausible, so perfectly matter-of-fact, that this
hideous lie was received by wise and well-educated men as*God’s
truth. I heard myself spoken of as a sober, excellent young man,
well worthy of the confidence and affection of the Squire, and
extremely gratefal for the many favors he had bestowed upon me;
while the character that Martin bore, and his previous pursaits,
were enough to condemn him, independent of the startling evidence
that I, and others from among bis own wild companions, had given
against him. A conversatien that one of these men had accident-
ally heard between him and Adam Hows, procliming their inten-
tion to rob and murder Mr. Carlos, was, indeed, more conclusive
of their guilt thar my own account, though that was snﬁiclent to
have hung him twice over.

Bill kept his eye fixed or me durirg the examination. 1 met it
svith a degree of cutward calmness ; but it thrilled me to the soul,
and bes haunted me ever since. He made no attempt af vindica~

tion. He said that the evidence brought against him was circum-

stantially correct, yet, for all that, reither he nor his accomplice hed
actually murdered the Squire, and that God, who Jooked deeper
thar man, kmwthat_whathesa@ was troe.
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Of course o one listened to such an absurd statement. -But, to
cut this painful part of my story short—for it is agony to dwell
upon it—he was tried, sentenced, and condemned, and finally exe-
cu’red at ——. I saw him hung.

es, Reader, you may well start back from the page in horror.
To be sure that my victim was dead, I actually witnessed his last
struggles, and returned home satisfied that the tongue T most feared
upon earth—the only living creature who suspected my gailt—was
stlenced and cold for ever.

Shallow fool that I was. Conscience never sléps! The voice
of remorse-sounds up from the lowest deeps, with the clang of the
archangel’s tramp blasting in the guilty ear with its judgment-peal.
‘With him, my peace of mind, self-respect, and hopes of heaven, van-
ished for-ever! )

I bave since often thought, that God gave me this last chance in
order to try me—to see if any good remained in me—if I eould for
once resist temptation, amd act towards Martiz as an honest man.
I have felt, amid the burninz agonies of my sleepless, phantom-
haunted nights, that, had T confessed my guilt and saved him from
destruction, the same pity that Christ extended to the thief on the
cross, might have beea shown to me.

These dreadful cvents iwere the bcrrmmnrr of sorrows. 'When Mr.
\Valter came to the JFall te attend his uncle’s fuseral, and the wilk
of the deceased was ogencd by the man of bustness, and read to him
after the meolancholy ceremony was over, it was found that Mr.

Carlos had named me in this document as kés natural son by Anne -

Cottbn, and had left me the house in which E now live, together with

the fifty acres adjoining, and two_thousand pounds in the fands—

the interest of the latter 4o be devoted to my mother during her
life, but both principal and interest to devolve to mre at her death.
This bandsome legacy scemed to console my mother a great deat

for the loss of her weaithy lover; but it only served to debase me”.

lower in my own eyes, and deepen the pangs of remorse. How
gladly would I have quitted this part of the country! but I was so
haunted by the fear of detection, that T was afraid lest it might
awaken suspicions in the minds of poer neighbore. On every*hand
I.heard that the Squire had made a gentleman of Noah Cotton,
while I cursed the money in my heart, and would thankfilly have
exchanged my lot with the poorest emigrant that éver crossed the
scas in search of a new kome.

\
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The property bequeathed me by the Squire was a mile from the
village, in an opposite direction to the portet’s lodge.* My mother
quitted our old home with- reluctance ; but I was glad to leave a
place which was associated in my mind with such terrible recol-
lections. - .

The night before we removed to the Porched House—for so my
new home was called—I waited until after my mother had retired
to her bed, and ‘then carefully removed from its hiding-place the
sack and its fatal contents. The wagoner’s frock and hat, together
with the sack, I burned in a field at the back of the Lodge, and
then slunk back, like a guilty wretch, under cover of night and
darkness, to my own chamber. It was some time before I could

_muster sufficient courage to open the pocket-book. It felt damp

and clammy in my grasp.- It had been saturated with his blood ;
and the roll of bank notes were dyed with the same dull red hue. ' I
did not unroll them. A ghastly sickness stole over e whenever my

eye fell upon them. I seemed distinctly to trace his dying face in’

those horrible stains—that last look of blank surprise and unutter-

".able woe with which he regarded me when he reaognised in me his

murderex ! v . - ,
It was necessary to put out of sight these memorials of my guilt.
Iwould have burnt them, but I could not bring my heart to destroy

" such a large sum of money ; neither could I dare to make use of

it. " An old-burean had been purchased by my mother at a sale :
she had given it to me, for a receptacle of books and papers. I

possessed so few of these, that I generally kept my shooting appa- -

ratus in its many odd nooks and drawers. While stowing away
these, T had discovered a secret spring, which covered a place of
concealment, in which some hoarder of by-gone days had treasured
a few guineas of the reign of the third George. These I had appro-

' priated to my own use, and had considered them a godsend at the
_ time. Into this drawer I now thrust the blood-stained pocket~

book and the useless wealth it contained. Never since that hour

" have I drawn it from its hiding-place. My earnest wish is, that

when I am gone to my last account, this money may be restored to
the family to whom it rightfully belongs.
‘When I settled upon the farm, it afforded me a good pretext to

. give up my situation as gamekeeper. Mr. Walter, now Sir Walter
* Carlos, had just come to reside at the Hall, and, being a great

sportsman, he was very unwilling to dispense with my services.
13*
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« Wait atvl'ee.st, Noah,” be said, « until after the shooting season -

is over. I expect my sister Ella and her husband, and a large

party down next week. . No one can point out the best haunts of .

the game like you. This will give me txme to procure some one in
your place.” -

I named George Norton as a fitting g person to fill the vacant situa-
tion. He promised to appoint hlm in my place, but msmted on
my staying with him until the end of Qctober.

Reluctantly I complied. The words he bad care]msly spoken
respecting his sister, had sent a fresh arrow through my heart.
She, for whose sake I had committed that fearful deed, in the hope
of acquiring wealth, was now the bride of another. How had I
dared to form a hope that one so far removed from me by birth and
_ education would ever condescend to cast one thought on me? Blind
" fool that I had been! I was conscious of my madness now, when

" - 1 had forfeited my own soul to obtain the smiles of one who could

never be mine. ~

The gay party arrived in due time at the Hall, and Sir Walter
forgot its old possessor, the friend of his boyhood, the gay, royster-
ing, reckless man who slept so quietly in the old churchyard, while
pursuing his favorite sport. :
+ Captain Manners, the husband of my beautifal Ella, was a finc,

. dashing-looking officer, and I felt bitterly jealous of him whenever

I sawhim and his young bride together. In spite of her sables,
she was all smiles and snnshme——the life and soul of the party at
the Hall. - >

One fine afternoon——I shall never for«ret it I—I was following
the gentlemen with the dogs, when we came to the fatal spot “here
Mr. Carlos had been murdered. 3

I had never trod that path since the night of his death, though,
in my dreams, T constantly revisited the spot, and enacted the
revolting scene in all its terrible details. But there was no avoid-
ing it now. I felt as if every eye was upon me, and I stooped to
caress the dogs, in order to conceal the¢ agitation that trembled
through my frame.

Just as we drew near the gate, Sir Wmter fired at a partridge,
which fell among the long fern just at my side.

- Hulle; Noah! pxck up that bird. ’sz a splendid cock,” cried
Sir Walter.

1 parted the fern with trembling hands to do his bidding. The
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bird lay dead on the very stome over which my unhappy father's
life-blood had gushed. I saw the fresh, warm drops that had flowed
from the breast of the bird, but beneath was a darker stain. I
tried in vain to lift the creature from the ground. Before me lay
the bleeding, prostrate form of Mr. Carlos, with the tender reproach
gleaming in his eyes through the deepening mists of death. My
senses reeled—I saw ro more—I sank down in a fit,—the first of
those dreadful epileptic fits which have since been of such gonstant”

recurrence.
‘When I recovered, Sir Walter was- supportm'r me, and Mrs. -

" Manners, who had followed her hasband to the field, was fanning

me with a small branch of sycaraore leates.
< He's coming to,” she said, in a gentle voice. “ Why Noah,”—
addressing herself to me— what ails you? Were you ever thxs

- way before ?”

T answered very faintly, “ No; but I had not been well for somz
time past. And when I stooped'to lift the bird, every object seemed
to tarn round with me, and Iookcd first red and then black—and I

remembered nothing more.’
¢« You must be bled, Noah,” said Sir Walter, kindly; “thisisa

7 clear case of blood to the head. Go home, and I will send Dr. ?in—

nock to see you as I'return to the Hall.” )

T am better now,” I replied; glancing towards Mrs. Manners,
who was regarding me with looks of interest and compassion. “To
tell you the truth, Sir Walter, I have not felt like myself since Mr.
Carlos was killed. It gave me a dreadful shock. It was on this
very spot where he was murdered. " TLat stone is stained with his
blood. When I saw it just now, it brought the whole scene so viv-

idly before me, that it made me ill.’ -
% No wonder,” said Ella, thoughtfully. ¢ My poor dear uncle!

" He was the best-héarted man in the world—and was so fond of you,

Noah.”

“ He had a good right to be;” returned Sir Walter. “ You are
not perhaps aware, Flla,” he added, in a low voice, ¢ that our friend
Noah is his son.”

< Indeed I” cried she; * that accounts for the affection we both
felt for him when a boy—the interest we feel for him still.”

“J wish I was more deserving of your  good opinion,” I said.
“ But believe me, Mrs. Manners; I shall retain, during my life, a

¥

gratefal remembrance of your kindness.”
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I hfted my bat with profound recpect and Iooke& long and sadly
upon her—it was for the last time—(she followed her husband to
India, and I pever saw her again) : and, Whlstlmvw my doos, I
pnrsued my solitary way.

—————

CHAPTER XLVIIL

MY MOTHER AND THE SQUIRE. .

Frox that hour I became a prey to comstzut remorse. My
health declined, and my mother at last remarked the change in my
appearance ; but at that time I am certain she had no idea of the
cause. .

“Noah,” she said, one night, as we were crouching over the fire,
for it was winter, and very cold—* you are much changed of late.
You look ill, and out of spirits ; you eat little, and speak less. My
dear son, what in the world ails you ?”

‘I am tired of this place, mother. I should like to sell off, and
go to America.”

“ And leave me for ever?”

“You, of course, would go with me.”

«“ N ever !” said my mother, emphatically. “Of all places’in the
world, I cannot go there.” '

T looked up inquiringly.

«I will give you my reasons,” she continued. ¢ Listen o me,
Noah. T have never told you anythmo‘gbqut myself ; but, before
I die, it is only right that you sheuld:know all. My husband,
whose name you bear, is not, to my lxnowled«e, dead ; if living, he
is in America.” C '

¢ Oh, that I had been his son!” I groaned. ¢ But, mother, pro-~
- ceed—proceed.”

“To make matters intelligible to you, it is necessary that I should

go back to my early days. -I was the only child of a poor shoe-
maker in St. Alban’s. My father was reckoned a good hand at his
trade, but he was sadly addicted to drink; for ten years before he
died, I never remember his going one night to his bed sober. My
‘poor mother was a neat, quiet little woman, who did all in her
- power to keep things straight. But first one piece of household .
farniture went, and then another, until we were left with bare walls
and an empty cupboard. .
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“¢Annie; said my mother, ‘this wont do. You must,go out

and work for your living ; you cannot stay at home and starve.’
" «< And you, mother? v

“¢God will take care of me;" my chﬂd T cannot Iea.ve your
father ; T must work’ for him—he is my husband ; and, in spite of
this dreadful - vxee, I love him still.’

“ Her constancy and patient endnrance, under a thousand priva-
trona, was wonderful.

“T was reckoned a very pretty girl ; all the neighbers said 50;
and I thought so myself. They were sorry for our alteted circum-
stances. They respected my mother ; and, though they blamed my
father, they pitied him as well as blamed—(he- had been a general
favorite before he became lost to himself and- us)—and did all in
their power to assist my mother in hér distress. One of these sym-

"pathising friends was the dressmaker employed by the great lady of

the parish. This woman got me into service as waiting-maid to
the young ladies of the Grange.

« Miss Elinor Landsmeer was on the eve of marriage with Mr.
Carlos ; and she used to talk to me a great deal about her lover,
while I was dressing her hair of a night. * He was so handsome,’
she said, ¢so good-natured and merry. He danced and sang so
well, rode so gallantly, and was such a capital shot. He was ad-
mired and courted by all the ladies ; and she considered herself the
most fortunate “girl in the world to have secured the affections of
such a charming young -man. :And then, Annie, besides all these
advantages of person and manners, he is so rich—so immensely rick,
he can indulge me in my taste for pictures, and books, and dress,
without ruining himself. Oh, I shall be so happy—so bappy ! —
and then she would clap her little white hands, and laugh in child-
ish glee. .And very young she was, and very pretty too ;—not a
showy sort of beauty, but soft and gentle,—not gay and dashing,
like some of her elder sisters.” They were all engaged to men of
rankand fashion ; and they laughed at Miss Elinor for marrying an
untitled man. But she was so much in love with Mr. Carlos, that
she was as happy as a lark. -

“ When I saw 'Mr. Carlos, I thought she was, indeed, a fortunate
young lady ; and I could not help envying her the handsome rich
lover who was so soon to make her his bride.

« T always liked waiting on my pretty young lady ; but I felt a
double pleasure in doing so when Mr. Carlos was by. He often
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joked Miss Elinor on' my good looks, and would ask her ¢if she
was not Jealous of her pretty waiting-maid ?’

« < Oh, no,” she would laughingly reply. ‘I am like you, Wal-
ter,—I don’t like ugly people about me. Annie is as good as she
looks. Cannot you find a- good husband for her ‘among your
tenants 2’

*¢ <I'll do my best,” ke said, in the same bantering tone. ‘By-
the-bye, Annie—if that is your name—what do you think of my
valet, Mr. Noah Cotton? -

“¢What an antiquated name —and my mistress laughed out.
¢ Was he brought up in the Ark?

¢ Names go by contraries, my dear,” said Mr. Carlos. ¢ Noah
is a deaced handsome fellow ; not soft, as his name would imply,
but shrewd and clever—as sharp as a needle. . I think he would
snit Annie exactly ; and you and I will stand godfather and god-
mother for all the little Shems, Hams, and Japhets they may hap-
pen to place in their ark .

* « < Pie, Walter, fie! You make Annie blush like a rose. Look
at him, Annie, the next-time he comes in, and tell me what you
think of the fine husband Mr. Carlos has provided for you.’

“ ¢ Oh, Miss Elinor,” I cried, dropping a low courisey, ‘it is very
kind of Mr. Carlos; but I never look at the servants. Iam tvo
young to marry.” ,

- “Bat I did look at Mr Cotton. He was very attentive to me,
and I soon thought him all that his master had said he was. I did
not love him, but I foolishly imagined that it was a fine thing to
have a sweetheart, and to be married, like my young mistress. And
Noah Cotton was a farmer’s son, and better educated than most
people in our class. He had a good place, and was a great favorite
with his master, and could afford to keep me very comfortably. So,
when he told. me that he preferred me to all the girls he had ever
seen, and asked me to marry him, I said that I would consult my
mistress, and, if she approved of it, I had not the least objection.
Miss Elinor was enchanted with it. She said it would be capital ;
that we should be married on the same day with her and Mr. Car-
los ; that she would buy my wedding-suit, and the-Squire would

pay the parson the fees ; and that we should go with them abroad,
in the same capacity we then held.

“ And it all took place as she promised. I was dressed in white

muslin, frimmed with white ribbons, and just one moss rbse-bud in_
<

T TR
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my bosom, and another in my hair. Miss Elinor put them in her-
self; and then, when T was dressed, she took’ my hands in hers, and
turned me all roind, to'see that all was neat and nice, and she kissed
my forehead, and said that I looked charming—that any man might
be proud of such a little wife; and she called her own bridegroom
into her dressing-room, to come and look at me before I went to
charch. -

«“Mr. Carlos seemed quite struck with my appearance, and
declared “that I looked as handsome as my mistress—that Noah
was a very fortunate fellow ; and if he had not been going to marry
his own dear Elinor, he would have married me himself.’

“ This was all ‘a joke then. My mistress did not like it, however.
She did not laugh, and looked very grave for some minutes, and
was very hard to please for some days after the wedding.

1t did not strike me then, for I was too happy and too vain to
think of anything but myself; but it has often struck me since that
Mnrs. Carlos was jealous of me from that hoar.

“ Mr. Carlos took his bride to Italy; and we went with them to
a great many different countriesaud large cities. It was rather
dull for me, for I could not speak the strange outlandish lingo of
those foreign lands; and by the time one began to know-a few
words, we were off to another place, where we were as ignorant as
we were before.

“ After the first three months of our marriage, my husband grew
very cross, and was jealous of every man who spoke civilly to me,
though, God knows, at that time I was very fond of him, and never
gave him the least cause for his suspicions.” He was an obstinate,
stern-tempered man, a strict Presbyterian, and very averse to any
innocent amusements, in which I greatly delighted. Thus matters
went on from day to day, until I not only ceased to love him, but
wished, from my very heart, that I bad never married him. I no
longer tried to please him, but did all in my power to vex and
aggravate him, in the hope that he would put a favorite threat of
his in practice, and run away and leave me.

« My master always repnmanded my husband when he spoke -
sharply to me, and told him, that he was not wortby of such a
treasure ; but his interference only made matters worse.

« I often complained'to Mrs. Carlos of Noah’s cruel treatment,
but she always éxcused him, and said that it was I that was to
blame ;. that T made crimes out of every little freak of temper, and
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that instead of conciliafing my husband, I made the breach wider
by insults and reproachés, and took no pains to please him; that
if she were to behave in the same way to Mr. Caflos, she should
not wonder at his disliking her.

“ These observations wounded my pride. I thought them cruel
and unjust, and I left her room in tears.. Mr. Carlos met me on
the stairs. I was crying bitterly, partly out of anger, and partly
in' the hope of making my mistress sorry for what she bad said.

He asked me what grieved me so, and I told him how I had been
treaté by Noah, and described in exaggerated terms. the reproof I
had got from his wife. Mr. Carlos pinched my cheek and told me
to dry my eyes, for crying ‘spoilt my beauty ; and not to care for
what Noah or my mistress said to me; that he was my friend, and
loved and respected me too much to snﬂ'er me to be ill-nsed.

"« felt proud of my master’s sympathy, and lost no opportunity -
to increase it, and attract his attention. You may guess, my son,
how all this ended. My master conceived a violent passion for me,
which I was not slow in returning, and we carried or our intimacy
with such circumspection, that for two years it escaped the vigilant
eyes of my husband, and the fretful jealousy of my mistress. The
fear Qf7 detection made me very cautious in the presence of the
injured parties. I appeared more anxious to please my mistress,

_ and more distant and respectful to Mr. Carlos, while I bore with
apparent patience and resignation the ill-hwmor of my now detest-
ed husband. For the above-named period, both were-deceived, and
it was during this season of crime and hypocrisy that you, my son,
were born. The startling resemblance you bore to your real father
did not escape my husband’s observation, and c“'lled forth some of
his bitterest remarks. g

1, for my part, swore that the cln]d was the image of him; and
in order to lull his suspicions, conferred upon it the OleUS and
hated name of Noah. :

« My mistress often visited my chamber during my confinement.
Once, she brought Mr. Carlos with her- to see the baby. ‘It is a
beatiful little cherub ! he cried, kissing it with all his heart in his
eyes, ¢ “the picture of Annie.”

“You will laugh at me, Walter,” said my mistress gravely “ but
I think the child is so like you.”

¢ She looked him steadﬂy in the face as she saxd this. T thought
he would have let the babe drop, he'did so stammer and color as he
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tried to laugh her words off as a good joke: As to me, my face
burnt like fire, and I drew up. the bed-clothes in order to conceal it.
She looked first at me, and then at Mr. Carlos. There needed no
farther witness of our guilt. 'We were both convicted by con-
science, yet boldly endeavored to affect indifference.”

I see how it is,” she said, bursting into tears, “you have both
cruelly wronged me. Yet. for this poor babe’s sake, I pray God to

forgive you.”

« She kissed the infant with great bendern&, (she never had one T .-

of her own,) laid it in the bed beside me, and withdrew in tears.
My heart smote me, and I wept™too. The Squire bent over me,’
and kissing the tears from my eyes, said in a whisper, “Annie, the
cat is out of the bag. My darling, you cannot stay here. I will
get a carriage and take you to London. You will be well taken
care of, and 1 can see you whenever I like, without the painful
resiraint we are forced to put upon our actions here.”

«I did not answer. I was sorry for my mistress, and ashamed
of my own base conduct. At that- moment I almost felt as if X
hated him.”

« It was sorae days before I was able to be moved from my bed ;
but I saw my mistréssno mese. The girl ‘who -waited upon me,and.
who was well pa,ld by Mr. Carlos for her attendance, told me that
she was very ill, that the doctor visited her twice a day, and said
that she must be kept very quiet, and nothing said or doxe to agi-
tate her feelings ; that she believed her sickness was occasioned by
a quarrel she had had with Mr. Carlos, but she did not know what
it was all about ; the Squire had left her roomin a great rage, and .
‘was gone from home-for a week.

T felt certain that I was the cause of this illness, and that the
quarrel was about me, which made me very anxious to leave the
house. -

“ That evening my husband came id to see me. He had becn
drinking freely. He sat down by the bed-side and looked cross and
moodily at me. The baby began to ery, and I asked hxm to hold
it for me a minute.” .

« ¢ The hateful brat! he said, ‘I would rather wring its neck !"

"¢ ¢« What an affectionate father !’ I cried. )

‘¢ Father I’ he burst out, in a voice of thunder. < Will you dare
to call me the father of this child? '
© ¢Of course it is your child.
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. "¢ Annic, 'tis a base lie!” he said, bending down to-my pillow and
_ < - Thissing the words inte my ear; ‘Mer. Carlos is the father of this
- > _.child, and you cannot look me in the face and deny it. Has mot
. " God brought against you a witness of your guilt in the face of this
bastard, whom you bave called by my name, to add insult to injury.
I conld kill both you and it, did I not know that that would be but
. a poor revenge. No; live to deserve his scorn as you have done
- to deserve mine, and may this child be your punishment and curse !
..« cowered before his just and furious anger. I saw it was
- useless Tonger to deny the truth, still more useless to entreat his for-.
. giveness for the injury I bad done him ; and I drew a freer breath
- ."when he tauntingly informed me, that this meeting was our last;
_that he nolonger looked upon me as his wife ; that he had loved
me faithfully, and I had dishonored him ; and he had taken his pas-
sage for America, and would leave Euvland for ever the next morn
ing’ '
. “He was true to his word. He left me Wxth hatred in his heart
" and scorn upon his lips, and I have never heard from him or seen -
- him since. )

"« Mr. Carlos and I rejoiced at his departure, for he was the only
person from whose anger'we had apything to dread. My poor mis-
tress suffered in silence. She never made her wrongs known to her
own family or to the world.

“ Mr. Carlos hired lodgings for me in London, where Ihved until
his wife died; which event took place a few weeks after I quitted
the house. Her death, for awhile, greatly affected the. Squire, and
for several months he appeared restless and unhappy. Once hesaid
to me very sorrowfully—it was a few days after her funeral— Annie,
my wife was an angel. © My love for you broke her heart. With
her last breath she forgave me, and begged me to be kind to you
and the child. I was not Worthy of her. I wish from my very soul
that I had never seeryou.!.

f Sk - “These words made me very unhappy, for I adored M. ‘Carlos,
é o . and dreaded the least diminution of his regard ; and I could not help
! . feeling deep remorse for the share I had bad in' the untimely death
x of my keautiful young mistress. I grew sad and melancholy, and
Mr. Carlos, who really loved me and my.child better than anything
in- the world, and would have married me had my husband’s death
i ' rendercd that event possible, brought me down to F——, and estab-
; "f lished me at the porter’s lodge, where ke could see and converse

o




bl

s e
b i sl

FLORA EYNDSAY. . © 30T

with me every day. It was well-known in the neighborhood on
what footing I stood with the Squire, though you, my poor boy,
never suspected the fact. You may now perceive, Noah, how great
has been our loss in Mr. Carlos. I have lost a kind friend and pro-
tector, a husband in everything but the name, and you an affection-
ate fridnd and father. Do not urge me to leave this place. When
I die I wish my bones to lie in the same churchyard with his,
although his rank hinders me from sharing his grave.

My mother ceased speaking, and sat with her hands folded com-
placently in her lap, and I glared upon her for some time in gloomy

" silence. She appeared tranquil, scarcely conscious of the crimes

she had committed. Woas she not as much a murderess as I was a
murderer, with only this difference, that I bad struck my victim
suddenly and quickly, she had. tortared hers for two whole years,
until she sank broken-hearted into an early grave ; and had not her
sin ‘been the parent of my own? Then I thought of her husband’s
terrible curse, ¢ May that child live to be your punishment !’ Was
not the fearful prediction already fulfilled, although she was igno- -

. rant of it? I cannot say that I felt glad that she wasno better

than her son, but it seemed a palliation of my own guilt.

My mother was annoyed by my long silence.

“ What are you thinking about, Noah ?”

“The shocking story you have just told me. I did not think
it possible, mother, that you could be so bad.” ’

"« What do you mean?” she cried out, angrily,

«I mean what I say. If this story does not lower you in your
own eyes, it does in mine. Mother, I have always respected and
venerated you till this moment ; I can do so no longer. ' For, mark
me, mother, as the tree is, so is the fruit. How can you _eerct
me, the offspring of such gui't, ever to be a good man ?” '

¢« Noah, this is strange language from you. Thank God! you
have done nothing at present to cause me shame or reproach.”

“You don’t know what I have done—what this confession of
yours may tempt me to do. God knows, I would rather have been
the son of the despised and injured man whose name I bear, than
the bastard of the silken reprobate it was-your shame to love.”

.« Oh, Noah! do not speak thus of your own father. . .

¢« Curse him! He has already met with his reward. And your

sin, mother, will yet find you out.”
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- I sprang from my chair to leave the room—my mother laid her
hand upon my arm—her eyes were brimful of tears.

“Noah, I have not deserved this treatment from you. What-
ever my faults mfay have been, I have been a kind mother to you.”

She looked so piteous through her tears, that, savage as I felt,
my heart reproached me for my harsh, eruel speech. I kissed her
pale cheek and sighed, “ I forgive you, my poor mother. I would
that God could as easily pardon-us both ; but He is just as well as
merciful, and we are great sinners.’

She looked inquiringly at me, as I lighted the mndle and strode
up to bed: :

———
CHAPTER XLIX.

EVIL THOUGHTS—TIE PANGS OF REMORSE.
T . .

Arv day I toiled hard on my farm to drown evil thoughts. If I
relaxed the least from my labor, the tempter was ever at hand, urg-
inz me to commit fresh crimes; and night brought with" it horrors
that I dared not think of in the broad light of day. I no longer
cared for wealth. The hope of distinguishing myself in the world
had died out of my heart. " But industry always brings a reward
for toil ; and in spite of my indifference, money accumulated, and I
grew rich. . .

My household expenses were so moderate (for T shunned all E
‘socicty), that every year I put.by a large sum, little caring by
whor}{ it might hereafter-be spent. My mother sometimes urged
me to marry, but I slighted her advice on that head. The history

- of her wedded life was enough to make me eschew the yoke of
matrimony. .

.My old craze for leaving the covntry was still as strong as ever ;
but I had given a solemn prowmise to my mother to remain in Eng-
land as lont7 as she lived.. Often as I sat opposite t0 her in the .
winter evenings, I wished it would please God to take her. It was
very wicked ; but I never could meet her eyes withont fearing lest
she should read my dreadful secret in the guilty gloom of min . I
had loved her so devotedly when a boy, that these sinful thoughts
were little less than murder. .

There was one other person whom I always dreaded to meet, and
tha’s was Mrs. )Iartm, the mother of my unfortunate vietim. This

N
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woman never passed me on the road without looking me resolutely.
in the face. There was a something which I could scarcely define
" in her earnest regard ; it was a mixture of contempt and defiance
—of malig'n’%y and a burning thirst for revenge. At any 1ate, I
feared and hated her, and wished her either dead or out of my| path.

Fortunately for me, she heard of a situation likely to suit her in
a distant parish, but lacked the means to transport herself and her

Jlittle dangher thither. I was so eager to get rid of her, that I sent

4her anonymously ten pounds to farther that object. My mother
and her gossips imagined the donation came from the Hall, and
were loud in their praises of Sir Walter, and his generots present
to the poor widow. But Sir Walter Carlos had no such motives
as mine to stimulate his bounty. . ’ -

It was just about this period that I fell sick of a dangerous and
highly infectious fever.. The house was of course deserted. The
doctor and my mother were the only persons who approached my
s‘@f-/ ed-+~the Iatter had all the fatigue and anxiety of pursing me
herself, and she did not shrink from the task. - - .

The go: { the happy, the fortunate, the lovely, and the belovedy
those to whom life is very dear, and the world a paradise, die, and
are cousigned by their weeping friends and kindred to the dust.
But a despairing, heaven-abandoned, miserable wretch like me,
struggled through the horrors of that waking night-mare of agony,
the typhus fever; and once more recovered to the consciousness of
unutterable woe. . Lo

Delirium,-like wine, lays bare the heart, and shows all its weak-
ness and its guilt, revealing secrets which the possessor has for half
a life carefully hid. This, I doubt not, was my case, although no
human lip ever revealed to me the fact. .

‘When I ieft my bed, I found my mother gliding about the house,
the very spectre of her former self. Her beautiful auburn hair, of
which she was. so proud, and which, when a boy, I used to admire
so much in its glossy bands, was as white as snow. Her bright, -
blue loving eye had lost all its-fire, and looked: dim and hopeless,
Iike the eyes of the dead. Alarmed at her.appearance, I demanded
if she was fll. ' ! '

She shook her head, and said, « that her anxiety during my ill-
ness had sadly pulled-her down. But I need not ask any questions.
God had humbled her greatly. Her sin had found her out.” And
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then she hurried from me, and I heard her ¥ weepmg hysterically in

“her own room. A
#-Could I have betrayed myself daring the ravings of fever v I

trembled at the thought ; but I dared not ask..
After this, no confidence existed between me and my mother.

During the day I labored.in the field, and we saw little of each -

other. * At night, we sat for hours in silence—1I with a book, and

she with her work—without uttering a word. Both seemed unwil-

ling to part company and go to bed, but we lacked the moral cour-
age to disclose the sorrow that was secretly consuming us.

Years passed on in this cheerless manner—tlis living death. My
mother at length roused herself from the stupor of despair. She

-read the Bible earnestly, constantly ; she weptand prayed, she went

regularly to chapel, and got what - the Methodists call religion.
Her repentance was deep and sincere; she gradually grew more
cheerful, and would talk to me of the change she had experienced,

. urging me, in the most pathetic manner, to confess my sins to God,

and sue for pardon and peace through the blood of the Saviour. My
heart was closed to conviction—I could neither read nor pray.
The only thing from which I derived the least comfort was in send-
ing from time to time, large sums of money. anonymously to Sir
‘Walter Carlos, to relieve him from difficulties to which he was

‘often exposed by his reckless extravagance.

The beautiful Ella, the idol of my boyhood and youth, died in
India. - I heard the news with indifference; but when I saw the
lovely orphan girl she had left to the guardianship of her brother, I
wept bitter tears, for she reminded.me of her mother at the same
sinless age'; and the sight of her filled my mind with unutterable
anguish, recalling those days of innocent glee that the corrosive

- poison of guilt had blotted from my memory.

My Paradise was in the past, but the avenging angel gnarded the

‘closed gates with his flaming sword. My present was the gulf of

black despair ; my future was a blank, or worse. Oh, agony of
agonies ! “how have I contrived to endure so much, and yet live ?
Death! the good alone can centemplate death ‘with composure,
Guilt is a dreadful coward. The bad dare not die. My worst suf-
ferings are comprised in this terrible dread of death. I have prayed

" for amnihilation—but ‘this ever-haunting fear of  after punishment

forbids me to hepe for that. 'The black darkness—the soal-scorch-
ing fire—the worm that never dies—the yells of the d—d:. these
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I might learn to endure; but this hell of conscience—this being
cast out for ever from God and good—what obstinacy of will could
ever teach me to bear this overwhelming, increasing sense of ill ?

* * * R * » * *

Ten long years have passed-away ; the name of Squire Carlos is
almost forgotten. People used to talk over his death at alehonses,
and by the roadside, but they seldom speak of him now. A splen
did. monument covers his mouldering dust. The farmers lounge
around it on the Sabbath, and discuss their crops and the news of

the village. - They never glance at the marble slab, or read the tale

" it tells. The old Hall has passed into other hands. Sir Walter

S o e

dissipated his inheritance, and died childless in a distantland. The
lovely little girl is gone, no one knows whither. The homage of
the rising generation is paid to the present Lord of the Manor, and
the glory of the once proud family of Carlos is buried in the dust
with the things that were.

‘Why cannot I too forvet? This night, the a.nmversa.ry of the
accursed night on which I first shed blood, and that the blood of a
father, is as vividly impressed upon my mind as though ten long
years had not intervened. How terribly long have they been to me!
Is there no forgiveness for my cmme" Will God take vengeance
for ever ?

‘My mother still lives, but her form droops earthward. Sad,
silent and pale, her patient endurance is my perpetual reproach. I
feel that my crime is known to her, that her punishment is as terri-
bleas my own. I took up her Bible the other day from the little
table on which she had left it, and unclosing the volume, my eyes’
were arrested’by these awful words—*The seed of the adulterous
bed shall perish.” I felt that I was doomed—that the sins of my
parents had been visitedwon me : and the horrible thought brought
consolation. Iam but a passive instrument in the hands of an in-

-exorable destiny. Why continue this strnggle with fate? Con-

science will not be cheated. Night came, and the delusion vanished ;
the horrors of remorse are upon me. I feel that I am responsible
for the acts done'in the flesh, * that as a man sows, so must hereap.”
The burden of my soul is intolerable ; when shall I find rest ?
* * » * * * * % .
Another year bas vanished into the grave of- time. My mother,
my poor mother, is at last gone. She died calmly and full of hope.
She told me that she knew all—had known it since my illness. The

R . e T e
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sad conviction of my guilt-at first plunged her in despair, then
orought repentance, and repentance hope, forgiveness, peace. She
nad wept and prayed for me for years. She trusted that I should
yet find mercy through my Saviour’s blood.

It was not until shie lay dead before me, that I knew how dear she
was, what a dreadfal blank her absence made in my home. I ho
. longer had her eye to dread; but, like the little children who huddle
together in the dark, was afraid.ef being alone—afraid even in
noon-day, of something, I knew not what.

Benjamin, the old servant who has lived with me ever since I
came to the Porched House, grieves with me over the loss of a
kind mistress. I used to be sullen and reserved to honest Ben 3
. I amgladto talk to him for companionship. My dog, too, has

become mexpmbly dear; he sleeps at the foot of my bed at night. .
Oh, that he could scare away the demons that haunt my pxllow !
Ben advises me to take a wig.- He says that I should be happier
with & young woman to look after the house. He may be right.
But, alas! what can Ido? Will any woman whom I could love -
condescend to unite her destiny with an old, care-worn man like me ?
The iron hand of remorse has bent my once active figure, and
turned my dark locks grey before my time. How can I ask a young
-girl to-love and obey me? .
Tush!—I have wealth,—who knows my guilt? Have I not
kept the secret for-years? Can I not keep it still? A good
- woman might lead me to repeut and teach me how to pray. I
will marry. | - ) -
* * % * *_
Providence, if Providence still watches over a wretch like me,
has thrown a lovely, simple girl in my way. - The evil spirit was
upon me, the wrath of God spoke in tones.of thunder, and the mar-
dered stood visibly before me face to face. Nature and reason
yielded to the shock, and the fatal secret trembled on my lips. . In -
that hour of mental agony, she did” not disdain to take me to_her
humble home, to soothe and comfort the fear-stricken stranger.
My heart is melted with love and gratitude. I feel a boy once
more, and the sins of my manhood are lost in the dim shadows
of by-gone years. . )
* * . 3 o= R T
She is mine! She regards me as her benefactor. My Sophy—
‘my darling wife ! She is the good angel sent by a relenting God

&
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to snatch me from perdition!- My heart cleaves to my new-found
treasare, and, wonder of wonders! she loves me. Loves me—the
murderer! While her arms encircle me, the hot breath of the fiend
ceases to scorch my brain. .
* * * * * .
" My felicity has been of short duration. The mother of Martin
has returned, and -is living in our immediate neighborhood. This
bodes me no good. The raven of remorse is again flapping her
black wings around my head. My sleep is haunted by frightful

.-dreams. There is no peace for the wicked.” The sight of thls

woiian fills me with dismay.
K J L% *° » ‘ *

My wife is unhappy. She does not complain, but her cheeks are
deadly pale; and she is wasted to a shadow. I dare not inquire
the cause of her grief. I remember the sad patient face of my
mother, aud I.tremble lest Sophy has discovered my guilt.

) * * ; * * *

Ok God! she knows it all. She asked me a question yesterday
that has sealed my doom. Instead of falling at her feet and pour-
ing out the sorrows of my heart, I spoke harshly to her—even
threatened to strike her, if she alluded to the subject again. Will
she be able to keep the dreadful secret? I tremble before a young
girl—I dare not meet-her eyes. If she breathes a word to the
mother of Martin, I am lost. )

* * * * * * *

Here the felon’s manuscript abrubtly terminated. Sophy still
beld it tightly in her hand, although her eyes, now blinded with
tears, were unable to trace a single letter of the concluding page.

" « My poor husband!” at last she sobbed, « the punishment of
Cain was light when compared with yours. Oh! let me hope that
He who willeth not the death of a smner, has accepted your
repentanceand pardoned your sin.” .

"A gentle grasp was laid upon the shounlder of the mourner, and
ghe looked up into the dark, expressive face of the hunchback.

She, 00, had her tale of sorrow. Their mother was dead, but
ber end was peuceful and fall of humble hope, and Mary, the pious
Mary, could not wish her back. She had no home now—she had
come to share the home of her more fortunate sister. At first, she
could not comprehend the cause of Sophy’s tears, of her deep dis-
tress; for the news 6f Noah Cottonsarrestanddeathhadnot

14 -~
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reached her, while in close attendance upon the ohscure death-bed
of her mother. - . . o P

What a mournful history. Sophy- had to tell, and how deeply .
Mary sympathised in all her afflictions! Left in comfortable and.
even affluent circumstances (for the lawyer employed to wind up
Noah Cotton’s-affairs found that he had large sums invested in
several banks, and all his property was willed to his wife), Sophy
was no longer haunted by the dread of poverty, but she often was -
beard to say, with a sigh, that poverty, though a great evil, was
not the greatest she had had to contend with; that much as she
had in former days murmured over her humble lot while working
for daily bread, she was far happier than in the possession of wealth
that had been acquired by dishonest means, and. which might
emphatically be called the wages of sin! «A little. that the
righteous hath is better than great riches of the ungodly.”

———ameee
CHAPTER L.
TRUST IN GOD.

A rEw words more, and my tale is ended.

The death of Noah Cotton, fraught as it was with agony to his
wife, was the meats of rescuing the child of his first love, Ella
Carlos, from ruin—the little girl, whose striking likemess to her
mother had made such an impression on the mind of her unfortu-
nate and guilty lover. After the death of Sir Walter Carlos, who
was the last of his name, and, saving the young Ella Manners, his
sister’s orphan child, the last of his race, the estate at F— wag
sold to pay his debts, and the noble property, that had been several
ages in the family, assed into the hands of strangers. Thecyoungi
Ella, left dependent upon the charity of an aunt of her father’s,
married the curate of & small parish not many miles from H—,
in the county of S——. The match was one of pure affection ; the
beautiful young girl brought no fortune to her busband. Mr.
Grant’s incomte was less, than £150 per sonum; but in the eyes of
love, it seemed sufficient for all their wants. Several years passed
away, and the young couple, though obliged to dispense with most
of the huxuries of ‘life, did'not repent the imprudent step they had
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Ellg was the happy mother of three fine children, and she nearly
doubled her husband’s slender income by teaching a small but select
school. - At length the day of trial camé. = Mr. Grant was taken
ill, and was obliged to relinquish his parochial duties. Ella’s

b time. was devoted entirely to her sick husband. The school was
broken up, and after a long and severe affliction, which consumed
all their little savings, the curate died deeply regretted by his flock,
by whom he was justly beloved ; and such was the poverty of his
circumstances, that his funeral and decent mourning for his wife *
and children, were furnished by subscription. After the melan-
choly rite was over, the widow found herself and: her young
children utterly destitute.

“J have hands to work—I must not despair,” she said, as she
divided the last morsel of bread she bad among the children,

* reserving none for herself; «“I have trusted in God all my life,
and though it has come to this, I will trust in his mercy yet.”

She sat down by the window, and looked sadly towards the
churchyard. She could scarcely, as yet, realize the truth, that her
husband was sleeping there, and that she, the cherished idol of his *

_ beart, had prayed for daily bread from the Great Father, and

[ .was fasting from sheer want. It was a bleak, cold day—the

! autumnal wind was stnppmo the sallow leaves from the trees, and

3 roaring like & hungry demon among the shivering branches; a
little sparrow hopped upon the window-sill and relieved his hunger
by picking up some grass-seeds that the children had gathered in
the ear, and left by accident there—and while the poor mourner
watched the bird through her tears, the text which so touchingly
©  illustrates the providential care of the Creator, recurred to her
" memory *Fear not, ye are of more value than many sparrows ;”
and she dried the tears from her eyes, and felt comforted.

The postman’s sharp rap at the door roused her from her vision
‘of hope and trust, and she was presented with a letter. Alas! the
postage was unpaid.. To her, who had not a single penny, this.was
a severe disappointment. : .

“John Hays, I cannot take in the letter.” .

« Why not, ma’am ; I'm sure ’tis directed to yon.?

“Yes—but I have no,money—I eannot pay the post.” .

_ “Tis only a shilling.”
Tt might as well be a pound; John. You must take 1t back.”
« No, ma’am, that's just what John Hays won’t do. I arn’t
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over rich myself, but. I will trust you with the shilling, aud take
my chance: That letter may bring you news of a forten.” =

Mrs. Grant. read the letter ; honest John, lesning against the
open door, eyed her all the wlnle. At length she clasped her hands
together and burst fnto tears. o

#Oh lauk! oh lauk!” he cried, shakmglns hea.d ¢ there’s no

luck arter all.”

"Mrs. Grant shook lum heartily by the hand. Your money is
gafe, John; the letter does contain good news—news mpst unex-
pectedand surprising. ThanksbetoGod!nooneeverh-usted

" Him in vain.”"

_The letter which gave such relief to her mind, was from the
lawyer employed by Mrs. Cotton in arranging her - husband’s

“affairs. It apprised Mrs. Grant of the sum of money found after

his death in Noah Cotton’s bureat, to which she was:the lawfal
heir, and requesting her for the necessary docnments that would
‘enable him to transfer it to her. -

This' unhoped-for piece of good fortune enabled Mrs. Grant to
emigrate with her children to Lower Canada, where a brother of
Mr. Grant’s had been settled some years. She opened a school
in one of the principal towns, and ‘became a rich a.nd prosper-
ous woman.

Her eldest son is now a surgeon in good practlse her youngest _

a pious minister ; her daughter the wife of a respectable mer-
chant. - Tn the hour of adversity, let us cling close to the Great
Father, and he will not leave us without daily bread.

 CHAPTER LL
.. FISHING ON THE BANKS.

Frora finished her story, but she wanted courage to read it to
her husband, who was very fastidious ‘about his wife’s literary per-
forinances. And many long. years pessed away, and they had
known great sorrows and trials in the Canadian. wﬂdernm, before

she again brought.the txme-worn manuscnpt 10 light, and submt- »

ted it to his critical ‘eye. .
. And becanse it pleased him, she,thhthevamty natune.ltoher

sex; to say nothing of the. vanity so common to the author, thought‘

that it mght find favor with the public.

8
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They had just reached the banks of Newfoundland, when she
commenced writing Noah Cotton, and the ship still lay there in
rain and fog, when she brought it to a close.

The condition of the Anne and her passengers was little to be
envied. In the steerage, the provisions of the emigrants were nearly
exhausted, and the allowance of execrable, stinking water was
diminished to a pint a day per head. Famine already began to
stare them in the face. - They had been six weeks at sea, and the
poorer emigrants had only provided necessaries for that period.
The Captain was obliged to examine the stores that still remained,
and to charge the people to make the most sparing use of them -
until they made land.

The improvident, by this time, were utterly dwtltute, and were
fed by the Captain, who made them pay what little they could

. towards their support. This, Mr. Lootie told them, was an act of

tyranny, for the Captain was bound to feed them as long as he had
a biscuit in the ship. Indeed, he lost no opportunity of fostering
dissensions between Boreas and his people; and the difficult position
in which the old sailor was placed was rendered doubly so by the
mischievous and false representations of this base-minded man.

The poor emigrants grew discontented, as their wants daily
increased, and had no longer spirits to dance and enjoy themselves;
yet some sort of excitement “seemed absolutely necessary to keep
their minds from preying upon themselves and each other.

Now would have been the time for Mr. S—— to have proved
his Christian ministry, and tried by his advice, and the gentle appli-
cation of that unerring balsam for all diseases of mind and body,
the Word of God, to reconcile these poor people to their situation,
and teach them to bear with fortitude the farther trials to which
they might be exposed.

But at this critical period of the voyage, he kept aloof, and sel-
dom made his appearance upon the deck, or if he did steal out for
a constitutional promenade, he rarely exchanged a salnts.tlon with
the passengers.

Not so Mr. Lootie. - The little brown man had roused lnmself
from his lair, and was all alive. He might wnsfanﬂy beseen near the
forecastle, surrounded by a set of half-famished young fellows, en-
joying a low species of gambling, well known to school-boys as
< Pitch and Toss,” « Chuck Farthing,” and. other equally elega.nf.
terms quite worthy Qt‘ the amosement.

- ~ ~
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There are some minds so base, that they only require a combma-
tion of circumstances, toshow to what. dépths of meanness they %
can stoop. ~ ;

Mr. Lootie’s was & mind of this class He felt no remorse in
replenishing his  pockets from the scanty resources- of these poor
emigrants, joining in the lowest speties of gambling, in order to
win their money, part of which, as a sort of excuse to himself, he
expended in liquor, in order to reconcile his victims to their loss.
For with very few exceptions, he was always the winner.

Even the solitary sixpence, the sole fortane of the brother Muck-
leroys, found its way into the pocket of the rapacious defaulter.

Flora-watched these proceeding until she could control her indig-
nation no longer, and accosting Mr. Lootie on deck, she remon-
strated with him on his fmmoral and most ungentlemanly conduct.
He replied, with a sneer, “ They were fools. He had as much =
right to take advantage of their folly as another. Some one would
win their money if he did not. The people were hungryand dis-
appointed ; they wanted amusement, and so did he, and he was not o
responsible to Mrs. Lyndsay, or any one else, for his conduct.” 3

Flora appealed to his conscience. :

The man had no conscience. It had been hardened and rendered
callous long years 2go, in the furnace of the world ; and she turned
from his coarse, unfeeling face with séntiments of .aversion and dis-

She next tried to warn his simple victims against venturing their
little all in'an unequal contest with an artfal, designicg man. In
both cases her good intentions were frustrated. The want of em-
ployment, and the tedium of a long, dull voyage, protracted under
very unfavorable circumstances, an insufficiency of food and water,
the want of the latter in particular rendering them feverish and
restless, made the emigrants eager for any diversion sufficiently ex- ,
citing to rouse them from the Tistless apathy into which many of |
them were fast sinking. They preferred gambling, and losing their
money, to the dullness of remaining inactive; and the avarice of
their opponent was too great to yield to a woman's arguments.
Mr. Lootie was a’ person who held dogs and women in contempt,
and in return, he was hated and defied by the one, and shunned and
disliked by the other ; the unérring instinct of the dog, and the
refined sensibility of t.he woman, keeuly diser’ unmatmg the brutal
charay/of the man. . ,
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In the vabin, the Lyndsays fared very little better than the
cmigrants in the steerage. Tea, sugar, and coffee were luxu-
zies no longer to be thought of; they just lasted the six weeks, and
one morning, Szm Fraser, with 2 rueful face, displayed the empty
" tea-pot, and conveyed the melancholy intelligence  that they were
out of everything fit for Christians to eat or drink.”

« Can’t be helped, Sam,” said the Captain, shrugging his'shoul-
ders. “ We may be thankful that things aren’t worse. There is
still water in the hold.” -

“ Not much of that ext,her, sir. It's just the eolor of tea, sirif
it bad but the flavor.” =

“Jf"—ah! that terrible if. What a difocence it made to a][
concerned in its introduetisa into that sentence—¢ if it had but the
flaver!” The smell of the water, when it entered the cabin, was
‘bad enough to sicken the keenest appetite; it was sufficiently dis-
gusting to malke the strongest individual there wish that he had no
Bose, no taste, ro recollection of a better and purer element, while
drinking it. The water was dead, corrupt, stinking, and had been
so for the last fortright; but it was all they had wherewith to
slake their thirst.

The breakfast this morning was reduced to a small plateful each
of oatmeal porridge, made with the said 7ich water, with porter: or
Edinburgh ale for sauce.

A very little of. this stroag food satisfied Flors. The Captain
and Lyndsay pronounced it < not bad ;” while poor James Hawke,
ate it with the tears running down his'cheeks into his plate, to the
great amusement of Bereas, who.told liim, “ that he had discovered
2 sauce for stirabout, he never saw eaten before.”

They had scarcely concluded their scanty meal, when Sam pre-
sented the Captain with s dirty, three{'}mxered note, which he said,
* Mr. Lootie had ordered him to dehver/znstanll y ! ‘

“ What's in the wind now 2" said the old sailor. “ I'mnot a very
good seribe, and the fellow writes sueh a cramped fist, that I can’t
make it out. Do, Mrs. Lyndsay, oblige me by reading it.”

The note was very brief, very insolent, and certamly to the point:

The S which commenced the Sir that headed the missive had a -

most forbidding appearance. The loop was formed like the lash of
L a horsewhlp, and reached half down the epistle ; thns—

‘ “Sm—I demand the use of the tea-pot! as part of our agree-

-~
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ment. If this is longer demed 1 shall look
swmdlmg old scmm& vy s upon you as an infernai
Jsxzs Loorre.

¢ Avaevst 16, 1832, brig Anne.’”

- “He be &—d!” cried Boreas, in an ecstasy of rage. “But

that’s too good for him. Many an honest fellow meets with that
fate, who would scorn to speak to such a low, mean, pitiful thief a4
« Don’t put yourself into sach & passion, Captain,” said Lyndsay.

“ The mai J0e3 not deserve it ; it would gratify him to know that
he conld annoy yom oy Bl imporiinence. Just send Sem up with
the empty tes-not, and your compliments, and tell him that the tea
*, all ont, and ke is quite welcome/go'ﬂfg use of the pof. for the rest

of the voyage. -
. “Ha, ha!”’ said the Captam n\\ bmg 1is bands; “that’s the I
way to exasperate him. Thank you,\Mr. Lyndsa.y, for the Suggeb-
w10 - Go, Sam, and make the ex;;;erlment
In a few minutes Sam retumed‘ with a very rueful face, holding
his band to his head, minus the tea;-pot ~
« Well, what did the rascal say 2’
% He broke my. head with the tea-pot ; and werse than that, sir,
it will be of no further use to any one, fur he pitched it into the
sea, and wished us both in h—-."
“Very civil, truly. And what @id you sey?”
“ Thanked him for his good wishes, and hoped that we might™
have a pleasant voyage. You know, sir, I'am deaf of ore ear, and
I pretended to misunderstand him, on purpose to anger him the
more. But be let out, and swore loud enough to make the dead
hear.”
s “Were you born dea;f Sam? or &id you owe it to sickness or
accident ?” said Flora.
« Why, ma’am, that’s rather a bard point to determme. It was
a queer way in which I lost my hearing,” said honest Sam, with & _
grin; “I'm sure it will make you laugh when I tell you how it hap-
pened, but it is true forall that. My old o'randmotber, who brouglit
me up (for my father and mother died when I was very young), was
a pions woman, and very anxious that I's jould turn out a good
boy. - She made me attend the Snnday-school regnlaﬂy, and beat
_ me soundly if I dared to stay away unknown to ker. We used to
learn texts from the Scriptures, which were printed on small ‘thin:
pxwes of pasteboard. One day, mstead of lcarmng my test, which
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~ was very hard, and the weather was hot, and I felt particulazly lazy, T

put it into my ear, and pretended that I had lost it, when the teacher
called me up to say my task. F don’t know how I contrived it, but
I had throst it in so far that I could not get it out; and I was
“afraid to tell Granny what-Had happened. This brought on an.
inflammation in my ear, which nearly cost me my life. The doctor
extraeted the text, but I have been deaf o’ that ear ever siace.”

< And the text?” demanded James Hawke. « Was it.—‘ Those
who have.ears to hear, let them hear ?’ 7.

.. “I should rather think,” said Flora, “ it must have been—* Like
the deaf adder that stoppeth her ears, and refuseth to hear the
voice of the charmer, let him charm never so wisely.’”

“I don’t remember what it was,” replied Sam; “but I have
been severely punished for my idleness and folly.”

“T think that you are all suffering for my folly just now,” said
Boreas, ¢ when I consented to take that insolent reptile, Lootie, on
board. I have no doubt tha.t all our misfortunes are’ owmg to
him.” .

« Don’t dignify him into a second J onah Capta.m.

“ Ah, how I should like to pitch the little wretch overboard!
But hano me if there’s a shark or a whale i the great deep that
would condescend to swallow such a ’wnrrh 111 favored cross-
grained, pitiful rascal!”

Shortly after this colloguy in the cabin, the parhes went on deck

Mr. Lootie was, as usual, diverting himself with- the steerage .

passengers. As the Captain passed the group of gamblers, the
men left off their amusement, and scowled upon him, 3 if they
considered him in the light of a common enemy; while Lootie,
quitting the game, strutted np to him with an air of insolent

~ defiance. :
“ What's the meaning of your conduct to me, Cap’mn Wilhams,
this morning ? Are you going to starve me, as you ‘are starving

ther&tofthepeople? Why was notmyfeasenttomeas .

usual 7 .

“ Simply, because there is noneé ; and yon must go without, like
your neighbors,” said Boreas, making a strong effort to control
his passion before the people.

“You are a liar and a cheat !” yelled the little brown man.” “I-

“haye paid for thesé things, and I will have them!”

14%

-“ Shut up directly,” said Boreas, walking straight up fo hmz
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- “orI wxll have you put in irons as a runaway thief, and deliver N
you over t0 the proper authorities the moment we reach Quebec.
You may thank your stars that you are here, and not in gaol.”
The little man snarled, and drew back, without daring & reply.
The emigrants exchanged glances. Some laughed, others shrugged
their shoulders, while Stephen Corrie said, alond—

«T told you, boys, while he was making mischief between you and
the Captain, that he was nobody.. Now I hope you'll believe me.”

“He’s a mean chap,” muttered another; ¢ he has cheated me
out of all my money. ”oo '

< And me,”—* and me,” chimed in several voices. ¢ If the Cap-
tain gave him his deserts, he.would pitch him overboard.” .

That’s what we’ll do, my hearties, and send him to look after my
tea-pot, if he gives us any more of his jaw,”” cried Boreas, as Lootie
slunk away to take refuge in his boat. ‘ When you listen to such

& fellow as. that, you should be sure that he is your friend. He
tries to make bad blood between us, to serve his own ends, and rob 4
you of your little property. Now, mark me, lads, I'll have no more
of this gambling carried on in the ship, and Il make a public exam-
ple of the first man that dares to disobey my orders.”

« Hurra, Captain?” cried Stephen ; “ itsa pity you did not come
to that determination a fortnight ago; it would bave saved several
here from ruin.”

«Hold your tongue, Stephen Corrie ; it’s not for you to brag,”
cried the Glasgow lad. “You may well be more vu'tnons than the
rest of us, when you have nothing to lose.”

“True for you, my boy,” returned Stephen, laughing, “ I only
follow the way of the world ; and pmch morality when I'm beyond
the reach of temptation.”

The next day happened to be Sunday The calm continued ; but
the fog was not quite so dense, and the sun made several efforts to
show his face, and dispel the haze. Flora was leaning over theside
of the vessel, looking intently at some sea-weed floating upon the

" glassy surface of the sea, when a large grampus flung himself quite
out of the water, cut an-absurd caper in the air, and having accom-
plished a somerset, evidently to his own satisfaction; plnnged oncs
more head foremost into the deep..

¢« Aye—Mistress Lyndsay! what an awfal leno'th o’ a beast,” said
a shrill voice at Flora’s elbow, and she looked down into the shriv<"
elled-up face of old Granny Williamson.




|
|
|
i
i

N

FLORA LYNDSAY. 323

“Did ye ever see the like 0’ that 2”

«It was.very amusing,” said Flora.

« Hout, woman, it makes a’ my flesh creep—sure the deevﬂ has
¢the fashioning o’ they fearsome things.”

Before the 6ld woman could communicate any more original

. remarks, the Captain came up, ard told Mrs. Lyndsay that it was

a capital day for fishing ; and though it was the Sabbath, he thought
that as they were situated they should not lose an opportumty of
trying to increase their scanty stock of provisions.

Flora perfectly agreed with old Boreas, and he wenf among the
people to see if any of them were provided with tackle. Only two
fishing-ficoks and lines could be discovered among the whole ship’s
crew. Ogne of these was the property of Mr. Wright, the second
mate, and the*two Muackleroys held a joint partnership in the
other. -

“ The Captain balted the hooks with a piece of pork, and set Sober-
sides to fish en oné side of the vessel, while he tried his luck on the
other, Flora standing by him, feeling the greatest interest in the
success of the parties, who had made an agreement to divide equally
among the passengers the fish it might be their good fortane to cap-
It has often been said  that a watched pot takes long to boil ;”
and for a long time, the many eyes that looked down with eager
expectancy on the water, looked and watched in vain.

«« Confound the fish!” cried old Boreas, losing patlence—“ why
don’t they bite.”

¢ They might give you two ‘Teasons, Captain,” said Come, who
was standing by—* Either, they are not hungry, or have no appe-
tite for salt pork.”

«TIn the latter case, I should consxder them ﬁsh of taste " said

- Lyndsay. .

- «J could give you a better reason,” said a hoarse voice mear.
Al started, and turned their eyes upon the speaker. It was the
preacher. “It isbecause you are desecrating the Sabbath, and
breaking the ‘commandments of God. Iow ‘can you expect a-
blessing to follow such impious cenduct, Captain Williams ? Tam
astonished at & man of your aoe setting such a terrible example
to your passengers and crew.”

«Hold your gab!” cried Boreas, « and stand out of the way.
He who feeds the ravens when they call upon Him, lias sent the
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hxmgry a blessing in the shape of a large fish. My eyes! whata
whopper! Hurrah, my lads l—here’s something to eat !’
The great cod leaped amd floundered upon the deek, flapping the

women’s feet with its slimy tail,and coming rather unceremoniously '

* in-contact with the rcligious professor’s black pants.

« A fish!a fish! The Captain has caught a big fish!” cried all
the children in chorus.. The women clapped their hands—the
hungry men laughed and shouted, and measured the length of their
welcome stranger, calculating how. much he weighed, and how
many he would feed. -

« He weighs just forty pounds, over or under,” said Boreas.
¢TI have been in the trade, and can judge within a few ounces.”
- « There’s another at the hook; Captain,” cried Flora, who was
" holding the line. “ Pull it in—I am not able.”

« By Jove! so there is. Andhullo! the shoe-makers will beat
us, if we don't tuke care—see, they are getting one in bigger than
ours—a perfect buster! If it is sinful to take these creature
camforts, we are very thankful to God for his merey in sending
them,” glancing with his one eye hard at the preacher.

« It is sin, gma.t and heinous sin,” said that individual, in his *

" sepulchral voice ; “and I think it my duty to denonnce such
mlqmty ?

+“You are welcome to do s, if it affords you any amusement,”
returned Boreus, hauling up another great fish upon the deck, and
coolly rebaiting his hook ; “ but F wonld thank yon to stand back
and mind your own business.”

“ It’s my duty, man of sin, to warn you of your danger, and tell
these ill-advised people not to follow your evil example.’”

* Tol-de-rol !”” said Boreas, snapping his fingers, and casting g his

" lie overboard. “ Our blessed Lord, when He was hungry, gath- ~

ered ears of corn and ate them, on the Sabbath day. I -and-my
people are starving, and we fish to obtain food to preserve us and
. these little ones,” pomtmo to the chﬂdren, “alive. ..And now, sir,
_you have had your answer.” -
The preacher regarded him with a sullen scowl, and tarned away;
but not without sundry threatenings of Divine vengeance, ¢ which
he was certain,” he affirmed, « would follow his wicked proceed-
ings. And you, madam,” he continued, addressing himself-to Flora,
“I am surprised to sce you, who ought to Lnow better, not only
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abetting this man in his iniguitous proceedings by your pr%ence,.
- but actually participating in his guilt!”

«If T thought he was acting wrong; Mr. S——" said Flora,
I should not be here. But I consider that he is engaged in a.
good work, which God has sanctidned, by giving us the food we
sought.”

“« A false and worldly conclusion, which will be followed by the
same punishment that befel the rebelhons Israelites in the Wllder-
ness, when they lusted for strange f :

«The case is somewhat different. Then' daily food, hough dis-
tasteful to them, was cons’ca:ntly supplied ; but some of these people
have no food at a

« They deserve to starve, for thelr disobedience and want of
faith 1”

« When our stores are exhausted,” said Boreas, ¢ those who are
well supplied must contribute their stock for the general benefit.

- 'We shall not starve alope.””

« How, sir! Do you expect the prudent.to give up their sub-
stance to the idle and the improvident?’ .

This was said with much asperity of look and tone.

« Hunger knows no law—respects no property. In cases of
general. distress, men claim all things in common, and become Com-
_munists in downright earnest. Whilé your locker contains a sin-
gle buscuit, you will be called upon to share it with the rest.”

Mj. S—— made no answer to this speech, and walked sullenly
away.

~ Before noon, the Captam and the Muckleroys had forty no-
ble fish lying upon the deck. Thirty of thase, the Captam had
¢aught with his own hand.

« This is a fine sight,” he said. ¢ We have reason to thank God
for this great mercy, in spite of all yon sour-faced, sulky fellow
1nay say to the contrary. He niay satisfy his stomach with beef
and buscuit—not a morsel ol this fresh fish shall rejoice the
. cockles of his heart.”

- % Not 5o, Captain,” said Flora. “Let us test the sincerity of
his profession by-gending him ope of these fish as his share of the
spoil, and e whether ‘his pmctlce is equa.l to his professiongyof
mpenor sanct:ty

« Faith, you are right! Bat he will never be such a &—d
hypocrite as to accept it I”
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“ Try him.”

« What shall I bet that he will send it back,mthalonwsermon
tacked to its tail ?”

“ Don't bet ; you would be sure to lose—that is, if I judge that
man’s physiognomy rightly. There is nothing good or benevolent
in his face ; and the face, after all, is the map of the mind.”

«Well, I'll send it, just to please. you. Here, Sam: Fraser!—
take this fish to Mr. S——, with my compliments.”
~ Sam went, and returned with a comic smile on his face.

< Well, Sam, did he "condescend to take the wages of our ini-

. quity ?”

« Aye, sir, and returns you his dest thanks He has given Geor-
die Muckleroy a shilling to clean the fish for him, though i# is Sun-
day. I think if you watch the stove, he will be cooking it himself
before long.”

«“The devil he will! Mrs. Lyndsay, you are a witch. I could
have taken my oath that he would not have touched it with a pair
of tongs.”

“ Captain, you Xknow little of human nature.”

“But the fellow is so religious.” -

Qo fanatical, you should say. That man never felt the sweet
influences of Christianity. He deals in words—not deeds. See,
here he comes, with a piece of the fresh fish to broil for his dinner.

Let us go down into the cabin; the sight of us might chanceto -

spoil his appetite.” * - , .

\
———ee.

CHAPTER LII.
THE STORM.

For several days after the fishing adventure, Flora was confined
to her berth with severe indisposition, and was, indeed, so alarm-

ingly ill, that at one time she thought that she would be consigned

to the deep, as food for fishes, on the great banks of Newfound-
Jand. She loathed the bad water and food, and became so much
redgced by sickness, that poor little Josey had to be weaned.-

It was a great blessing that the young, tender creature, suffered

- ) ¢ A fact
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little from the privation. She ate her meals of biscuit softened in
the patrid water, with an appetite that -health and hunger alone
can give, and looked as rosy and as happy upon the coarse diet pre-
pared by the kind and attentive Sam Fraser, as if it had been com-
pounded of the finest white bread and new milk.

«Oh, what a blessing it is, my darling, that you continue so
well 1" said Flora, on the fourth morning after her baby’s natural
gustenance had been withdrawn. «I thoutrht this illness would
have been the death of you.”

“ Dinpa distress yersel about the wean,” said Mrs. Muckleroy ;
“ the gude God takes care o’ His ain. The wee cherub is as blithe
ag a lark. The pure, fresh air, is baith meat an’ drink to her.”

Fortunately for Flora, the Captain had a consignment of old
port on board, a couple of tablespoonfulls of which, mixed with a
little oatmeal, twice a day, was all the nourishment she was able to
take; but, in all probability, it was the means of saving her life,
and preventing her from sinking from utter exhaustion.

‘When once more able to leave her bed and crawl upon the deck,
she looked the mere shadow of her former self.

The women—with whom she was a great favorite—crowded
rourd her to shake her by the hand, and offer their congratulations
on her recovery. Their simple and affectionate expressions of
regard and sympathy moved her very much. :

“ What depths of kindness there is in the human heart!” she

" thought. “ How little do we understand and appreciate the minds
‘of these uneducated people, whom we are too apt to look down
upon as our inferiors. How far they surpass the hacknied children
of the world in their generous devotion to those they love. Unfet-
tered by conventional selfishness, they dare to obey the natural in-
stinets of their humanity—to act-and think with simplicity and
truth. We mistrust thém, because we are unacquainted with their
mode of life,and the motives which influence their general conduct.
They look up to us, and have boundless faith in the superiority of
our ‘position and intelligence. When will & higher Christianity
than that which at present rules the world break down the wall
that pride and bigotry have raised between children descended from
one parent stock, and bndve the gulf of poverty and xgnora.nee
that now separates them from each other 2

¢ The time is coming,” cries the philanthropic speculator ; but
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adds, with ws1gh “it wxﬂ not be in our day; yet it will sarely
come.”

Three weeks the ship had been becalmed upon the banks, the
dull monotony of the dreary fog, only relieved by the ringing of a
large bell and the blowing of horns, which was kept up at regular
intervals during the day and night, in order to prevent the ship
being run down by some larger vessel.

At length the morning came which brought a fair wind to ﬁll
the sails of the Anne; and her passengérs looked up to the blue
heavens and blessed the light of the sun. Joy and hope again
beamed from every face. The little brown man’s morose aspect

- alone remained unchanged.

The tall, lithe figure of Mr. Collins seemed to have grown two
inches higher, as he paced the deck with elastic steps and head
erect. The little tailor was at his post among the clouds at the
mast head, geeing visions of green fields, and singing like a lark;
Stephen Corrie was in an ecstasy of mirth ; and Tam Grant could -
not cross the deck withoat cutting sundry mad capers which set all
the rest langhing.

The women crept from their hiding-place in the dark depths of the
steerage, and sat smoking their black, short pipes, and chatting in
lively tones to each other. Even Granny Williamson forgot to

- quarrel with her danghter, and mounted a clean mutch on the occa~

. sion; thesoldier Mackenzie, to scold his diminnﬁ\rg wife; or Mis-*
tress Macdonald, to annoy the Captain with threats of maternity,
and bully her husband. The Sultan of the deck—the dour Boreas
himself—resigned for once his dignity, and condescended to-laugh
and chat, and draw agreeable presages of the futare, from the fair
wind and the smiling day.

Flora felt tranquilly happy, as she sat on a camp-stool upon the
deck with Josey nestled in her arms, and old Oscar basking in the

. warm-sun at her feet, rejoicing in the change that a few hours”had
made in their prospects. The very waves that followed in their
walse, and curled around their prow, flashing in the sunlight, seemed
to lift up their voices and utter a strain of joyful merriment, in hav~
ing escaped the thrall of the dull, lethargic mist, that had so long
held them in silence and inactivity. Yesterday, and not a breath
of air stirred the- leaden surface of the sea. No glance from the
sun’s bright eye looked down upon them through the blinding, wil-
dering white veil, suspended betweon them and heaven. The mist
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penetrated everywhere—it hid the sails, floated above the cold,
. damp, slippery deck, and entered the very cabin, chlllmg their hearts
with apathy and gloom.

Natare had suddenly started from her mesmeric ‘trance, and was
wide awake once more ; and all the human hearts imprisoned in’
the Anne responded to her electric touch. The very ship seemed
endued with living power, and bounded over the long, rolling
surges as if she felt the impetus of the fresh wind that filled her
canvas in all her creaking timbers. ) .

“ This is glorious, Captain ! shsll we scon clear the banks?”

“We left them behind two hours ago.” :

¢ Shall we see land before night ?” -

He shook his head. TIt’s not in the breeks-of tbe Amze She is .
old, and slow in her paces. "With the same wind 'we shall be for-
tunate if we do so to-morrow.”

Flora went £ bad, hoping and praying for the fair wmd to con:
{inue, and fill their sails on the morrow. -

The morrow came, and filled its appointed place in the long
annals of time ; and still the ship held on her course, with the same
blue skies above, and the same blue desert of ocean, limitless and
vast, around.

The nearer they approached the desu'ed haven, the more contra~
dictory and morose Mr. Lootie became. The hope which inspired
all with a flutter of joyful anticipation, seemed to awaken no feel-

-ings of gratitude and thankfulness in him. He grdmbled and
snarled at every one and every thing.

At noon, a vessel hove in sight. It was the first tbat bad: -

crossed their long and lonely path ; and as she drew near, every one
rushed to the deck to look at the stranger. She passed so near, °
that there was but a narrow path of waves between them ; and her
crew, in red flannel shirts and worsted caps, seemed as much swayed
by the excitement of the moment, as the halfstarved pamgem on
board the Anne.

The Captain bellowed through his trumpet 16 inquire ber name,
port, and destination, as she glided by, and was answered, in the
same trampet tones— )

“The barque Mory, of London, Captam J onw—frelght timber
—ten days from Quebec—all well.”

In a few minutes she was gone, soon to become 4 mere speck an

- the herizon, :
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Flora turned with a sigh from following her track along the
deep. She was going home, and the very thought of that distant,
never-to-be-forgotten home, flooded her heart with sad memories.

“Don’t look so grave, Mrs. Lyndsay,” said old Boreas. “Inten
days we may reach Quebec. "I hear Sam ringing the bell for din-
ner. I thought I would give you 2 little treat, and have ordered
the cook to prepare for us a dog’s body.” ’

« A dog’s body —Captain, you could not be so cruel!” She
glanced round the deck: Oscar was lying near her, his red eyes
gleaming affectionately upon herthrough his tangled locks. “You
have not, surely, ordered the poor Northumbrian’s brindled slut to
be killed, to give us a taste of fresh meat ?” .

“ Why not ?” said Boreas, with a grin. * To be-sure she is not
in prime condition ; but those three fine pups of hers are as fat as -
batter. The Chinese eat dog, and why should not we #”

“ You are not in eamat ?” ’

« Ask Sam.” .

Flora was perplexed. She saw a smile qn Lyndsay (] face, and
went to Oscar’s kennel to ascertain the fact.

~ Now Oscar, who had three times saved the Captain’s life, rejoiced

- in a fine greenhouse, that stood near the companion-ladder, and was
taken as much care of as any. of the crew. The brindled slat had
thought fit to appropriate this handsome berth to hersclf, in which
she had, a fortnight before, brought forth three fine bull-dog paps,
that Flora had christened Triton, Boatswain, and Neptune.

Oscar had manifested the utmost indignation at this appropria-
tion of his property. He had tried to expel the female invader of
his rights with the most awful threats of vengeance, in the shape of
snarls, barks, and ferocious growls. But Madame Brindle had
claimed the law of the strongest, and, without having consulted
Blackstone on the subject, had found out that possession is nine
parts of the law.

For a whole day Oscar had endeavored to effect an ejectment ;

\v\bu{the brindled slut had very calmly looked out at the door and -
laughed at his impotent rage, to the no small amusement of Flora -
< Oscar at.length abandoned the contest in disgnst, and not only left
Madame Brindle in possession, but disdaineg to go mear his old
domicile, in’ which his foe made herself quite % home, with her bot-
ﬂe-nosed famxly
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Flora peeped into the kennel, but Brindle had curled herself np
for a comfortable nap, and did not choose to be disturbed. )

“Tam glad he has not killed yoy, poor beast,” said Flora ; « but
I don’t see the pups ;" and, full of anxiety, she followed the Captain
down to dinner.

The laugh was now against ber; for the dog’s body turted out
to be a pease pudding, of which she ate very heartily, while Boreas
rubbed his hands, and chuckled at the joke.

To while away the tedium of the voyage, she and Lyndsay would
take it by turns to play draughts with the Captain. They always
were the victors; he did not mind being beat by Lyndsay, but his
pride was decply mortified, whenever Flora won the game.

“ A man may beat a man,” ke would grumble out, “ but, d——
it, I don’t like being thrashed by a woman. Mrs. Lyndsay, you
have no right to beat a saflor on his own deck, at checkers.”

The Captain was by no means a bad-hearted man, but he had
many odd peculiarities. - One of these was his insisting on keeping
his pipe in the large, flat-bottomed, greasy candlestick. This a.fter-
noon he missed it from its usual place.

“Sam!” he thundered, in his stentorian voice—* Sam Fra.ser’
‘What the devil have you done with my pipe ?”

“It’s in the cupboard, sir,” said Sam, obsequiously.

“ How daréd you put it in the cupboard, when I had found out
such a clean place for it ?”

“Why, sir,—I thought, sir, the cupboard was the’ 'best place
for it.”

“You thought! Sir, you have no business to think, unless I
give you leave. If I had put it in the pitch-pot, you had no right
to take it out, unordered by me?!”

Sam bowed with the gravity of a judge, banding him the black,
greasy pipe with the deference due from a subject to his sovereign
prince.

The Captain had lost his. eyeina storm, in which his ship (oot

the Anne) had suffered wreck. He had effected his escape throngh

the cabin-window, and a splinter of the glass had pierced his eye
and d&ﬁoyed his'sight. This was one of the Secasions in which
he had been saved by the faithful Oscar, who kept him-above water
until a boat picked him up. The splinter of glass was afterwards
extracted by the sargeon of a man-of-war; and Boreas kept it in a




\

332 FLORA :LYNDSAY. -

ez s

snufftbox, which he always eamed about his person, and looked
upon it in the light of'a charm.

“ While I can keep this and Oscar,” he said, *“ I shall never suffer
from shipwreck again.

It would have been a difficult matter for any one to have per-
suaded him to part with the one or the other of these precious
relics. '

A great many private letters had been entrusted to his care.
This was against the law. Boreas was aware of the fact, and took
advantage of it. Every dull day—Sundays especially—he brought
these letters from the depths of his huge sea-chest, and amused
himself by spelling them over, until he must have learned their
contents by heart. -

Lyndsay remonstrated with him on this dishonorable conduct.

« Hout, man!” he said, “ the writers of these letters cheated the
Government in sending them by me. It just serves them n'ght. I
shall read them.as often as I please. .

This fact should be a useful hint to persons who, for the sake of
saving a trifling-amount of postage, entrust letters of -conséquence
to private hands. These letters never reached their destination.
After having afforded entertainment to this rough seaman during
the voyage, they were thrown overboard before the vessel arrived
at Quebec.

The next day the wind contmuedfalr, but the weather was hazy,
and sultry hot. The Captain promised the first man who should
descry land, a dollar and a double allowance of grog.

«I'll bet upon the little tailor;” he cried, as he saw Sandy
mounting with alacrity to his lofty perch. * That fellow has a
great soul, though he wears a small pair of breeks There’s ]u\d&
" in his sharp face and keen eye.” .

James Hawke ‘determined not to be outdone by the tailor, and
took up an exalted position on the mast, while the rest of the
passengers walked to and fro the deck, straining their eyes, and
looking in all directions for the promised land. A bank of dall
grey clouds obscured the distant horizon, and, for some txme, they
looked in vain.

A warm, resinous smell came at tm upon the wind, and large
masses of sea-weed floated continually past. Flora was watching
theSe with great interest, when the little brown man, who had kept
quiet for some dags, sauntered to her side. o
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He was in a more contradlctory mood than ever.

«A fine day, Mrs. Lyndsay.” .

« Rather hazy. Tt looks like rain.” .

< Quite the reverse. The sky is quite clear.”

“ Independent of that fog-bank.”

«Fog! Isee no fog. You are blind, my dear Madam. The
atmosphere is unusually clear.” -

Presently she remarked, ¢ that they must be near land, from the
qnantlty of sea-weed floating upon the wai : -
“ That’s not sea~weed !”

you think I know sea-weed ?”

“ Not if you call pieces of reed and grass sez-wsed. And as
to being near land, that’s all fudge The Captam only says so to
please you.”

Lyndsay, who was standing near, now took Flora’s arm, and
walked to the other side of the deck. ¢ What a little, contra-
dictory, snarling creature it is,”” be said. “ Why do you-bandy

" words with him? Look, here if’ piece of twisted paper. I will
go forward, and throw it overboard. It Jooks like nothing but
whatit is. You return to Lootie, and when it passes, say, ¢ there’s
a piece of w}nte paper, and just hea.r how he will contradict the

-~ fact.” -
Flora did as she was told.

were sta.ndmcr
Ah!” cries Flora, with fexo'ned surprise, “we must be near

and. See—there is a piece of white paper.”

s
\

—a white feather, belonging to some sea-fowl or other.”
~ “A goose, perhaps, Mr. Lootie. But no, it is what I say,
piece of paper.” . P
« A feather, Madam, a" feather I
“ Why, there’s writing upon it, I see the lette!s

swear it's a feather ©’ and his shrill voice rose almost to a scream.
" Lyndsay joined the dlsputmts, hardly able to keep from Iaugh-
mgmthefaeeoftheangryhtﬂeelf X

Flora stared at him. « Could the man be in his senses?”’ '

«Mr. Lootie, I was born and brought up on the sea-coast—don't

Pre/sently the paper floated Just beneath the spot where they

“Pshaw! Paper indeed ! where are your eyes? It is a feather

" « Nonsense, it is a _feather, speckled with black and grey.’ I’ll’

S B S AR o S NS et o
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“ Flora, did you see the piece of paper I flung overboard just
now? I thought it would set you wondering ?”” .

“Now Mr. Lootie, what do you say to-your feather 2"

“That I hate senseless jokes, and the fools who make them,”
snarled the ex-distiller, as he retu'ed with a face as black as g thun-
der-cloud. -~ -

About four in the afternoon, the clouds cleared away, the sun
came out brilhantly, and the cry of “ Land ! land, to the left I” was

) sung out lustily from the mast-head.
- "The little tailor had won the promised reward, and it was not
many minutes before he reached the deck to claim it. .

Land was indeed in sight, not exactly that which tkey looked for. -
The ship was considerably out of the usual track; and was rather
too near for safety to the stern mountain peak of Cape Breton. -

: The Captain calculated it to be about fourt3en miles distant before
B sunset, and the dark outline of rock and forest was vxsxble to -the -
naked eye. :

It was a warm, delicions summer evenmg, and the smell of the
pine forests, was as rich as the gales of Araby to ‘the poor emi-

- grants. ‘The Gaptain bad treated all hands to a stiff glass of grog ;
and the Duncans had tuned their fiddles, and young and old were
assembled upon the deck for a dance..

Flora was too much entranced with the sight of lang, to heed '
the dancers as_they bounded past, shouting and laughmg in their
mad revel of mirth.

The moon had risen above the frowning Cape, a.nd flooded the
land and sea with light. The jollity of the passengers and crew-
profaned the calm grandeur of the night®-the august and profound
solitude of Sea and sky. Gladly would she have shut out all such .

 sights and sounds, to commune with her own heart, with natue, and -
with nature’s God, while gazing upon such a scene, at such an hour.
Baut «fast and furious grew the fan,” and a cry from her babe whom
she had left sleeping in her little cabin, faint as it was, reached her -
maternal ear; and she left the revellers, to attend to the wa.nts -of
her child. .
Josey was fretful and restless, and more than an hour: elapsed
before she could hush her again to sleep.. She was still lying be-
side her on her herth, with the little creature’s arms clasped tightly
~ - gbout her neck, when the ship seemed to reel and lurch, as if sud-
< denly struck by a tremendous blow. Then came shouts and cries—

e 4 s e
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* the trampling of feet, the creaking of ropes and chains—and still
the ship plunged and tdssed, with such a violent motion, that she
‘had to hold to the-berth to keep her feet. What could it all mean?
~ was she in a dream? . Everything was bright and beautifal above,
when she quitted the deck. Whence then came the confusion of
sounds—the hoarse roaring of winds—the dashing of waves—thie
fearful tossing to and fro of her ocean home? Flora gently un-
clasped the clinging arms of her sleeping. babe, and groping ber
way through the dark cabin, with great difficulty succeeded in
climbing the companion ladder, and bringing her head ona Tevel
with the deck. ‘

She’ did .not venture higher. She saw enough to convince her
that woman had no place amid the horrors of such an awful scene.

"A sudden squall from the mountains had strulk the ship. The .

moon had withdrawn her light ; vast masses of clouds covered the
sky, before so clear and briliant. Vast sheets of foam enveloped
the vessel, and huge billows thundered upon her deck. Not a stitch
of canvas was to be seen; some of the sails had been rent from the
" mast by the gale; the rest were close furled. Lyndsay and four
other men were at the rudder, to keep the ship in her course. The
roaring of the winds and waves was deafening. Flor#% heart beat
violently for a moment, then grew calm before the grandeur of the
scene. o
 «We are in the hands of God,” she thought ; “ in life and death
we are His. Submission to His will is the sublimity of faith.”
In the cabin everything was loose. . Trunks rolléd from side to
side. The mate had removed the light, and utter darkness pre-
vailed. - It was a long time before she could regair her little domi.
cile—the ship pitched with such violence, that, every step brought
her to her kneés ; at length she found the door, and lifting the mat-
trass from ber berth, into which she found it impossible to climb,
she took her baby in her arms, and lay down upon the heaving floor,
commending herself and her fellow-passengers to the care of God.
To sleep was impossible ; but her mind seemed sustained by a
" lofty courage that made her feel calm in the midst of danger. This
strength was not her own; it was derived from 4 higher source—
a firm reliance on the unerring wisdom and providence of God. If
death was His decree, she would try to meet it with becoming for-
fitude. Resistance and lamentations were alike useless; even

prayers for self-preservation appeared impious. .She was in His - -

~
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keeplfg, and she felt confident that whatever mxght befall her and
those so dear to her, was for the best.

'The hurricane roared through the long, starless night. Floods
of rain forced their way through the skylight, and drenched her
bed. She buried her head in the wet blankets, and shivered with
cold. Yet J osey slept as peaoefully ag ever on her mother’s breast,
happily unconscious of the terrors of the hour.

About four o'clock in the morning, Lyndsay opened the door of
her little cabin. The water was streaming from his garments.

- < Flora, are you awake ?”
“Yes, darling,” she cried, starting to a mttmg postnre “who
_could sleep in such a storm ?”

“Tt has been a dré;{iful night. The danver is over. The ship
is no longer on the lee\ghore, but standing out to sea. At one
time we expected that she would run upon the rocks and go down.
The gale still continues, but we have plenty of sea-room. I have
been hard at work all night. The men behaved like trumps,—
especially old Macdonald and the Dragoon. I am going te change
these wet clothes, and lie down for an hour. So content yourself,
my Flora. Thank God for our deliverance, and go to sleep.

Flora had silently done that already. In a few minutes she was
slumbering "as peacefully as Josey—dreaming of green fields, and
running brooks, and wandering with dear familiar faces, among
natare’s qmet hannts, in the memory-hauntmfr eternity of the past.

————e
. 4 -
CHAPTER LIII -
THE ‘SHIP COMES TO ANCHOR, VAND THE BOOK TO A CLOSE.

TrE next morning, Flora hastened upon deck ; but the wind was
still so high, and the waves so. rough, that, while there, she could
not stand without holding to the ropes. Thesea was covered with
foam, the heavens with flying rack, which rolled in huge broken
masses round and round the horizon. The Iand was no longer in
sxght, ‘and old Ocean rolled and tossed in his unrest, as a strono' -
than raves and tosses in the delirium of fever.

" «The white mice are out this morning, Mrs. Lyndsay, gaid Bob
Motion, who was at his old post at the helm. * Miss Josey’s
cradle, I’m thinking, was well rocked last night. We are now run-
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nmg right afore the gale The skipper was out of his reckonmg al-
together. It's a mercy the ship -did not founder on' that cursed
shore.”
_At noon the storm abated, with a fair wmd.
“1Tf this lasts, we shall have a - glorious run,” said Mr. Collins,
laying down his knife and fork at dinner, “and shall most likely get
-clear of Anticosti before morning.” -
They passed this dangerous island during the night.
T am sorry,” said Flora, « that we did not see it.” :
“You should rather thank God, Mrs. Lyndsay. But don’t be
too sire—we may see too much of it yet.”
" The Captain’s words were prophetic. Three.days of sbormy '
weather and contrary winds found the vessel tossing between (ha-
‘Teroi Bay and the dismal coast, whose dreary aspect sailors view
with such fear. The setting sun shone upon the white, rocky cliffs
of Cape Gaspé, and the fantastic rocks that surround that romantic
-~bay ; and his rising beams gleamed upon the sandy beach and deso-
1ate shores of Anticosti, with its grey forests of storm-stunted trees
of horrid growth, that looked the ﬁtting abode of the savage bear
" and wolf. ,
In Chaleur Bay they canght some fnesh fish, which was indeed a
‘ seasonable mercy, as it had become painfully evident that their
' stock of provisions could not hold out many days lon .
oo * On the 25th of August, they took in a pilot, off Caj Romer, who
' brought some fresh provisions in his-boat, and the fearful intelli-
gence that the cholera was raging in Quebec, and spreading into
. the Upper Province.
. - This,piece of information threw a damp upon the spirits of all.
They had escaped the dangers of the sea, only to encounter the
~ more terrible peril of the pestilence. « What must be, must—we
all know that,” said ‘Boreas. ¢ No man that knows me would call
me a coward ; but I'll confess the trutb—I'm aﬁ'ald of this mferna.l :
cholera ; T'll be &—d if T aren’t.”
Every one had some prophetic fear or foreboding on the subject.
Persons who had not trembled during’ the storm, turned pale and
" shoddered when the pestilence was named.
Geordie Muckleroy alone seemed perfectly mdxﬁérent about it:
«That man’s sic a muckle sumph, he’s no afeard o’ onything;”
gaid Mrs. Mackenzie, the dragoon’s little drunken wife. *The’
mght o’ the sborm be must put his heid above the gangway to spier
15 :
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about it ; and sic a glour as he gied at the sea, T'se never forget, to
my deein’ day. ‘Wha’s a’ this muckle din? quo’ he. ‘Why,
man, we are a’ like to be drown’d in the salt brine. It’s an awfu

storm,’ said my husband—* Come up, an’ lend ahan’ wi’ the ropes.’
¢ The deil may tak’ the ropes -for what I-care,’ quo’ he; ¢TIl no
fash mysel’ about ropes, or ony thin’ else, the night. I'll jest gang
i{ . awa’ comfortably to my ain bed, an’ fak’ it easy.” An’ to bed he
i went, sure enough, though his puir wife was tearing her hair, an

i skirlin’ for fear the hale night.’

" "The pilot, among:. the stores he brought on board had nothmg s0
tempting to Flora as a box of raisins, which Lyndsay purchased
for her, and which was opened for the benefit of all in the cabin.

“You had better put those things out of sight; they’ll give you
the cholera,” said Boreas ; « they wouldn’t beso bad in a pudding,”
he eontinned, musingly—* Suppose you give some of them to Han-
nibal, to make into a plum-pudding. There is some flour left; it's
a little musty—but hungry dogs—you know the rest.”

Flora piqued herself on making a good plum-pudding ; she vol-
unteered to prepare it for the cook, and Sam Frazer provided her /
with flour, water, and a board and pudding bag
«T want eggs, Sam.”

« Eggs, ma’am ‘?—no eggs to be had.”

«Milk.” | -
“«The cow arn’t calved that’s to pervide that.”
-«“Well, get me some suet. ”

“None in the ship. Ouly a little ransid butter.” ,

“Take away the flour and the board. "The idea of making a
plam-pudding out of putrid water, musty ﬂou.r and raisins, is too

- ridiculous.”

« Give me some of the raisins,” said Sa.m, “and Hanmbal will
make a sea plum-pudding.”

.« wonder what it will be like!” and Flora la.ughed asshe gave
 him-as many raisins as he required. »

It was amusing to watch the Captain at dinner, playing the petty
tyrang over the poor French pilot, on whose plate he chucked the -
outside slice of the hard, tough beef, as if he had been throwing a
bone toa dog. The pilot showed his white teeth, and- his-dark
eyes blazed as he flashed them fall in the Captain’s face, and throw-
ing the meat back into the dish, he strode from the table. )

"¢ Brother,”said Collins—a name he seldom applied to the Cap-

o -
s
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tain, and only when he wished to impress him’ particularly on any
~  important subject—* you had better try anither tack wi’ the pilot.

That won't do He’s a proud, high-spirited fellow ; he’ll no stand

ony nonsense.’ .

« He may sit it, then." Tl treat him as I please.”

¢« Then he’ll Jeave you to navigate the St. Lawrence alone.”

The Captain shrugged his shoulders, and said nothing. -

«Tet me ca’ him back to the table, and apologize.” -

¢ Call him back if you like ; but d— the apology !”

« Tl mak’ it straight,” cried Collins, and, leaving-the cabin, he
soon returned with the Frenchman, followed by Sam and the sea-
pudding, who, placing it before the Captain with a most impressive
sir, looked triumphantly across the table to Mrs. Lyndsay. '

s« A nice piece of duff that, Sam,” said Boreas, striking his knife
and fork into the fair sides of the jolly white pudding.”

¢« Wery nice, sir,” responded Sam. -

« This your manufacturing, Mrs. L. 2" .

Flora shook her head.— I was not going to disgrace the national
dish by compounding it of such materials.”

¢ You have been stingy of the plums, Sam. They are scarcely
within bail of each other.”

¢« He should have told the cook to whistle while he was picking
them,” said Flora, laughing. I gave out plenty for a large, rich
pudding.” -

«T’ll help the youngsters first,” said Boreas, handmcr a large
slice to James Hawke ; “ boys love duff.”

The first mouthful was enough for poor Jim. He made a horrid
face, and pushed back his plate.

“Hey! what’s the matter with the lad ?”

« Oh, it's so nasty,” said Jim, hurrymg from the table. I shall
never be able to eat plum-pudding again.’

The pudding looked so clean and nice, that Flora was tempted

- to taste it. She no longer wondered at the boy’s disgust. It was

- made with rancid fat, bad water, and boiled in the sea-brine. To
a stomach unaccustomed to such dainties, it was unpalatable in the
highest dégree. Yet the Captain, Mate, and Pilot ate 6f it, and
pronounced it excellent.

~ “I knew how it would be,” sa.ld Flora, “and yet Tam ba.by
enough to be disappointed at the result.”
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“ The child has quarrelled with its puddmg, said Boreas, “«and’
left more for us. It’s an ill wind that blows no one any good.”

« Pray don’t call it my pudding, Captain. I disown it a.ltogether.
There is nothing Enghsh about it.”

Hannsh, who had recovered her health and usefulness in a mi-
raculous manner, since her master’s quarrel with the Captain, at
any rate showed an English appetite while discussing the execrable
mess. Flora, who was' really hungry, and longing for wholesome
food, envied her the zest with which she demolished slice-after shee,
and still kept sending up her plate for more. -

That mght they were given an awful specimen of a- Canadxan
thunder-storm. The atmosphere was literally a-blaze with the
lightning, while Heaven’s dread artillery burst' continuously over-

. head, the long mountain-chain, on the north side of the river, hurl-
. ing it back from all its rocky caverns, in one deep, unbroken round.

It was a pight of awful and terrific beauty. Flora had never
beheld its parallel in the old country—had never seen such electric -
flashes of blinding light, nor heard such- earsplitting peals of
thunder. For the first time their dangerous freight flashed upon

‘her mind—she remembered the gun-powder, and clung closer to the

arm of her husband.
# See how the ho‘htmng plays upon the iron nngs and bolts that
fasten the sails to the mast! What if it should strike the ship, ,

dear John ?”
“Don’t anticipate evil, Flora. There may ‘be danver but as

‘We can neither escape from it nor avert it, if it comes, it is better.

not to dwell upon it.”

« Tt would be a bad job for us a’,” said Mr. Collins ; « but if it
sud’ happen, we should be blown to pieces with the Shlp an’ ken
nothing about it. - I canna’ imagine an easier dea

¢ The very suddenness of it makes it appear to me so dreadful,”
said Flora. “It is not pleasant to know that you are standing
over a volcano—that one spark might ignite, and scatter you in

* fragments into the air and waters. Are thwe storms common in

Canada 1°
«T dinna ken,” returned Collins ; « this is my first voyage.’
«They are of frequent occurrence, Mrs. Lyndsay,” said Mf.
‘Wright, who happened to be passing, “and are often accompanied

i th.h dreaful hurricanes, that sweep down everything that obstructs
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their course. The awful fire at Miramichi, which took place a few
years ago, and which burnt up half the forests ig the country, was
sapposed to have been kindled by lightning. I happened.to be
there at the time; and though staying in a cleared part of the
country with a relation of mjv wife’s, the appearance that the fire
made was so terrible, that it often haunts me in dreams.”

" ‘The cabin was so close, and the lightning so vivid, that Flora,
in spite of the rain, preferred walking the deck until the storm
subsided, which it did before da.ybreak when she retired to bed,

"¢ And sleep protracted came with double power.”

The next day brought both the beautiful shores of the St. Law-
rence in sight, and Flora remained chained to her post on the deck
from morning until night, her eyes never weary of dwelling upon
the glorious river, its romantic islands, and ‘magnificent banks.

‘What a noble panorama the St. Lawrence would make—to fol-

.‘ﬁow all the windings of this- matchless stream from' Grosse e,

through its chain of inland seas. Perhaps no country in the world
«could present finer subjects for such a work, with water so pure—
skies so blue—rock, mountain, and forest so vast—and cities,
towns, and villages along its shores placed in such picturesque and
imposing situations. A pictorial map of Canada could alone give
8 just idea- of the beauty and importance of this great country to
the good folks at home. Then consider the adjuncts of such a
landscape—the falls of M(mtmorency, and God’s masterpiece,
Niagara. The panorama of the Upper and Lower Mississippi
would lose half its beauty, when contrasted with the panorama

" of the St. Lawrence, with its tumultuous rapids~and thousand

isles.

An old friend of Mrs. Lyndsa.y, who had visited almost. every
country, had assured her that nothing hehad ever seen during his
travels through the world surpassed in grandeur and beauty the
shores of the St. Lawrence—Rio Janeiro alone. excepted—and so

well had he described, every remarkable scene on their passage up
the river, that Flora instantly recognized the spot from the vivid
pictuires he Had given her-of them from memory.

How she longed to land upon the lovely islands that continually
glided past them! Some of these were partly cultivated, and neat,
white farm-houses peeped out from the midst of orchards glowing
with ripe fruits, and the first gorgeous tints of the Canadian fall.
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* On the south shores of the river, the wheat was still standing in

the sheaf upon the yellow uplands, and the forest and the har
vest changing color, and blending their rich hues into a splendid .
‘harmony of the bright and beantifal. As if to atone for the long,
cold winter, (and yet how charming that winter is)! Nature puts
on royal robes to cover her decay; and antumn, which in' other
zountries is so melancholy and sober, in her russet dress, is, in Can-
ada, the most attractive and delightful season of the four. Who
does not prefer it to the warm, humid, .leafless spring ?—the
blazing sun, cloudless skies, and enervating heat of summer ?—or -
to the cold, bright-blue and silver sheen of the spotless winter?
"On the 29th of August they passed Crane Island, the beautiful
domam of Mr. Ma.cpherson, on the north side of the river, and
carly on the morning of the 30th the Anne-cast her anchor oppo-

- gite Grosse Ile.

And here .we shall leave our emigrants, in the bustle, confusion
and excitement of preparing-to go onshore, having described the
i’oj?age from thence to Quebec, and up the St. Lawfénce else-
where. A repetition of the same class of incidents and adventures
could not_fail of becoming tedious to our readers.

If any of them should feel interested in the fate of the Lyndsay S,

.we will briefly add, by way of postcrlpt all we know concerning
" them :

The Lyndsay’s setfled upon wild land, and su.ffered, for some
years, great hardships in the backwoods. Ultimately, Mr. Lyndsay
obtained an official appointment which enabled him to remove his
wife and family to one of the fast-rising and flourishing towns of
the Upper Providence, where they have since resided in great hap

"piness and comfort, and no longer regret their voyage to Can~

ada, but bless the kind Providence that led them hither.

As an illustration of that protecting and merciful interposition,
g0 often manifested by the Great Father to his dependent children,
we must here add, that the two disastrous trips to sea related in the
former part of these yolumes, by preventirg the Lyndsays from tak-
ing passage to Canada in the Chigftain, in all probability were
the means of prwervinfr them from falling victims to the cholera,
asall the passengers in that unfortunate vessel perished with the

fatal epidemic.
The Flora, the ship to which her nam&sal‘.e felt such an unconqukr-
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able objection, was wrecked upon‘the banks of Newfoundland, after
having been twelve weeks at sea. The Captain was made a
prisoner, and confined during a greater part of the voyage to his
cabin, by his brutal sons, while many of her passengers died of
small-pox and want of food.
~ How kind, then, was the Providence that watched over our
poor emigrants ; although, like the rest of the world, they were
tempted to murmur at the provoking delay, nor could discover the
beam in. the dark cloud, until the danger was past, and they had
leisure to reflect upon the great peril they had escaped, and the

_mercies- they had received from the - Almighty Disposer of all

human destinies. For those who doubt the agency of an over-
ruling Providence in the ordinary affairs of life, these trifling
reminiscences have been chiefly penned From trifling circum-
stances, the greatest events often sprmo'

Mausa, King of Grenada, owed his elevation to the throne -to -a
delay of five minutes : when he requested the executioner, whom
his jealous brother had sent to the prison to take his head, to allow
him that brief space, until he had check-mated the gaoler, with
whom he was playing a game at chess, the-grim official reluctantly

consented. Before the time expired, a tumalt in the city dethroned

his brother, and gave Musa his crown. How much he owed to
* that one move at chess! Could that be merely accidental, on
which the fate of a pation, and the lives of thousands were staked ?
So with the Lyudsa.ys The storm—the fog—the lost passage
_in the Chieftain—the presentiment against sailing in the Flora
though apparently very trifling cxrjeumstanc%, formed most impor-
tant links in their destiny. ReadeT, have faith in Providence. A
good father is never indifferent to the welfare of his children—

still Jess a merciful God.

THE END.
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