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VI CrAM

could not look for the solace of havîng that discerning
association élap their hands while 1 read my manuscript

As to my subjectbeing blood, and thunder, as some of
the litterateur8 will describe it, 1 have only to say that
the author of Hard Cuh wrote more thau a dozen short

stories laid upon lines similar to mine. A young man
fighting for a place in literature, and for bread and butter
at the ume time, need not blush at being censured for
adopting a literary field in which Charles Reade spent so
many vears of his life.sf 09 

-By-and-by, wheu I drive a gilded chariot, and can
afford, to wait for books WIîth quieter titles and more

dramatic worth to, bring me their slow earnings, I shall be
presumptuous, enough to set such a star before my ambi-
tion as the masters of English fiction followed.

.é
E. 0.

Toit«Top lut Angust, 1886.
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THE

FOUR CANADIAN IIICTHWAYMEN;
OR

THE ROBBERS OF MARKHAM SW P.

CHAPTER Io

THE PRETT Y ASTER AND MIL -HAM

T was the autumn of the year, and the dress of the
Canadian woods at that season, forty years ago,

differed little from the gaudy garbs of now. Near a
small village not far from the town of Little York, 1

eboose as the place for the opening, of this true story.
The maple, of all the trees in the forest, was the only

one so far frost-smitten and sun-struck. The harvests hazl
been gathered, and the only tenants of the fields w-ere Y
flocks of jpigeons that came to, feed among the stubble for
maùy a npe ear fell from the heads in the tying of the

sheaves ; many a shower of the golden grain had fallen ai -4
the load, drawn. by slow oxan, lurched and swayed alonr
the uneven grounct

7e
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Nestling in a grove of primeval pines thatsentine'lled
the placid, shinîng waters of the Don stood a low, wide-
eaved cottage. It was completely clad in ivy; and upon
the eastern side there was a dull copper tinge through the

matted masses of the Virginia creeper.
Many of the earlier flowers had faded; but the pinks

and the poppies were ýti1l rich in blood; and the sun-
flower sturdily held up its yellow face like « a wizened

sorcerer of old,' as a fair and gifted friend of my acquaint-
ance puts it. The cottage and the grounds about it were
the property of an English gentleman of taste and means.
The nearest dwelling had an air of luxury, and round
about it stretched wide areas of land from, which the bar-
vest of wheat and oats had been taken. Here and there
in the distance a group of boys might be seen with their
fishing rods in their bands; for at that day the Don
stream. wu not foul by the drainage of fields, and
shrunken from, the downpour of the sun, and from. the

loss of ilts sheltering forest. Trout and often salmon-trout
went into its quiet retreats in the face of the spring

freshets; and many a congregation of fdam bubbles did
it hold upon its breast to screen the greedy, vigilant

speckled trout.
In a little summer bouse through whose latticed sides

the gadding vines were so interlocked and twined, as to
remind you of the legend of Salmacis and -Hermes' son,

sat a girl. Her wide-brimmed bat rested upon the seat
beside ber, and round about it was a double girdle of ivy,
as if twining there. Looking through the door of the
dainty place you could not see the girl's face; for she had
turned ber head, and ber chin was resting upon ber slim,
white bands, as she read from. a book that lay upon ber
lap.

Her hair you could see, for it hung over ber shoulders
and down ber white dress, like « a gold flag over a sail!
For myself I usually prefer dark hair for women; but
ah 1 who could have gainsaid the glory of thSe luxurious
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coils that hung over that sweet neck and draping the
curving shoulders 1 Through the open doorway the sun
streamed upon it; and the soft tangles gleamed like ruàdy

gold. Hence you will see that the colour was not that in-
sipid 'blonde' with whieh shallow gids may adorn their
beads for the sum of ten cents.

But although her face could not be seen, anyone look.
'C at the balance of the head, the statuesque neck, wouldve surmised that it was beautiful,

tall) lithe, well-built young man, who had a few mo.
ments before entered the cottage, walked into the garden

from the back door. His eye wais one that the casual ob-
server would descn*be as 'full of mischief;' but behind
the sunny brightness was a pensive eut. He walked
softly towards the arbour, and stood for several seconds
looking at its beautiful occupant. Then, in moving his
foot, the dry branch of a rose-bush snapped, and the girl
turned her head.

« Ah) it is you, Roland-pardon me, Mr Gray!
'Yes; 1 have come here to eat your apples and your

peaches; and to despoil the grove of their woodcock'
'Papa said you were coming some time soon; but I did

not know when.'
'Whyi I met him this mor at the Don Mills, and

told him. he would have me during the afternoon and even-
ing. I sent that message distinctly to you, Miss Aster!

A faint shadow passed over her face; and it was plain
that she was a little confused, as she stammered:

« Papa must have misunderstood you!
" Perhaps, Miss Aster; but-well, I hope he did.' At

this moment another person entered the garden. He did
not come with, the graceful motion, and the easy tread of
Roland Gray; but moved wilh a po, Mpous stride, swi*n'g«ng

his arms aJmost at right angles with his body. His air
YDu could -only describe by the word 'I howling'; and he

was just the man to immediately catch the attention of a
vulgaÈ girL was as darIr as a crows; and it wae



as couse as the bristles of a hog. He was short and
rather stout of build ; was somewhat « horsey ' in make-
up; and had a face rather handsome. But that he was
low-bred, there could not be the shadow of a doubt.

1 1 thought you had eluded me, Aster,' he said in the
.most familiar wa ; c thought you had stolen away up the

river with that book!
(Oh., indeed. 1 have been reading here during the

greater part of the afternoon. Mr. Gray, let me introduce
tco you Mr. Ham; Mr. Ham, Mr. Gray.' Roland bowed
with much politeness; but Ham's stiff, pompolis bend was

an assertion of superiority.
" I have probably broken in upon your tête-à-tête with

this young man, Aster; so I'll take a turn out and have
a jaw with your guv'nor.' In a moment he was gone.

'This is your next door neighbour, I presume, Miss
Aster ? '

'Yes; he and papa are great friends. He consults papa
upon nearly everything that, he does upon his farm; and
papa in turn consults him concerning our affairs!

'I suspected as much. I presume that you and he are
very intimate friends. I observe that he calls you

cc Aster!Y Y
« I did not ask him to do so; and since he chooses to

-adopt this familiar fashion I cannot well rebuke him, papa
and he are such friends!

'Then do you permit me to caR you AsterV
'0 indeed, I wish that you would do it ; and all the

time! As she said this her eyes brightened.
c Thanks, Aster. I now feel that 1 am on equal footing

with the rest. You are sure that you will not mind me
Astering you before him ? Doing it fre uently V

c Not a bit. I shall be pleased; I shal be very mu-ch
-eased, because he seemed to take a pleasure in being fami-

iar j befère you. And we are not such great friends after
aIL

« You must not talk nonsense, Aster. It would never

12 THE POUR
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THE PRETTY ASTER AND XPL TrA 13

do to allow yonder well-tilled acres, that sumptuous dwell-
ing, all those flocks of sheep, and herds of sleek cattle to

pass into the hands of any offier girl. Imagine pulling
down the boundary line and joining the two farms into

one! Ima( gine how your " guv'nor "-as this well-bred
Mr. Ham styles him-would open his eyes if any other

personshould nave the temerity to ask for Miss Aster.'
Then would you be really glad to see these two farms

j oined in one? To'-see me marry Mr. Ham V Iler tremu-
lous eyes questioned his face eagerýy. When she began
her queries there was in them a flash of mocking mirth;
but that had disappeared, and there was now ouly to, be
observed a grave, questioning expression there.

My reader is probably desîrous of hearing somethinop
about Aster's face, notwithstanding the assumption that
it was beautiful. As a rule we expect to find chestnut

eyes with ruddy-golden hair ; but this was not the fact in
Aster"s case. Her eyes were the colour which men like
Théophile Gauthier attribute to Venus: tbey were not

blue, neither were they brown ; but they presented in the
most fascinatinc ensemble a grey which at night was a
fathomlesss dusk, and by day that green which you per-
ceive where the sea is a hundred fathoms deep. With the

light upon her eye there was a glint of emerald, that
witching glare which made Beeky -Sharpe irresistible.
Now imagine an eyebrow, dark as the ravens quilý over-

arebinom such an eye, and contrasting itself with the burn-
ing gold of the hair, and a skin of Parian white and purity.

Then contemplate a isoftness beside whieh the velvet upon
the petal of a pansy would seem rigid ; and this eye large
and timorous, and fringed with long, dark lashes 1

1 do not like the work of cataloguing 'divine wares:
especially when my most elaborate estimate must present

a picture crude and mathematical, compared with the,
ideal.

This girl's nose was Roman 'in type; and was precisely
like that whieh the engraver gives to ette garton.



The nostrils were finely chiselled, betokening sensitive-
new : and I may add that I have never known anybodv
with a thick nostril to be sensitive.

For a moment Roland's eyes were fixed wistfuUy upon
the girl's, and he did Dot answer her question. But escape
from the enquiring, unflinching stare was out of the ques-

tion ; so he said, mustering all the courage thathe could:
« we% to, tell you the truth, As-ter, I think you are

twenty times too good for this fellow Ham; and there-
fore I should not like to see you marry him ; to see the

two farms become one.'
, Oh) I did not think that you considered me in any sense

a superior girl; and 1 must feel highly flattered tbaf, you
put a higher price upon that superiority than upon the
splendid property adjoining my father's.' There was now
ihe merest glint of mischief in her glance; and she was
evidently desirous that Mr. Gray should be more explicit
in his objection to the match. 'Does Mr. Gray realize
what a great compliment he has paid me, a poor rustic,

an untutored country girl, -with a little knowledge about
bees and clover, and some cunning as to the tricks of
breachy cattle ? Now wherefore should 1 not marry Mr.
Ham? Do I know more about the English authors, or
about the French ones than he does ? Am I more gifted
in mathematical, insight; or do I know more about the
history of kings and ancient wars ? I can paint the merest
bit; and my music is attuned for littlle else than the heavy

heels of rustic swains and clumsy la'ses. Now, Mr. Ham
is more skilled in painting than I, and more learned in all
things acquired from. books: pray where, then, is the force
of your objection to thisj*o»nl*ng of hands and farms upon

intellectual grounds ? '
'I think you miss my meaning, Aster. You cannot sum.

up the superiority of character by counting the items as
you «'take stock " in a tradesman's store. The bighest
and most captivating points in human characterespecially
in a woman'is, often have such an evasive subtlety of out-
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fine that you can no more define them than you could
the messaore which some blossom blooming in a wild far
place, bas for the human heart as you stoop over it to
drink its perfume, and gloat upon its beauty. But you ask
me to be definite : will you take offence, if, upon some
points which present themselves to me, I become quite
definite V

'Not by an ' y means, Mr. Gray. 1 am very anxious to
hear everytbing that you have to say.'

, Well, Aster, I do not admire your friend, Mr. Ham.
I think he is a coarse snob; and under an exterior of
brusque frankness I believe he is deceitful and-cowardly.
I should consider your union with such a person a mon-

strous sacrifice.'
& Would you have me wait until some man who reaches

your ideal came and asked father for my hand ? Or
would you have me advertIse in William Lyon Macken-

zie's newspaper. Or, still another and final alternative,
would you have me bloom in this sweet place all my days

in celibacy V
'I simply would not have you marry that person,

Ham." -
" No other definite wish with respect to me V Her head

was bowed now., and her mischievous, upward glance was
very fascinating.

'I have; but I should prefer for the present to keep it
to myself.,



&J %J a VU& fOh) I will do that; and I will remember your lecture,-avery time that I open the volume:'
Thank you; but if you can-t think a little bit aboutjayself, I dan't want you to bother about my lecture.You can feast yourself in contemplation of your loud andgorgeous friend, Mr. Ham.'

They had entered the house: and at the same r mentàstoiýs father and Mr. Ham came m. It was auite Dlainthat these two men were confidential friends; tor as'theentend the room. the host bad his arm, within that of izguest, and both were so engrossed in their subject-talk.ing m a low tone-that they seemed for a time uncon.scious of the presence of Aster and Roland. Wheu thehost did, raise his head he simply gave a cold bow toiloland and then bestowed a shaïý glance upon his
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CEIAPTER II.

A GATHERING STORM.

We had be tter go to dinner, then, had we not 2
presume it is about ready.)
Stay, -vv-ili YOu Uot wear this at dinner

fora pansy that flourishedamong the late autum stooping
'Keep it for remeic n blosso]]as,,

abrance when I am aWay.y
'Oh, but flowers fade; and I could only remerilber Ail

lor a couple of days.- j
" Why not press it between flA Ionua il



A GATHERING STORM. 17

daughter. Nor was the rudeness of the host to end hem
Turning bis back upon Roland he imid:

Mr. Ham and I have been discu&sing the Marsh, and
he thinks that 1 had better go on with the drainage."

It will bring in two years all the money expended in
reclaiming it,' put in Mr. Ham. 'Don't you think so,
Aster?'

1 don't know, Mr. Ham I really know very little
about such matters! At this juncture Roland's temper
was asserting itself under the slight by the rude parent;

so he stepped in among the trio, and looking theairl ý in
the face, said:

'You are quite right, Aster, not to bother, your head
about bogs and swamps. Let the men attend to, all that!
The father was simply amazed; and drawing himself up
to bis full height he frowned upon the young man. ge
said nothing, however, and to break the embarrassing
silence Aster chimed in:

'I suppose that the city girls of your acqualintance
never meddle in such matters; ýut the truth is, papa

always consults me about these things.'
« In the city,' retorted her father, stiflly, young women

have other concerns ; but a girl who is to become a farmers
wife should make the management of stock and the

tillage of the soil serious subjects of study.'
Most certainly,' replied Roland if a girl Î8 to become

the wife of a husbandman the farm should be her great
concern. . But I was not aware that Aqter had seriously'
contemplated taking such a step.'

I presume, sir,' replied the- father, bis voice quivering
with displeasure, « that there are man of my daughtees

affairs which she does not feel boand to, disclose to,
Strangers.,

I hacl thought that I might congratulate myself as
me upou the list of Y-Our daughter's friends. Wa-9 I not
right, Aster

1 always felt great pleasure, Mr. Gray, in regarding
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ou as MY friend, as one of my most sincere ffiends'
Uer colour had risen as she ended this sentence; and,

there was, a slight tone of deflance in her voîce.
A fact of which 1 was not aware, her father replied,

w îth still rising choler.
« But you should not be too hard upon Aster,' put in

Mr. Ham. 'Girls thoughtlessly form, friendsb ips. You'11
forgive her, I know, for this indiseretion! Aster turned

Upowbitn a look of infinite. scorn.
There is one indiscretion at least, Mr. Elam, for whieh

my father will never have to pardon me!
And what is that, pray, Aster

'For counting you upon my list of friends, sir!
Leave the room instantly, Aster,' ber father almost

ébouted, while his face was purple with rage.
When the girl withdrew Roland turned, and bowing to

the host, said:
Your conduct and your tone, sir, towards myself are

so extraordinary, so inexplicable, and so unmerited, that
there is nothirig for me but to withdraw. As for this
person, Mr. Ham, whom. you admit to terms of such in-
timacy, nothing, 1 assure you, but the sacred shield of
your household could have saved him from, -the punish-
ment whieh his insolence deserves. However, he will not
alwa s be able to shelter himself by these walls, and by
the presence of the inmates. I bid you good morning!
So saying he walked out of the room and into the garden
where sat Aster, flushed, nervous and miserable.

CI came. to say good-bye, Aster; after all that has
haDiDened it 15 impossible for me to, remain!

am - sure.,' the girl said, 'that Mr. Ham must havé
prejudiced my father against you or h, never would have

àd6pted such language and such a manner towards his
t I feel quite certain that it was not the swaipa'p

ley werediscussing while alone together this afternoon,
-but your character. Fromwhat I surmise of Mr. Ham I
bolieve capable of traducing you of actually invent-
ing charges against your reputation:

c
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« Could he be so infamous This is surely not pos-
sible!

" But it is ýossible; and this is the man with whom my
poor father, who really bas my interests at heart, would
bave me link my life. For the past four years bis wishes
in this respect bave been horribly plain to, me. Oh, it is

very dreadful, Mr. Gray; and it will be still worse for me
now that you, my friend., must henceforth be estranged

from, our house!
'But you will not marry that man, Aster, dear V - He

was looking wistfully into her beautiful eyes.
« Oh)-'no; I shall never do it of my own free will.'
ý'FaxewelJ, Aster. Though estranged from your father

and your*house, fate may some time be kind enough to
let me see you. Farewell.' And taking hei band into
bis he raised it reverently, tenderly, to bis lips, and im-

printed upon it a warm kiss. Then he arose, bowed and
went away. For many a bitter day aîterwards' he

remembered the mute misery in her look as he left the
garden.

That evening Roland sought out an old Eton school-
fellow, whom, he found smoking on the lawn of his unele's
bouse!

1 Why, you seem rather excited, old fellow; what is
wrong? 1 thought that the fair Aster bad a monopoly

of your company for this even*ng.'
'Yes; it had been so arranged. But I found that cad,

Ham, there, and he saw fit toýÀnsult me. You can now
guess, 1 suppose, the nature of my mission! 1

ý'Hem; things aré- really serious then. Do you want
me to help you through with the affair?'

, If You will, old fellow. My wish is that you wait
upon this person in the morning, that he may narne a

friend with whom y'ou can arrange the meeting. Let it
not be later than the following morning. lie bas, of

course, bis choice of sword or pistol!
'I doubt if the man will:âg4tp

774
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« Mien nothing will remain for me, but the loathsome
job ofgiviing him a horse-whipping. And I presume that
you wiR not besilent as to his cowardice!

Early au the following morning Frank Harland, for such
wa8 the name of Roland's friend, rode away towards Oat-

land's, the residence of the coarse-haired Mr. Ham. He
alighted at the gate, and throwling his bridle rein over a
post entered the grounds. Mr. Ham was at the moment

croissing the :field towards his residence; but when he
perceived the early visitor he changed hiâ course and

proceeded to meet the comer.
Oh, how do you do, Mr. Harland? Did not know it

ww you. It is a long time since we bave seen each other.
Was over looking at some of my feRows who are clearing

the bush of a piece of intervale. Rascals will not work
if one's eye is not constantly upon them.'

In a similar strain did he chatter on; but his ease of
manner Harland could see was only counterfeited. Tlie
early visit and the grave face of the visitor had alarmed

him; but he had not the courage to put any of the ques-
tions that had turned his face into a note of interrogation.
At last the were at the door of the dwelling; and Har-
land paused upon the steps.

'l come to, you this morning, Mr. Ham, upon an im-
portant and delicate mission; and should be glad if you

would accompany me to, o-ir office or library.'
A flush of scarlet came in-o Ham's face, and it was

vivid through the roots of his coarse black beard.
Certainly; 1 shall attend to you with pleasure. I

hope, at least, that the matter is capable of an amicable
and satisfactory settlement. I have always sought to do

what is right, and
I have no doubt Mr. Elam, that it can be arranged

with entire satisfaction! With these words the vmtor
seated himself in the chair to which Mr. Ham, with a

d that trembled, pointed.
I am sir, the bMrer of a mewage from my old school
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friend, Roland Gray. What the purport of such a mes-
sage is you will no doubt very readily guess, when you

come to remember the language which you recently em-
ployed respecting bim, and the threat which vour words

evoked. I am therefore ready to arrange the terms for à
meetm*g with any friend you may be good enough to,
designate!

ý'I really fail to comprehend what you mean, Mr. Har-
land!
« Oh that is impossible, Mr. Ham. Tbere is a code of
honour among gentlemen under such circumstances, of

which you must certainly be aware.'
The fellow's courage had quite failed him, if the pallor

in his swarth cheek did not utter a huge lie.
ý'You surely do not mean that you come to propose

terms for a duelV Îj
I have come j ust for that purpose ; and shall imme-

diately wait upon any friend you will name to me.
'But there must really be some mistake. 1 am not

aware of having used any language that could evoke the
resentment of your friend! Harland simply shrugged his
shoulders.

'I am not here to discuss that point! And he rose
with scorn upon his face. < I take the word of my friend

upon the matter; and he is a gentleman and a man of
honour! At tbis reply Mr. Ham adopted a new line of

pôlicy, and with it a completely altered manner and tone.
Well, Mr. Ilarland, suppose that it be as you say with

respect to the provocation ; there is another feature of the
matter which I bring forward with reluctance, consider-
ing your relations of friendship with Mr. Gray! Here he
paused,

" Pray, proceed sir!
" I may say, Mr. d. that the repute of Mr. Gray

is not the highest; and Considering my own character and
I do not see how it is possible for me to engage

in a combat of honour with him. My position as I have



22 TRE POUR CANADIAN RIGNWAYMENé

said is unquestioned; but 1 know nothing of your friend
save that report speaks of him as an adventurer without
character. fle bas had a good education, and all that,
and associates with people of my own standing; but these
facta count for little!

« Pardon me sir' Harland replied with a haughty smile.
I intend that your position in this matter shall be

made very plain. I intend to show that one matter alone
stands in the way of your acceptance of this challenge.'

"And what, pray, may that matter beV The fellow
was once more açshy pale, and he trembled.

« Your cowardice, sir!
What . Do ou dare in my own bouse to use such

words V
I use them, of course, most deliberatel And nowy

sir, that you have raîsed the question of the worthiness
of my friend to meet you in a combat of honour, you must

fint permit me to, state that in denying that fitness, every
statement that you have made is a falsehood. First, as

to, bis blood: he is a gentleman. And I know that in prov-
ing he is your equal in this respect, you will pardon me
for aSking certain questions of you, as you will m rnak-y
ing certain statements of fact respecting him. Pray, sir,
who was your father ?' 

--A gentleman. He was the owner of this p perty
-Ar and held the position of magistrate in this county, as 1 do!

Mr. Harland bowed.
And who, then, sir, was his father 2'

Mr. Ham winced; turned red; and then stood up, glar-
ing at bis interrogator the picture of wild but impotent
rage.

'I will not press the question, Mr. Ham I will answer
it. He was what we describe as a '« common person.,"

That is he wa-8 not a gentleman.' Mr. Ham's face wu
dark with rage; but it soon began to assume ifis ashen

colour.
Now, Mr. -ýGray's father is a younger son of a

ý1ý- mi -0. ez



earl in the British peerage. He is therefore by 'blood fit
to meet in the field of honour the grandson -of a-Nobody.
Then, sir, as to, the undefined charges against bis char-

acter, they are gratuitous faIsehoods. If, with these factý
before you, a refusal of satisfaction is still made, 1 have
only this to, say: the unpleasant task of horsewhipping

you remains to my friend; while the duty of procI
your cowardice remains to me. What is yoùr answer

1 Though your language hasbeen such as I never be-
lieved that anybody would dare use in my house, I arg
constrained to accepte your statements respecting »' your

friend's fitness to meet me in the field of honour! Then,
as a spasm of terror almost convulsed him, he suddenly
asked:

' What weapons does he propose? I cannot fence!
« This is a matter that your friend and 1 shall arrange.

The choice of weapons, however, I may add, rests with
your si*de.'
'Then please wait till I write a note to---Jabez Drum-

mond,' and the fellow, taking a pen, seated himself at
bis desk. But his fears haël so, unnerved him that he
made several attempts before he could get the pen into
the ink bottle; and wasted several sheeta of paper before
bis hand was steady enough to produce legible writing.

When he had ended he turned to the visitor:
'Will you not take a glass of spirits before you go 2

Will you not come and breakfast with meV His c*ng-
ing manner was most despicable; and Harland answered

in a tone of quiet scorn
" No, thank you.'

Then placing the letter into Harlandshands, he said:
" Can this not be made a formal encounter ? I have
read tbat this thing is often done" '

'What do you mean, Mr. Ham?'
" That we do not, for example, use bullets. -Let it be
blank charges! b

'Of course you w-e at liberty to do what you pleme »

4ý
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this respect,' Harland answered, with irony. But we
shall use bullets!

'My God, Mr. Harland, you seem to, delight in taking
the part of a monster.'

«Good morning, Mr. Ham.'
ýI But when, where-about what time, I mean, is this to,
take place?'

« That I shall arrange with your friend. But 1 may
say that there can be no valid reason to prevent it taking
place to-morrow at the rise of sun. Good morninom Mr.
Ham,' and without further words he left the rousey
mounted his horse, and rode away.
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CHAPTER III.

THE DUEL.

N the following morning, Gray', accompanied by his
second, rode away towards the place of meeting,
The sun bad not risen., but the eastern arc of the

horizon was suffused with deep crimson which terminated
in a rosy pink. A small hollow running at right angles
to the Don, and known at that time as Sieepy Gulèh, was
the place chosen for the encounter. As the two men
reached the mouth of this guleh they perceived the oppo-
site party upon the brow of the bill. A second or two

later another borseman appeared. This was the medical
gentleman. a

The combatants met, and Roland bowed baughtily to
Mr. Ham. To Drummond he said simply:

a, sir.' Harland took his friend asideGood morDinom,
for a moment. There, was a look of mingled disgust and

merriment in his face.
" Merciful heaven,' he said, 'look at the size of our

friend làam.'
& I have noticed it,' replied our hero, with a contempt-

UOUS curl of his lip.
'I firmly believe he has half the bedclothes of his

establishment wrapped about him,' Roland interrupted.
'Proceed with business, Mr. Harlanct' That gentle-

man, walking up to, Mr. Drummond, said
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1 wish a word with yon-ls your master mdisposed 2'
He declares that he took a violent cold, and has been

suffering of shivers all night!
1 1 am very sorry; at the same time I must point out

to you the propriety of at once requesting him to unwrap,
that we may proceed. You are aware, 1 presume, of the

quantity and denomination of the apparel for suéh an
occasion! Drummond joined the bulky Mr. Ham; and
it was noticed as he conversed that that gentleman turned
from, his morning pallor to a positive yeHow. He at first

seemed to refuse; but at lut, with a cry much like the
low whine of a terrified animal, he began to take off hÙ3
wraps. In doing this he turned his back upon the other

party.
« You will pardon me, gentlemen,' Harland said, as he

stepped to the front; « but 1 believe I have the right un-
der such extraordinary circumstances to obtrude myself
here!

1 What do you meau, sir? How dare you come here V
cried Mr. Ham in his fear and rage.
ý1 To see that you are disrobed properly, 'hIr. Ham. If

you will permit it the medical gentleman here will decide
whether upon such a windless, sunny morning, you require
aU this raiment. At leut you will not require all this

leather,' he exclaimed, as he d-rew out a huge piece which
had been fitted so as to cover the entire front of the hero's
body down to the hips. 'You don't consider wraps of
his sort necessary foi- a man with a cold, do you, doctorV

19arland asked., turn*n'g to the medical gentleman.
1 No; I have not during my practice seen such remedies

for colds.' the doctor repliecl, wiîth a humorous twinkle in
his eye,,. The high-bred Mr. Ham was a most pitiable

object to look upon as his friend proceeded to divest hi
of a horse blanket.

As a real guarantee against added chill, Mr. Ham
ishould have *ded himself with a buffalo robe, Mr.
Drummond,' garrhnd observed-----« "skinny aide out and
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woolly side in," you know. We could not have ob»ected
80 much ta that.

What l' gasped out the brave Mr. Ham, while a gleam
of hope shot through his eyes like a sunbeam, « Mr. Drum-
mond could ride away and get me one in fifteen minutes!

Mr. Drummond replied Harland this would be ab-
surd. The thing will be all over in three minutes!

But it would keep me warm going home!
For only three minutes longer, however,' Harlancl

again replied, addres-sing the second. « Besides,' he added,
it might be'-and here stopped short with the manifest

intention of torturing the cowardly wretch. It was no-
ticed by Roland that Ham was constantly casting his
eves up the bollow, as if expecting somebody. At last a
thought flasbed upon him.

'Mr. Harland, I believe that craven has notified the
officers of justice, and that he expects them, to come and
break up the affair. Let us therefore proceed. He may
keep on the remainder of his wraps. No delay; measure
off the ground.' The two seconds then measured off fif-

teen paces, and stopped.
N ot such a short distance as that shrieked Mr. Ham.

'Why, I thought your friend never fired except with a
shot-gun at cro ws V Harland observed. But it appears

that he is a crack shot. And so generous, too; since the
greater distance is intended no doubt for the safety of
Mr. Gray! This was said in a tone just loud enough to
be heard by all the reske

Ask Mr. Ham what distance he would propose-I
have no objection to the inquiry.'

What distance would you propose, Mr. Ham l' inquired
the second.

My pistol will carry at least a hundred yards; I drove
a ball through an inch board with her yesterday. Why
not make it, say eighty paces V

'Because, Mr. Drummond,' Harland replied, e over fif-
teen Paces iz Poltroon Listance," and, besides, our pis-
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tols do not carry effectively more than twenty pace&
We well not, however-under any circumstances, fight on

poltroon distance."'
ýI agree,' replied Mr. Drummond.

' Now then, gentlemen, take your places!
l'he doctor whispered to Roland: " Is it fair, quite, to

fight him, when he says that you are a crack shot, and
that he bas never fired V

He lies, doctor; it is the other way. I learn that from,
childhood he has been firing at all sorts of things with

pistols; and I have never fired a Atol shot in my life.'
Your places, gentlemen,' cried Drummond. Roland

was already at bis post ; but bis opponent was not yet
upon bis ground.

" Why this unseemly baste?' he gasped. I am so un-
steadied by my illness, that I am really not in a position
yet to take my'ground.' Harland spoke a word or two

to Drunimond, and then said in a voice distinct and
audible to, all:

& If after I call three Mr. Ham is not upon bis ground
the affair shail be declared off. 'Lvly otlher alternative will
then be in order. One, two

Hold, hold, I'm. coming,, orroaned the coward, as he
took bis place.
', Now, gentlemen, your backs to each other,' said Har-

-land. ' I shall count onetwo, three, and at the end of
the 1-uýt cotint each man shall vi,,heel and fire!

« If 1 fall 1 shall have you proceeded against, Drutû-
mond-you are in a conspiracy to murder a sick man!
'I did not know that Mr. Ham was an Irishman'

chimed in Harland.
" One!'
& Oh i 1 groaned the respectable Mr. Ham.

" Two-three l' Simultaneously with the word « three'
there was a pistol shot. The gentlemanly Mr. Ham had
fired 'before bis opponent turned. Before h e eoculd see the

result of his shot, Grýy who had turned proLptly at the



word, fired ; and with a htful yell Mn Ham fe1-1- to
and lay there.the earth) T doctor ran up, and put-

ting the fingers Of hi's left hand upon the fellow's wristq
-with the oth-er made search for the wound.
« Here it is; -you have shot him, in the left side.'
« Do you think it is fatal V Roland asked composedly.

« I cannot say; but I really have little hope otherwise!
It was hard to weigh the value of this statement. It wu
decidedly an equivocal one.

1 1 would most certainly advise you to get out of the
way, Mr. Gray. He seems to have no pulse. By the

way, are you hit V
9 Yes.)

'Good God, where He pointed to his breut; and to
the horror of Ilarland blood was oozing through his wamit-
coat.

1 Let me attend to you,' the doctor, who had the heart.
iest sympathy for our hero, cried, springing up.

'No; you must attend to him. Besides, as 1 expected,
here come the officers, good-bye.' In a moment he wu
upon his horse, and galloping across the stubble-stretches,
and clearing the snake fences that divided field from. field,
like a bird. The magistrate and two constables, for such
were the officials that comprised the -interrupting party,

no sooner saw Roland in flight, than they turned in pur-
suit at a rate of speed equal to his own, and called upon
him, to surrender. He made no reply. ' *

"Then, men, :fire upon him,' the maoistrate shouted.
One of the constables raised his carbine Oand fired.

eeeilÉit
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WISH-E-H' went the clumsy slug past Roland's
ear. Re grasped his revolver; and the resolution

of the momeDt was to stand at bay and fight the
churls. But the refleetion not occupyïng the hundredth

art of a second showed him, that such a course was not
be thought of His antagonist had fallen; but this

was only a crime, of honour. To shoot the Queen's offi-
cers would be a vulgar félony. So he kept upon bis
course, confident in the mettle of bis noble horse, who
with nostrils distended, and neck 'thrust out, would now

lay back one ear and now another, as if to listen to the
progress of the pursuers.% At last our hero reached the road, which lay along
a level country skirted on one side by pine groves, and

ýpon the other by the recently-barvested fields. Turn..>
mg in bis saddle he perceived that while he had distanced
two of bis pursuers, the third, the fellow with the blun-

der-buss was * * g slightly upon him. He noticed aIso
that the officer was engaged as the horse galloped along
m putting another charge into hm weapon. About fifteen
minutes more of fiercerijing followed; and although
Roland'is horse showed no signs of exhaustion, the punu-

ing beast which was taller in limb and more lithe, wami

CHAPTER IV.



remorselessly, though slowly, lessening tbe distance. The
road now began to isink into a valley, and thick forest

grew upon either side. Roland% pursuer wu not moré
than fifteen paces bebind, when the fugitive heard a

scuffing sound. He but too well divined what it was;
and the next moment his horse fell to the road, struck by
the slugs from the pursuers carbine.

'It is as well,' muttered our hero, as he sprang away
from, the gasping beast. The next moment he bad disap-

r red in the dense, dark wood. Ah 1 how sheltering,
ovw kindly, seemed that sombre sanctuary, with its dark
grey tufts beneath his feet, and the thick, dusk-green
branches of the fir and pîne! The gloomy background
seemed to invite him further into the heart of its shade

and siMnce. No bird whistled through the glaucous green
of this silent, majestic wood; nor was there any treach-

erous bramble to crackle beneath his feet. For upon thlis
chill, grey carpet no flood of sunshine ever came to coax

tiny sprays out of the ground; and tbe layers of fine
needles, or tufts of dank, sunless moss were soft and noise-
less as down under his tread. The stately trees grew far
enough apart to allow him to move with considerable

speed) and after he had satistied himself that he was be-
yond the sîght of bis pursuers, he changed bis course and
proceeded in a direction almost opposite to that by which,
he bad come.

He believed that such a move could not fail to delude
the sleuth hounds, who would suppose that he continued

his flight directly away from the scene of his offence. In
a little while he sobered his pace down to a walk; and

shortly afterwards he sat down in the sombre solitude
to ponder his situation.

Full well he knew that before the set of sun nearly
every inhabitant of the county of York would hear of the
deed; and that a hue-and-cry would be speedily raised by
the officers of the law.

It 1*3 true that dueffing was at this period as much in

1
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vogue in genteel cireles as it was in «England; yet îhe
victor in au affair beyond the water, had no difficulty in

ýipping away from the scene of his offence, and in pass-
ing across the ChanneL Here he remained for a decent
season ; and when he returned, the law in deference to

its toleration of the code of honour, shut its eyes. Friends
of the vanquished never, or hardly ever, instituted pro-
ceedings.

But in the colonies it was different. Godliness had
taken a deeper hold in the soil ; the Puritans of New M
land, who, in their zeal, had. burned old women because
they were g-ruilty of sorcery, had much to, say in correct-

ing morals, and removing evil. The duel they considered
one of the niost odious sins of society; and no doubt it
seemed all the more odious to them because ît was the
sin of an exclusive clus who put an estimate upon honour
that passed the understanding of men who believed it to

be their duty to offer the left cheek after the right had
been smitten.

It is only just, however, to, say that this wu a precept
more honoured in the breach than the observance. The
long-li ed, witch-burner would draw blood with his

uekfeps; but he drew the line at the sword. The state
of publie feeling upon dýelling Roland very well knew;
and as he thought of ter, with her sunny hair and

glorious, yearning eyes, d the exile that lay before him,
a numb feeling of despýî býegan to gather about his heart.
He was able to, persuade himself that she would look u on
the unfortunate affair as necessary for the afflertion of
his honour; but how could he hope for any further happi-imin 1 in the law's eye and an exile from theness, a cru=na
Country of Aster

Why, however, he asked bimself, was Aster the ceiitral
figure M the picture of desolation that he was painting
ne had never given her more than a passing thought be-
fore; had never thought of her save ams a frank, r
Bunny-hearted girL Now he began to reSl words that
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she had spoken of which he bad never before taken beed.
The rippling laugh, half like the notes of a silverbell, and
half like the trflling *f a bob-o-links song, came back
like music now into bis desolate soul, making him aU the
more disconsolate that he w&s never again to hear it. But

had she not looked wistfully into bis eyes when he took
ber hand in the garden to say good-bye Was such a

thought not comforting now Ah no. Too truly bu our
poet Sung it:

Comfort ! comfort scorned of devils, thiz îs truth the poet sings
That a sorrow's crown of sorrow is remembering bappier tbing&

Would he, Roland began to ask himselt, have been hur-
ried into the hasty words, the passionate feeling, which
were really the origin of all this woe, but for bis rea"

for ber ? No; he saw it all plainly now. He bad couxted
this quarrel; he obtained what he sought, and now did

he hold in bis hands the bitter fruit.
« But he might have had bis will; she is a lone girl;

and ber unnatural father was no less eager that the mar-
riage should be than the baseborn himself Let it be l'
Then a startled gleam came into bis face.

Ah the sleuth-bounds are everywhere around,' he
ened) as faint and confused shouts came from the road
and the country side. But I am safe here, at least for a
time ;and he, looked gratefully at the grand sheltering
solitude about him. No footprint desecrated this sanc-
tuary of nature.

He had taken nothing to eat since the evening before
and pangs of hunger began to, gnaw him. He walked a
short way toward a large, grey rock near whieh he heard
a gurgling sound ; and as he advanced he saw that a
little Stream, of water gushed from. beneath the base. He
drank copiously of the pure, cold springor, and bathed his
temples; but in ca the water to bis forehead he
noticed that one ands was crusted with blood.
Then for the fmt time had the thought of bis wound-re-
ouried to
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Stripping himself of bis coat, waisteoat and shirb, he
perceived that he had lost an immense quantity of blood.

Tearing a piece off his linen -shirt le proceeded to, moisten
the coagulated blood to a8certain the nature of his hurt.
Ne soon found that the ball had bit hun àliquely upon
the breast, glanced, and gone round, making a serious

flesh wound. Probing with his finger he located the ball,
which bad lodged in the muscles under his ý lef t arm.

Taking his knifé he inserted the hook with which. it wu
luckily supplied, and, after much pain, and rending of the

:ftesh and muscles, extracted the bullet. The bleeding
soon became less copious; and from this he took much

heart, for he wu assured that no artery was severed.
Having wash ' ed the wound he proceeded to make some
lint, which he applied as skilfully as a surgeon could have

done, after which he went to a fir tree and therefrom ob-
tained a quantity of balsaih.

Ris long experience as a hunter had taught him how
to, manage wounds; and he now prepared a number of

narrow f3trips of linerL Upon each of these he spread a
quantity of the fir balsam ; and then put the strip across
the wound. About a dozen similar pieces were laid across,
and these held the wound together; after which he placed
a couple of larger slips along the wound at right angles to
the shorter pieces. He then dressed and seated himself

u n a tree- bole, and once more became buried in his
xooomy reflections.

It was not of his love that next he thought, but of bis
wretched predicament. He wu aware that in his own
territory he was exposed to, constant dan er of deteo-

tion, yet he plainly saw that escape to the rnited States
was impossible in his present appaxel. The hue-and-cry
would describe him accurately; the law would put a price

Upon bis head; and what the ýupidîty of ordinary man-
kind'is he well knew. He had a half dozen sovereigna
and a bank-note in his pocket-book ; but were he to at-
tempt to purchase rougher clothes attention would at

s'e
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once be attracted to him. As tbe afternoon wore on hun-

er continued to torment him with increasing keennew.
owing that upon the elevated. ground he would be

likelv to, find a hard-wood grove, he set out, and'after an
hour's tramp, was rewarded by finding himself in a grove
of beeches. Fle gathe-red nigh unto a pint of nuts which 41Z

g"e him, some relief ; and, as he passed outward again to,
the pine region, ho found a rowan tree loaded with crim-
son fruit. Re ateseveral. bunèbes of the bitter berries, f
and having sated his appetite, filled his pockets. Then,

seeking a dense part of the wood, lie lay down to rest.
He had resolved, that when night came he would set out
for Markham, and, trusting that there were several farm.
bouses uear that settlement whose inmates bad not heard
of the duel, he determined to obtain food. What he
would do afterwards, fate alone sbould determine. Laying
his head upon a mossy hummock, comfortable as a pillow
of eider -down, despite the anguish of bis heart, and the
stinging of his wound, he wu soon asleep, and dreaming
of days when their was neither peril nor sorrow.

When he awoke he could perceive through, the forest a
slight tinge of crimson in the wes t* and he new that
the day was done.' At first he, -could not c ect his, wita
to, remember how he had come hither, but sharp pain
in his breast brought back the truth in its naked hideous-

ness. Why should he ever have awakened ? Was he not
happy in that sweet, sweet state wherein the present had
no place, and the happy past was lived again? For while
he slept he once again met Aster. Tears were in her

glorious eyes, and with trembling lips she told him. that
she thought he would never come. And, taking him to,

the bank of thé little stream that brawled down the rou h
slope of her fathers common, she made him, vow that te

would ý never agaîn leave her pining. And taking her
head upon his shouldèr he looked into her beautiful eyes,
and he read in their tender, glimmering depths the secret
that she loved him. Ah how happy was her lot H@
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kimd the upturned mouth and held her to bis heart.
They pledged. themselves to one another for ever and

ever. Then the angel who watehed over bis sleeping flew
away, and he was awake. il
À sour(d came to bis' ears, Alas! it was not the musie

of bis beloved Asters voice--but Me bayi-ng of bloodholund8l.
« Merciful God! what chance have I with bloodhounds

in this wood ? ' Roland exclaimed as he arose. Then he
set out, as fast as he could, in the same direction which,
he had pursued during the morming. He was well aware,

that, the hounds were brought into the wood at, the point
where he had entered it; and that they were now far

upon his track. Reflecting upon his hunting experience
he concluded that the cries whieh he could now hear,

whenever he paused, were little more than half a mile
behind him.

A man fleeiDg through such a wood as this bas little
negd for speed with only human pursuers upon his track.
But with a pack of bloodhounds holding the trail, and that
keep well in advance of their followers, it was fax other-
wise. It was only necessary to follow the baying pack ;

and pursuit, could thus be maintained at a pace fully as
swift as the flight,

But Roland was weak from, the loss of blood, and from
hunger which the scant supply of beech-nuts, and the
bitter rowanberries, only-, in small measure allayed ; so
it wm very plain that bis capture -was only a question of
time. But the labyrinth of fore-st-aisles now began to,

grow dimmer, and a throb of hope came into bis heart as
he thought, of the coming darkness. Yet in this wilder-
ness the do -Ys would know their game; and there wu no
escape by efamberin a tree 1 Meanwhile he redoubled
hie exertions, now s i tly altering bis cour8e. When it

was fairly dark he elmerged from the wood upýn the
roed by which he bad made bis flight in the mornmg.

«Thank God. Rere the dogs, among so many other
wenta, must, miss mine! He perceived to bis great joy
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that there wu not a star in the heavens ; nor wu there
tobe seen any of the dusky yellow in the south-east which
marks the ri*si*ng of the harveet moon,

The wind was blo from. the south-west, and the
fugitive's eyes could :2ýLat large masses of dark eloud

were rolling before, the wind, and gathering to leeward
like a mighty army, which halts lits forces prepare for
battle. A heavy storm wais brewing, and there would be
no Ught fro' the moon. Providence indeed had been
kind to Roland, giving in the morning the shelter of His
foresfs sanctuary, and now' the kindly shadow of
clouds.

He had lost the sound of the pursuers, and conel uded that
they must have either returned, for the t, or sped the

apposite way. He bad not gone far, when be was startled
'6y the sharp whinny of a horse. His first impuIse was to
avoid the beast; but upon consideration ho resolved to
reconnoitre. Apprôaching cautiously he found that the

cause of his alarm was one horse only, tied to a tree which
grew by the roadéde. His sight having become accus-
tomed to the darkness he was soon able to assure himself

that no human being was nigh. Proceeding then to the
animal, which. ho found saddled-it belonged no doubt to
one of the pursuers who bad left-t it there while in the
woods with the bounds-he tightened the *rthsmounted

and rode away. This was indeed a gysend 1 He had
not proceeded far when he saw a horseman approachi4&

Thestranger stopped and pulIed rein.
« Hullo, Oswald; that you 1 1 thought you should
never comé! Judge the consternation to discover in the

voice of the speaker that of Aster% father, the man who,
was the cause of all the woe and miechie£ When his
emotion pamd ho could have smitten the misguided man
to the earth. Disguising his voice thoroughly, for he was
an accomplished. mi ic, he -ronlied:

'This is not Mr. Oswald. 1 am &OM -York. Rode by
the Yonge street -road. 1 bear a special dispateh from
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the Government to, the magistrate ait Markham respectinor
steps to, be taken for thew apprehension. Good-kye, sir.

tamîn haste! Before the other could reply Roland was
trotting away briskly. After an hour's sharp riding he
slackened his pace and allowed bis horse to walk along
the road.

The ]and dipped here slightly and the fugitive judged
that he must be in the neighbourhood of 1ýiver Rouge,
and not far from Markham.

The forest seemed to grow thicker, and as fair as he
could judge tbrough the dark it appeared draggled and
intermixed with larch and cedar. It was a lonesome
spot; and Roland marvelled to, himself if this could be
the swamp that concealed so many mysteries, and filled
all the country-sidedwith. alarm. While he was thus
musing a figure sprang out of the bush and seized his

bridle; at the same moment the shining barrel of a pistol
gleamed in his eyes-

« Surrender, fugitive duellist! a powerf ul 1 voice
shouted.

'Dismount.' Roland did so; but move which way he
would the weapon still glittered in his face. As we have

seen Roland had resolved that there should be no more
ispilling of blood, else bis courage and dexterity might
have enabled him to cope even with this daring captor.
He was astonished to see but one person present, and
looked around'him for the others. But as his searching
gaze could reveal nothing but the sturdy figure at his side,
and the gloom-wrapped, trees at the roadside, he began týO
reproach himself bitterly for not having been more alert.

It was bitter to think that after aU the excitement, strain
and strategy of the morning, it eshould fall to his lot to
be trapped in this way in the darkness of the night.

Ele began to, wonder that bis companion gave no
wbistle or other call for help, but remained silently

standing upon the road, one hand upon the horse's bridle,.Ie CI,
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the other holding the menacing pistol. At laist the captor
spoke.

Know you who I am
A Queen's officer!
]Ela 3 ha) ha l' And the man's strong, cruel voice re-

sounded far through the solitudes of the wood.
ý' No 11 am not a Queen's officer; but 1 am captain of the
sturdy-men who have made yonder bush a terror to the

Provinc&of Upper Canada. 1 have heard about the duel
and the fâIl of Ham. You have rid the world of at, least
one worthless cur, and this is w hy 1 waited for your comm

ing, to offer you, for the present, the securit of our densey
bush and treacherous boe!

Roland hesitated. Die fellow seemed to speak the
truth; therefore what had he to fear with respect to his,

personal satety. He had some inoney and a watch; this
the highwayman could'have had now for the asking.
Yet these men bore the reputes of atrocious criminals

to whom every sort of lawlessness was familiar. How-
ever he need not compromise himself by taking part
their enterprises. The main thing was the chief ôf the
band had offered him an asylum ; and as a last re.,sort,
if the place became intolerable he could liee from it.

Yes; 1 will accept your offer!
Good. 1 take vour word. Walk at my side, keepM*g

close; for the path is narrow.' S,-) sayinom the 0
moved onward the robber leadino, Ruland's horse.

c
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1 CHAPTER V.

THE ROBBERS OF MARKHAM SWAMP.

FTER proceeding a few paces the robber chief tied
bis horse to a tree, and then biddinor Roland follow

é Zn 1
made his way through the dark and silent muses

of the wood.
Several times our hero, despite his experience of forest

travel, was tripped up by tree shores, or a tangle of under-
brush; and once bis forehead struck a sturdy limb with

such force that he became for several seconds stupefied.
The voice of the highwayman, recalled him.

'Hallo Master Duellist are you tryinom to escape me
'I gave my word,' replied Roland, 'touching that mat-

ter. But 1 am not experienced in such travel as this.'
', No,, sneered the robber, ( you great heiroes of the city

and level field are migh'ty as travellers only upon the open
road.'

« Your opinion as to that gives me no concern,'our hero
r6plied. But I have eaten nothing since yesterday save
some beech-nuts and a few rowan-berries. Besides 1 have

lost much blood.'
Are you wounded
Yes.'
Where l' Roland informed him.
Is it bleeding still V Re likewise informed him upon

that point.
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1 1 see you are not such a calf after aJI;' and then Ro-
land heard him mutter something about an acquisition
to the band! The words made the matter clear enough
now to, our hero. This ruffian had not saved him because
he had shot Ham, but because he wanted au additioa to
his force. Knowing that there was a price upon Roland's
bead, he believed that he would find little difficulty in

bending him to his infamous ends.
« Here ; let us take your band. We shall never reach

home at this rate.' It was with a feeling akin to a shud-
der that Roland felt the touch of his guide's band; but
the arrangement was successful, and the two got over the
ground at a rapid pace. Every maze and tree in that

dismal swamp seemed to be known to, the guide; and he
swerved to riorht and left,-sometimes so chang

C ing his
course that it seemed as if he were retracing his steps-
with such, astonishing swif tness as to completely bewilder
our hero.

'I wonder,' observed Roland, < that the law does not
reach you here by the aid of bloodhounds ; they filled the

wood with dogs this morninom for my benefit.'
'They tried that twîce, but it didn't turn out profit-

ablp," replied the robber.
'How did you elude them?'

'Why we simply posted ourselves at convenient points
and caught the intruding idiots. Out of a pack of twelve
Qn1y one got out of the swamp alive.'

'Have the constabulary ever sought you here ?'
'Oh. frequently. Once they were permitted to roam

about through the swamp without molestation. They
found nothing for all their searching but a shed buht on
the lakes edge, and evidently used by fishing parties.
They then returned and declared that the story of the

swamp being infested was all fudge. A couple of years
passed, during which many a bloated butcher and cattle

dealer was relieved of his purse; and a few who were AC
foolish enough to dispute about the coin were despoiled of
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more than theïr money. A girl also disappeared; a
buxom lass with yellow hair and blue eyes, about whom
half the country bumpkins had gone nearly wild.'

Our hero shuddered at the recital; but the robber
heeded not his emotion.

' Then came indisputable proof that only persons living
in the jolly swamp could have stolen the girl, taken the
money, and cracked the few numb-skulls; so they re-

solved, in the words of the newspapers of Muddy York,
to cc clean out the odious nest."

'A force of twenty constables, with about an equal num-
'ber of citizens., turned out and approached the swamp.
The force here numbered ten in aIL Ah 1 but we were a
sturdy band then. Well, as I have said, they came, the

intrusive damned fools, to, the swamp, and scattered their
forces about. They found nothing; and this is the only-
fact, they ascertained : that when they assembled at Rey-
nold's inn, of the force of twenty-one that entered the

swamp, only nine returned. They waited till the mor-
row for their missing comrades, but they came not. Yet
not a cry was heard, though there was no wind amonom the
leaves, and wben murders are done the people say, you
year shriU screams." Neither was a pistol shot heard, or
so much as the clang of a dagger. Ah! but it was the

sport to see bow discreetly the thing was managed 1 1
see, young man, you would like to find out the modes.
Well, history not infrequently repeats itself in this dark
wood; and 1 have little doubt that you wiR have an

opportunity of discovering how we accomplish our ends,
and why the silence!

' Strange to say,' the robber went on, "the good people
of York took the matter tamely enough, and many de-

clared their belief that those men who never came back f

must have fallen into shakin(y bogs or hollow swamps. il
in d

l'Ra, ha l' the fellow chuckled, 'they were not very far
astray 1 The "" hollow swamp " was almost like au inspir-
ation. WeR, youngster, w-e have been frequently visited
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by poué8 since, but for the greater part we permit them
to, roam our labyrinths unmolested. Now and again,

however, one, or two, or three intruders are missing; but
considering what a wonderful man-trap the swamp is,

these small matters do not make very much commotion
in the outside world. But we are almost at our journey's
end.' As he spoke the ruddy glare of a fire could be seen
a short way off.

A huge rock lifted itself in the wood, and behind tbis
the gang bad assembled. Their manner at once became
changed upon the approach of the captain; but they could

not conceal their astonishment at the sight of our bero;
for they bad read in their leader's eyes that he was not
destined for harm.

'I bring a friend, lads, who is henceforth a member of
our family. He pinked his man to-day in a duel, and
was cleariDg off in a devil of a hurry, wl)en I offered him
our hospitalities!

" Pinked his man, aye ?«' exclaimed one of the gang, a
hideous looking ruffian with small eyes, bushy eve-brows,

and draggled red hair. He seems better eut out to pink
toads!

'If we want your opinion upon such matters we will
ask for it' the éaptain observed, looking sternly upon the
insulting ruffian.

'We are to, live together, so we may as weffl commence
by getting acquainted with one another, youno-ster,ý* the

captain said. 'This fellow, whose tongue bas just
wagged, is Joe Murfrey, a famous blac-guard in bis own
particular line. Yon respectable flaxen gentleman,' point-

ing to, a villainous looking person with a greenish skin, of
flaxen hair, and an umteady, treacherous eye, 'gives
moral tone to our little bousehold. He, on occasion,
devotes himself with much ardour to religious exercises.
For the sake of being familiar we call him, Jud Sykes.'

The batefýI looking scoundrel bowed and said:
" I am happy to welcome you to our poor abode.' And
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as he drew near: « Ah) so young and so fair, to stain his
sou] with the blood of a fellow-creature! Oh, My poor

young man, repentance, repentance with us here in
nature's sanctuary, where the grandeur of God's worlS,
w ithout any of the di.-sfgurement of man, is all that re-
mains to you now. I welcome you, my poor fallen son
and he stretched out his band. But our hero simply
grave the blasphemous vagabond a look of scom and
turned away.

'There is one other, the fourth and last of the male
members of our humble dwelling, to whom let me also
present you. This is a young gentleman of a very meek

and unobtrusive disposition. He never raises his voice
to a higoph piteh, or makes a noise wben performing any
little job that requires skill. It would seem. as if his
good parents were inspired in bestowing a name upon

him. They called him. Lifter. We have slightly varied
the iname, took a small grammatical liberty with it, so to

speak. We call him. The Lifter. Let me, Mr. Gray, in-
troduce you to The Lifter! Roland bowed with the same
air of haughtiness and disgust. But now that he was
among the unholy crew he felt that he must make the
best of the situation., conformably, of course, with his sense
of honour. The description given of this misereant by>
the robber chief indicates his appearance. He was some-
what below the medium height, and tbough not stoutly

.built, revealed strongly knit shoulders, and muscles en-
during as twisted steel. He had a fawning air, a dark,
rolling eye, anÀà most villainous brows.

« These youDg women attend to the domestic portion of
our labours,' the chief said, 'This one is our Nancy, and
this is Silent Poll!

Roland bowed to each of the girls in turn; and he per-
ceived that while both were handsome, they had that

bold, freeetare, which must always repel a man of refined
or proper feeling., The handsomer of the two-was Nancy -
and Roland ed that he perceived behind the for-
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wardness of her manner a kind of reckles despair; that
indescribable sort of vivacity which arises when hope,
and honour, and everything that is dear are dearl, and

only what is worse remains to live for. This girl had evi-
dently at some time moved in a society different far from

this ; for ber speech was somewbat réfined, and ber bear-
ing that of a woman, more or less well-bred.

From, the moment of Roland's arrival she seemed tobe
more thoughtfül; and the melancholy in ber eyes became
more pronounced. He seemed-if one couldjudge of the
varyinom expressions in ber face-to call back within ber
a thousand memories long dead; to bring before * ber
mind again a world which she had forgotten. Her eyes
were almost constantly upon him.; and when he spoke
she listened with eagerness to every syllable that be
uttered.

One of the first to perceive this was Joe; and a hideous
light gleamed in his dull and sunken eye.

As for Silent Poll; not one word could be said in ber
favour. What she once might bave been God alone can

tell; but she seemed well content with the vile lot to,
whieh she had fallen. Indeed., when Roland saw ber

flaming eyes, and heard ber speech, he doubted if com-
panionship different from. this had ever been vouchsafed
her.

Preparations for supper bad been progressing for some
time before the captain's arrival. In front of the bluff of
rock blazed a fire made of bircb and maple, and on a spit
before this a huge piece of venison was roasting. A hid-

eous old woman, with eyes like a rattlesnake, and draggled
hair coloured like the moss upon an aged fir, stood by
-the spit, which every fe*w moments she turned. Silent
Poll had some lard in a cup, and a smail quantity of this

she, put upon the meat each time that the hag turned the
spit. Nancy extended a sort of camp-table and upon it
placed the drinking vessels; and Roland perceived that
these lawlesg Persons lived in avery sumptuous er,
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Nor can it be said that the white bread, the butterthe large
mealy potatoes, and other vegetables, together with the

Jiu cy baunch before the fire were indifferent to his stom-
ach after bis long ride.

,1 1'11 get the grog,' growled Murfrey ; and turning he
disappeared, seeming to, sink directly into the earth. In

a few seconds he returned with a small keg which he
placed beside the table.

The rays of the fire enabled our hero to, get an indistinct
view around ; and he observed that they were surrounded
by dense tangled forest, with the face of the rock form-
ing an immediete screen from outside intrusion.

'«You woncler, I presuine, youngster,' the chief observed,
why ou',r good company run the risk of building a fire

at night in this wood. Well, such an indiscretion we are
not guilty of when the moon is out; but to-night no foot
save a practised one could maker-its way through the un-
derwood.'

But might they not carry lanterns
I grant you ; but a li crh t is an obj ect that we as well

as they can see. Besides, coming here in.the dark is
about the lut thing in this wide world that the guardians
of order would think of doincr. Their visits were too
fatal in the open day for that.'

At the table the liquor cireulated freely, and as it was
cognac, twenty years old, as the robber chief swore, it soon

brought up the spirits of the gang. To his great disgust,
Roland perceived that the girls drank almost as freely as
the men. After Nancy had quaffed a couple of horris, the

melancholy whieh the new-comer bad a little while be-
fore noticed so plainly in ber face disappeared; andshe
began to bestow marked attentions upon the handsome and
well-bred stranger. Not an act of bers escaped the jealous

eye of Mul-frey ; and as the miserable girl wu ïn the act
of-passing something to, Roland, the robber gave ber a
violent blow upon the arm.

«You are too d-d ready with your attentions,' he

à ;Z11 Â.ýllk--"-,..
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growled, and then swore a terrible oath. Nancy turned'l
and looked upon him with flashing eyes; and ferocious
and bloody as the man was, she did not fear him. A little
later she raised her hom and looking the stranger in the

face., said :
« 1 pledge you welcome, sir; will you drink good-will

and long friendship with me?'
Roland, as we have seen, had from. the first resolved, to

make the best of the deplorable set, so with easy courtesy
and good nature, he raised bis born and said, 'l drink
with pleasure.' But before he had swallowed his sip Joe

bad risen from his seat and, reached his side, and with-
out word or warning dealt him a severe blow on the bead.
Roland's blood boiléd in his veins and were his life the
issue ten times over he would not submit to, the indicrnity.
He sprang from. bis chair, weak though he was from bis
wound.

( Infamous ruffian,' he thundered, 'How do you dare V
and striking the desperado once, twice, upon the temple
felled him like a beast upon the turf. For a moment the

villain lay. as if he had received bis death-blow ; then he
moved, raised hiraself, and was upon bis feet again. At

first he reeled and stacr ered though not from. brandy;
and putting his band to his hip he drew bis knite.
Roland saw the reflection of the glittering blade flash upon
the front of the sombre forest; but he did not move.
The mîsereant approached him. with bis weapon raised;
but our hero was prepared. Drawing his pistol he cocked
it. « One step forward and I blow you brains out! Fur-

ther mishap was prevented by the chief who spram be-
tween the two.

'Enough,' he cried, raising bis band, 'replace your
weapons; and reserve them. for other uses. You have

my congratulations, youngster. You are the rigopht stuff;
jûst such metal as we want here. As for you, Joe, you
gotmwhat you deserve ricËly. Not another word.' No
other word wi-s spokêh; but the robber glared upon the
victor like a foiled beast
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As for the robbir himself whose appearance I have not
sought to, describe so far, his stature was certainly a

splendid one. He stood not less than six feet two inches
bigh ; his chest wa-s full, and his neck and limbe such as
a sculptor might take as a model for a Herculas. #Ris

face was not unhandsome but it was marred by an aU-
prevading expression of cruelty. In his eye there was

no room for pity or remorse; nor was there a feature in
'his face that could harbour a generous or kindly impulse -

or one of honour. His hair was dark but tinged with
gTey; and the cruelties of the man's career had left wide

and horrible furrows extending from the corners of big
mouth into his cheek. It would be too generous to say that
the man bad been born under an evil star; that some
great cross had come to him and turned his being to eviL
For there was no trace of any good; the face, the voice,
the tout engemble of the man were, evil. Roland simply
shudddered as he looked upon him; and he shuddered too

when he reflected that the monster had set his heart to
turning him into a highwayman.

The gang lighted their pipes when the supper was
ended, and the girls cleared the board. Poor Roland, with
the cold heavyhand of Despair squeezing hic; heart, walked
a few paces away from the camp fire, and sat upon a tree-
bole. In a little while the fire had grown so low that no
4ht canie from it save the scarlet glow from the smoul-

dering embers. A deep gloom was everywhere; but it
was not darker than the shadow that had fallen upon

his life. Suddenly the gates of the dusk seemed to, open,
and a flood of silvery light fell upon the world. Looking,
he perceived that the clouds were breaking, and through
a rift in the pall the moonlight flood had been sluiced
upon the darkso*me swamp. With the light came a stir-
ring of hope at bis heart ; and for a minute he surrendered

'himself to, the sweet thought that a time might come when
he, with honour uutarnished, cou.1d issue from the toils,

41
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and take hig place in that world from which his crime
had banished him.

1 It will be forgotten in two or three years at most,' ho'
mu.sed, and at, the end of that time she may still remem-
ber. And then divers avenues, of escape from the hideous
toils were open to, his imagination. Why could he not,
after the lapse of a few months, disgmise himself, go
boldly out of the wood and cross the frontier ? In a re-
publican city he could engage in some honourable occu-
pation; and ïerhaps his beloved might care to hear some-
thing of his ortunes. His dreams had become very rosy
when he heard the voice of the chief asking him if he did
not want to 'go to bed to-night.'
He saw no camps, no blankets, no dwelling, and he mar-

velled as to where they slept or found shelter from the
storm. One by one his companions seemed to sink into
the bowels of the earth, as the robber before supper
seemed to have done, till at last nobody remained but The
Lifter.

« I am waiteen to show you to your bed,' the fellow said.
n a voice as soft as the ripple of an oily stream.

" Why, where on earth does your company sleep
« Nowhere on earth,-' returned the soft-voiced Lifter.
« Come ; we go under the earth ;' and taking our hero's

hand h e* led him to what looked like the mou th of a pit.
A faint light beneath revealed a sort of step-ladder, and
by this Roland, following his guide, descended into what
seemed a cavern. The air was not foul, as one might
suppose, but there was an earthy smell which at first wu

disagreeable enough to, the nostrils of our hero. Ta ïng
a taper, which. was left burning below, The Lifter led the
way for a considerable distance, and then turning to the

riarht entered a sort of aperture or pocket in the clayey
wall to, his right. The flickering of the light here

revealed'a small bed; and setting down the candle the
Lifter said:

14 
1
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"This lis to be your room-while you stay with us; good
*ght.' In spite of the sickeninop sensation that came

over Roland as he entereà this underground hdr, and the
feeling of pain and shame at the part he was compelled

to act) he was soon asleep, and dreaming once again, of
days that held no evil.
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CHAPTER

TUE WAYS OF ROBBER LIFE."ý

URING the night a violent gale blew, rain fell in
torrents, and many a proud tree received its death

blow when lightning sprang from the low-brood-
ing clo d.

But the face of nature was as bright next morning as
a child's face after its own little tempest and its tears
have passed, and joy takes possession once again. The

sky seemed so clearly blue, that one might think, as I
myself often when a child i*magii:ied, that in some unac-
countable way the rain in falling had washed the sky,
and hence it looked upon the morrow cleaner.

White cloudsy like frail, wide tangles of thistle-down,
drove across the sky and belped to form a vast congrega-
tion to leeward.

Overhead, and, for a considérable way upon their jour-
ney, these clouds are white, but when they begin to form
away beyond the reach of the wind, they immediately turn

to a pearl. grey. Sonietimes you will notice a flush of
rose, and often little patches of violet; and if to these
hues be added no other save the semi-universal cumulus
or neutral, you have little cause to fear that the tempest-

wiR renew itaelf. But beware of tbe purple and the
m&y indigo. The purple sometimeà elun up and dis-
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solves itself in joyous crimson, or fair-weather plink. I
bave hardly ever known indigo to relent. When it rolls
or steals into the heavens its purpose is tumult; and if
you miss às tury be sure that someone else, some other
wiaere, wili not.

Roland's heart arose as he stood once more under the
pure honest heavens, the wholesome air tffling his lungs,
and the sunshine, despite bis lot, creeping into his heart.

And althouorh the bush that clad this swamp was hate-
ful as woods could be, it revealed- here and there to our
hero's ken a touch of beauty; for among the evergreens

several maple, beech, and oak trees had thrust their roots,
The dull bronze of the oak, the pale gold of the beech,
and the flushed crimson of tbe maple contrasted richly
and often gorgeously with the myrtle of the evergreens.

' Smitten by the beauty of our vvoods, aye ?'the robber
enquired.

« Yes; I was lookinom at that flaming maple.'
« We are not so God-forsaken here as you might

imagine, young man. A capital- fishing stream runs
through the swamp.'

"Are there fish in that lake whieh I see gleaming
through the bush ?'

" Plenty of them. WeIl fed too, ha, ha! There was
something in the tone of the man-s voice that made Ro-

land's blood run cold.
Oh, yes; you will get reconciled to our ways of living

sooner than you iraagine; and by the time that your
wound is healed you will be longing for exercise. But we
wili Lneve vou plenty of it.)

C iii wil'àt manner, may I ask?'
« Now, how innocent you seem, Mr. Duellist. Why.,

have I not told you ? Have you' not heard what the
occupation is of, the gang of Markbam, Swamp 1 Well,
you will assist us in keeping up the reputation of the
plue. But you will not at fust get work which orily
trained d eau do. I she be considerate enough not
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to, require you to go abroad while the sun is up; but you
will bear a hand at night when no moon is to be seen;
and when the storm kindly helps to conceal suspicious
noises. Now and again, young n-lan, if 1 must be so plain,
I will need you to, aid in breakinc bouses and gagging
noisy fooltz. Sometimes 1 will require you to, crack a
skull, if easier methods fail in the prosecution of our
enterprises. 1 take a fancy sometime for carrying folks

away to our curious quarters; some of whom it suits my
humour to, retain for a time, others of whom 1 allow to
sink into the mysterious hollow swamp. We bave not
carried away a pretty lass for many months now; and it

is quite desolate here sometimes when one bas not
handsome female eyes to look into bis and give hîm

cheer.
" But I have bad my eye upon a girl distant far from,
here. Over a year aggo 1 saw ber in ber father's orchard.

gathering peaches. Lookinom up ber eyes met mine, which
were burning upon ber through the hedge. She gave a

shriek. of horror and ran away. Never, young man, had
my eyes 'before rested upon a being so fair as this. I

might bave gone away and strove to think no more about
her, but the look of loathing as well as terror with whieh

my face filled ber, decided my course. Iresolved to have
her. Before the 8pring buds are on the trees she shall be

here; and one of the offices I shall reserve for you is to
assistmeinbringingber.hither. Imaybe able touseyou

as a decoy; for your face, curse it, seems to find more
favour wîth women than mine.'

& And you brought me here, then, that I might aid you
in such works of infamy

" Precisely.'
« Then bear my answer once for all. Death shall be

mine before dishonour. Rather than assîst you in carry-
ing out the le-ut of your evil deeds I will give my8elf up
to jwtice.' The robbers face grew as dark as a thunder-
eloud3 and a devilish light fiwhed. in bis eye. For a
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moment his hand rèsted upon the haît of his knife; but
only for a moment.

& We shall see,'he replied. ý'I have bent more stubborn
Is than yours. You will have some time to make

choice of my two alternatives. This only have I now to
say: If you have any hope of being able to escape hence

and get into sheltering territory put it from, you. While
you stay in this wood watch will always be upon you.
Should you manage to escape those who guard you here,
I myself will lead the minions of the law upon your
track. - Now get these words down into your craven
heart.'

" 1 perceive, miscreant,' Roland retorted, his eye flash-
ing, 'that you understand my code of honour, and take

advantage of it. You are aware that falsehood and inso-
lence from such lips as yours convey no insult. But

despite your stature, your hunomry knife, and your three
villain associates, here, even in this den I would not

hesitate to, infliet chastisement if I could but do it upon
grounds of honour. Now, ruffian, you know my will.
But defend myself, save from the arm of lawful authority, 1
always will! And he faced the robber, who, probably for
'the first time in bis evil life, quailed. Turning upon his
heel the chief strode away.

You have my word,' is all that he said. Roland then
perceived that the captain in a stern voice gave certain
commands when he joined the group. Muttrey, -with a

dozzed countenance, descended the pit; the respectable
3e.ýSykes followed him ; and a little later the giant

figure of the chief hiniself disappeared into the hole.
I was lis'neen. Heard your words to the capteen,'

The Lifter said to our hero, in a smooth, even whisper.
It is surpriseen he didn't stab you.'

Nancy was engagmed making for herself a wincy gown;
the hag was sewing buttons upon a pair of breeches be-

longing to, one of the highwaynien, and Silent Poll -was
g dough.
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,II do not regard it as surpisin g.' our hero replied.Ye, quoth The Lifter.My, but that's strang )
Two can play at a game of that sort; I do not relish

an encounter, but whoever gets my life will have to strive
for it. But that is of little consequence. W-hat is on
now ?,

'If you will just remain standeen where you are and
keep your eyes open you will see.'

Presently our hero saw a strange head rise from the
cavern; and then the entire figure appeared. The dis-

guise was most complete, and the robber, whichever one
he was, beld a buck-saw in his hand.

« Off buckeen,' whispered The Lifter. The fellow wore
a very ragged coat, and corresponding breeches ; but our
hero could not remember having seen him before. He
stood close to the mouth of the pit lookinom first at Nanc ,

andthenuponRo]aýpd. The jealoug glare setted the point
in our hero's mind. The disomuised ruffian was Murfrey.
The next moment out popped a sleek, respectable looking

personage, carrying a Bible under his arm, and a walking
stick in his hand. He was dressed like a dissenting
clergyman, wearinop at his throat the white bow that
characterizes the Wesleyan preacher.

'The fear of God is the beginning of all righteousness.
Tread ye in His ways, my children,' lie said, raising his

hand above the group. And then pronouncing a benedie-
tion, the miscreant departed.

The robber chief next appeared, and him our hero
could never have identified. Under his wide-brimmed bat
tufts of curly chestnut bair were visible; and his jaws
and chin haël a huge beard to, match in colour.

« Cattle dealer,' whispered The Lifter. The robber's
clothing were such as to harmon ize with aman who bought

and sold. horses, bullocks and flocks of sheep. In his hand
he carried a heavy, knotted stick.

'We return at moonrise, y he said to, the old woman as
ho turned away.

D
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Good luck, good luck to, ee,' quavered the crone. A
pocket-full o' yallow shiners for yourself, me fine dear.'

And she waved her withered arm. after the robber many
times. « Seventy-two, years Pve lived in this bush, girl

anp woman, an' he's the finest one that ever come into it;
'barrin' my other son the Slugger that the p'lice bagged

when he was drunk. But not apeach would he, even when
they put the rope aroand bis neck. He's the sort of a
man for you to pattern b , my youna one,' the old

woman said, turning toi Roland and addressing him, for
the first time.

& Why, old dame, ought 1 be anxious to, bave myself
4ianged in the end, as 1 understand this Slugger was ?'

'Bah 1 you haven't courage enough to earn your bang-
ing. 1 do not know what the captain wants to, bring

such coves as you here for,' she said, darting a malignant
glance at our bero. 'I would be ashamed to, eat other

people's bread and accept their shelter, without trying to,
make myself useful.'

Roland was in one of bis irritating moods so he said:
« I perceive that you are a very wicked old lady; and I

am quite sure that if the officers, could only lay hands
upon you, they would give the birds something to, peck

at. Do you know wbat they -do with bad old ladies like
you 1 Why, they hang them up to trees that stand alone

upon a bleak common; that the 'boys may pelt and the
crows may feed.'

The rage of the old gentlewoman was now so, great that
she was unable to, articulate; and when her fury reached

the most impotent stage, Roland arose and walked away.
Il Do you wish to, take a turn, with the rod V Nancy

asked.
" Yes, I should like to get out of sight of our ancharit-

able granduiother here.'
« Hush ! I would not advise you to provoke her too fax.

If you knew what her career of crime bas been you
would shudder to bring her ill-will upon you. I am
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afmid you have brought a great danger upon your heà&'
Our hero, and Nancy emerged from the wood and there

lay spread ýefére them a lake of shining water, thongh _AU
dark as soot. Its area was probably about twenty acres;
and although ita depth seemed to be great, a black stamp
rose here and there from the surface. The two had not
walked far when the shrill voice of the old woman -vm

heard cal ling
Nancy, Nancy l'
I must leave you; but I will return as soon as caxL
Ihave many things to tell you and many warnings to

give. The Lif ter, I think, has taken a great fancy to, your
ways; and I think you will be able to credit what he says to
you. I will join you up the brook and we'R have a fuh
together. Good-bye, dearie;' and the girl flung a kim

to him from her finger tips and was away.
A minute later The Lifter came whiffling alo% and

joined our hero.
Well, stranger, what do you think of the pa een l'

I think that he is a blasphemous villian; and I wonder
that God Almigbty does not send a bolt from heaven upon
such a wretch.

'But lit is said that they have a good, deal of patience
beaveen. Well, I think they must or they never

would suffer the Rev. Mr. Jonas to walk the earth. 1
often sit a thinkeen about him; and always come to, the
conclusion that he is not 8incere.'

'Cease your knavery, fellow. What purpose can it
serve to talk in this fashion to meV

WeD. I will. 1 like you, because yon knocked
down the bully. I b ave a great likeen for the

fellow's gal; but till you came she cared best for Joe. I'd
like to tell you summat of my brethreen. But say, are

you.here bardand fast?*'
1 féar, aJ I am!

What did you do; kill yo rnan in a duel V and
Uýsighed and bowed his head. 't;ýïz



Then you cannot go away and peach; so l'Il give you
a bit of our indoor history. Y-ou saw these as went out
to-day. Wall, they are off spotteen (spotting). Joe will

goIý some conifortable farm house and ask for a job
saween wood. He can be very good natured and oblikeen;

and pretty soon he gets the run of the hou". If there ls
a silver spoon or a watch in the house he seldom leaves

-- though he often returns day in and day out to the
same house-without bringeen it away. Sometimes he
lears of a man who has a lot of shiners, and if he can be
sure that he keeps it in the house, he makes himself at
home for a few days about the place doeen chores cheap.

HL3 next visit is when they are all asleep; when there is
no moon, and the storm makes much clatter. He escaped
from Newgate in the ould country; came to Muddy York

and got jugged. He broke ban and was picked up one
eveningr as you were on the edge of this swamp. ge wu

the very man they needed here.
« But there is a very interesting history belongeen to the

Rev. Mr. Jonas. That is, as to, how he beéame the Rev.
Mr. Jonas. Well, it was like this. He was caught when

veryyoungatPiccadillypickeen a gentleman's pocket. He
learnt the trade under one Fagran, ajew, the cheffle toaster
that you read about in that new book, Oliver Twiât. He
was sentenced to, three years; but when he got out he join-
ed the pickpockets again; was again caught and transport-
ed to, Australia. From that far away place he beat his pas-

sage to Halifax; and ' worked his way from that town, tou,
tifi he got to, York. He was prime always at workeen an -thing. Well, he got tired of idIeness in York, and one i gIýt

climbed into the residence of Sir Edmond Bond Head, the
ovpnor, and stole his watch. The gov'nor fired, but
tarmed notheen except the glass. The next day hé sold

the watch to a Je w ; but the detectives were on bis track
and nabbed him'. He, was sent down for six years.

,I When two years were served he began to long for a
more active life; and slipPeen one night through the bars

v
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he came away. They put up the hue-and-cry neit mom-
een2 and had half the country at his heels' ' The capteen
met him - said he was just the young man he wanted; and
took him to the heart of the establishment.

c And now comes the interesteen part of the story. Mr.
Sykes wu not an idle man; he would scom -to eat a emmb

that he did not work for; so he wais every day abroad,
and if he could bring in notheeù better he was sure to
return a little after dark with half a dozen chickeens, or a
couple of quarters of lamb or veal around his neck. One-
day he came Mi with something that was not lamb, nor
veal, nor fowl. Now, what do you think it was î Blow
my eye8 if it waWt a Methodi,8t par8on !

« The parson w2s a meek-lookeen man, with a white bow
under his throat; and his name was Mr. Jonas.

" "" What in thunder did you bringg that Sky-pilot here
for? " the capteen asked in his most angry tones; while
ould missus run a screecheen to the cavern.

"' 1 have good reason, 1 assure you, capteen, for the
capture," wu the reply. «' Give the man of God sometheen
to eat, He must pray for us this eveneen. IfIl be as
rood as a circus to fisten to him. It's been so long
since we had divine service in here."
ý'Ah, young man, but it was good fun to, hear that par-

son pray and preach that night. The very

AW« of the dizn-wood rang to tàe authem

that he raised; and I am sure he thought that he had carried
our hearts by storm. He prayed God to soften our ob»

durate hearts; and especially asked beaven to cause these
misigu 0 ded men to relent in their intensheens, and permit
him to go and carry the refresheen rain of the Gospel to

thirsty ground. After the pmyer was ended, I showed
hirn his Such, the s&me wh-ereon vou sle p-t lut night, and

before 1 sud good aight I a8ked hini to pray for me. He
squeexed my hand and ' said:
L' your heart isoftened ? May I depend on you 1

0- - le ý - -C.
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I answered, '« Fear not. I have-been a burneen brand
and you have snatched me from the fire." He tumed hie
eyes toward the clayey roof and, gave thanks. When I
returned to upper air Mr. Sykes had gathered Mr. Jonas'
late congregasheen about him, and thus addressed, the
meeteen:

Brethreen and sisters, I intend to afflnd my life. I
have been a wicked man but the opood, parson below bas
carried the grace of God to my heart. Henceforth my

mission-shall be to preach the word. So zealous am I in
this respect that 1 intend to preach imkad of Mr.
ion«

« For several minutes 1 could not gather what he meant;
but it became quite clear when he added

This conzrezasbeen is large and wealth enough to re-
tain a preael;ýèr unto it-gelf. Capteen, with your permis -
sion, we will keep Mr. Joinas! The capteen, who long
before had caught Mr. Sykes'intention nodded a hearty
approvaL

That eveneen Mr. Sykes took possession of Mr. Jonas'
private letters, recommendations, etc.; and likewise bore

away to, his own diggeens a Bible, several prayer books,
and three or four b mn books belonging to thepreacher.

Brethreen and sisters he said -" I am no longer the
wicked Ned Sykes, but the good and Reverend Mr.PlJonas.

That day, clad in the clergymam% very robes, with a
white tie under his chin, and three holy books under his
arm, he set forth. He visited every Wesleyan family in
the neighbourhood; presented his credentials at each bouse,
and received from. one and all a cordial and Christian wel-
conde. Since that time he bas preached regularly every

Sunday; he has «' the run " of every Christeen bouse in
the deuomination through the county of York. More
Uan this, he le noted for hie plety and eloquence, md

e0ple Who *ill not trust the -%ko deliver,their wèalthp
into hie hands Éër ade keepeen. AÉout twice in the yeý&r
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ho-preaéhes a charity sermon, for the help of the widow,
the orphan, and the distressed, generally; and requeeM
that the amounts be forwarded to, him for disposal.

During bits ministerial misssheen he has- collected about
thirty watches; close upon a basketful. of silver spoons;
while he has led a nîehtly attack upon just ten houses
belonging to hiis parishioners. He has killed, with his

own hand n his own bed, the clasç -leader in the Wesley-
an Sunday 1, and wounded one of the éburch trus-
te«. But he attended afterwards with much concern,
and read words of consolation to, the wounded man!

"My God?' Roland interrupted, «this is sbocking.
Does he still continue at this work of infamous hypo-

CMY
'Bless your heart, yes.'

Eternal heaven, he is not the eloquent minister who
preaches every other Sunday at the Don?'

ý'The very same.'-
Why, I bave gone there myself and heard him, at-

tracted by his great repute. Yes, now that I come to
reffect, this miscreant who went ont tbis morning and

the preacher to, whom I listened with such rapt attention,
are one and the same man.'

ý'I hope that you were made better by his discourse,'
The Lif»r saïct

"And pray,' our hero inquired, ý'what became of the
poor minister, the real Mr. Jonas

Oh they kept him confined for several months, and he
wasted away past beleiveen. Nobody here took to h1iln
like. At last the new Mr. Jonas said to, him one morn- ý,î
@en:

Mr. Jonas that was, pray come do wn with me to, the
aide of the lake that we may converse. 1 like best to
contemplate the might of God through the agitasheen of

the waters; and behold how the storm blows 1
The r, wasted Wealeyan went with him; but he

never e back. An hour later the new Mr. Jonas re-



t,turned; but he made no allusion to the real minister.
We aiterwards learnt that he hud drowned him in the

pond!
" Great God, how horrible!'
ý'There now, you must not say anything against the

habits and customs, of the place. I will bid you good
morneen.' Taking his rod'and line the sleek desperado

made his way up the stream; and our hero was left to
horrible recollection-9. There was a noise among the

parched leaves, and a moving of boughs. Then Nancy
stood before him. She did not expect to find him here
at the first turn, and she blushed deeply.

" I thought The Lifter was with you stilL But I am
glad that he has left you. We shall fish aiid talk here.

Has The Lifter told you anything about the history of the
highwaymen ? y

"Yes; I bave heard enough to m ' ake me sick at heart!
" Did he tell you about the Captain

, No@'
'Well the Captain is his own father; and the old wo-

man is his grandmother. The robber chief's father was
known as "' Nický the Highwayman," a terrible person

whose name made everybody's heart beat fa.9t:fifty years
ago-Y
', But how came you here, Nancy Yoti look different
from the people about you; your language is elegant and
you appear as if you had been born welL'

Stich words, couaing from him embarrassed the girL
But when the blood began to return to her cheek, slae
heaved a sigh so piteous and profound as to move every
spring of pity in our hero's heart.

19Ah, yes; I knew purer, and more happy days,' she re-

rUed; « but to commence my story is âke openingop a-gmain
ounds that once have tortured. My father came to, this

Conn'try when I was an infant uader the nume's care, my
maother having died a few hours after I was born. My
àther had served for many years as an officer in the
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army; and he fought under Lord Wellington, as capý
at Waterloo. He had several connections in this Province,
and shortly after his arrival here, through the influfflS
of the governor, obtained, the position of sheriff for York
and the allied eounties. He built a bouse in the heart of
the wildernew, and cletred a farm, stoc it with horses,

cows, oxen and sheep.
" I found it very lonely during the years of my early

girlhood; and I used to go, despite my fathers wishes,
mueb away from home, spending a day with one friend,

and a week with another. Nor was I choice at -all in the
selection of my acquaintances. My father frequently
used to point out that as I was a lady by blood, I should
seek the companionship of ladies only. But hb remon-
strances never exceeded words; and when I disobeyed,
bis orders he only sighed andwished my mother bad been
spared to watch my welfare.

« When 1 reached my seventeenth year, my friends were
pleased to, tell me that I was «'a beauty," and they pre-

dîcted that 1 would make sad werk among the hearts of
men. I always was a coquette, and to capture the affec-
tions of a man., I regarded as the greateý3t victory a wo-
man could win. So 1 felt proud of my beauky and of my

gifts, for I had a natural way of pleasin'g everybody, and
resolved to make the most effective use of both. In the
spring I looked to thesugar season;- and wished for the
dawn to break upon nightis when the frôst was keen.

When the sun shone out I kinew that the maples would
merrily drip; and when breakfast wu ended, tying on
my bat, I hurried away to, join the sugar-makers. It

made no matter who the persons were, and I used to be
as happy and as much at home among the servants who

did our domestic work, as among the hio,h-bred folk who
were my father's a&*,ociates, In the evening 1 attended
candy parties am'ong the rustics ; and danced and played at
games. The game that pleased, me most was post-office;

ror there was plenty of kiming when playing that. But
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ah! I did like kissing! I always singled out-tbe moet

r pular man in the room for conquest; and no other girl
ad any chance whenever I entered the lists. And in

iipite of tbe preference which. all men gave to, me, I was
popular, and no unkind words were, uttered about me. If

anybody hinted ' that I was a flirt, there was sure to be
someone present who would promptly-say:f cc Oh7 she is not proud'a;nyway. She is a real y lady;
and she is not too good to mix with common folk.'

« Well, in this way things went till I was eighteen.
One evening, at this period, I attended a dance whieh

wound up a 'I qu'ilting bee," at a bouse about a, mile dis-
tant from our own. All the rustics there were known to
me; but there was a stranger present who at 'once attract-

ed my attention. He had not the conscious air and
movement of the country folk, but-sý-eýémé as cool and as

much at ease as if he were in the woods alone. Be was
-bandsome, too, and no sooner did I see him, than I felt at-
tracted by his splendid eyes.

« He asked the hostess to, present him ; and my heart
throbbed wildly as he came up, bowed, and asked if he

could bave the ipleasure of a dance. I readily consented,
and before the party broke up I had given the stranger
all my heart. I had never loved before, much as I had

enjoyed men's company. Yet, although 1 gave my heart
away, I bad some undefinable dread of this dark, daring
stranger, with the remorseless though beautiful eye, and

'tbat dare-devil step and bearing. Many times, again, we
met; frequentiv in the meadows when the gloaming came;
and often in my father's orchard.

'He declared in burning words his love for me and
uked if I would become bis wife. 1 consented. Then

I bade him ask mv father's sanction; but this he would
not listen to. Hi said that our wedding would have to

be k6pt a profound secret; and asked if I knew any
clergyman upon whom I mià t rely to, perform the cere

inonye I knew that it would be uselew to apply to the
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Episcopalian min ister who preached once in the month *
the district church, for he and mv father were the elosest
friends. But Mr. Wyman, a Éaptist mis!sionary, with

whose fatuily I was very intimate, contrary to my fathees
Commandsy I felt sure would not refuse. I bad an inter-

Iview and he consented to wed me to my darling.
« In a little while itwas accomplished ; and writl*ng a

letter wherein I stated what had happened, and tel ing
how I loved iny husband, 1 laid it upon my father's desk

and went away. My busband took me into another
county and provided for my comforts at a little ' rustie
hotel. Ishould have been supremely happy but that he
was oblicred to be the greater portion of bis time absent

upon business, concerning whieh he would not give me
the'faintest clue. I noticed, too, that he always came at

night and went away before the dawn; and tbat he
always seemed afraid of somcthing and of everybody.

Sometimes it ran through my mind that my husband's
reason was not sound; a suspicion that some act of good

judgment or clever reasoning on his part would soon dis-
pel.. But bis long and frequent periods of absence soon
became intolerable and I told him that take me with
him he must; that I was prepared to share labour, and

travel, and storm. with him.
« Il Il you do not take me with you," "' I said one day,

after he bad been absent for a fortnight, «« I shall go home
again and never permit you to see me more! ' I knew he
understood that I would keep my word. He was very
much agitited, and he said to me: , 19 dg Since you desire it I will take you with me. When
I take you th£re shali you see more of me than you have

seen since we were wedded. But hearken to what 1 sa :
I would as lief carry you to the churchyard as to týe

abodéwhich is mostly mine."
« I wais wayward; and declared that 1 cared for no-

thing pjvided that I were with him. One eve he
came d bade me to make ready. He had a pair of
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horses outaide, and across the back of his own steed my
clothes, which, he stowed in meks, were put - For hours

and bours through the night we rode; and when the
fàintfflt tinge of silver showed itself in the east we were

on the edge of this bateful *"swamp. From that day to
this I have never left it.'
« And what became of your husband V

« Later on you shall hear. When 1 discovered who my
husband's &ssociates, were, what he himself wcw, shame,
rage, and despair cutered my heart. I uttered no com-
plaint but tearlessly resigned myself to my doom. The
-revelation, of course, instantly crusbed the love out of

my heart for the man who had betrayed me. Six months
later be was shot by a farmer while committing a bur-
glary. I shed no tears when 1 heard the tidings; nor

have I enquired where they buried him.'
" Whence came your husband

« Re was a gentleman and possessed many aewmplish-
ments. At the gaming table he squandered a handsome

fortune; and he then committed forgery. He flew from.
justice and fell in with the gan of Markham Swam

« And how has your lot been since then 1 A uâh
came into her cheeks.'

« Not indeed as you surmise. Oh, no; fallen though I
am by mating myself with murderers, I have in one re-

193pect naught that can bring reproach. Shortly after the
death of my husband the robber chief offered to wed me.
Ris offer I refused; and it bas never since been made.

To shield myself from, the advances of the rest I have per-
miited the odious ruffian Murfree to pay court tome. He

is my constant persecutor; and he is perâstently urging
that I man-y him, that vile man, Jud Sykes, to perform.
the ceremony. I promised, at the last, to wed in May
of the commg sprîng, but I iahudder tô think of hà
violence now that you have come, amongst us!

y should that make any difference V
« Oh he in deadly jealous of you ; becaum he thinkis

* 1-ey-
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prefer yon to himself. I fear him on our account as
well as upon my own. Be assured that he will never
forgive you for last evening. But, sbe exclaimed, start-a
mg up, ' we had better try for some fish, or grandmother
will suspect that I have been blabbing.'

« Why should we inot go to the pond? The captain
says that there are plenty of fishes there.'

Do not speak of it,' she said with a shudder. Ah,
those dark waters bave many secrets. I am afraid to tell

you; the very bushes about us seem to, have ears,"

7
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ROBBERS AT HOME AND ABROAD.

0 not be afraid,' Roland replied. I am certain
that there is nobody within ear-shot.'
'Ah.1 well, these dark waters have closed over

many an unhappy head, even siînèe my entry into, this
hell of crime.'ý- 1

« The Lifter told me of the minister's fate.'
'I am thinking now of a younop goir]. who was once like

myself. She was the daughter of a wealthy farmer, beau-
tifui and gifted. The horrible chief saw Éer one'day
riding past the swamp, and the sight of her ffiled jiim
with a hideous desire. When next she rode that way he

sprang out of the bush and seized her; and then dragged.
her almost lifeless to, his lair. Ah, my God, how my heart

went out in pity for the sweet young mature ; but what
could I do. The villain bad his way; and all nigbt long
his victim, wailed in a way to melt a beart of stone. They

became alarmed at, her constant cryinom; and one dreary
night the old woman and Silent Poll dragged her to the
edge of the pond. Tying a stone to, her neck they threw

'her in. She lies there,' pointing to, a spot about twenty
yards distant, near a steep part of the bank; 'and the

water is three fathoms deep.
« But she is not the only victim. At a -leaclées

41%
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house Jud Sykes made the acquaintance of a beautiful
girl of eighteen. On a certain Saturday afternoon Margue-
rite, for that was the girl's name, set out, on foot; from
her own house, to pass the Sunday with her aunt. The
Rev. Mr. Jonas, who bad spent the preceding night at

her father's house was aware of the visit; and he was
posted in the bush close to the road-side as the girl came
alohg.

Good afternoon, Miss Marauerite," he exclaimed; «'I
was guthering these beautiful wild flowers, and heard a

step. Guess my surprise, my pleasant surprise, at see*ng
you, my dear. How bountiful God is to give us all those
beautiful wild sprays of beauty. Do you know, my dear,
that 1 think I get half my inspiration from the flowers
not so, much from those which we pamper in our gardens,
as from those which grow in wild, sweet places with only
His hand to, tend them."

«'< How very beautiful your ideas always are," the poor
girl said, as she looked admiringly at her gifted and pious
friend.

Ah, my child, 1 am but a very unworthy instrument
in God's hand. But come with me into.this sombre wood

-you have a full hour to spare-and we shall find a
bouquet for your good aunt. Give her my blessing when

you see her. This way, my dear Marguerite; this way.
If we could reach a beautiful lake, whieh lies about a

:raý1e distant through this wood, I think that I could find
ou some lilies there-some sisters for you. Wheu first

saw you, my dear Marguerite, you reminded me of a

"The poor girl blushed deeply at these compliments;
and she thought that it was so good of this gifted man to,

bestow them upon a poor, simple zirl like herself.
But this is the horrid swampý, Mr. Jonas, where they

say the robbers live. Lots of men have corne in here, and
never came out again. Do yo not feel afraid

I feel no alarm, my timid child. I have wandered

r4



'12

-3»

74 THE FOUR CANADIAN RIGEIWAÏMEN.

many a day through the aisles of this sombre wood. The
boughs grow so heavy and the trees so close as you ad-

vance, that you will find that 'dim. religious light'
whereof the gifted poet writes."
9 ci Oh) if you are not afraid, Mr. Jonas, why should I

be V' and this poor unsuspecting dove followed the mon-
ster toward the snare.

" I will not harrow your feelings by describing the
bewilderment, horror and despair that fell upon that
beaut'lfÙl maid when the naked, odious, hellish truth was
put befýîe her. The Reverend Mr. Jonas, of course,
claimed ber as his prey; and no one gainsayed his right.
Ah) it Yýas very horrible. A week later, through some
means or another, the poor*girl made her escape from the

den, but the old woman and Silent Poll speedily followed.
A short way from the road they overtook her; and when
the fugitive saw the wretches she screamed murder, and

appealed for help. But her cries were soon ended; for
the old woman knocked her senseless with a club; and
the two together accomplished the murder. That night

she wa.9 buried beneath the roots of a great, pine tree ;
and I often go there and sit and think; and watch the
violets that 1 planted upon her gravé.'

When the girl ended there was a speechless horror in
our hero's face ; and two or three tiines tears glistened
in the eyes of Nancy as she hurried through with the
horrible récital.

'I do not understand what motive the chief could have
had this morning in tolerating your rebellious attitude.
Nobody bas ever dared to cross him except Joe, who

once or twice while intoxicated forgot himself. But he
îs too good a man to put aside. I am sure that the chief
must have made up his mind that you shall aid him in

some desperate enterpriie which, - he bas in mind. Ile
speaks"much of some beautiful girl whom he isbent on

capturin'g. 1 believe that he expects your assistance in
.the enterprise.'
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Fle and his hellish crew shall rob me of my last drop
of life-blood before 1 will so much as raise a finger to aid
either him. or them in any work of infamy or crime. He
knows, that ; and I do not think that he will try any
more persuasion! ýî

'Do not be too certain. If he did not expect to, make
use of you, you would have been put to death this morn-
ing as coolly as if yoù had been a dog!

« Well to make that matter easy, more than the chief
would have been needed at the killing.'

« Ah, you know not his giant, brutal strength, 1' fear
that he could crush you like an infant!

'I have no such féar. I dread him not, either with or
without arms; and I rather concluded thi-s morning that

21

the fellow is as much coward as bully.'
Well ; it may be so. But your safety is by no means

assured. Lying as you did in'a doorless room last night,
you were at the mercy of Murfrey's knife. And I well

know what a stealthy murderer that is. Your danger
to-night would be two-fold, for you have iÉade of the old

woman a deadly enemy; and of silent Poll the same.
'You will require to be unceasingly on your guard

against treachery; and it will be never safe for you by
night or day if you have not your knife or pi8tol at your
hand. I would recommend both - '

" Then what is to be my safeguard in the t? i
must sleep sometimes; and 1 shall surely be murdered!

'I am glad to say that the chief this morâing ordered
that you should have an inner room, to, which there is a
sturdy door. Thiswill be lockeýd upon you every night from
the outside. I believe that the captain is half afraid von
will attempt to escapebecau8e you said this morning that

you would glive yourself up to justice rather than stain
your honour. You will be able to sleep without alarm

therefore; but lest an attempt should be made by the
old wornau or by Joe to open your door from. the outaide,
you had better barriSde it frora the inside. You have
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done well in making a friend of The Lifter, for he is «fery
much devoted to mysef ; and bitterly *ealous of Murfrey

whom he detests. To me, therefore, you must ap ear as
to Silent Poll; and henceforth I shalt be more Tiscreet

than-1 was last nigght!
And why were you indisereet 2. Why did you drink
so much of that fiery spirit?'

ý'I hardly know; but I think it wu the pleasure that
1 felt at seeing such a face as yours, one so noble, frank,
and honourable, at the table!

'But drinking, in that way, it beconaes impossible for
you to preserve yourself unsullied, as you say you have

done!
Here the poor girl blushed again.
I grant that appearances are much against me - but I

have told the truth. Seldom since coming here %> have 1
indul,çYed so freely as you saw me do lut night. But

even last night I had full control of my reason.'
« Ah 1 brandy is accursed stuff, my poor girl. Shun it

as you woulcT a deadly poison. 1 perceive by your face
that your drinking habit iç; a stronger one than you your-,
self 'suppose. 1 have therefore a favour to ask. It is this
that whatever comes,,.»ou drink no more spirits!

She looked into his face, and the tears started to her
eyes. It

« Oh! this indeed is something that I bad never ex-
pected. It is like a voice speaking out of the tomb of

Hope. But what would be the use of this unlesà you
have some hope for my future. I have none. Have you,
oh! have you any hope for me Her voice was piteous,
passionate, pleading.

« And why should I not hope for you ? I cannot see
that you have been an accomplice in the crimes of these
horrible people. A victim you are, and naught else that
I can seo. Of course it cannot but seem strange, inexpli-
cable indeed, that you should so mutely accept your
doom that you have neyer made any attempt at escape!
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« Beeause I was afraid. They have often told me that'
voluntary -i-ekdence among them makes me criminal
equally with themselves. And oh, I wu afraid to face
the world's pure and honest face. How could 1 ? to think
what I have lived through, all that 1 have seen, these

fearful years! And she put ber hands upon ber beating
temples. 1

'That is the talk of despair; and is utterly unwor-
thy of any man or woman. As to your guilt because
of (« -oluntary residence," that is not true. Besides, it

would be difficult to, show that it is voluntary; especîalty
wben they found it necessary to raise these fears in your
mind in order to retain you here.

'Now I have hope; and why should you despair. Sup-
pose we seal a compact between us to have as our highest
aim our escape froni this den ? Think you not that we

could in good time accomplisli it?'
" Ohy do not raise these hopes in ine. Should they grow

in my heart and then be crushed acain, I know not what
should become of me. 1 could not live.
'Well,,this is mv programme: To tarry here as best I

may until the spr1nýr. It would not be safe for me to
venture away any sooner, for the sleuth hounds are on

my track. But the laws ire will have cooled by that
time; and together we should be able to inake our way

to the American Republic! The girl threw herself upon
lier knees and turned ber streaming eyes to beaven.
Never before did more hearýy prayer of gratitude a--seend

before the throne of God. Then taking our hero's hand
she kissed it; then arose and became calm. They spoke
no more about the matter; but their escape was hence-
forth t e great aim of their lives. A minute later Thç
Lifter j oined them.

'I suppose you have been baveen a jaw together,'he
eàd. " I hope she told you about the lake and why the

Capteen wodt eat the there. They're too fat for hà
likeen,
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Nancy's air was so serious, for she had within the past
hour become a changed girl, that The Lifter could not

help noticing it.
suppose you are lamenteen because your sweetheart

is away to-day?'
I am not, Lifter. I feel j ust as happy with ou asy

with him. But mind do not tell him that I said so.'
'Oh, you need not trouble about that. I am too cun-

neen to run risks with Joe.'
Then the party ascended the stream, and found several

still, pools of water varying from myrtle to coffee brown
in colour. Each such piece of still water had a congre
gation of foam, bubbles ; and no sooner was the cast made
than the float went down like a stone.

In the delightful excitement Roland frequently forgot
the verils that surrounded him; ýwas often quite obli-vious
to de fact that he was in the toils of a den of robbers.

Strange to say he had come to think less of the bloodupon his ow'M bands since bearing the istorh y of Mark-
ham Swamp, and flndiDg himself a prisoner, amODg the

horrible fiends.
Having caught five or six dozen speckled trout the

Darty returned to the lair. That evening the chief and
ýoe returned, the face of each dark and threatening.
There was no hilarity, and supper was eaten in silence.

Then the robbers smoked for an hour, while the girls re-

e aired torn garments. Nancy did not raise her eyes from
ler work; but there was in her face a new light, the
4ht of Hope,
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'UNDERGROUND -MYSTERIES OF

OW that the reader may feel himself upon sure
ground as to the facts of this true stor-y, I may
state that Roland likewise learnt from Nancy

that the gang had a rendezvous in a piece of dense wood
known as Brook's Éush, close to the mouth of the Don

River« It is also a fact that when the den at MaAham
was ýroken up fin Ily, some of the surviving desperadoes

took up their permanent abode at Brook's Bush, where
they kept an illicit still. Down to fifteen years after the
date of my story the community was every now and
again startled by tidings of robbery, outraggre or murder
at the Don; and the lut notable act of the gang was the
murder of the editor of the Coloni8t, one Hogan, a mem-

ber of the legislature. His taking off was done by a
woman who struck him upon the head with a stone whieh

she carried in a stocking.* The body was then thrown
into the Don where it was picked up a short time after-
wards.

As for the people of Markham, they lived in constant
terror of'the miscreants lodged in the bush so near their

*Scores of ffloonfi living in Toronto nowremember this outrage; but
anybody cm verify the fact by turning to the files of the newepapers of
thom days.-TEz Aumoia.

I'Z

THE SWAMP.
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cloors; and they estâblished, an efficient staff of special
constables for the protection of life and property.

Markham township had been settled about forty-five
y8ars before, principally by a numb-er of Dutch families
which moved thither from. Pennsylvania but to the

rather picturesque little village of the same name, nest-
ling among the pines tbat fringed the River Rouge, came
straggling immigrants or persons grown tired of the soli-
tude and the privations of backwoods life. But to distant

eortions of the province this thriv*g village came to, be
nown rather through the terribl« reputation of the

adjacent swamp than through the thrift, comfort and
progress, of the people. So much then for the "-dry' but
essential facts of this narrative.

On the following morning the chief and Murfrey > went
away again ; and in obedience to the command of the

bag our hero, accompanied by The Lifter, who had instruc-
tions to shoot him if he attempted to, escape, proceeded
to a portion of the bush not far distant to eut firewood.

Although he had " zoughed it' for many a season in the
Woods, Roland was elumsy enough at the regular work
of wood7CUtting. But taking off his coat hebegan bravely,
and The Lifter swung his axe with a will a short way
distant. After they had eut what would make about a
horse load, ey carried the billets upon their shoulders
and threw them. into a hole about thirty paces distant

from that by which they descended to, the. subterranean
abode. The pieces struck with a dull sound a èonsidera-
ble distance down; and The Lifter informed Rýland that

down there' was the wood-shed.
1 But I suppose you are curious to hear sometheen

Ïbout this underground place ? All strangers are.'f -
I am certainly much interested in it. I èannot con.

celve how your gang could have hollowed so large a place
as this seems to me. Why, it bu been an enorznous task,
requiring 1 sbould say, a hunrred meii for many months
to Èedoïne
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Our de gang did not make this holllow. But if you'Il
exculse mey not like the way you have of styleen our
Party- «« Gang " iWt a nice word!

« M'ho did the excavation then V
" God,' replied The Lifter, with an assumption of sol-

emnity that really wu comie.
Pray cease this blasphemy.ý I do not wish to hear

any more of it. I am over-sick of this hypomsy now.
But God it was all the same who did this; and 1 shall

tell you how. You know that River Rouge did not ai-
ways enter Silent Lake at the place where it runs in now.

It entered down ther'e; see where that old beech tree
stands!

« But this makes the matter no élearer!
Weil, you know, the ground here is very shaky, and

the sývamp beneath the shores of the trees is softer than
p orridge. A long time ago, during a heavy spring freshet,
the river became daramed about a quarter of a mile
from the lake, and the wholebody of water was turned
in another direction. But înstead of flowing over the
land, it sank into the great mus of soft bo below, and
forced its way underground, till. it reachel the laite-

there by that old beech!
'The clay into which tbe-iroots of the trees bad fasten-

ed themselves was quite solid, and wu beld fast in the
thick tangle of roots. So Éor many years you could hear
the river floween beneath the ground with a subdued

gurgleen sound. Hunters avoided the wood for some
careless persons bad come here and fallen through the
holes into the rusbeen tide. Their bodies were afterwards

found floateen in Silent Lake. One day my grandfather
and two of bis men came to see the treacherous under-
ground river; and they moved. cautiously down the

fitream till they came wherait sank into a hole in the
ground, that looked like a huge sluice-way.

My grandfathér looked at the mange Sw*ht for a time,
then at the great bridge of trees and Uýïiders that
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lay across the original course of the river. They won-
dered -why he gazed at all so earnestly; and why his

eyes grew so bright. Then he slapped the capteen, who
wu yet a boy, upon the back, and said

Just the very place we want. Here we will have a
t caistle of our own, where no limb of the law can

ne US.
But you surely would not think of liveen in this dis-

mal swamp they all said at once.
My intensheen is notheen else," be replied. Let us

go away for the present." Then they all left the wood,
the young men wondereen what my grandfather had in
Mis head. A few, days after this, my grandfather and all
his friends came with picks, and axes, and crowbars into
the swamp. No one knew yet what plan he had form-

ecl. Leadeen them to the bridue that I have describe&
he said:

I want that bridge eut away."
Why ? " tli ey all asked.

Can you tell," he replied, " what will happen when
tbisbridoreiseutaway?" Thentheyfellathinkeenand
my father said Id bed, and will run no«I The stream will go by the -Ô

longer under the c-round." "Ah, father,» the capteen shout-
ed.ý "I you are the wise one after all. We will have a

first-rate castle under the forest in the stream's tunnel!
Exactly, my son."' It was all quite clear to ourhero

now. For a full quarter- of a mile did this tunnel, cover-
ed over with shallow turf, or a treacherous stretch of moss,

extend.
« Weil continued The Lifter,« they waited till the tun-

nel became dryand then they made a house and sleeping
places underneath. The whole length of the tunnel, waà

tfflteid, and wherever they.,.Wtended the roof should be
strong, they propped it up; and those strong places they
used as brid 31es!

« Ah;, it is plain now what the chief meauf about all



'UNDEWROUND MYS IES OF TH SWAMP. 83

the unfortunate men who droýped through the i3wamp,
and were never heard of more.

So he has been telleen about these. Yes; they caiùe
tumbleen down through the holes as they cro'ssed, and

they fell so sudden -that they bad no thne to cry; and be-
foire they could know where they had got, we come along
and killed'em. In the night they were dragged out and
put in the lake. I remember how tired myself and
Silent Poll were with the heavy draggen. Then it was

so hard to get stones that were heavy enough to keep
the body under; and that you could tie easily.' While the

toil of carrying the wood went on, The Lifter continued to
describe many deeds of horror committed in the dark
piLý In the afternoon, Nancy joined the two, and they

examïnedthe mouth of the passage-way. But the fflual
eve would not have looked twice atý- the ot for young61 -fàketrees were so planted at the edge of the that their

boughs thorougghly screened. the opening. She informed
our hero that the other end was filled in, and trees were

growing where once the flood nislied down with the
speed of a mill-race. The greater part of the autumn was
spent in cutting and carrying firewood, and the chopping

continued till the hag one day announced that there was
« plenty in now till next summer! p

Be on the look out now for the treachery of the old
woman and Silent Poll,' Nancy said when the chopping
was ended. You can be of little more use now, and 1 am
satisfied t4t you are marked for vengeance. I suppose
you ýarry your pistols V

'Invariably.'
ý'And your knife
« Likew*se.p

It is WdL**
When not fishing or doing labor lous work, it was cus-

tornary with The Lifter, as well as with- our hero, to sit
among the women and assist them in such offices as the

peeling of turnilis or potatoes; and holding the yarn
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Eikein whilst one of the women rolled the thread into a
ball; or in scouring the knives and forks. One afternoon
while all the men save The Lifter were absent, the group
was seated round a small open fire. Ilanging from the

crane was a ot of fruit wbich the ýag ýwas boiling.
Here Pol, ball your yarn,' th e ol woman said. "- You

will hold the skein for ber,' plointing to Roland. « You
may read a chapt(-r from Dick Turpin,' turning to The

Lifter. « We-will not want you, Nancy. Take a turn up
stream and try to, get a few fish for supper. There,

make haste now; don't stand there, you lazy jada'
Nancy, for some reason or another, had fastened her eyes

upon our hero, and there was a pleading, frightened look
in them.

Roland vaguely understoodthat she w.is warning him,
but against what particular form of danger he could not

define Resolved to reassure ber, he nodded bis head in
a meaning way, and said:

c Off you go, Nancy., and get the fisb. We'Il take care
of -ourselves till you come back.' He laid emphasis upon

tlie " take care,' and somewbat at ease, Nancy depart-.
ede

As I bave said, the old woman was standing at the pot,
and silent PÔ11 had so arranged the seats that while
Roland held the skein upon bis ha;nds bis back was
towards ber mother. The Lifter sat side-wise, and began

to read Dick Turpin. For many minutes the reading and
the stirring went on; when suddenly Roland noticed that
the dull seraping of the 'slice' against the bottom of the
pot had ceased. Turning bis head he met the eyes of the

old woman ; and observed that they were aflame with a
wild sort of light.

When I hears a chapter from that ere book it makes
my blood get warm, and I thinks I am a young woman
again. Attend to your holding, young man. You see

the thread is slippingr off yo-ur bands! Roland did as he
was bidden, but he could not help thinking of the mar-
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vellous effect, that the story of Turpin's dare-devil deeds
had upon ber. A fit mother for hiomhwaymen,' he mut-
tered, meditating. At that moment The Lifter, who

hap ned to rame bis eye from. the page, cried out:
out, Roland l' Quick açi thought our hero

sprang to bis feet, but in doing so received a terrible blow
on the shoulder. Instantly he eaw that The Liftees
warning bad saved bis life; and that the blow whieh he

had. received upon the shoulder was aimed at bis head,
The hag stood before him with a short iron bar, used as a
fire poker, in ber hand; and ber eyes blazed with a hate
that was devilic3h to, look upon. She approached him
again with the bar uplifted, believinom that he was stunned.
and disabled; but thrusting-his hand into bis pocket he
drew bis pistol and cocked it.

« Advance a step, you infamous old murderess, and
your brains strew the -noundo' She was foiled and let
dro ber weapon. But for the hell of rage that stormed.

wituin ber she must have some outlet.
she sereamed, « 80 you have tu rned traitor to your

own; and launebing the bar at The Lifter's head, 8he
knocked him. insensible to the ground. The unfortunate
wretch lay where he fell, without making a move, and
Roland perceived that the blood welled from a wound
in bis head.

So you warned. him, did you V she screamed again,
and stooping she picked up the bar and raised it above
bis head. Roland well understood the murder in the old

misereanes eyes, and leapinor forward seized the weapon,
wrenched it from ber grasp, and flung it far into the

bush.
« Touch him not, or your miserable Efe will be the for-

feit.' She made no reply, but simply scowled with the
hatred of a fiend upon him. Tuming then sbe resumed ber
work of stR*Tm»g the fruit in the pot, At this moment

Nancy, whoft face was white with. anxiety, made her
appearance,
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Fetch some water from the spring,' Roland said, 'I
wish to attend to his w-ound,' pointing to, the prostrate

Lifter.
« How has this happened ?' Nancy enquired, in an

anxious voice; thouorh she was thoroughly familiar with
such scenes of violence.

This old monster here was aiming a death-blow at my
head, and he warned me. This is her revenge; and she

would havefinished ber work upon him had 1 n'ot inter-
fered. Don't go for an instant, Nancy, till I complete -

what I have to, say, once for all: If this old woman'
and ho poked her hard upon the shoulder with the muzzle
of his pistol, « ever makes an attempt upon my life again,
I wM shoot her like a mad dogp, even thouoph evgry rob
ber of the cave, were standing by. I shall be justified in
doing this by, every law. Killing is a game at whieh
twô can play; and kill I will the next person, be that

person man or woman, who makes another attempt upon
my life. Caution no one will ever find me to give agaî
Now, murderous old she-wolf, you understand me V and,

as he concluded he gave her such a thrust with his
wea où that she fell across the fire. With a scream

Silent Poll arose and pulled the old woman of£ the burn-
ing sticks; but not before tbe crone's gown and apron
hfýd taken fire.

« Water! water? screamed Silent Poll, for once boist-
erous.

I shall get her inone,' Roland replied. < It is fitting
that she should go to, hell in a blaze.' - Nancy seized some
slops that stood in a vessel near by, and throwing them
upon the old woman, quenched the flames. The murder-
ous hag was white with terror; and Roland saw that for
&U her cruelty she was a eat coward. Her hands were
badly scorched, nor did her face escape a singeing.

'Take down to my býd, Poll; thi* villain, I am
afraid, has been the death of me! Taking her grand-&

1 1
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1 mother's arm, this precious wench led her tenderly to the
cavern's mouth and down the ladder.

You have conquered the old woman,' Nancy said;'
and it is weIL She is now in dréad of you, and will not

be likely again, unless her chance is sure, to attempt your
life.) d

'Violence, I shall meet with violence,' Roland replied.
'Of that be sure. But now let us look af ter this poor
wretch.' The Lifter had lain where he fell without mov-

ing a muscle; but upon taking his wrist our heiýp found
that bis pulse beat.

'He is not dead, Nancy; dash water in bis faée. The
girl did so, and presently The Lifter opened bis eyes.

1 Oh) I thought 1 was dreameen. 1 W'arned you; if I
didn't she would have crushed your head. I knew she
was contemplateen geme harrn. Where is she now ?'
Roland related all that had happened ; and The Lifter'
seemerd-to be more his friend than e"er. After Roland
and Nancy had bound up bis wounds he crept into the
tunnel and went into his bed. Silent Poll returned with
a scowling face when -the old woman, whom she had
" dosed' with brandy, went asleep, and resumed her yarn
balling. Roland lay upon the ground and -read. When

Poll bad finished her thread she descended the cavernY
and Roland and Nancy were'left, to themselves.

"Suppose we go now and explore the tunnel, Nancy; I
am anxioùs to see the extent of this retreat of murder
and crime!

'We can descend b a hole close to the tallest of those
three pines yonder,' Ye said.as*she seized a small coil of
rope and led the way. 14aving fastened the rope around
the trunk of the pine, she said:

< We descend by this. I go first -'and I shall tell you
to come when I am dow n-.' In a second she, disappeared

and presently he heard hér telling him to come. The
semàtion, as he descended into the pitch dark cavern, wu
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not an agreeable one; but when. his feet touched bottom.
Nancy took him by the hand. 1 'l-

'We go this way; presently your eyes will be of some
use. She had spoken the truth. After our hero was a
few minutes under ground the walls, roof, and floor, of the
tunnel became fairly visible. As for the floor it was hard
and level, the flood baving carried all the turf and earth
away, leaving the rock bare. Here and there a mass of
turf and clay had fallen from above, almost impeding the
progress of the explorers; and Reilatid was well aware
that the peril of walking through the place was not
amall.

When the river sank into the soft swamp, it did not
take a straight course for the lake, but wound now to, the
right and again to the left according to the solidit of
the ground. In addition to these sinuosities there were

several pockets or alcoves along the tunnel, as if the
stream, had here found passage for a short way, and was
then obliged to recede. The walls were oozy, and little
rivulets trickled through, and went rippling over the floor
of the passage.

« A short distance from the dwelling,'Nancy explained,
a dam has been put befure this stream, and it runs
through a channel which they eut for it into Silent

Lake!
The two explorers now reached a point W'eU licrhted,

and turning up his eyes ]Roland observed a number of
holes in the roofing.

«.Ah; this is a treacherous spot,'
« Yes; and from here nearly to, the end of the passage

the roof is much like that. It was all along here that
the men who came into'the bush fell through; and as

they fell the old woman, Poll, and The Lifter despatched
them with clubs. Did you never wonder why we are

risky enough to light fires by night and assemble by day
on the open ground V

'I have thought that the risk was great, indeed; but I
had no way of accounting for it.'
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UNDERGROUND MYçITEMZS OP THE SWAMP.

Il welly it is impossible for anybody to approach WÎthout
having to cross this tunnel at its dangerous part. Why,
the very day before you came amongst us, some young
man, after woodcock in the swamp, strayed down this
way, saw- water glimmering beyond him and walked

towards it. He fell through, sir, at this very place. Ris
le was broken by -the fall, and he moaned very loudly.

Mrge of the tunnel and everytblng that it may catch
has from. the first been held by the ord woman ; and either
she or Poll passes through it every day. The poor sports-
man was found by the old woman; and when she apý

peared he was astonished, and besought her assistance.
]But he e ly was made with that very same iron poker
'twith rhicet she attempted your life to-day. Silent Poll
and The Lifter afterwards dragged the bodv to, the pond.

How my heart achee as I heard-the dog of Che poor young
fellow whine as it went about the wood seekinop for ita
master. The captain 8ent The Lifter out to fetch the
amimal in, but the poor brute seemed to kmw that

harm was intended, and it went back, further, into the
bush. All the night it cried there,; but'at sunrise Mur-
frey crept out with a long-barrelled gun and shot Pt."

They bad noýw reached the extremity of the tunneL and
Nancy suggested that they should hasten back.
« Above all other things we must preveut them from
surmising that there is any friendship or unclerstandi
between us,' Nancy said, « and the only way in whick

this can be done is by your pretending to, hold me in the
same sort of cold contempt as you bestow upon Silent

Poll. You must impress them with the lâidief that you
look upon me as an abandoned woman an a murderess.
My part shail be to show sympathy with the old woman
in w-day's offence, and to denounée you. I shall speak
of you to Murfrey, as well as to the woman, as a desperado.
In doing this I shall serve the double end of blinding

their eyes, and of making thém fearyour arm.' To this
plan Roland cordially agreed, and the two returned to
the rébbezýs
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CHAPTEÏR IX.

DISCIPLINE AND OIHER INCIDENTS.

N the morning after the foregoing occurrence break-
fast was taken at the usual hpur. All the robbers
were present; and the Rev. Mr. Jonas thanked

God for the repast, and begged that his brethren would
be given strena-th from, above to carry on the Pood workic 9
in which they had engaged.

The old woman liad taken her place at the head of the
table*and upon her hands and face were many plasters.
The face of the captain was as dark as night; and he did
not for many minutes speak to anybody. At last, when
the meal was nearly ended, he fixed his fierce eyes upon
Roland.

« Those whose hearts are too craven' he said to go
out for adventure among men, like to- amuse themselves
by assailing old women.'

« She may thank the fiend who presides over her destiny
that she came off so easily,' Roland replieà with the most
consummate coolness.

« But the fact remains,' sneered the chief, « that while
you are afraid to face men, you wreak your vengeance
upon an old woman.

« If you were not what you are, a despicable villain, I
ishould open this discussion by saying that you are a liar.



KIM 99 'lit
»W

DISCIPLINE AND OTRER INCIDENTS. 93

I vrill merely say that, at all events, I am not afraid to,
meet you now or any other time, here or any other where. .
The effects of this daring speech was much the same as if
a thunderbolt bad fallen out of the heavens among the
party. As Roland concluded he rose from the table aad
placed his back agwnst the bluff face of the boulder.

The chief did not re?]y or make any demonstration of
violence as they all e*idently imaorined that he would.

Murfrey looked meaningly at his captain; and then rush-
ing from the table, approached our hero. He had his fiand

in his hip pocket, and there was a gleam of brut-al fero-
city in his face. Roland immediately drew his pistoL

« Ruffian,' he cried, 'I am always prepared. If- ou
make one step further you fall where you stand. ?m

not afraid of you, nor of your captain, nor of any one, or
of all, your bloody band. I seek no quarrel with any-
body; my great wish is to avoid quarrel; but as you
choose, one and all, to, insult me., and to attempt my Ide,
this ïs my only course! The robber was dumbfounded,
but he was speedily recalled to his senses by his chief.

« We will deal with this fellow at some other time. I
have a different matter on, band now. Take this rope
and fasten an end of it to his arm,' pointing to, The
Lifter.

The poor wretch knew that some horiibld punishment
was in store for him, and his face grew deadly pale. Other-

wise he showed no sign of terror.
Murfrey fastened the cord, securely, as directed, and

.stood awaiting further instructions. But the chief had a
lecture to, deliver before he gave the order; and this wu
the lecture:
ý1 I desire one and all to know why this punishment is

in-flicted. It IÎ8 for trea,8on. My mother was about to take
vengeance for insult offered her by this man,' pointing to,
Roland, 'but my son interfèred in a way that you all
know. Now I am glad that my mother did not succeed,
for I have an object in keeping this young man here for



the present. Nevertheless, the fact re * that The
Lifter broke the compact whieh binds us loyally to, one
another. Hoist him up, Murfrey l'

This burly robber threw the rope over an oak linib,
arid directed The Lifter to stand " plumb under.' Murfrey
now tightened the rope but he could not raise The Lifter
from the ground. -
" Since this punishment is for the promotion of one of

the ýTeat virtüès,',chiuned in the Rev. Mr. Jonas, « I may
help you.'

The exertions of the two- robbers availed, and in a
minute the unfortunate Litter his face convulsed in

agony, was hanging by one arm four feet from the
Èround. Our hero bad looked on, a silent spectator,

while this brutal act progressed, lamenting his powerles-
ness to prevent it. But when the robbers coolly took
their pipes and began to smoke, paying no heed to the

agonized moans of the victim, a courageous resolution
formed itself in Roland's braîn.

« To save my lifé,' he thought, « this poor wretch in-
curred and suffers this uunishment.' Be had no sooner
made up his mind t1ý e made a stf»p from bis seat to-
wards the group.

How long do you propose keeping, him therer The
captain did not reply, but Murfrey made answer.

« Perhaps an hour, perhaps two. But what iB it of your
business? Do you wish to, get strung up V

It is so far my business, that if I can releasé him, not
ten seconds longer will he bang there;' and saying these
words he strode towards the tree. Facina in such a man-
ner that the entire gang was in front of hiin he drew his

pistol, and by the aid of his left - arm began to ma e his
*&y up the tree. He paused on the Erst limb, fur he
perceived that Marfrey was about to, sprifig upon hiriL
« Thé fimt man or woman that makes a move to, hinder

me, I will shoot! Murfrey stood irresolute, then moyed

, 4 *z
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a stop nearer to the tree, whereupon Rf3land promptly
covered him with bis weapon.

This was more than the bully had looked for; and
upon noticing that no one seemed disposed to, assist, ho
turned away and joined the group. With one blow of

bis knife, then, Roland severed the cord, and The Lifter
leIl like a log upon the turf.

Descending then he found that the miserable wretch
had fainted from bis suffering; indeed, for a time ho

could'discover no trace of a pulse.
"Nancy, fetch me a glass of brandy, immediately.'
Nancy looked at'the chief as if to ask his permissio'n

but he mèrely said:
4 1 have no concern in the affairs of this whelp.'
" Then 1 will go' the girl said, and darting below, she

soon returned th a fiask. Forcing open The Lifters
mouth, Roland poured in about half a glass of brandy,
which in a few seconds brought back the sufferer's pulse.

When he had reaovered. hîs consciousness he said in a low
ýývo,îce:

Stranger, you have made me your friend. You are a
man.

Meanwhile the old woman bad begun to storm and
gesticulate.

What bas the place come to V she screamed, « if the
master is to be bullied before us all. Is there no one

here who will take this impudent upstart and tie him
up?

Nobody moved.
Pack of cowardly curs,'she screamed, « to allow a thing

like him to frighten you so.'
Peace, mother,' interposed, the Captain. Some things

are to be punished, others to be tolerated. I thin you
May Safely allow, all these matters. to remain with me.
For the ?rosent let nothing further be said about this
business. The old woman sUbsided with a scowl; and
Murfrey's eyes gleamod. like a bemt who has resolved

Îer
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that hîs prey shall not esSpe 0 The robbers threw
themselves around on dried bushes strewn about for such

purposes; but Roland and The Lifter took tbeir guns and
set out through the bush to hunt partridge.
à g You saved my life to-day,' The Lifter said, as he look-

e in our hero's face; « and if ever the opportunity comes
I will show you that, wicked as I am, I can be gratefuL"

'Peace. There is nothing to be said on that point.
You saved my life ; and we are square!
'Ah, but it was different. I did it among my friends;

you among your enemies!
« I should like to ask you a favour in return for what

you consider my generosity, then,' Roland said, looking
at bis companion.

" Name it; and if the thing be possible, I shall do it!
" I would not think of asking if I did not know it to

be possible.'
1 Well, the favour I ask is not for myself, but for an-

other! ]ELis eyes had sought those of the robber, and held
them in their earnest, entreating gaze.
'And who may it be that yau ask this favour for?'
'For yourself' The Lifter was exceedingly astolaisbed;

and he did not interrupt by words. " Yes; my greatest
wish is now that you wül do me the favour of doing

something for yourseiL
« And what is that ? '

"-To make the resolution, to give me your word, now,
here, that as soon as possible you will give up this life of
crime, leave this odious lair, and seek your living amoDg

honest men!
« Ah,' bis companion replied, with a deep sîgh, 'you

ask me to do what is impossible!
9 why impossible ? Is it that you are too* deeply

attached to the ties of this place, to your mode of life, to
break the one and give u the other

. 'l It is not that; no, inTeed. But what would become
of me were I to leave this place 1 1 am not so good at
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dis-auises as the rest. 1 would certainly «be caught and
given to, the gallows.'

You will allow that I know as much, at least, as you
can know on this matter. I do not consider the risk
great at all. Your disguise would carry you through

Canadian territory, and once in the United States you
would be fret to go among good men -and earn your

bread. It is true that you never can make thorough re-
paration for all the crimes -to which yo have been an

accessory, or all the misery that you have Llped to create.
But you eau atone to, some extent for the past. You
have many gifts, and 1 am sure that you would win a

comfortable position for yourself in a world that guessed
nothing of the early chapters of your history.

'Suppose that instead of doing this you elect to rem
here. There is one chance that you may go fret through

all the dangers of your trade of blood; but there are
ninety and nine chances that a violent death or the halter
shaU be your ultimate fate.

'Besides, you may be sure thaf, the law will not much
longer permit this lair to, remain undiscovered. Your

captain is now busy planning the abduction of some
young lady, who is, so far as I can judge, a person of

note. This will once more incense publie feeling aimlns -
your band; and judge how it must fare with you should
the law be triumphant! . à,TJpon earth there is notheen that 1 should prefer
doeen to what you say. But do you really think it is
sometheen 1 ought to look to, V

'You have my opinion.'
'Then I pledge myself to do as you desire, and I shall

be ready to lea-te here when you say '« go " or «« coiiàe."
Roland stretched out bis hand.

It is -Wen; it is a bargain.. Leave you all the reet to
me.

After they had roamed the woods for some hours-

Jr
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during- whieh the secured a dozen brace of birds-The
Lifter said:

Are you aware that you are to be a prisoner to-night V
No.'
Well there is a highway robbery on hand to-night,

ancl I am to go with them!
Do you know what the robbery is V

Yes; a nejo 'lad, the servant of a very wealthy stock-
raiser in a distant part of the township. The servant is

to, return home after mon rise with a large sum of
moneyp-, from the sale of several droves. The cattle dealer
is gouty, and he has no faith in anything. His servant
brings the money home, because he will not trust the

banks. The Capteen does not care about entrusteen you
to the keepeen of the women; so before we depart you
will be fastened securely in your own * room. But you

will have one friend at home. Nancy, I believe, like my-
self, would do much to serve you, although she is obliged
for her own safety, to, pretend that she considers you both
dangerous and untrustworthy.'

When supper wu ended that evening Roland noticed
that t]ýe robbers made unusual preparations. Before they

departed the chief addressed our hero:
I have no reason to put any trust in you. Therefore

you shall henceforth be treated as a mad dog. Go now
to your room; for the door must be made secure before I
leave.

MY only regret to-night,' replied Roland, 'is that it
es not in my power to thwart you in your infamous

plot. It is well that you set this watch upon me; else I
should go from the wood and inform your intended vie-
tim of your designs!

To your room, sir. Some time you may go too far.'
This is a point that 1 have no desire to discuss) you

odious robber. My word you have heard, and you hear
égaýn,,,tfiat I ca*re not for yciur threats; that-I defyY-OU

and dmJare you to be as cowardly io you are bloody and

uî à
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bad.' He had faced thek band, holding his pistole in his
hand; and he moved backward towards the pit. He then
noticed that Silent Poll was not among the rest; and he
was unwilling to, trust himself to the mercies of this'crea-

ture.
I shall not descend tiR the girl joins the rest;' and he

now stood in such a manner as to have a view of the-rob-
bers and the old woman, as well as of the tunnel's mouth.

The chief shouted and Silent Poll came forth with an
extremely bang-dog expression. Then Roland descended,

entered his room, and elosed the door. In a moment
it was securely fastened upou the outside with sturdy

mon bars.
The robbérs then set out through the, wood for the road

by which the unsuspecting negro must pass. The heavy
clouds which had crept in upon the sky at the set of sun

now beggan to part, and, before the miscreants had emercfed
from the bush, the deep dark of their path was here and
there parteil by a shaf t of silvery light. Through the
tree tops a glimpse of the sk could be oc"onaHy

obtained; and although no leaf quivered in this sombre
swamp the clouds, raced across the face of the moon,

sometimes shutting ùp the heavens in dark, again allow-
ing the glory to stream, forth and bathe the sky in pure
splendour.

We had better be mounted,' the chief said. 'The
negro is a good horseman, and he will likely have one or
two others with bim. We have little time to, lose! The
robbers then bent their steps to the stables where the
horses of the band were kept. A deaf mute cared for the

horses, a man with a face so villainous looking, as to
make it entirely indescribable. Standing upon the top

of the bleak common, with drifts of moonlight shot from
the openings, with flymg clouds above, every now and

again fal upon it, it looked well like the lair of mys-
t -%,ry and crime.

'The robber chief laid his finger-tips with a gentle sound

en
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upon the door, and immediately the -mute pushed back
the bolts; and then stood aside to let the robbers in.

1 WeIV enquired the chief, « have they passed to, York?'
and the dummy answering (for it was only to the country

side that he was deaf and dumbï said:
1 Yes, he and a big country loot passed about twelve

O'clock.'
« So early!' ejaculated the captain. 'Then we are not

here any too soon.'
« Shall I saddle V
« Immediately-Do vou think these fellows will figght V
They were both heavily armed. The negro carried a

heavy cutlass and a pair of pistols.
Ab , then the swamp bas its terrors for them.'
I am sure,'put in the evil looking mute, 'that this

nigger will fight like a devil. But as for the galoot that
goes with him, I'm sure tbere's no sand in him. Easy,'

the fellow exclaimed, « I hear hoofs now - and no doubt
'tis your man!

ilnto your saddles,' was the Captain's order; and im-
mediately the four men sprang out upon the road.

A heavy cloud had drifted across the moon, and when
the robbers rode down from the stables, the night was as
dark as pitch. When they reached the highway they

found themselves close to their victim, who, for some
reason had halted.

ý'Surround him,',naid the Captain in an audible whis-
per* While he was yet speiking the cloud drifted off

the moon, and the situation became clearly revealed. The
negTo sat upon bis horse, bis head thrust out as if antici-

na.tMing mischief. The country loot of whom the groom
spoken was not with him.

« Surrender 1 sbouted the robber chief in a carefully
dis *ud voice. The black i!rmediately slid from his

» horse, and etood in such a manner that he had the pro-
tection of the animaL

The robbem then rode toward him but raising his arm
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he fired at the Captain. The chiefs horse received the
shot in the breast, reared high, and then fell sidelong
upon the road. The next shot fired from, the plucky %
negro bit The Lifter upon the right arm, brea it close
to the shoulder.

The suddenness of these casualties deterred the high-
wavmen for a few moments; during which time the black

waa edging towards the woods. Nature seemed now as
if in conspiracy aomainst the robber., for at this moment
another heavy eloud rolled across the ý:noon. In the sud-
den darkness that followeyd the ný TO escaped into the
bush, through whieh he moved witf a tread as noiseless
as the rabbit. From the road he could hear the curses
of the outwitted highwaymen.

'I will follow this black imp,' the Captain said. Get
this beast off the road, indicating the dying horse « then
go home. You can set bones, Sykes

Yes) God bas so blessed me,' returned the pious Mr.
Jonas.

Then attend to his arm at once upon your arrivaL'
The Lifter was exceedingly pale from the pain of Ida
wound and from the loss of blood. He seemed to have

no beart in the affair before the rencontre ; and noticing _41
thïâthe Captain wondered much. And if anybody had

been watching the face of the wounded highwayman
when the ne o escaped, he would have seen his eye
lighten with satisfaction. The Lifter was in very truth

27a changed man. So much for the influence of one who
who is good, zealous and strong of purpose 1

Like a sleuth hound the Captain set out along the
road which he believed the negro would soon take; and
we leave him in pursuit, while we go back to the lair,
where the life of our hero stands in grave jeopardy.
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]BURIED ALIVE IN ]RIS 1100M.

OR SOme reason then unknown toRoland, there was
no rAndle in his room wb en the rob-bers shu t the bolts

outside; so he wasobliged to make the best of the
darkness and the solitude through the, long autumn even -
ing. As may be sup osed no air came to, the sleepmg

_JL rooms save through t e mOuth of the cavern; and as the
aperture above our hero)s door had been likewise closed,
the air was oppressive almost to suffocation.

He shook the do'or smote it with his heel and caIled
aloud many times for Nancy. After a while he heard her

voice in the tunnel and knew that she waa coming.
« Well 'lie heard her say, « it can't do any harm to ask

Ilita what he wants! He knew then that the old woman
waa protesting against the girl"s response to his call.

ke Again he shook the door and cried out.
'I am suffocating foir air!

screamed the bagm, ' I knew he wanted to get out-,
Now stay in-your pit, my gamey young'un, and thank

heaven if you ever come out of it alive!
'I ain speaking to you, Nancy; 1 do not want to come

out, nor do I ask you to open the door. All 1 need is the
reinoval of the hatch above my door, Soi that some air.

may come in!
« May the devil take me if sheil move the hatch. you
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want to creep through it. I know what youd be at.
Back now to your bed, Nancy aný ifJ ketch you about
here again to-night, beware.'

'Good-niçrht, &ir,' Nancy said; 'when the Captain gets
back i shà tell him about you. Then you will get what

you want!
Roland fell into a sort of reverie a short time after-

wards; and how long he so remained he could not after.wardssay- But he was called to consciousness by hear-
ing something soft fall, and smash, as it seemed to him,

into small particles upon the stony floor of his room.
Something fell thén upon bis face, about an egg's wei ht

and size and taking it into his band he discovered tct
it was clav.
Springing to his feet, he lighted a small ' taper' match
and examined the ceiling. To his horror he now dis-
covered that the beams which stretched across to, prevent
the clayey roof from falling in had been removed. He
was certain that they bad been there that morning, for

as he arose he observed a spider weavingo, a net from beam
to beam, and wondered what she expected as prey. He
was certain that the beams had been purposely taken
away ; and his blood became chilled with horror as he re-

flected over the motive.
The clay and turf still continued to fall, now in small

pieces, and again in huge flakes, till the rock and bis
couch became covered. 'Could the dropping be acciden- 1Ï,

tal?'heaskedhimself. "Would the clots if undisturbed,
fall so rapidly ? How was, it that when he first entered
the vault this evening, not a particle of anything came
down V

He stood still) bis bead almost touching the ceiling,
listening as if to catch some sound. But for a minute he
could only bear the tumultuous beating of bis own heart
and the occasional downfall of a fragment of clay or turf.
At last he did hear something; or ratber more felt than
heard iL At inter" of a few seconds apart he felt the
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walls of his room vibrate as if under some powerful
blow; and succeeding each vibration was a shower from

the ceiling. Tbe truth, naked and horrible now rushed
upon bis mind: hi,8 enemià were trying to bury him

alive.
Gradually the sound of the blows grew more distinct,

from whieh he -gathered that the misereants were not
about to content themselves with pounding the surface,
and trustinom in that slow fashion to, accomplish theïr crime.
Plainly they were delvinor throucrh the coveriing which
Roland judged was about four feet thick; but as to
the manner of implement they were usinom he was puzzled.
He had not long to, wait, however, to determine this; for0 a little while the ceiling began to shake violently, as
if something like a pile-driver were being forced by a
series of blows through the yielding -turf. What the re-

sult must be, too easily could be foreseen. The ponder-
ous driver would first send all the lower portion of the
ceiling into the room, and a premure from above would
force the outer portion in.

He had a large knife in his glirdle, and bitterly did he
now reproach himself for his lack of caution. Why had

he not examined the room when he entered it in the
early evening ? Then with all these long1ours before

him., he could have eut his way through the door. He
understood now why the candle had been taken a-way

from bis room. Yet another form of question ran through
bis terror-tortured mind . wbo were the miscreants at
work above him ? That the old womau and her daughter

had a hand in the undertaking he felt quite certain; but
surely all those, mighty blows could not have been dealt

hy the old woman and her daughter. Had the robbers
returned from their mission to the road, and if so, was

the Captain privy tp the proceedings? He would not be-
lieve that he was, for he kne w that the chief was reserv-0 for some selfish end. Ile then gave up bis
questioningm and rushed at the door. But an elephant
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flinging himself against those sturdy oaken boards and
posts could not force bis wa and Roland recoiled with
a feeling of numb despair in his heart. TÈlen with one
of his bed-posts he began to pound upon the door, calling
upon Nancy and The Lifter to come to his rescue.

M this moment an enormous mass fell from the , roof,
and striking him upon the heud and back, felled -him.
senseless to the ground When he recovered, a
kind voice, Naney's, was whispering in his ear:

We outwitted them, didnt we Are you better
now

« We werejùst pulleen you out as the whole thing caved'
in and filled u the room said The Lifter who ended his

words with a groan. The pain of his broken arm. was
very severe.

« It will be rather good fun in the morneen, when you
appear among them, at breakfast: they think you are

buried alive. You will come to my room, to-nigbt,'Roland
there's room, enough for two!

Roland's brain was still bewildered, and he had many
questions to ask.
Good niomht,' Nancy said, soffly, " I must be away. The
Lifter -will tell you all about it.' When The Lifter reached
his room Roland n-tiëed-that-h-is arm was in a sling, and
learnt full tidings of the attack upo--n----th-e-negro, and how
the captain was absent from, home in pursuît of-tUë

Joe Murftey, who had been in league with the old woman
and Silent Poll, assisted by Rev. Mr. Jouas, had driven Mi
the eaàh-roof with a heavy log made like a pile driver.
The conspirators believed that The Lîfter and Nancy were
sleeping; 'and they will never kno" concluded The
Lifter, with a joyous chuckle, 1 how you got out!

In the morning all save Roland had assembled about
the breakfasttable, and a sound of triumph, was in the
voice of the hag.

The living cannot -subsist by the dead,' murmured
the Rev. Mr. Jonas. & Even though our poor brother lies

G



The old woman seemed for a time to bave loýst the
use of her faculties, and she raved in the most incoherent

"S fashion. Taking little heed of their disappointment, RO
land helped himself to mainy of the good things upon
the table, and retirin a little way he seated hünself at9
breakfast upon the dry turf. Before doîng so he coolly
drew from, the pocket at his hip one pistol, and from

that at bis breast another, laying both beside him on
the ground. With the knife in bis girclle he eut his
bread and meat; and when bis 'meal was ended, sharp-
ened it, most ostentatiously, on a stone near by, now and,
again giving a glance, in whieh there was threat as
well as defiance towards Murfrey and the Rev. Mr.

Jonas.
Mother hag,' he went on to say, ý1 I do not think that,îý I can offer you any more grace. The attempt to bury me

alive I attribute tô, your charitable brain. I suppose you
think that you have me at your power now that you have

deprived me of a sleeping room. Wellthese are my terms,
dear old lady: unless you give me up your be oom, whieh
la fiubstantial enough for my needs, I shail shoot you the
-fimt 81ant I ge Then I can hold my own against this
precibus preacher of the. Don here and his wnfederateg.

*k
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ready-tombed we shall begin our repast, thankful that
our unworthy lives still exercise His care.'

« Here's brimstone and blazes to the whelp in hell,'
shouted Murfrey, as he, swallowed niorh upon a tumbler
of brandy. 

tD

" You ruffian!' They all started., and turning, observed
Roland standing by the mouth of the tunnel, whence he
saw and heard q;l that had passed. The two leading

conspirators were simply speechless from. amazement and
rag itn a

ge; andthen 
Murfrey'seyesfell 

upon 
Nancy

dark look of suspicion. But the girl returned his look
with one of such innocent, enquiring wonder that he was

. la A -1- 'L - -1 À.'Lý*_ A 1- 1- À-1-
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,But should the strain of holding my life against these
prove too great I shaU fall back in good order into the
wood, and make my way to the nearest magistrate, where
I will render myself up.'

« You seem to have foromotten,' he went on, with a
peculiar voice, " that if I choo.3e to turn King's evidence

ai.rainst you all that the den contains will be unearthed
while I go free.'

Every word of this harangue had been heard by the
robber chief, who was re.tuming from his expedition, but

whose footsteps were so noliseless that they could not be
heard

-2-
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CHAPTER XI.

SCLNES LEADING TO THE CLIMAX.

HE robbers soon dispersed and left our hero alone by
the bole of a fallen pine. 1'Zi>ney appeared in a
moment, and, as she passed our hero, on herway to

gather branches for fire kindling, she said :
" They are all afraid. Are holding a consultation now.

They will give you the old woman's room.'
Then Nancy was gone. Everything was as stiR m the

solitude of the tomb; and Roland could hear the part-
ridge 'drumming' among the silent aisles of the wood.

He sat upon the tree-bole meditating, and the words
of Nancy somehow gave him courage. Presently he
heard a rustle in the dry bushes beside him, and, looking
he saw a fallow doe making, her way with quick but
dainty tread towards the lake. He saw that she had not

seen him, and that she was coming for the very spot
where he sat. So he laid himself noiselessly down in the

shelter of the huge trunk, and drawing his heavy pistol
awaited.

In a few seconds the ünsuspecting animal was within
half a dozen paces of him, when, rising, he fired, one, two

shota, and the pretty mature fell over, headlong, dead.
over he opened the jugular artery so that the

blood might run out of the meat, and cause it to be white,
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-although, some of -the conneuoeur8 of game prefer the
retention of the blood, as the Meat) they affirm, becomes
gamey' in a shorter period.

The pistol report brought the rob«bers instantly from
the lair with alarm. in their laces.

« What is this ?' demanded the captain.
" A fallow doe was passing down toward the lake, and I

fired!
« And missed it,' sneered Murfrey.
« It is a fine fat one, captain,' Roland said, taking no

notice of the ruffian ; 'come and feel it,'
lt is more than you could do with a pistol, Joe,' the

captain replied, turning to the hang-dog robber, who, with
a very disconcerted air, hulked away from the scene, prob-
ably in search of Nancy.

It may be objected here that the robbers would not be
likely to, give their captive the opportunity of escaping
which he must bave had by being alone. 1 have to reply

for the sake of the small critics who read my book, and
to whom tli e publishers are very glad to sell it, that there
was only one means of escape for Roland, and that was

along the lakeward side ' of the tunnel. But the passage
here was eommanded by the eyes of the gang, who had

been underground in consultation.
After the doe had been quartered, The Lifter, taking

Roland aside, said:
'You bave frighteen'd 'em. You are to bave Granny's

bed; and the Capteen swears that he will punish the
next attempt upon your life as ïf it was made acrainst his

own If I want 'em made away 'ith," he said, " I11 tell
you, and will make the way known." I think he rather

likes your pluck, although he is as mad as blazes that
you will not take a hand with us. But I don't think

tbey'll try your life any more, th ough you m ust be always
on your guard! Although the conversation of this young

robber was most sincere, the above words sl*pped from his
lips like dripping.oil, and he had in his âde a c
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look, strange and repellant as of yore. But the cunn*
was now against his confederates, and active upon Br%

land's side.
« Suppose,' he said, « we take our rods up the brook.

We may catch sometheen! They went and had ex-
tremely g - ood luck; and rnany a day thereafter, till the

stream became covered with a thin crust of leaden-grey
ice, did they continue the sport.

In the meantime the robbers went abroad, and Roland
occupied the room of the hac, who went with Silent Poll.

When the first snow drifts came swishing through the
bush a large tent was erected near the mouth of the

cavern, and in this the meals were eaten and the house-
hold work performed.

This season became very irksome to Roland, who, at
the first, had no books to read save 'Claude Duval,'?
'Dick Turpin,' ' The Lives of Forty Robbers,-' and « Six-

teen-String Jack.' But one day as The Lifter left the lair
to, go to Muddy York he put a guinea in bis hand and a
slip of paper containing the titles of certain books that he

desired him to bring back. These were (The Abbot,'
« The Monastery,' ' Zanoni,' and ' Anson's Voyages.'

Re likewise put a sealed letter into his hand directed to

« Miss ASTEit ATWELL,

« Oaklands, York County.'

This letter bas been placed into my hands. It is yel-
low now, and worn so where folded that it makes eight
different pieces -when -. 6pread out. But the writing iS

legible, and I transcribe its : contents, .which were as fol-
lows:
,My OwN BELOVED ASTER,

« I do not know how I ought to commence a letter to
you, or in what term3 to write it. I do not know
whether you share in the general horror and detestation

of my crime; or whether you look upon it as an ut
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foreed upon me, an act unavoidâble, in defence of my
honour. The blame for the lamentable occurrence, 1 feelý

after long deliberation, ought tobe laid at my door; for
I was too preéipitate, and by my haste no doubt pro-
voked the insult.

'I did not at the unlucky moment know what it was
that aroused the evil spirit within me; but, oh, Aster, it
was in the depths of the sheltering foirest, wounded, and

set upon by the bloodhounds of the law, I discovered
first the reason. Ah, my darling, it was then, and then
for the first time only, that 1 knew how dear you
were to me; that above all things in heaven or on earth

I loved my own sweet Aster. But how helples.9 now,
how agonizing was that love whieh my misfortune had

fanned into such a sudden flame.
'Well, as vou know, my beloved, I escaped from. the

officers of thý law, and the impression is abroad that I
am in one of the neighbouring States of the Union. I am
in Upper Canada and quite near to you, " so near and
yet so far." Where my place of biding is I may not tell

you. Yet this much, Aster, I may say, I am ný,ot here of
my own choice; I was taken here by force, and by force

I am detained. Ah, may I hope that the day yet shall
come, when it will be meet for me to present myself to

my ow-n darlinu, the first and onl love of my life.
'Yet, why, Aster, should 1 address you thus ? I am a

murderer before the tribunals; and whatever I be I am
perhaps only a friend in your eyes. Some offier one

may now find the place in your favour whieh once I
fondly thought I held.

" Oh Aster, if I have done -wrong, m(--)st bitter has been
my punishment. I could not for shame, write to my be-

loved what my lot has been since my painful parting. I
may escape the toils set about me, or I may perish in
them.. But ob, my Aster whatever issue fate allots ta

me, believe this that my love for- you shall be my only
istar to, the end.
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' Let nobody be aware that you bear this letter,'
Roland whispered when an opportunity offerect

The Lifter raised his, er to his lips.
It appears that Murfrey, whose eyes were ever on the

alert, noticed that Roland gave some injuinctions to The
Lifter, and he likewise obser-ýed the latter lay his fInger
upon bis lips. Turning to the Captain, he muttered a few
words in a voice that was inaudible, and the chief turned

and said:
1 Treachery has been charged against you. 1 do not
know whether the charge is true or faIse. Murfrey says

you are the bearer of some secret correspondence for the
-duellist.

1 1 know not whether he speaks the truth or not. But
I will make no investigation; for if I did and found the
charge made good, I should shoot you where you stand.
I will take your word upon it.'

The Lifter did not wince under the harangue. He did
not, indeed, look at his father at all, but kept his eye
upon Murfrey.

< And,' said he, 'before 1 reply, may I ask what you
ought to do to anybody guilty of slandereen r He looked
-with a full face of hate upon Joe. It will be perceived

by this that he w as not in the fullest sense « converted ; '
for you ' must pray for them that persecute and calum-
niate you.' I am like The Lifter in this matter. I never

ray for my culumniator, but 1 pray for guidance as to
ow I mày cru8h bim. My prayer, I may add, has now

and again been heard.
« With respect to ý the charge," resumed The Lifter,

Roland gave me a coin and with it a slip of paper on
whieh were written -the names of certain books that he

wanted me to buy for him in Muddy York. As I passed
him he whispered me not to let anybody know ; because I

suppose he was afeered that you might object. I put my
ers uPon my lips; because 1 thought 'twas no harm to,

bring the books. Thats allop
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The moralist tells us that ' no lie can be lawful or
innocent.' Now I take it that some of the old numb-

skulls who wrote such things in the church catechisms,
and books of that ilk ought to, be drowned in the bottom
of a well. A good clever lie of this sort would raise The
Lifter more in my estimation than if he were able to re-
peat the Forty-Nine articles off by beart, orbegin in the

Yulgate with 'Pater Noster, qui e8 in Cceli,8,' and go
through wi-bhout drawing his breath to , Sed, libera no8 a

I accept your explanation,' the Captain said, and The
Lifter hurried away on his errand to town.

The books were little short of a blessing to Roland; and
wheu nothing else was to be done in winter, he sat in his

sleeping-room-which was the one best ventilated among
the lot-and read by the light of a candle. How often he
laid the book upon his knee and sighed, thinking of his
beloved Aster, wondering how she had regarded his letter.
In this way many a dreary week went on during which
he grew pale and weak from. pining and incarceration.

When The Lifter's arm became well, that repentant and
unwilling robber was obliged to make up for lost time.

Ilis first most important enterprise was to, obtain entrance
into the bouse of a large cattle dealer in York, the testy
old person by the way, whose negro servant he had en-
deavoured in vain to rob upon the highway. It became

known to the Rev. Mr. Jonas that there was a strong box
in the old gentleman's bouse, and the same was full of

yellow shiners.' It was secured, the clergyman observed,
by three padlocks besides an ordinary lock. In the pick-
ing of locks The Lifter was an expert by instinct ; and
when the worthy father discovered this gift he at once

sent him to a locksmith in York for a period of six
months.

ý'Make him as expert as you can in his trade by the
end of that time and forty pounds sball be yours!

The honest locksmith looked wonderingly at this burly
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cattle dealer who would pay so much money for giving
hisson a smattering knowledge of the trade. But he
Consented, and at the half-years end The Lifter came out,
prepared, as he said with an oil chuckle " to tackle any
lock.'

Wel4 as I bave said, the scene of operations chosen for
The Lifter now was the house of this old man; and the
money in the box was the object.

1 am sorry that 1 have to go stealeen again,' the
fellow said with a sigh to Roland, and then he explained

Ï'r his mission.
'But that is more than stealinu. That will be rob..

bery; and if you are obliged to enter the house after
night, it will be burglary. Do you know that the law

provides death for burglary
am goeen to get myself invited in. But I have

often burglared, an I did not think they could hang me
for it.,

They could ; because the law presumes that a burglar
will commit murder, and comes prepared to commit it,

rather than suffer himself to, be taken in the act!
« Oh, groaned the poor wretch. '31any a hangeen

have I earned. But all the same I must do this. Say,'
he cried, suddenly turning and laying his hand upon

Roland's arm, " when do you think we will be able to
escape out of tbis place Nancy would like to come

too, I know. I am very fond of her; and would like to
marry her and live in the States!

I shall let you know when 1 think the time is oppor-
tune. Meanwhile, do as little evil as possible; and if you
Sn deceive the captain in this present enterprise, do so,
and leave the locks alone! Then The Lifter was gone.

That same evening towards the -set of sun as 'Old
Snarley-ow, as the miserly farmer was called, wa-9 limp-

ing in from -the out-houses to his residence, he saw «> ir-
achinghis gate a lad with a pale and dejeèted face ]ýL

was fiaxen and his had in it just the slightest

IPI



115'ORDENES LE-A ING TO THE CLIMAX.

tinge of apple-green. Imagine wasting such an exquislite
colour upon the complexion of a robber 1 He hobbled to-
wards the gate of the stately old mansion, towards
which. Snarleyow was also hobbling; and he called in a

feeble voice in which you could catch a note of pain:
'Good sir, 1 pray you to give me the shelter of your

bouse for the night. Please, sir, do. Snow is drivinom
out of the east, and the wind is bitter cold. 1 cannot
live this night if you do not take me in; for I am ill and
lame!

Go to, blazes about vour business. Be off to the poor
commissioners ; they'll attend to your case,' replied the

old man as he looked around., bent, and crabbedly
thrusting the end of bis stick several times into the

ground.
'But I shall die before 1 reach the poor commissioners,'

answered the invalid in the same soft, sad voice.
Then die, and be d-d to you for a tramp,' the old

man said, poking bis stick once more into the ground and
resuming bis way. But he was seized with a violent fit

of coughing, and almost tumbled upon bis turned up,
cross old nose. When he recovered he tumed round and

fairly danced with rage, shaking bis stick at the poor way-
farer, who stood meekly by at the gate, shivering there

like a dog.
Never a move did he make as the old man with menac-

ing stick approached him, which. so incensed Snarleyow
that h e hastened bis pace to, a decrepit run. But, as
perverse fate or the green-complexioned gentleman àt the
gate would have it, the old man tripped across a pump
handle which. was frozen in the ground, and fell directly,
and with all bis might, upon the tip of bis mz retroumé.

TTpon the ground he lay spluttering, writhing, and gýV-
ing vent to an occasional shriek till there was a h in
of feet inthe mansion; then the meek and jaded tra-
veller moved gently away till bis person was hidden Mi the

oc.
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pines. Standing against a giant bole the traveller thus
soliquized:

To please Roland 1 'promised to be good; and I felt
much good in my heart. I w&s goeen to find some way
of deceiveen my mates; but the old Christeen was too un-
charitable and 1 shall pick his locks. He would not care
if I was dyeen, starveen on the very snow before his eyes.

Yes, lIl pick his locks; and what comes to my share Ill
9 ive to the poor.'

Now which of these two men, that robber or the
respectable old miser Christian, finds more favour in God's
sight, think my readers?

Well) The Lifter decided to rob him, and I am glad that
he did. 1 am not dealing with a case in the moon either.

1 know this old man well; and 1 am acquainted with
some others of his kind.

About an hour after the soliloquy above recorded had
taken place a weak set of knuckles rapped upon the back
door of the miser's dwelling. The fairies had put, intift.iý crystal Chinese white, many ferns and much delicate but. 1

tangled tracery upon the panes of the kitchen, yet through
them the flaxen-headed stranger saw a round face, and a

pair of bright blue eves. The door was then opened and
the ýiead asked

"Who are you ?'
'A poor wretch, tired, ill, lame and hu«ngry. If you

will but let me go into- the kitchen a rug will serve me
for the night.'

'Yo'u're the same one,bad luck to you, that so in-ithated
the masther î'

'l merely asked him for shelter. 1 said nothing else,'
replied the Lifter, in his very softest and, meekest tone.

am a poor Catholie boy, ghd the Protestants about here
have no mercy on us!

He had guessed Bridget's religion ftom, her tone.
-Divil a bit of me blaives you're a Catholie. Not one.'
In the name of the Father, an& of the Son, etc.,' said
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the Lifter, piously crossinc himself. « And I can give it
to you as the priest does in the morneen at the maw, «« In
nomine Patrü, et Filio et Spiritu Sancti f " again crossling
bimself. 'And I have been at confesheen, and said this)'

wtstriking his breast, "Mea culpa, nwa culpa, mea maxima
culpa.

0 begorra, you"re one right enough, God bless you
come in out o' the cowld, you poor cratur! Now the

truth is that The Vilter was not a Roman Catholic, but he
made himself ac,4ùainted with a little of everything to
serve him in his diabolical profession.

Poor Bridget t-ended, him as she would a weakly in-
fant, and made many enquiries touching his friends,

pursuits, etc., all of which he answered promptly, in his
smooth, insinuating voice. Indeed, before he was in

Bridget's company an hour he hobbled over and *kissed
her, whereupon she blushed, put up her apron, and

said that he was 'reviviný purty fast since he got into
the hait ov the fire.'

'My, but your poor knee must be very sore,' She said,
looking at the hugeswathing that enveloped that part of
his body. 'What's -the matter wid -it An evil ?

yes, Bridget; a runneen sore. My life has been
ebbeen through that hole since I was a child of twelve.'

Poor Bridget looked with moistened eyes upon the
smooth-faced sufferer; and he struggled to his feet again,

and saluted her wholesome lips.
The reader, of course, is not imposed upon by The

Lifter. Inside these ostentatious wrappings our convert
carried his skeleton keys, pieklocks and screw-drivers; in

stead of a' runneen sore' upon the knee, he had an en-
tire tool chest there ; yea, littlefiles with teeth so fine that
the noise they made would not be nearly so loud as the
gnawing of a mouse.

Wonderful stories did the converted robber tell to
Bridget before the glowlin fire that winter's evening;
and *hen the last sounds of the reti m*g inmates had died



-lie -

120- THE POUR CANADIAN RIGHWAYXM.

away he waa not yet ended. Neither was Bridget will-
to part from such sweet and interesting company.

sleek rascal saw this, and looking slyly into Bridgelfes
delf-blue eyes, he said,

'Only for my affliction I think I might get some girl
to marry me.'
Bridget sighed and looked down upon bis amber hair,
eed, if The Lifter is to be believed, éhe paffled her

fmgers caressingply through these insinuating locks.
When the visitor wu certain that everyone was aaleep,

he arose, and loo about him, said,
'This must be a very large house. Many rooms in

it
BUI Oi ; a morthal large number.'

'I have never seen the house of a rich man. Would
you show me through My eyes are acheen to, see the
valuable furniture and things!

Aisy, till they get asleep, my lammie! He was so
gentle that he suggested a lamb to her Milesian imagina-
tion. He therefore told her some new version of thees lbbanishiùent of frogs from the Island of Saints by St.
Patrick, and expounded the trinitine mysteries of the
three-leaved clover. She was delighted; and I believe
that had he 'popped the question," she would have said
Yes, me darlint,' straightway.

Presently the two are making a tour of the lower
part of the bouse, and Tlïe Lifter expresses bis wonder
at the luxury by a series of aspirated 1 Oh's l'

«This is bis library; that place beyant!
Let me see it,' quoth the Lifter; and the two went

silently in.
And that little room at the far end whats that ?

said the viaitor!
« Oh, I couldWt show you that at &U, at all It% locked

bekaiffl he keepe all his money there!
Ah; hes a miser,' The Lifter sidd in a low voim Show

me where I am to aleep.'

-f à'
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She would put him in the attic, but he"refused. The
Icitcheen was good enough for him, if sheýd just bring him

a pillow to put under his head, and a rug to throw over
hime

This at last she consented to do; then stooping down
she sturdily hugged his green, hypocritiSl head, kissed
him square on the lips, and went to bed.

Don't go till I give you some breakfast, me poor dear,'
she said as the went. He looked his gratitude.

I shall be waiteen when you come down-(to himself)
for the capteen to divide the plunder. But MI divide mine
witb the poor;' and he laid himself across the rug to
listen. For an hour or better he remained there and
then set up a low but regular snore. For this cunning in-
vader had a notion in his head that Bridget might possi-

bly be hovering still about the lower regions. For five
mutes the monotonous low-rollm'g snores went up, and

then there was a creaking upon the stairs. It was quite
plain, and evidently near at fint; btit The Lifter was

soon satisfied that the listener had gone to bed. He had
no-doubt that it was Bridget, whose honest heart perhffl

misgo-pave her after leaving the house at a strangees mercy.
But she was evidently off her guard now, and had retired
in ood earnest.

Pon the kitchen tableêtood a candle, and this, after
the lapse of another half-hour, the convert took into, hIL Si

hand. Moving noiselessly as a cat he entered the great
drawing-room, but did not yet venture to light his candle,

Once into the library he breathed more freely, for light
could not be seen or sound heard from this retired and

distant part of the mansion. The glare from the dip wu
smaà in circumfèrence, and yeRow as tarnishedbraw, but
it revealed plainly enough the locks of the door to the

seSet room. Unwinding the bandage about his leg he
laid his tools upon. the carpet and then began opera-
tions..

At fintlàe introduýed a long key hooked a little at the
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yoint, and with this he began to probe, and feel, and
measure. À gleam came into bis eyes as he drew it forth.
Then he selected two keys and looking first at one and
then at the other, decided, in a second or two in favour
of the larger. This he inserted ; and in a moment a bolt
ui-ned back with a slow, dull sound. Turning the knob,

he pushed the door, and was insile the secret chamber.
This room was certainly a « CameA obscura; ' for it had
no windows or any outlet save the door by which the
robber hd entered. In the most distant corner wu a

vault, the door of which was faistened by beavy clamps
of steel and padlocks. But the padlocks were of the very

kind with which, The Lifter was most familiar; and ere, a
minute elap.sed, the heavy bolts were let down. But it
took all the muscle of which, the robber was master to
o n the ponderous door ; and when it did move out,

seowing the dark cavity through the yawning mouth, it
Zave no squeak ; for the operator had deftly placed a few
cLrops of oil within the hinges.

« Fortuna favet trepidig,' he said, never having heard
of an accusative case.

The next moment he was kneeling before the safe and
studying the difliculties that lay in his w The com-

binations that so, completely defy the pick-lock in the"
modern days were not known then; so that after five
ininutes'operations, the convert had the heavy metal dëô-ir
open.

Re expected no doubt to, find the coin in one great glit
heap, but he was mi taken - for the cautious miser

had twelve compartments in the safe, each one of which
wu secured by two locks, no one of which resembled the
other.

-W ý'This' thought the p mentleman, " reminds one ofrying 9
the storyof the Sleepen Beauty-it was so hard to, et
near ber. Drageens, serpents, firey horses, and teifle
birds with steel Mffis. but here goe&'

W
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One compartment was soon opened, and from this our
friend drew a httle tin box whieh was also locked. It
waa very heavy, but The Lifter bad no mind to carry 44,away possibly a bit of lead. So he opened the box, and

found a mass of sovereigns,-shi as if they had just
come from the mint. 1_4

All right,' be muttered, and laid them upon the floor.
At this instant, a mouse ran across the floor, and then

about a dozen others, shrieking like a sharp blast of
autumn wind. The Lifter rose to bis feet glanced

about, and then shaded the feeble glim with bis hand.
Many of the locks that he found were very intricate,

and more than two hours passed away ere he sSured the
contenta of five of the lockers. Then it seemed to him as
if he heard a noise outside, indistinct at first, but very
soon audible enou h The noi.-3e resembled the cry of an

an tT**8 he knew to be a signal from the Jý
chief calling him forth.

I will -not io till I get one more locker open, he
thought; and en set at work again with bis pick-locks
and skeleton keys. This compartment was the easie8t, of all
rifled; the box of coin was secured and put into bis sacke
lie then carefully elosed and, relocked. the doors, hoisted
bis bag, now extremely heavy) upon bis back, and re-
traced his steps.

The door of the secret room he I*kewise carefully re-
closed then pused through the library, -the drawing-

rooým, and into the kitchen. There was no stir, and he Y
laid bis bag of booty upon the bed which poor Bridget bad

so kindly spread, for him. The cat, a great male tortoise-
shell, came from the corner with tail erect and back

curýýd.- and he rubbed, bis handsome side. against The
Lifterwho calmly proeeeded to ut on bis boot&

The robber did not show the leut anxiety but calmly ýte: ý7
proSeded, by the light of his candle, to tie bis boote

Prepare ho-ÉlIMU for a start. When tightening the lace ïn
hàl" boot, ho thought that he heard a noim upon tào
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stairs but it ceased and he went on with his work.
Then there waa a sudden rush as if somebody were de-

scending many steps at once; and simultaneously with
the ruýÈ a loud cry.

'I Buglahs 1 Buglabs 1
ý'The d---d nigger' the Lifter ejaculated, and se*zl*n

his booty he made a ungy-e for the door, which, w* hi;
usual precaution, he unlocked before going upon his
exploit. Through the door he escaped safely enough,
but he h scarcely reached the yard Iýfore the negro-

Dythe wav, to whom my readers have alreadytheMMey was u on him.been introduced-
Help, mates, help l' sýouted The Lifter, as he felt the

hand of the darkey tii hten &bout his throat.
'Help, buglahs, bjahs 1, shouted at the same time

the faitbfül negro; and in response to the alarm, there
was a hurryinop of many feet inside, and much halloo

But it was too late with the Ethiopean; for as the
word « buglahs;issued the second time from his lipg, he

was struck upon the head with a club and knocked ftme
less.

Flere.,' &dd The'I&ifter, take handing the bag of
booty to, Murfrey

In an instant the- band of desperadoes were
theirflight through the pines; but-not before several
bullets had been sent whizzinop among them. At the
roadaide stood the horses, and'each manevaulted into theAwý uddle.

« Here, Capteen, you better have the shiners,' the
Lifter wàd, taking the heavy and rather elumay suk from
Joe, and flm*g*ng it across the croup of his father'sîý uddle. It is worth carrying, and worth fighting fer!
Tben tbe robbers were away over the frosty road like A

elk bliMt of a mintry wind.

-amilamaï6

Và
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CHAPTER XII.

TRE CAPTUIRE OF TRE 'MOST' BEAUTIFUL MAIDEN.

HE ride was a most furious one and there was not
the ghost of a chance, bad the sun been at the
meridian, of overtaking those fleet-footed beast&

When they were many miles beyond the old farm-house
the Captain pulled rein and waited for his son to gain his
side.

« What bas been your luck 1 think that lit has been
good.,

I am thinkeen the same myself. I eased him of half
What he bas.' Then the Convert, entered into a careful

detail of the robbery, the circumstances of which my reader
alread knows. When he was ended'the robber chief ex-y

tended his band.
h, all the house-breakingWell-done, boy; this is wort

we have had since we came to the swamp.' As he mid
these words he turned half towards Murfrey, who, despite

his jealousy, and his anger at the remark, wu, neverthe-
lm radiant as he contemplated his sbare of the bSty-

« Yon have done bravely, and like a man. I do not
think that your loyalty will be any more called in ques-
tion! Another sidelong glance at the glowering bully
but he uttered never a word.

You never boast, my son, and you never bully,' the
Chief went on; « but when a delicate masure and an im-
portant one is on d, you am to 1» truted. There ia
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no other rnan in my band in which I can place such faith!
SUR another malignant glance at the ruffian with the

dogged face. But that villain was bent upon keeping
bis temper and holding bis tongue; and he rode along in

glum silence.
1 By the Eternal,' shouted the robber chief, ý'if slur is

41ý ever again put upon you, 1 will shoot the coward who
offers it.' It did almost seem, as if the Captain were court-

- mg a quarrel with bis ally. But he really was not. In
the intensity of bis satisfaction bis imagination went back
to all the indignities that had been put upon bis son-
whom he really loved-by Murfrey; and he remembered

how patiently it had all been borne.
Rush, father l' The Lifter said, putting bis band upon

the chief's arm. " We all try to do the best we can. It
would spoil everything if we quarrelled now!

To this the chief agreed; but he had made up bis mind
that there should, be no more persecution of bis son.

The money was divided upon the return of the band to
the camp, the Captain taking a double share, one going
to Murfrey, one to Rev. Mr. Jonas, a half to the old wo-
man, and a fourth to each of the girls.

bave reserved half a share for you, sir,' the Ca tain
said, addressing Roland, who had been a spectator the
division, ý1 although you have note chosen to, give us
any assistance in our enterprises!

Roland arose.
I have to thank you for your offer; but you must know

that its acceptance is impossible!
Well, be it as you say. I think The Lifter is entitled,

then, to, this extra amount, for the skill and cool-headed-
neÉs that be bu displayed in the matter!

The sum that fell to, the robber chief was a few shillings
short Of £3'9000 de

Several days passed away, during whieh there were
many slight snow-fal s in the ood, The snow, it may
be added, was always kept remove4 from. the covering of

4
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that portion of the tunnel over whieh the intruder must
Mère he could reach the open-air rendezvous of the

robbers.
One evenIng as Roland sat in his room reading, Nancy

entered with light tread, and took her seat beside him.
C I thhink that the chief will soon require your services.'
" IE[ow comes this

" To-morrow I think he sets out upon the expeditionof
which you have already heard some mention. The girl is

to, be brought here to-morrow night; and he believes that
you can assist him in two ways, first bý *turning your know-
ledge of the district to be visited to account; and second,
by acting as a decoy for the young lady!

I sÉaTI die before he force me into sueh a work
As I expected. Of course you will refuse, and he will

rave and rage. See to it that you are armed, for he.
would shoot or stab you as he would a dog when hefinds
that you thwart him in a matter that he has so much at
heart.'

'I shall be prepared, Nancy. When do you think he
will make his request?'

'l should judge to-morrow morning.'
« Nancy, it seems to, me that the time is n ot far away
when we shall escape from, this pit of infamy. If it lie

within m power this girl shall be saved from her odious
abductor. We can depend upon The Lifter-you of course

wHI not:flinch.'
So far from flinching' the girl replied, 1 1 should be

deli hted to lay down my life in helping you in the noble
resolve which you have formed!

'Be it so, then. Can you use firearms V
I can; indeed since a child I have been expert with

pistols. I know what you can do; The Lifter is brave at !1J
the Proper time, and you will not fine me. useless.t «k Lathin t we need not despair!

ý'StiIl, it will be five against two.'
"Oh. to-morrow is Sunday, and the Rev. Mr. Jonas is
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to preaeh at the Don. In fact, he is holding a series of
reviva.1s there, and will not be back before Tuesday nexV

Then she bade our hero good-night.
The next moment The Lifter entered. He corroborated.

what Naney told, and declared his willingness to, join,
Roland.

«He may try to shoot you to-morrow morneen when
you refuse; butremember you will have a friend standeen
by your side.wËo can shoot tood

Thank y"u, and God bless you, my friýend,' Roland
said, giving his hand, to the robber. It was the fint time
that he had ever used such a term toward the outlaw. The

poor,,outeast felt that one word, ý'friend,'-uttered as it
bad *been with such peculiar emphasis-more than any
other experience in his whole chequered and evil life.
Ris face quivered with emotion, and his eyes became
moist, with tears. Yes, that word strung his nerves, up

to, cords, of steel, and set a seal upon his, resolutions that
lie> nothing upon earth could move.

The mornin broke cheerfully enough. Troops, of
shining wlite elouds held themselves shyly aloof in the

liquid, blue sky. The ice upon Silent Lake gleamed, and
sent out radiating Unes of light, fine as the threads, of a
spiders net. Troops of blue j ays we t in silly procession
from tree to treeand some of them, e about the camp
of the robbers and began féasting u on the morsels of

fish and meat scattered around. Ro d wu eiarly astir;
and he saw the sun through the pifns, its face seeming
as if covered with blood. This wais not an ausp*c*ous

gn; and little as our hero was given to liplief in mens,
he could not, help being impressed by the spectacle.
But when the great orb got above the tops of the

trees its face changed from quivering crimson to, braw
and with the change the foreboding passed, from. the

cl of our hero.
'How-my beautiful Aster used to glory in the spec-

tule of the setting or rising sun,' he thought. 1 1 have
si
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rid(len throughYork [now of course Toronto, Aum
when the whole west was a mass, of. crii4son fire;

once graSping my bands pointing to cloud-specks Mi the
arc Of red., she saidy Il Sée the &pot&. They look like d"e

ot blood, " while her beautiful eyes grew larger and shin-
ing with poetie fervor. Alack-a-"y 1 1 wonder if I 8haU

ever see my love again ? '
- Mis reverie was ended by the appearance of Nancy,

and immediately &fterwards of Silent Poll, both of whom
busied themselves preparing breakfast.

When that meal was ended the chief sauntered about
smoking, and at lut stoi before Roland, 1

'I have to talk seriously with you this morning,' he
mid, in a tone that wu intended to be conciliatgry m
well as authoritative.

Roland had placed bis' back against the trunk of a
large pine, with hîs hand--careleuly, as it would seem-
in bis hip pocket, and he looked the chief steadily Mi
the face, as he replied : 1

« I am ready to hear what you have toi say!
« It is soon said. I purpose now to bring all those plam

-ý*ùf mine to fruition. There is a young woman whom I
purpolse carrying here to-night 1 do not know anything
about the interior arrangements of the house, nor of the
habits of the famfly. But you may sometime have met
the lady, and could tberefore help my plan. Will you con-
sent to, do this V

The look of mingled indignation and scorn upon Ro-
land's face was simply beyond description when he

beard this barefaced and monstrous request.
« So far îs such an act from me,' he replied, looking into

the eyes of the libertine robber, « that 1 refuse to discum
a proposition so odious and full of infamy.'

That is your answer V
Aye, it is.2

Dog 1 is it for that I have spared you and he
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d"w hastily from Iiis sheath a knife with. à long, keen
blade, and raised it.

But Roland was equally as quick as the desperado ; and
holding his pistol in the very face of the robber, ho

« iffove that hand, villain, if you dare !' and as he said
àle these words ho moved gradually back, for Murfrey was

coming towards him
The chief saw that there was no glory for him in such

a scene as this. 11ý lowered his arm, and beekoned Mur-
frey back to his plac'e,-..,,

I waa in a rage,' he said)1 ooking at our hero, ' beeause
you refuseld this favour; but L did not mean to strike!

Ris looks, however, as ho spoke, belied the declaration.
'l will need you,' ho s-aid noddin to The Lifter and you

come., of course,' to Murfrey. Roland sai d 'lnothing, but
sat apart, his weapon in his pocket, ready for immediate,
use. But ho did not need them, as the three robbers

Zîý speedily left the den and passed out into the wood.
1 As the evening fell that day, the robbers, disguised as

three log-choppers, with axes upon their shoulders, ap-
pmched. a large, comfortable and rather imposing resi-
dence. In this house, to judge from the cautious looks of

the party, dwelt the object of the expedition. How to
obtain the girl wais the, problem that now presented

itself.
At first it was proposed that The Lifter should go in

and enquire the distance to Sloan's tavern, a well-known,
rendez'Vous for lumbermen in the fteighbourhood. But
this plan was rejected. These desperate men would bave
no hesitation in boldly forcing their way into the house
with ajies uplifted, but the girl might notbe there; and

the enterprise, for the future, would be rendered more
diffimlt

The robbers, as has been said, were standing mi a group
&MF&46 a p1ne-ýlump that stood a couple of perches from

the road. In this same clump stood two horses saddled and
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one harnessed, to a sled. The latter was the chiefs hone,
and of course the vebiele wu intended for carrying away
the prize. While the villains stood, together, plannmig a

out of the dilemma, the jingle of sleigh-bella was
heard upon the road leading down -to the dwelling.

Suppose she should be in this,' exclaimed the chief.'
Let us down. to the roadside. I know the old,. chap's

pair, a dap led gray and a chestnut.' By the roadaide
they posteTthemselves, the sleigh moving swiftly along
to.the merrv tune of the bells, made far more merry by 7113
the icy air of night.'

The moon was nearly full, but while it waded through
the heavy cloud-masses half the world was dark. It would

seem that Diana ought to keep her fair, chaste head in
nubibus wheu any of her maidens stand in danger. But
she bu often been known to suddenl. illuminate ay
dark place, and show the assassin a victim.

On the memorable night which I am describing she
must have been in one- of her heartless fits. Perhapsshe
was thinking of some of Endymion's flirtatiom with the

rosy-cheeked mountain lasses, wheu ranging among the
pastoral hills. Be thlis supposition correct or not, just as
the arproaching sleigh reached a hundred paces of the gate
by w _"eh the robbers were concealed, a flood of moon
buiM upon the road.

The very pair, by heavens 1 ' exclaimed the Chief, ex-
citedly. « Three persons ; she is there, too The sleigh

had now reached very near the roadside - and one of the
men jumped out to open the gate.

You attend to him) the Chief whispered to Joe; « ou
the girl's mouth with thia handkerchief,' to ýze

ifter Come.'
The robbers rushed out and Murfrey felled his man to

the ground with a blow of his axe-handle. The chief
niniioned his man and stopped Iiis mouth, not bdore he

cried out twice:
waýrmen 1 Relp 1

2! A-,
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The Lifter waa not so dexterous in his work, for the
gave several shrieks before he succeeded in stoïpmg

err, mouth. At fint hê, had not the heartzto bin this
beautiful girl, who looked at him -with such frightened,

a 1 rrffl, But in spite of the hésitation on The
ilicir s part, the terrible business was despatched with
wonderful swiftness. The chief seizing the girl in bis
axms bore her lightly as if she were an infant to his own

sled, and placed ber upon it, boldin her there with one
arm, while with the other be helà t e reins; then g1výng

the word. to his followers, the band was 8peedily flying
over the frosty road towards their lair. When they
reacbed the edge of the swamp, the dawn was breaking
in chilly, silver streaks, and the robbers dismounted.

Why am I torn away from. my home?' the girl asked
as 30on as the bandage- was removed from. her mouth.
« Where are you taking meV

"To, my home, to be my bride,' the, robber replied, bendfo
ing suddenly cfcýwn to, kiss her. But she evaded bis pol
luting lips, and stood looking from one to, the other of

the rest for help. The Lifter turned away his head; for
he was sick and sore at heart.

'Now, my dear girl,' the Chief said, « we have to et
to my home immediately. It lies in yonder bush. i#@

you walk, or shall. we be obliged to, carry you. I do not
care to take my horses to the wood.'

God have mercy upon me! Goehave inercy upon
me l' was all that the unfortunate girl could say.

Do not lament so. You will not find me such a
tyrant.

But despalir had now chilled her beart. She did not,
hear the words he gpoke, and looked about her- bewilder-
ed and helpleu,

We had better be moving, Mis%' Murfrèy said, :walk-
ing to, her 8ide; for it was arranged that the Cap

ahould, stay behind to blind tbe track made by the
ale exd, ;vM the deaf-raute, put pursuem on the wrong

î 4. - 1 - , 1 1 - - , -_ , , ', , . , IL -, 7,î



b, 

el

or

TUE CAPTURE OP T13E « MOST BEAUnPtM MA DM.

sSnt. He was very skilfui at this sort of thing and tbe
rest were not. Illence his remaidhag behind.

The captive did not seem to hear the words addreased
to, her, but stood there mnSt hopeless and didrait in the

opening dawn, tears streaming out of her beautiful eye&
Murfrey turned away for a moment to speak with his

leader aa to, what he ought to, do. This gave The Lifter
who wu standing near an opportunity to w1isper in her

ear, for he had drawn quite close to, the *
« Fear not ! I am your friend. Anoth er captive at

home. He wiU help to release you. .I'm foreed nm
to, act like tbis. Fear not ! and don't speak! She looked
into his face, and by the earnest, anxious gleam in his eye,
she felt instinctively that he told the truth.

" Why should he teR faIsehoods about it V she mused,
they can carry me whether I want to go or not!
« Comey' The Lifter said, and meekly she followed him
« This augurs bad for you at the be-ainning,' Murfrey

said with a chuckle. 'Your son seems to «have the *mde
track already. She is following him tamely as a poodle!

' Hes the devil at coaxing,' the robber repliecIL 'You
can't tell what yarn hm prevailed with her. Be off now,

and take good care of my pretty bird. Don't you think
she's a beauty ; a what III I call her ? a -Diana! yt>s, that
must be her naine. Now go and take care of Dian of
the S-wamp.' The chief had becomé j ocose ; for here was
the lovely prey safe within the toils. A minute lat& he
called.
« Here, Joe' and Murfrey came. «If you get a chance to
make an end of that d-d fellow Gray, do ". I do not

want the two to begin codd He does not know.her,
I suppose, but if she fouad jhirn with his handsome face,

bad luck to ite like w-t-se a captive, it would be «« love at
fimt, Sight " with a vengeance!

If athe t is possible, rely upon me! Then the
sped away thiough the woods.

aloi
,dot,
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When Roland arose that morning The Lifter came te
him

« The hour is come'he said 'if you are to save the
girl.

Is she here he asked with astonishment,
Yes; she is now upstairs among.the women. Nancy

is trying to give her some comfort. 0, she is so beautiful
and innocent lookeen that it pains my heart to see her
here.'

Rely upon me. Here she will not remain if you be
true. 1 swear it before the God who made me,' and he
fell upon his knees -while he taade the oath. Then he

arose. "Z will send Nancy to you, though 1 think she is
also, ready for a start! In a moment Nancy was beside

Roland.
« Is the hour come she asked with the slightest tremor

in her voice; bý;t it was not a tremor of fear. She was
îLmît1jý quivering at the thought of freedom.

18. The chief is absent, and we may reach the road
before he enters the bush. Joel 1 learn, is sleeping!

« Yesbut the shriek of a mouse will awaken him.'
«_I am prepared for that ruffian. Silent Poll and her

mother we must gag!
BotIf then ascended into the upper air, and Roland

stepped quickly forward to see the intended victim. of the
libertine outlaw. She was sitting with her head upon
her hands, and the tears were still streaming from. her.
eyes.

All merciful heaven it is Aster l' and looking up, the
poor girl saw her lover. She had- only power to rise and
throw herself into his arms, when she swooned there.

Water, quick,' and he stretched her upon a lounge -and
ed several handfuls upon her beloved face. She

"dily revived, and OT%Ànn-in her glorious eyes looked
n ýup4n her lover. Ptuà she seemed unable to realize

it S" Ûeved indeed that ber reuon hadforsaken her
or that !Î wM all ai dreaju
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Is it you, Roland,' she exclaimed, taking his h
Where is this, and what are you doing here.'
'I This, Aster, my love,' he replied, ý' is a robbers' dm
This is the head-quarters of the miscreants of Markham

Swamp. On the day of the duel I was captured and
brought hither, and watch bas since been kept upon me.
I resolved -many time.4 to leave and endeavour to reach
the United States, till the feeling over my crime had sub-
sided.'

' What do you mean Aster enquired, laying ber hand
with its orooked little finger upon his.

" The duel, of course!
'Why, haven't you heard? Why, he recovered from,

his wound.'
" M erciful heaven, then I am free to stand up among my

fellow men, in my own place again 1 No; they told me
nothing of it, though the villainous chief must have heard,
for nuthing passes without his cogni>,ance.'

During this conversation the hag looked as if the world
was coming to, an end, that such laDguage should be used

by the upstart in the very midst of ber stronghold.
' Poltroon,-' she shouted to, The Lifter, why do you not

strike him, down ?'
" That is all ô ver now,' Roland said, suddenly se M ng the

old woman and forcing a handkerchief into ber mouth.
This act was the signal for The Lifter, who at the saicae
moment accorded similar treatment to Silent Poll. Roland
bound the old woman, and The Lifter secured the young
one.

" Granny.., The Lifter said., bending down to ber ear, « 1
am going to, leave and to try to be au honest man. I
sball, watch, const-antly in the papers for news of your

hangeen. As for you,'stooping down to, the ear of Silent
Poll, ' I believe the devil will carry you off before the
gaâows gets you. I know you must alwayis have been a
great favourite of hù;.' %

silent Poll replied by spitting in hiz faéet
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'Are you ready, my friends ?Roland said, looking at his
confederates.

1 Yes, yes,' both had answered.
« Come, my darling,' giving his arm, to Aster, 'we go

from this spot: these two are faithfül; but there will be,
some hot work before we get out.'
She only replied by a'fervent pressure of his arm and

a glance of proud confidence in her lover.
«Whatisthis?'thunderedahideousvoice. ý'Wherego,-
ing? Where off, Lifter?' This wasMurfrey, withrage,

hate and apprehension written in his face.
« I am away f vorn the bush forever. If nothing better

happens, Joe, I'll give myself up to the law.'
« And where are you off, Nancy V

« To seek an honourable life. In a way, 1 leave this
Place stainless, and 1 go to give myself back to my father i '

The terrible oaths that tbis foiled niffian swore,
could not repeat here. He resembled a devil fresh from
the infernal regions. His flaming eyes were turned
anxiously along the path, expecting the captain; then he
drew near with a brace of pistols in his belt.

< 1N ancy,' our hero said, you lead off with the lady and
we sball cover your retreat. Keep a sharp look-out ahead.'

Blinded with rage, Murfrey drew forward, hastily
raised his pistol and fired. The ball. grazed Roland's cheek

and left a pink streak across it. But he bad no sooner fired
than Roland discharged his weapon, and with a loud cry
the robber drew his remaÉ =g pistol with his left hand,
our hero's shot having broken the right arm a little'below
the shoulder. 'Put dow-n your pistol or I will shoot you
without mercy,' * Roland thundered; but the fellow was

insane with rage, pain and disappointment, ànd heeding
not thé warning, he took new aim upon Roland. BuI

-he had not time to fire before he fell, shot in the leg.
'On nowcried Roland, 'we have only one other to deal

. Aster, with Nancy 1 made slow way thr
the deep snow and tangled bushes. Nancy a quick



ear and an eye of unusual sharpness, and this was well;
for about three hundred yards distant, she saw the robber-
captain coming towar her.

'This way, miss, this way,' she whispered to, Aster.
We shall keep in shelter of that cluster of cedars yonder.

The robber chief comes this way.' Aster followed her
guide without question; but she turned her head every
few minutes to look for Roland. He was now far in the
rear, but he was following the lead of the girls by their
tracks.

Suddenly Roland and the chief found themselves face
to face. The robber's brows grew dark as the night.

" What is thisy' he demanded of his son.
" We are both leaveen the place!

The villain was simply struek dumb with amazement.
When he did speak, he asked,

'Where is Murfrey?'
' We just have been disableen him'
" Where are my mother and Poll?'
" We have j ust done gaggeen them.'

'Where is Nancy; where is the young lady V
" They are cleareen out of the swamp.'
« Hell and -he did not finish his pious ejaculation,

but felt for his pistol. It was not there; and he gave a
cry like a baulked lion.

1 Heres at you,' looking at our hero who just then re-
membered that he had no charge left in his pistol; and

like a jaguar he sprang at Roland's throat. But this
brutal robbeï had no child now in band; our hero w"

dight, but his sinews were elastie and reverberant; and
they were as enduring as twisted. steel. A fair hold was

taken on either side, and it was a nice test of the respec-
tive powers of tlie combatants.

The-robber was the heavier man by far, but the acti-
vity and the skill were upon the other side.

1 1 would put a pistol to his head," the Lifter said, 1 but
bad as he be he is ' father.' There is no need to, de-
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scribe the rencontre, further than-to--aay that- ýafter- about
a minute's fierce strife the chief xvent down, and Rolands
knee was planted in his breust.

'Corcb now,' he cried to the Lifter.
I'11 help to, do the bindéen,' The Lifter replied cheer-

fully, and he did so. When his father was bound he stood
before him and thus spoke:

« FatherI leave you to the mercy of the laws whieh
you bave all your Me been a breakeen. I will try to get
out of the country and go to, the States; there 1 hope to,
become an honest man. I do not think that 1 deserve to
spfferbecause in breakeen the law I did not know 1 was

do"een wrong. You deserve to suffer because you broke
them. knoween it was evil, and you brought me up to,

break them, which, was worst of all. So I leave you,
teen. In a little while the law will come here and

ca h you. I will not cry when I hear of your swingeen.'
The iinfilial convert then joined Roland and the two
quickening their pace soon overtook Nancy and Aster.
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CHAPTER XIII.

" ALL'S WELL TRAT VDS WELL.'

HEN the turmoil and the hideous danger was o ver
it was very sweet for thase two lovers to sit alone

and talk about the past. She had received hie
letter, and marvelled what he meant when he spoke of

being detained in some place 'so near and yet so far.'
'Did you, my darling,' he a-sked her, as he held her

band, with its crooked little finger-whieh small deform-
ity I always take as a sign of gentle blood-in hie, ý1 care
for me on that day that separated us for all this bitter
time ? '

She put down her head, and looked at him, very
archly.
, Well) I don't care ' my beloved, what you say in an-

swer, but do you think you love me now V
For answer. she put her beautiful head upon hie breast.

I do not know what they said, but when they stood up
-she to, answer the door bell, for the servant was out-
they were engaged; and she had hie ring upon her finger.

He was at , ýGter's owý bouse, sitting with her durîng
the auxious hours of her father's illness. The ehock of
the abduction had actually over-set hie reason ; and it waa

not till he saw his daughter standing over hie bed, and
felt-her band in his, that consciousnew came back. In a

little while he wu able to listen to a recital of the entirp

l'el
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story from her lips. When she bad ended, tears stood in
the ()Id man's eyes.

" I have treated that young man with. cruel injustice
If he wainted to wed you now, my love, it would give me
great joy to say '« yes," and bestow my blessing.2

« He bas asked me, papa ;' and she hid her head to cover
her blushes. 'He now wants only your consent. He is

in the bouse! ?ý

« Send him, to me, dear, at once!
In about a quarter of an hour, Roland returned from,

the room radiant with happiness and leading Aster by
the hand

'They were sitting before the cheerful winter-fire,
when he asked her,

" What bas become of Mr. Ham 2'
' 0 1 a fearful vulgrar girl named Lydia Estabrooks, a

Yankee lass, is about to become bis bride. She covers
herself with chains and ribbons and her finomers blaze with
stones. He bas given it out in an underhand way
tbat he bas thrown me over.'

" What V
'0 1 pray, love, do not look fierce like that. Nobody but

Lyclia believes him. Now that you are back aggain, I am
sure that he will retract!

« He shall be notified to do so.'
1 There now, surely, darling, you are going to have no

more quarrels. Had I thought this, I never should have
told you.'
'l Be easy, love, be easy,'-he kissed her between sen-

tenees----ý there shall be no more parting for us!
Froin all that I can learn, Roland was thenceforth a con-

stant visitor at the bouse; and speedily a day was fixed
when she was to drop her maiden name.

ý'0n tbe fir8t day of sweet May,' she said to, herself, II
shall he Aster Gray; what a pretty name le It was agreed
that Roland should come back to Oatlands after bis wed-
ding tour and reside there ; for on the marriage day, Mr.

J
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Atwell had resolved to endow his son-in-law with
all his houses, every acre, every beast and every head of
cattle that were his.
. As for Nancy; Roland accompanied by Aster, went

with her to her father'' house, and Roland told the old
man the story of his daughter's life. He at once forgave her
and took her to his heart. 1 may bound a couple of years
ahead and state that Nancy married a respectable farmer

who was pleased enough to get a handsome wifý and a
valuable homestead. This couple had a family of four

dren afterwards; and one of thffle is no w a member of
the Legislature ýf Ontario. I shall not say whether he
is a Grit or a Tory, for that would be getting upon too

dangetous ground. Nancy died a few years ago and she
sleeps now under the shade of a wee * fflow.

Roland induced the officers to shut their eyes while
The Lifter passed over to the States. In that country the

smooth-tongued, convert rapidly amassed a fortune.
son is a partner in extensive car works now, not a thou-
sand miles from. Detroit. I have met his grand-daughter
and she is a most bewitching blonde.

The old woman and Silent PoU were caught; and they
perished in prison, to, which they were condemned for life.

Murfrey was taken, tried and hanged, and went to, his grave
ithout a < pax vobi8cum' from, man or woman.
But when the officers carne to the spot in the woods

where Roland had left the captain tied, they found not
that robber. There were marks of à violent 'personal

struggle, and it wais concluded that he had freed h*mnplf.
Thereafter he went to another wild place Mi Upper Caw
ada, where he gathered two or three desperL(oesý about

, and the fauae of his doings in that region went fa;r
and near. To his actual deeds were added many legends,
and stories imported from, books,, till the man's
name was wrapped around by mam web of history. I

may, some day,-âft the grain from. the chaff, and make a

ýZ- et
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book. There is certainly fact enough there, from which to,
create a thrilling story.

On the day of Aster's rmue, the magistrate came to
Roland.

> " 1 understand,' he said) « that one of these robbers is at
lafge ; the fellow who 'goes masked as a Wesleyan
preacher!

« Yes ; he is holding " reviyal " meetings at the Don. I
shall with you and your pos8é, if you wish it!
ýI Wiý(n they reaehed the church door, a little church

looking upon the Don River, they found a great number
of people assembled. On enquiry they learnt that the

Rev. Mr. Jonas had not yet arrived, but that he was ex-
pected every minute. Roland stood behind the door, and
the magistrate and the constables mixed for the nonce
with the crqwd.

Presently a murmur went round.
Mr. Jonas is coming;' and peeping out, Roland saw

that saintly individual in a pung, sitting in pious state
beside the foremost class-leader of the church. Hebowed

cordially to all as he drew near, and as he passed through
each knot of people he gave some such salutation as:

1 1 hope God is blessing you,' or r Is the good work im-
proving V or « Shall many declare for Emmanuel to-
d%?,

e passed into the pulpit, and stood there, bis eyes
closed, -while he uttered some silent prayers.

The magistrate alid the police had obtained a position
directly under the pulpit, and just as Mr. Jonas opened
bis book, and after the usual notification read the line:

'Cwod moves in a mysterioffl way.,

The former jumped upon *the dais, and holding a large
sea1ed paper in bis hands saïd:

1 Jud Sykes, I arrest you for murder, robbery, ancT
dîvera other crimes!
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No thunderbolt, that ev'-er fell could have created such
a sensation as this.

Not- one 'in the congregation believed the charge. In-
deed, amazement had stupefied everyone, and there wu

no reason'incr about the matter. They simply believed in
their gifted and saintly preacher.

Roland now stepped forward.
1 know this man;' then turning he looked Mr. Jonas

fuU in the face. That stare was as fatal to, the preacher
as a musket ball. He said nothing, but folded his hands,
'which the next moment were bound together affection-

ately with wristlets of steel. There is no need to chron-
icle anything further respecting this event. Three months
afterwards this pious servant of God ýjas publicly exe-

cuted at the town of Little York.
Mr. Ham was anxious to proceed at law against Roland

forhaving challenged and wounded him, but the 1-awyer
to, whom, he applied said:

By the way, Ham, Gray wa-s wounded, too. They
also say that you fired first. Besides, your «ceptance

makes you equally culpable with the challenger.'
Mr. Ham went away and continued his preparations

,ý1O marry the glittering Miss Estabrooks.
When news reached the Hams that Roland and his

beloved Aster were wedded, Lydia, who wu by this time
likewise a wife, said:

ý'I don% envy that 'ere one her bargain. You would
never now, would you, dear, ask anybody out to, fight

a dool V
Lydia, at least, told the truth.
Aster lived very happily with Roland, and she still re-

tains the beauty fôr which, in those olden days, she was 80
noted. Before handing this manuscript to the publishers,

I went to her dear, cosy old home and read the sheet&
« Why,' she said, « you have it all down just as accur-

ately as if you had been with us during that dreadful
&ne. But you e me too beautiful that is the only
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fault. I want you to look up my grandson; he attends
college at Toronto!

Ke Il her dear hand, 1 said od-b e; and I beg
likewise to fiay good-bye to myjreagr y

THE END.
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BY CATHERINE OWENS

'^^ ND I am,,really engaged I can bardly believe
it. How often I have thought and wondered

who my husband would be, or if I ever should
marry. But 1 suppose all girls have the same thoughts;

at aR events my future is now settled. I wonder if Tom
will always care as much for me as he does now V

Mary Holt sat in the bright firelight, watching the
flickering fiames, and thinking of her new position.

_-She was very young and inexperienced, and Tom
Cowell's declamtion of love and somewhat masterful

wooing had taken her by storm. She bad hardly real-
ized that he was dear to her beyond friendship, when he
asked her to be his wife, and, in spite of the suddennew
of her betrothal, if the bright, dimpling smile and sunny
eyes might be taken as a sign, she was a very happy

»Iittle woman indeed.
Tom had not been very long in Mapleton when he met

and fell in love with Mary, who, for her part, much as
she liked his great broad shoulders and hoinest, h e

fwe, was long bdore ahetould believe that she, who waa
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mid to be the prettiest most admired girl M* that
part of Pennaylvania, could ever lave such a very differ.

ent rn&,n from the one she had pictured as her conquering
hero.

Iler ideàl bad been sueh a very superior creature-
quite unlike ood-natured, handsome, but, to Mary's eyes,

who j udged by the Mapleton standard, somewhat. com-
mon-place Tom Cowell.

He had seemed to her, tôo, to have an unpleasaàtly
good opinion of his own people and his home, whieh

Limeton-as every one knows, much-behind Mapleton in
culture and refinement, although it could boast of its
greater wealth; but wealth in such a sooty atmo8phere

lost all attraction for Mary. Yet he quoted Limeton, and,
what the Limetonians did, thought, and intended to do,

and the effect of theïr intentions on the coming election
for President, which was exasperating to Mary, who, like
all loyal Mapletonians, was quite sure their own city was
the brain of the State., even if Limeton did represent itz
wealth; so that what the former said and thought was

Of far more importance to the country, and she would
smile at the purse-proud ignorance of Limeton.

Even when she saw Tom's honest admiration for her-
Self. and found that she enjoyed his visita and attentions,
she believed it was only the magnetism of his good hu-
mour, and breezy, bealthy nature that pleased her ; she
was sure it was nothing more.

And yet the day came, as we see, when she had been
brought to know that she loved him, and to, look forward
to being his wife as her greabest good. But then, in his

POWM affection for her, and his absorbing anxiety aa to9 .9
ItS being returned, he had left off quoting " my mother

and Limetoû-quite so Often; and Mary 4ttered her-self it «
was because he was beginning to see the superiority of

Xap1ýton, and thus tacitly acknowledged iL
A few days aîter her betrâhal she received a letter

from Mm 0owell, inviting her to go and stay with her
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for a few weekz, in order that tbey might become better
acquainted.

The letter was kind and motherly, and Mary felt tbat
it waa so: but although there were no actual faults of
spelling, it waz evidently not the production of a cul-
tured woman, and she thought with some dread of ber

future mother-in-law. It would all be very tolerable if
Tom did not think so over much of his own kin., but he
evidently looked on his women-folk as the most superior
of their kind.

However, she had to meet them sooner or later, and
as Tom was so anxious, it was best to go.

Tom waa delighted when she told him she would ac-
cept his mother's invitàtion. His face glowed with sat.

ion as he expressed his thanks.
«'You will âke my dear mother so much, Mary, and

Louise will be a delightful companion for you, darling,
She is such a sweet, sensible girl, and a prodigious house-

Icee You will learn a great deal from ben'
rbralve no doubt I shall like your mother,' says Mary,

not very enthusiastically, it must be confessed.
Tom's face falls.

'And Limeton, Mary; its such a splendid city-quite
different from this place!

Mary fancies she detecta a slight deprecatory tone in
4IL

very different Horridly dirty,

a prosperous -manufacturing city
within a mile all round there is

u can imagine. Our place is about
so'the dirt will not annoy you;
pleasant people there that you

&e. 1 am sure Mary, you will
ve with Limeton, and prefer it to

Never.'

v w eby u acby a 0
« Yes, I suppose it is

isuit it 1 1
'I Not more dirty theu
must inevitably be, and
the loveliest scenery yc
a mile froin the city,
and you wil[l meet such
will not mind the sm

come away quite in lo
prim old place.'

Pýefer it to Mapieta
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%PU) well, we'11 see and in his proud confidence be
kimed ber and left ber.

Mary felt in * t.
Fm. sure s all never get along if Tom remains so

wrapped up in his mother, and sister, and Limeton. A
great deal to learn from Louise., indeed! "

Mary could not get it throdgh her little Mapleton:head
but that she was about to honour Limeton infinitely by

gomg there, and that her Mapleton manners and drem
would be envied and copied by its unsophisticated people

and now to be told that she was to, learn from. Louise!
Of course, she had a little cry, and made several foolish

resolutiond, and then set about her preparations for an
early departure with a heavy heart.

A week later Mary w&s whirling along to Limeton,
wondering what Tom's relations would be like, an'd

whether they were âke him-unpolished diamonds.
Could he think so much of them if they were not very
nice And although the people she knew from Limeton
except Tom, had been suggestive of smoke and petroleum,
to ber, thev surely would be exceptions.

Mary's Ëeart sank within ber as the train neared the
dépôt; such miserable shanties formed the outskirts, such

oom hung in the air, that she shuddered. at the thou ht
of having to stay even a week in such a place. Uer

spmts did not revive when she saw Mrs. CoWell and.
Louise, who were waiting to receive ber, and welcomed
ber with much càrdi ity.

A8 they rode home the dusty < carry-all,' -m.-Cowell
waa evidently studvinz -Mary's elezant and exDensive tra-'her-%"Russia leat]ýer satchel

Ve -drew, from to ber dainty
ÊSta and gloves, while Mary had taken in at a glance the
terribl dowdy ap earance of Louise and ber mother-

the o1ýIadj'i9 b c alpaca suit, made evidently at home
and Louise a Scotch plaid dress, and dyed, and too scant

overddrt; and yet, with such toilets, it was a relid
-to her to find they were not coarse.
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As tbey passed through the town Mrs. Cowell and
Louise pointed out some of tbe attractions, whïch they
considered must astonish their visitor, and were evidently
disappointed at the equanimity with which she regarded

them. Mary, however, cou] d be very sweet ; and, al-
though an idea was forming in her mind that Mrs. and
Miss Cowell could never becorne relatives of bers, she
exerted herself to charm them, and succeeded. The old
lady thought she was a giddy young thing, quite unused
to travelling, or she would never wear a drem beautiW4
enough for gala day attire on the cars, but that when she
became toned down 'by Louise's example all would come
right; but at the same tivae she determined hemelf to

give her a few bints on extravagance, especially oii the
folly of wearing an Irish poplin dress to travel in.

The Cowells lived in a large, comfortable bouse, with
fme old trees around it, and Mary began to hope, when

she saw the wealth of sylvan beauty, that ber visit

M ht not be so unbearable as she had féared.
'Ëe interior was not SO, ronnsing; it was Mrs. Cowell,

and Louise over agaîn-pUýn., sensible, thrifty, but per-
fectly unendurable to luxurious Mary, who was accus-

tomed to elegance and loved it.
She sighed as she sat on the hard, hair-éloth easy-chair,

and trying the harder sofa, found it utterly impossible to
adapt her round little fgure to its angles.

No wonder Louise was so prim if she had been brought
up amid such furniture 1 And tben her thoughta turned

to Tom He was not prim. But even in that short time
she had come to the conclusion that he was not like the

rest .of bis family. Then why, oh 1 why, did he quote
thom so, often Could it be possible that he would ex-

pect her to live in a ii*m*lar fashion Perbaps that wu
why he bad told her she could. leam housekeeping from
Louise.

Whatever ToWs idea on the subjeet may have beei4



it wa8 evident that his mother meant to make ber visit
an apprenticeship to, the future life she expected ber son
to lead.

Conversation had not been very brisk hitherto, and
when tea was announced, Mary, determined to make talk,

praised the biscuit, the cake, and the delicioug butter.
Yes, my dear, Louise's butter is excellent, althougoph I

say it, I suppose you know how to make butter But I
could take a hint myself from Louise, and it will do you
no harm to learn some of ber housekeeping wrinkles.
Tom bas always been accustomed to fine butter, and I
hear in Mapleton they churn up the milk with the cream.'

«I am sure 1 * know nothing about it,' said Mary, for-
'getting ber resolve to be amiable.

However, Mrs. Cowell seemed almost pleased. to know
that Louise's instructions would be given where they

were most needed.
1 Never mind, my dear; you are quick, I'11 be bound,

and we'Il soon make a good hou-Sekeeper of you. Theres
one thing to, begin on: if you travel in your handsome
dresses you will never have anythingý decent to wear.
Get yourself a nice, neat black alpaca, that wiR never
show dirt, and last for years.'

Mary listened for a moment in speechless indignation,
and then said

"But I wish to be' as well dressed when I travel as at
home; any lady must do so.'

«Ah! -you will soon lose that notion when you are
married. Limeton ladies are much more sensible!

Mary was prudently silent. It was evidently useless
to argue with the old lady. After tea Mn. Cowell went
to sleep in ber chair, and Louise took ber visitor to Tom"s
own room,, showed ber his *wonderful juvenile achieve-
ments in drawing and calligraphy, and seeing Mary was
somewbat silent, said suddenly:

ý ,ou must not d what mamma says, dear Mary ; she
le old-faahioned in her ideas, and I have been brought, uIl - ç;Îr P
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to be something-like ber, but we can% expect every one
to be eut out after our own pattern. Tom is not.'

The intention was, no doubt, very kind, but the tone-d
seemed to Mary one of toleran'ce. She fancied Louise meant
to patroni*ze her, making allowance for ber short-co

anct she could not brook that in ber present mood, =soe
answered, somewhat tartly:

I am afraid I should not meet the expectations of any 1-luof you, not havîng been eut out b any pattern at alt that
I know oV qThere, you are ofPended, and I am sorry. But mamma
meant well, and so do 1,' she added, after a pause.
Now., Mary prided herself upon ing exceedingly rea-

sonable, and so she reflected that Mrs. Cowell and Lo*ise
had acted according to their lights. It was not to be ex.

pected that they should understand her, so she graciously
said

Don7t speak of it any more. We see things from such
different points of view that it is scarcely likely we could
agree on such a subject. I can see that you are very kind,
Louise,' she added, putting forth her little white d$
which Louise clasped in ber shapely brown ones; and
then they joined Mrs. Cowell, who had just awakened
from her nap.

During the next few days Mary learned to appreciate
the character of Louise, without being in the leut desirous
of emulating her housewifély virtues. Limeton did not
meet with her approval. SÈe could scarcely repress her
diýgust as she walked the grimy streets, saw the preten- jt
tious»over-dressed, people, who thus flaunted. their wealth
in the ÎAM of their less fortunate neighbours, and then
thoughi it ht have been her home. To change clean,

beautiful Mapleton for Limeton 1

.If
Tom had told her he would like %eir h me be Lime.a e__ý ulDierton, but had said that if she would à ppier in Raple

ton he wcMld forego his wish. business permitted
him-to li-rÎÎM either place. Not to be outdone in kener-n

,Iv
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osity, Mary had declared her happiness wu to be with
him, no matter where. The subject bad not been ren'ewed,
but Mary bad now quite decided that Limeton could

nmr be her home. She had indeed, "nced whether
Mm Cowell could ever be her mother-in-law, but as she
thought of Tom, she felt that infliction could be borne-
away from Limeton.el-

Tom was to come the following Saturday, and spend a
few days at home before she went back to Mapleton,
ancr she awaited his coming with eagrernesd She wanted
to let bim know that she could never make her home
in Limeton, before he could make any plans with his
mother.

Wheii Saturday came, she told Louise she thought of
going to the dépôt to, meet Tom; and Louise, with more
delicacy than Mary had given her credit for, said:

Oh 1 that is ust the thing. I have so many things toj
see to that I would rather not go, and yet we could not
let Ilim arrive without some of us going!

She also managed to keep Mrs. Cowell at home, feeling
-sure that Tom would enjoy Mary's company alone better
than with them.

Mary almosf forgot all about Mrs. CoweR in the pleasure
of meetine Tom., but after he had asked her a dozen ques-

tiqns, about herself, he said:
how do you like Tjimeton, Mary V

Oh ectly detestable! I cannot think how any.
body can live there!

Ah 1 1 see you have still those Mapleton ideas, Mary.
Now, I hate Mapleton, and am always glad to get out of

it) the Eeople are such snobs. You are the only pleasmt
person JL -ever met there. Limeton people are substan-

tial, true-hearted, and-and, in short, Mary, I am much
,disapýo-m*ted that you dont like the finest city in the

t t%#*
Finest city in the State, indeed 1 says My, stung by

hb disparagement of her native city. is a mSt un-
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pleasant place, smoky, grimy, and unh y, aÊd the
people, as far as I have met them, may be substantial
enough, but they are dreadfully tiresome and uninterest-
ing. I don't mean you, Tom,' F-be adds, seeing him glare

down upon her in angrf astonishment.
I am much obliged, I am sure, that you make an ex. 21

ception in my favour, but 1 cannot take credit myself at
the expense of my mother and Louise!

" Oh 1 1 like Louise.'
9 And not my mother, I infýrr
« No.'
Mary had not intended to tell him this point-blank,

but he had taken such a. line with her for not 'ür.ng
Tjimetôn that she felt indignant, and not inclined to, mi ce

the facts at aU. The result was wbat may have been ex.
pected: Tom stalked on in solemn silence, while fibe,
full of resentment, held her little head very much in the
air.

When they arrived at the house, Louise saw, not'th-
standing Mary's unusual animation, that something had

pne wrong between them, but chose the wise part of IÎ
silence. Mrs. Cowell saw noth but that her son was Jnot much in love, as she feared e would be, with Mary, ÏShe had not found the latter as tractable as she had hoped
in the -- way of imitating Louise, and had discovered that
she had not that admmiration of frugality and thri& that
befitted the future wife of her son; therefore she was-
contented to see that Bon% cool politeness to Mary, whieh
she took as a proof that he was not likely to lie led away

by her caprices.
The next morning Tom joined Mary in the- garden, and

« Under the impression that you would like eton, I
had written about a place here I wanted to buy, but û=

what you sai*d last night I conelude that any plan of that
sort ii useless!

'Wte useless' nid Mary decidedly; « and I re&Uy
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-think» Tom, that you bad better decide your future wits-
ont reference to me. I-that is--there are severaI
things that would, 1 think, prevèn-t our being hqýppy to-
gether.'
ý'In short. you are tired of our engagement

ý'If you tàke it that way, yes.'
Oh. you women, you woiin en !' said Tom, bitterly but

Mary bad walked off, and he did not follow ber.
Later that day Mary said she thought -ber presenS waa

required at home. Louise looked sad, but no one made
any remark on ber gudden leave-taking. Only Tom, when
he drove ber to the dép8t, talking painfuRy small Wk aa
ey went, to, avoid put and gone topics, wringing ber
hands aa the train moved off, said:
'Heaven bles.9 you, Mary; 1 hope one of your Maplëton.

fellows will make you as good a husband as I should have
wished to be'

Th you ; I mu st take my chance,' says Mary, fore-
back ber tears till he is gone th en, dropping ber veil,

e cries ber way home.

A year later Mary is alone in the world. She bas léat

tz ber father, and as she sits in ber mourning dress she
thinks of the past, and is not afraid to tell herself now,
tbat but for ber own folly she might have had good, true-
he»xted Tom Cowell to help ber in ber trouble ; that

eeved as sbe would have been at ber fathers loss, she
could never have been alone in the world as long as Tom

had lived; and now she would be alone for ever, for, dis-
guise it from herself as she had tried to do, she knew she

loved Tom still; all other men s'éemed poor, weak things
to ber, and for Tom's sake even Mapleton did not seem'
auch a very superior place as it bad done, and in eense-

quence, Luneton was not so horrible. She knew in ber
beart she had been somewhat prejudiced, and told herself

tUt the unpleasantness of it should. have counted as
noging comËared--with Tom's Io All she b4d s":R

du
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long before she confemed it even to berself ; probably, but
for the grief that had lowered her pride, she never would
have so, confessed.

She sat musing in the firelight as she had done a year
wb en a card was brought to, her. lei-
Mrs. Hen,y Carlton 1 1 know no one of that name, J

Show the lady in! eýI
À lady, dressed handsomely, but with Quaker-like

ty., then entered, and Mary recognised Louise
CowelL

After the fint embarrassment of meeting bad passeed,
Louise told Mary of her marriage with one Of the 'dear-
est men in the world, that they had just returned £mcý
their wedding trip, and had so, timed their arrival as to
meet Tom on his return from. Europe.

'It waa only last night we beard of your father's death,
and then, dear Mary, I could not -refrain from, coming to,

téll- you how sorry I am!
Tears filled Mary's eyes ai the mention of her father.

I am very much, obliged to you, Louise, and beartily
glad to, see you. Are you going to, stay here lonf« Yes, we shall ass the winter in Mapleton, an being a

strâmger here, 1 1 often infliet my company on you if
OUwill have me!

The oftener the better, dear Louise,' replied Mary,
sincerely.

She liked Louise. At the saine time, she thought with
some trepidation that, these visite from Louise must result
in ber meeting Tom again, which she felt very rel«tant,
to do; but pride came to her aid, and ghe asked herself
why ahe could not meet a man wi th indifference, who

could so, meet ber
And so she resolved to avoid neither Louise nor him.

Perbaým. Louise had a- little project of ber own. At all
events, le ap ed to have much satisfaction when she
found Mary d not ébrink from, the mention of -Tem>Ei

4me, and accordingly he becamie her àief topic of cou.
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'un ýwý ana b«
ývenàtion. She even binted at his - bappine
fem t]ýat his disappOintInent would be a Efe-long

4%orrow.
"Ah! YDu dear, innocent Louise. Shakespeare knew

Men better than you, and 1e says:

Men have died from time to time,
And worrm haye esten thelc4 but not for love.,

Mary saicl., with forSd gaiety.
At last Tom and Mary did meet, and then Marv found

all ber fortitude necessary, for Tom evidently ha no in.
tention of carryingmatters off with dignity, -but rather

f3howed her in everY word and look that she wu the one
woman in the world for
Can't everyone guess the end? That Tom took an

early opportunity of calling himself a féol, and beg
Ma]rY% forgiveness, and MarY contradicted him, and wi

niany tearsshed on his vest declared herself an unreuson-
able little vixen, not worth his love, ana that she wu

to live in the very heart of Limeton if necessary.
Wi! late, my dear' says Tom, merrily, " for I have my

eye on a lovely little nest in Mapleton, and I am not going
to have my lans ulpset a second time.P a

Then Louise Sme into the room.
Blessed are the peace-makers,' said Tome going to his,

sister and kissing her.

FER
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