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THE STEP-MOTHEY

CHAPTER I

» eerfain county of England, which cannot exactly be calied a mid-
county, becanse at one point it comes within a few miles of the
there j= a villaze, with a somewhat detailed description of which
ust trouble the reader; as in thig village and its immediale neigh-
1 warhood took place the prineipal incidents of the story about to he
tod. The scene is narrow, certainly, but very important things ar
oflen enacted in a very confined gpace ; and though amongst the per/,
ganages to be introduced appear neither kings nor statesmen, ‘yet
there are as strong passions stirred and as deep interes¢ affected in
. private life, as in the movements of partics or governments. .
The village is situated upon the slope of a hill, extending from_ the
top to the bottom. A few houscs, indeed, are scattered aloug the
vidley, by the side of the river, swarming with fine trout; and there,
0, in a pleasant and sheltered situation, stands the chureh, with the,
clergyman’s house, a low-roofed but neat and comfortable residence,.
al the distance of about & hundred yards from the gate of the church.’
yord. ) ‘
Half way up the hill is a white house, with a brass knocker on 8
w aozany door, and the traveller as he passes by, ift he be not sBut up
v elose carviage, may see, through the left-hand window, ranges of
be ues and gallipots upon numerous shelves, and a lad, with an npron
he ore him, pounding in » mortar, or pouring liquids from oue hottle
in.o another. Written in letters so large that those who run nay read,
is inscribed upon a brass plate, “ Mr. Nethersole, surgeon, &e.:” and
very often, before the door, is scen standing a neat onc-horse chaise
witha very respectable, plump, and well-eonditioned horse fiyuring in
the harnew, ‘
.+t the top of the hill, and at a short distance from the actual village,
is ¢ large red-brick dwelling-house, raised upon a bank formed by the
culting of the high road, along the side of which runs the wall of ans
extensive and wéf-s‘tbﬂ.ked carden. The mansion has every appearance
of comfort and opulente, the: windows are numerous and large, the
spaces between wide, the chimneys many—indicating at least twenty
Tooms possessing the advantage of a fire-place—and the state of repair
in which the whole is kept is exact and perfect. A high brick wall,
with broken giass bottlesqupon the top—very unpleasant for.the hands of
urchins posscascd with tyf® spirit of appropighiilg othér people’s apples.
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—encircles the premises, containing, perhaps, a couple of acres; and

this wall are three different entrances®to the grounds: one a small
ndoor, reached by a flight of stcps up the bank ; another at the north
side, presenting two large gates and a gravelled road ; and the third
on the side directly opposite to the small door above the bank, und
communicating with a path, through svme pleasant ficlds and lanes
at the back of the village, which lcads down to the church and the
rectory.

‘On the other side of the valley. and of the river. is another hill,
higher, though less sbrupt, than that on which the village stands. The
thick trees of a park, which lies on that side, hide the face of the
ground from the lower part of the village; but the windows of the
mansion*wisch I have just described, looking over these giants of the
forest, give a view of the interior of the park and of a fine old grey
building, known ia that part of the comtry as “ The IHall.”

At the Wime at which the events I am about to relate took place, the
Hall was not in the very best state of repair, though by no mcans
dilapidated. The old stones were rather green and mossy; a part of
the copings might be seen here and there suffering from the ravages
of time; the doors and windows had not been painted for more than
thirty years; and the latter, though perfeetly sound, were scldom
cleaned. It was a large, rambling, irregular edifice, with a vast door
and porch in the old style; many curious, ancient halls within; and
having, without beauty,a grand and imposing air, from the gravity of
its colouring and from its extent.

The park, however, and all that it contained—its long winding
walks, the lawn before the house, the broad gravel terrace at the back,
the gamekeeper's cottage, the kitchen garden, the very wilderness——
regular in its irregularity—were kept with the uwimost neatness and
ﬁtopriety. The sceret of this difference between the appearance of the

ouse and the grounds was simply this: the proprictor was a noble-
man of somewhat singular character, immersed in the pelitics of the
day, phssing the greater part of his time in London, and rarcly spend-
ing more than six weeks in the course of cach year at his housce in the
country. He was reputed to be avaricious, and was certainly huughty.
That be was stern and reserved, he made sufficiently apparent during
his short residences in that ncighbourhood, never associating with any
of the gentlemen around, seldom exchanging a word with any one, and
when forced to do so upon business, making his communications as
laconic as might be. Tc was, also, it must be remarked, without wife,
or child, aud never brought any party down with him to the Hall. A
cook, & valet de chambre, a butler, and a footman, together with a
personage who parformed the offices of both coachman and groom, with
the oceagional variation of a three-cornered hat and a round one, were
$he only people who accompanied him ; and the old housckeeper, with,
& coéval housemaid, and a girl from the yilla while he was
there, and discharged wh~n he was gonc,;ng\. nd sufficicnt to do the
work of the house durir g his stay. ’

Thus it will be seen why the dwelling, though not,suffered to go to
decay, was not kept in a high state of repair. The dining-room, the
library, and hil own bed-room were the only chambers of which he
Saw much ; and the old, pgusekeeper declared§that there was many a
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room in the house which his lordship had not set his foot in for thirt’
years. e did not, indeed, fake much greater heed of the arran
ments of the park, though he used apparently to find some pleasure i
rambling through the wood-walks with his hands behind his back, ang
his eyes bent upon the ground ; but it is much to be doubted whethe;
he would have discovered any little marks of negligence which migh
have taken place during his absence, had they been apparent. Ther
was a person, however, who took a pride in the neatness aud propriety
of cverything about him; and this was the park-keeper, a blunw
straightforward Englishman, clean and regular in all his habits, doing
his duty faithfully and exactly, whether looked after or not, and having
no great reverence for any mortal man, so long asg he thorzl4 he wa
pleasing God, and sutisfying his own conscience.

The poor old housekeeper, who was frightened out of her lifc at her
lord. seldom ventured to point out that this or that required repair
and did so, when absolutely necessary, in so low a voice that she was
often interrupted by a ery of “Speak out, wonyin;” but the park
keeper went boldly up to his master whenever anything was wanted, told
his story plainly, and generally got what he required. In the manage
ment gnd arrangement of the park, and all that it contained, he took
great delight, and often did he say to himself, “ Tf my lord docs not
choose to live at it, that is his fuult ; I will keep it fit for him.”

The noble owner of the property, however, never rewarded him with
any praise of his exertions, or any observation upon their snceess, for,
in teath, he never remarked them ; coming down, as he called it, for
relaxation, and yet bringing all the thoughts and cares of London
duwn with him into the country, so that his mind had no more
opportunity of resting upon the things that surrounded bim than if he
had still been in the capital,

Now, doubtless, the reader may imagine that because we have in-
troduced this noble lord before any one else to his notice, and have
spoken of himself and his dwelling somewhat at large, we intend to
make him one of the principal characters in the story, and introduce
him frequently upon the stage ; but such is not at all the case. You
have scen him, dear reader, and you will never see him again. You
may, indeed, hear his nume mentioned, but he will never more appear
upon the stare.

The Jarge red house, which, as we have sten, was pitched upon the
top of the opposite hill, was possessed by a gentleman as different in
every respeet from the owner of the Ilall as it is possible to coneeive;
and we must go some way back to trace his history before the
actnal commencement of the tale; for this chapter must be taken as a
sort of procm or introduction to what is to follow, in which Lwish to
gather together all that might be cumbersome or difficult in after
details. The ggpi'qman of whom [ now speak was the son of o
lawyer, who had riserf™p euiinence in his profession, and obtained a seat
upon the bench. The judge had not dicd very wealthy, however, and
his eldest son followed his father's course, till he was elevated to the
office of one of the' Barons of the Exchequer ; but ihe second and young-
est, whose history we arcgabout, to hear, after having pussued a conrse of
liberal education till he fwas about eighbeemas then placed jn the

bouse of a great merchdht, and in due tim@lecyme a_pariven.inthe
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itirm. He wag well to do when his father died, and the sum which he
hen shared with his brother made some addition to a fortune
already considerable. He was a quiet. unobtrusive, and somewhat
timid man. but clearsighted in most cases, and possessed of a fund of
strong good sense, which would have been very serviccable to himself
and others, had he not been withal, if not indolent, at all events very
fond of peacc and tranquillity. Tle had a great aversion to strong
emotions of any kind, loved the ordinary course of huxiness, was as
great an enemy to adventurous speeulation as the oldest partner in the
house, and a great deal more so than the youngest.  He did, however,
make one bold speculation ; and it proved a successful one —he war-
ried, andedbgving chosen well, had every reason to be satisfied.  His
wife had everything but suc to recommend her: she was very hand-
some, she was a lgdy by birth, and, what ix of far more importance, by
nature ; she had accomplishments enough to make time pass pleasantly,
and to bear her full part in interesting and entertaining others; and
she had a kind and.afleetionate heart, as well as a strong sen=e of all
the duties of life. This was evervthing that he wanted. and though
her fortune was very small, e paid no attention to that point. Though
a very good-looking man, Mr. Charlton was nearly forty when he
committed this act, and hix days passed fn aninterrupted  tranguillity
for about ten years, with wealth jncreasing, a happy home, a cheertul
amlll z,lmiublv.cumpuniou, and one fair daughter, “whom he loved passing
well.”

But his felicity was to have a turn, and in one weck he lost his
brother, for whom he had always entertained a deep aflection, and his
wife, to whom he was bound by all the strongest bonds of the heart.
The Baron ot the Exchequer had never warried, always deelaring that
he had no time : and consequently his wealth, which was considerable,
devolved to his brother. But the disaster which Mr. Charlton had
sustained affected him deeply ; and though he lingered on for abont a
year and a half in London, he was seized with a great distaste for
business, and began to talk of retiring upon the ample means he
possessed.  Perhaps this design might have passed away had not the
younger partners of the house overruled the elder, and eutered into a
speeulation which seemed to the more prudent members of the firm
extremely hazardous, und which proved sowewhat detrimental, though
to no very great extent. It acted, however, in deciding both the
gentlemen who had opposed the scheme to retire, which "t-hcv COonse-
quently did, and Mr. Charlton, atter having sought throngh varions
parts of the country for a house to suit him, pitched his tent upon the
top of the hill which, with its dependent village, 1 have already
deseribed. . ’
° He carried with him, into the country, his daughter, all his old ser-

vants, many of his old habits, his powdered nd his pigtail,
shough a renowned minister had nearly lnl’l&lﬁmer from society
some years before, and royalty itsclf had sct its face against all man-
1er of queucs.

His daughter was by this time about ten year§ of age, and had
dready received such an education from ker pother as to ensure good
oundgtion for ghatevex afterwards micht $¢ done to improve -her
o by nhC¥ilance her mother¥ Leart and warm affec-
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tions; and for two years after her arrival in the country, her father
devoted himself entirely to cullivate her understanding, and give her
right and just views of everything on which she might be called to
exereise her judgment. I have already said that he was a man of
strong good sense, and that quality went so far as to teach him his
own prevailing fault, though not to correct it. Men of clear minds,
but of no great decigion of character, are generally given to analyse
serupulously their own feelings and motives-—to examine, as with a
microscope, their own characters, as objects which they can pause on
and contemplate without fear or trouble. The result of their rescarch
may be right or wrong, according to their powers of intellect; but the
investigation i still going on, and has but this inconvent:@.ce, that
from all which they discover in themselves, they are apt to judge of
the conduct and motives of others. The bolder and firmer analyser
of the characters of those who surround him. escapes, perhaps, that
error, but is likely to fall into the still greater one of not kuowing
himsclf. .

My, Charlton, however, was of the former class; and in {urning
bis mind -inward, like the eves of the sages of Laputa, he saw and
acknowledged thai he had too strong an inclination to do many things
which his judgment condemned, in order to save himself trouble and
annoyance, aml he strove diligently to imnpress his daughter’s mind to
judge rightly at first, and to adhere to her decision when gnee it was
formed. e did not fear to render her obstinate or headstrong by
such lessons, for her character was naturally gentle and yielding, like
that of her mother: and he alzo guarded it with all care, by showing
the necessity of wsing every power of the mind te ensure that the
course we choose be the right one.  Thus were formed within the
bosom of Louisa Charlton ecertain principles of action which proved
her rafeguard at an after-period, and the good sense of her father
turned hiz very faults to her advantage.

Although the education of his child, the arrangement of his dwell-
ing, vhe improvement of his gronnds, and the various amusements of
country life, atforded Mr. Charlton some occupation, and at first filled
up his time to hiy satisfaction. yet, after the first little bustle of the
change was over, he began to feel lonely and listless. Two great wants
were felt in his conrse of life—business and society. He had no com-
panion—he had no constunt cmployment. Tn London he had felt
that every object which he saw around him recalled the memory of
her he had lost; and though it was not forgetfulness he sought, it
lv;'.sm to escape having painful remembrances continually forced upon

im.

Now, however, he would often have given much to have reealled_his
hasty decision ; for though grief subsided gradually, as it does some-
what too rapidly, in? od, with those who may be termed ensy-minded
people, he felt the wany Of the companionship to which he bad been
accustomed, and the cmployment which had become natural to him,
more and more every hour. e might often be scen walking up and
down the longest gravel walk in the garden, with his hands crossed
vehind him, and his eyes l[‘t:nt sadly upon the ground. Then he would
soam out into the country,dn take a quiet cante; ypon his round, shorts

‘enged horse, or drive out with- his daughte? 10..8fe._sama, ohviecs.sf
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interest in the neighbourhood ; but still at his return he would fall
again into listlessuess.

The village aflforded no society exeept that of the elergyman of the
parish, the surgeon, and the Jawyer. The former was an amiable,
learned, and thoughtful man, doing all his dutics well and zealously ;
but, having long been aceustomed to live almost totally without so-
ciety himsclf, he had lost the taste for it, and spent his time cither
with his books, in the cottages of his inferior parishioners, or in dis-
pensing justice, healing quarrcls, and deciding diflerenees, in his
capacity as a magistrute. Thus, although he was always very happy
to sce Mr. Charlton, every now and then returned his visits, dined with
him oneg or twice, and showing a strong prepossession in favour of
his daughter, he did little to supply the place of all that the worthy
gentleman had Jost or given up.

The surgeon was still less servieeable in this respeet ; he was a busy
little man, clever in his profession, active, bustling, round, fat, and
generally dressed, in knee breeches and black silk stockings.  He was
always cheerful, espeeially when he could rub his hands, and say to a
brother practitioner in the neighbourhood, “ A pretiy sprinkling of
fever about, Mr. Stubbs;” but he was too busy, too small in mind, aud
too full of rhubarl, magnesia, jalap, and calomel, to be any companion
for a man of high intclleet and wide information such as Mr, Charlton.
He did, igdeed, oceasionally dissipate half an hour by bringing himn
the news of the neighbourhood, and sometimes more effectually inter-
ested him by introducing to hig notice a case of distress, to which the
heart and the purse of the worthy gentleman were always equally open.

The lawyer afforded still less sources of amuscinent or interest: he
was a shrewd, clever, ealeulating, very silent man: cach word that he
uttered, and they were very few, was well weighed and pondered,
although be had the reputation of occeasionally helping his neighbours
into dispuates, fromn which it required his own assistance to deliver
them ; but, nevertheless, whatever he did in this way was well con-
sidered, and he scemed on all oceasions to ask himself, before a sen-
tence wus suffered to pass his lips, whether it was actionable.  With
him Mr. Charlton was often obliged to act in matters of business, but
their intercourse went no further, though the lawyer was always pro-
foundly civil to his wealthy neighbour. :

Though there were several othier persons, in various runks of life,
living at the distauce of a few miles, some of whom [ may have occa-
sion to introdube to the reader at an after-period, these three formed
the only socicty which the village of Mallington afforded, and the very
retired and guiet situation, which had been its great atiraction in the
eyes of Mr. Charltoa at first, now proved a source of discomfort to.him.

Tt is not improbable, indeed, that, under these circumstances, he
might, sooner or later, have returned to Londgg and, indeed, he was
beginning to argue himself into a belief thnmtcm which he
vrocured for his daughter from a large town, about geven miles distant,
were not so good as could be desired, when an event occurred which
changed the whole course of his ideas, and fixed him on the spot where
he was. Bué I must not introduce an impprtant character at the end
of the chapter; and onc who is now abBut to appear well deserves

n: [arie s flace and Q'fu ur.
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CHAPTER 1L

Ix walking up the village of Mallington, from the rectory towards the
mansion which was called Mallington 1ouse, we forgot to notice the
linendraper’s shop, kept by two maiden sisters, somewhat past their-
prime, but very respectable women in their way. They were, it i3
true, rather apt to inquire into and report the affairs of their neigh-
bours ; but this mu=t not be attributed to them as any great sin, for,
o say truth, the village aforded #o few sources of amusement, that, as
they neither fished, shot, nor hunted, they had very little else to do
dnring, at least, three quarters of their time. The Misses Martin,
then, cmployed a portion of each day in settling the husiness of every
one in the place, and ax their tongues were somewhat feared, and they
had the reputation of being wealthy, they were courted by their
neighbours, invited to take tea at the surgeon’s, and held a hand at
cards with the suolicitor.  They were, however, thrifty people. notwith-
standing the elevated position they held in the socicty of the place,
served in tieir own shop, and let the first floor and part of the sccond,
when any once secking a pure and salubrious air came down to find it
at Mallington.

One afternoon, then, about two o'clock, in the spring of the third
year which Mr. Charlton spent in the country, a post-chaise drove into
the village, and stopped at the little public-house - for it could not be
called an inn - naned the Bagpipes, which had been extublished from
time immemorial at the end of the street nearcst the rectory.

The Misses Martin went to the door of their shop and looked out;
but thiey could discover nothing but that a lady in mourning and a
Doy of about thirteen got out of the vehicle, and entered the place of
public entertainment.  After they had paused for o minnute to see what
more, they returned into the shady retreat formed by cloths and
printed calicoes, and were busily engaged in wondering who the
strangers could be, when the lady and the boy walked with a slow and
sauniering pace up the street, looking at the houses on cach side of the
way as they came.

“Lor, Mathilda !” eried the eldest Miss Martin, as she saw them
Ea‘s‘s, “perhaps they are looking for lodgings. Tell Sally to put up the

il

The youngest sister hastened to obey, and then passed out between
two picces of muslin to see the further proceedings of the visitors.

“1 declare they have gone into Dixon's,” she eried ; * the ercature
keeps her bill up always; but I am sure they will never be contented
with that nasty place.” -

“If they are,” said Miss Martin, in the true philosophical spirit of
certain fox who onii'i’d, to do with the fruit of the vine, “ they would
not suit us, that’s cleur.” ®
j In about a quarter of an hour, however, the strangers came down
the hill again, looking about them as before, and, much to the satis-
faction of the two ladies in the shop, they walked in as spon ag they

erceived the bill. Inqui®es were made—the rooms to “be let were
ooked at; no haggling ab- ut the price took pla)ime, buj some additional’
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convenijences were required, and, cspecially, a fourth room for a ser-
vant. All was promised by thg Misses Martin that the lady demanded,
and the next day she and her son were safely installed in the apart-
ments over the shop, with a private door quite to themsclves. A prim
and tidy girl was hired to wait upon them till the lady’s own servant
could come down from London: and several costly articles of dress,
with a handsome dressing-case, fitted up with silver, a writing desk to
correspond, and numerous applications to know where certain luxuries
and conveniences were to he procured, showing habits of expense, it
not afluence, convinced the Misses Martin that they had obtained as
their tenants a very respectable family indeed.

The lady did not look more than two or threc and thirty, althongh
ghe was dressed in the unbecoming garb of widowhood—not, indeed,
in decp weeds, for her fine flaxen hair was shown. but in such gar-
ments as many a woman feels inclined to wear long after the customs
of the country require her to bear about the external sigms of her
bereavement. She was a very pretty woman, morcover, with bright
blue eyes, fine teeth, a good complexion, soft clear skin, a chin some-
what too prominent perhaps, a beantiful hand and arm, and as smart.
a foot and ankle as ever was scen. She was tall, and though not abso-
solutely graceful-—for real gruce depends as much upon the mind as
upon the body—yet she was well formed, plump, but not stout, with a
very charming fall of the neck and shoulders, and a waist of a mere
span. Heor son wag, as we have said, about twelve or thirteen years of
age, with hix mother’s complexion and features: tall, strong, and
activé, but with something unpleasant in the expression of his face;
still he was a handsome, good-looking boy : and no sooner was he in
the house than out again down to the stream, over the hill and through
the lancs, leaving his mother to arrange their roowms to her own taste,
and take the trouble of uupacking the numerous trunks and portinan-
teans which had been erowded upon the chaise.

Though t!« lady seemed a little thoughtful as she proceeded with
this task, Miss Mathilda Martin, who gave her every assistance in her
power—to sce what was contained in the packages-~remarked that shy
could occasionally laugh with a gay and merry langh, as if she had
once been possessed with whai is ealled, in vulgar parlanee, the spirit
of fun, and as if, moreover, that spirit had not yet entirely gone out
of her. She acquired also. even carlier than her gister, various picees
of information of which she was desirous, and amongst thewm, the
name that was engraved upon the boxes, which, as they had been car-
ried up under the lady's own eve, she had not previously been able to
diseover. There it stared her in the fuce, every trunk that was opened,
“The Hon. Mrs. Latimer!” and with this grand intelligence she hur-
ried-down to inform her sister, as soon as she had satisfied ber curi-
osity in other respects. ) X

Now, had Mrs. Latimer lodged at Dixon’s, | the good mistress '
of the house ventured to attach Honoura¥le to her name, the two
Misses Martin would instantly have pronounced the lady an impostor,,
and asked, with a trinmpbant sneer, whether lords’ daughters ever
travelled without a single servant in yellow post-chaises, and had but
one maid, who was left in London. But Mrs. Latimer was their own
“odger; and that maf®\ a wonderful differdyce.  She was for the time
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a part and parcel of themselves; and their jmportance, the veo -
portance of their lodging, was vastly increascd by the Ho
Latimer lodging there. They looked forward into futurity; e
thought of speaking, for many years, to all persons viewing the rooms
of their last lodger, “ the Hon. Mrs. Latimer;” they even saw & likeli-
-hood of mentioning her to their acquaintances, in more familiar con-
Versation, as their friend “ the Hon. Mrs. Latimer, who had been spend-
ing a few weeks with them.”

L eu -‘T:'ame night they told it to Mr. Nethersole and to their
eated to thy right and left; and when, on the day but one after, the
of hey (gt uppeared at church, everybody was prepared to open the
Y684 of his pew to give her admission : and all declared that she was a
very beauntiful ereature, and looked “ quite the lady.” She was ushered,
however, by the clerk into the rectors pew, which, as he had no wife,
and his sister was absent, gencrally stood vacant. Her demeanour was
composed and decorous; she looked little around her, except once,
when & man in the gallery began to play upon a hautboy, beginning
with a dismal squeak, to lead the congregation in singing; and, to do
them justice, they followed him exactly in the same tone. She then
turned round with an expression of surprise, but speedily fixed her
eves upon her book with a grave look, and joined the rest, though
with more music in her tones than the other members of the choir.
Her son did not, indeed, preserve the same decent solemnity, but

Janghed aloud ; and, to say trath, through the whole service, displayed
a sort of indifferent, carcless inattention, which would have shocked
the good clergyman not a little, but that luckily, both in the pulpit
zint the reading desk, his back was turned upon his own pew. The
next scats, however, were those of Mr. Charlton and his daughter;
ad the worthy gentleman remarked his young neighbour’s want of
decorum with displeasure: but as he walked up the hill after chureh,
he pereeived, well satisfied, that the fair widow, who was just before
hum, spoke seriously and evidently in a monitory tone to her son, who,
for his part, held down his head and said nothing.

About a week after thix oceurrence, in writing to afriend in London,
Mr. Charlton added in o postscript the following words : —“ We have
hud an addition lately to the society of our little village, which, in-
deed, it much needed : a widow lady, who styles herself, or whowm the
people where she lodges style, the Honourable Mrs. Latimer. 1 have
fallen into a sort of acquaintance with her; but, befire 1 enter into
anylhing like what people in general call friendship, T would fain
know who she is, and something more of her history. Secc if you can
fing-out, in casc you eannot tell me yourself.”

An avswer to the letter came in the course of a few days, and on
this head the writer afforded full information. Mrs. Latimer, he said,
3 2t was the same person he meant, was a young widow, formerly the
wife of the Honours3y¢ (aptain Latimer, who had been a gay, reckless
young fellow, and had terminated a career of thoughtless folly and
bxtravagance, by shooting himself one morning in his dressing-room
about two years before.

“Bhe is but poorly provided for, I believe,” continued,the writer,
“for his family disapprovedfof the match, as she was the daughter of
a singing-master; and thoykh she, has always (‘%hdud;ed‘hemlf with .
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t propriety, they do nothing for her, so that she only has the
i t of a younger brother’s fortune, sadly shattered as he lefi it.

ic Harvey, who has scen her, says she is a moustrous fine
woman.” i :

All these particulars roused Mr. Charlton’s best feelings in her
behalf. He pitied her deeply for the shock and distress which her
husband's rash condnet must have inflicted ; he felt svmpathy for her,
and indignation at her hushband's family for the harshnesy with which
they had treated a person who, placed in diflicult cirﬁu%' - bed
always acted with perfect propriety; and he compassionatod®i P
gmbubly accustomed to affuence, and even luxury, had A}',("'mcd as

cnly reduced to very limited circumstances; and he admiu. .
the equanimity and right feeling with which she bore the rgverse, anu
adapted her style of living to her means.

A passing bow or an occasional word was all that had yet taken
place between Mr. Charlton and Mrs. Latimer, but he now walked
down to call upon her, with the determination of showing her every
attention in his power. The lady received him with grave politeness.,
thanked him for his civility, and casily smoothed down the firss
roughness of new acguaintance. She talked well and sensibly upon
various subjects ; never referred in the most remote degree to her own
state and station, but spoke 2 good deal of Miss Charlton, and praised
her beauty and grace of demeanour with discrimination and delicaey.

Mr. Charlton went away even better pleased with what he had seen
than with what he had heard; felt convinceed that the society of such
a persan would be of great advantage to his danghter, and, after some
hesitation, determined to ask herto dinner, taking care to invite some
of the distant neighbours who had wives and danghters, to meet the
fair widow at his house. To her he bore the hmportant request in
person, and prefaced it by some apology in regard to having no lady of
the houae to receive her.

Mrys. Latimer smiled somewhat sadly, replying,—“ Oh, my dear sir,
when people come to our time of life, and have seen many sorrows,
though they may have lost many bright things with youth, yet they
have gained freedom from those restraints which youth is wisely,

hough unwillingly, forced to impose upon itself.”

; o« Qur time of life, my dear madam !"gaid Mr. Charlton, shaking
his head, *you must not class yourself with the good old peopic

et.” .

7 “Oh! Iam ojder than I look,” replied the lady, “and look, I am
afraid, younger than 1 could wish. But to speak to your invitation,
my dear gir. I really seldom go out. Indeed, I have not been ~ »y-
where since—sinee—{for a long time I mean.”

. “ Nay, T will take no denial,” rejoined Mr. Charlton, kindiy; “ and
your young gentlcman must come up, and amuse himself as well
ag he can.”

“ You are very kind,” said Mrs. Lalim®r, thoughtfully; “but
really—yet, for the boy's sake, I must get rid of such feclings of,
reluctanec.”

“Certdinly, my dear madam,” replied Mr. Charlton; “you have.
luties which must be performed, and itgis far better not to suffer
‘eelings, however natiral—however,laudafle—to interfere with their

pense, if



THE STEP-MOTHER. 15

exceutiomaftiRé commencement. I shall count upon you, then, and
will now takc my leave.

The day of the dinner arrived. After some of the more disMnt
guests had made their appearance, Mrs. Latimer was announced. She
was dressed more plainly than usual ; her widow's eap was brought
further over her face; her hair was less shown. She was grave too,
and scemed a little agitated ; but if such was the casc, Mr. Charlton’s
kindness and good breeding soon put her at her ease, and everybody
showed her attention and civility ; for her worthy host had communi-
eated to those in the room what he had heard regarding the propriety
of her conduet, and the sad circumstanees in which she was placed.
Before dinner, and after dinner, she showed great fondness for Miss
Charlton ; talked with her, smiled upon her, aud,admired in her,
to her father, all those things which Mr. Charlton bimself most
admired in his child

In the course of the evening there was some music; sevelpl of the
young ladied were requested to sing; and one of them, after having
done ro, inguired if Mrs, Latimer would not favour them in the same
way. She answered that she never sang anything but sacred music
now ; but she was prevailed upon to try a song from some favourite
oratorio of the day, and nothing could be more beautiful than the
manner in which she executed the task. It was chaste, high-toned,
and sweet, without any eflort or exuberant ornament, and cvery one
listened, rapt and delighied, till it was done, when a murmur of
applause spread through the room.

From that day Mrs. Latimer became a great favourite in the neigh-
bourhood, and several invitations to dinner immediately followed, but
she had chosen her course by this time, and replied, without concenl-
ment, that her means were too limited to admit of her going out far
for soeicty.” In one or two instances, u kindly—though, perhaps, con-
sidering the shortness of the acquaintance, not a very delicate—spirit
prompted the inviters to send their own carriages for her; and
in these cases she aceepted.  She also went out to several other dinner
parties to which Miss Charlton was invited, taking a place in Mr.
Charlton's earriage ; but her principal intimacy was at Mallington
House, and circmnstances soon arose to make her almost a daily
visivor herc,ggs 1 shall progegd to explain.

CHAPTER IIL

Ir very often happened, during the month or two which followed. that
Mr. Charlton, sowctimes accompanied by his daughter, somectimes
;alone, dropped in for half gn hour in the morning to sce how Mrs.
" Latimer aud her son were going on ; and on more than one occasion
sthe couveration turnsd upon the education of children, in regard
to which the lady scemed to bave thought deeply, though, to say the
wyruth, her own offspring did not afford a favourable specimen of her
practice.  That circumstance, however, was easily and naturally
explained by her one morning, when the boy was absent,—* [ have a
hard task before me, my dear sir,” she said, spoaking of this subjeect.
“ Poor Alfred has been so tefribly neglected, ancyro sadly spoiled, that -



the efforts to restrain him, and make him apply. are almost too much
for gne. 1 long foresaw what would be the result, and foresaw it with
fea? and trembling; but the will of those who hud the best right
to speak was, of course, obcyed, and between contending dutics
I yielded to that which appeared puramount. I did not, indeed,
think,” she added in a low tone, *that 1 should be lcft alone to
struggle with the faults encouraged by indunlgence T could not coun-
teract.”

“Do you not think, my dear madam,” asked Mr. Charlton, “ that the
best plan would be to send him to school ?”

Mrs. Latimer shook her head with a rueful smile.  “T cannot afford
it,” she said, in a low tone, and then added, a moment or two after, as
her words had thrown her worthy visitor into a train of thought, “ No,
T must be contented to do what I can myself, and for the rest must
trust 1o masteys, when I can hear of any good oncs.”

“ There are some very fair masters in the neighbourhood,” replied
Mr. Charlton. *With the exception of music, which he does not
want, you will find all that you require. The music-master, indeed, is
a very indifferent teacher, and 1 have, on more than one oceasion,
thought of going back to London again, in order to give Louisa better
instruction.”

Mrs. Latimer turned a shade paler, but the next moment she
exclaimed,—* Oh ! Mr. Charlton, I have thought of something that
will indeed be delightful.  You must let me be your danghter’s music-
mistress. It will at once be a great plearure to me, and it will afford
me the only means I ever shall lhuve of showing you how deeply
grateful 1 am for all the kindness you have evinced towards me.”

Mr. Charlton hesitated and was embarrassed, said he could not
think of Mrs. Latimer taking such trouble, and made a number of
other apologics; but the lady persisted in her plan, and, as she had no
piano at her lodging, it was agreed that she should come up every fine
morning to give Louisa Charlton some instruction.  Louisa herseif
was delighted, and every day Mrs. Latimer became a greater favourite
both with father and daughter. She was oftcn a companion at their
breakfast table ; often stayed to dinner. Ier son was frequently at
Mallington House, and though by no means much approved of by Mr.
Charlton, was tolerated for Mrs. Latimer's sake.  She was the greatest
resource to the worthy gentleman that could be imagined—his com-
panion, his friend ; and he was very well inclined that matiers should
go on in the same way to the close of his days, but Mrs. Latimer did
not intend that it should be so.

When she had been about ninc montbs in the place, Mr. Charlton
observed, with real concern, that she grew graver and more thoughtful
than ever; that she seldom smiled, and when ghe did so it was faintly,
ind not from the heart. He inquired of himself what could be the
matter, for some time before he inquired of any ounc else. But at
iength, one day, when he had, during a morning call upon her,
remurked that she was more gerious than ever, he asked her maid, who;
»pened the door to give him exit—a calm, staid, shrewd-looking
woman—if Mrs. Latimer were ill, observing that she looked out
of spirite. ¢

*¢ Really, gir, I do wwt know what is thl matter,” said the abigail.



THE STEP-MOTHER. 17

“T gee clearly enough that my mistress is fretting about something,
but 1 cannot tell you what it is.  She has had sorrow cnough, poor
thing, for onc so good and so beautiful.”

‘ l’mv were you with her when her husband died, Mrs, Windsor?”
asked Mr. Charlton.

“ I was, «ir,” answered the maid, “ and a terrible day, too. He was
a wild, rash, violent man, and Lreatui her il enough. , But still
he was her husband, sir: and although as to loving him vcr) much,
that was not possible, vet the shock nc.trh killed her”

“ Well, pray, Mrs, Windsor,” rqomcd Mr. Charlton, feeling that it
would not be proper to push his inquiries any further in that quarter,
“if you find out that I can be of any service to Mrs. Latimer, leb
e know.  You may be perfectly sure I should be delighted to
render it.”

The maid promized to do «o: but nothing resulted from this con-
versation for xome time, and Mrs. Latimer still continned grave and
sad. At times, indeed, when walking on the common with Mr,
Charlton, or sitting with him alone, a burst of happicr feeling would
take place.  She would give way to rome playful sally : appeal to him
upon some light matter of tuste; diseuss the subject with him
eagerly ; perhaps oppose his opinions at first, but, in the end, yielded
invariably, and then would turn her fine blue c¢yes upon him, and
eacluim, ¥ We women are not capable of arguing, my dear friend, and
I helieve we had better never attewmpt it.”  Then, the moment after,
<l would fall into sad thought again, and at times her cyes would fill
yith tears.

At leng’h one morning a note arrived fromn her, at the houar at which
she usually appeared. excusing herselt for not coming, on account of
raatters of business which would occupy her all day. A second day
“he exensed herself, a thivd she had a cold ; and Mr. Charlton went
Jdown in persou to ingnive after her. At a little distance from her
duor he met her son Alfred, and, stopping to shake hands with the
"oy, natnrally expressed a hope that Mrs. Latimer was not seriously
“adisposed.

“Oh! momma is well ecnongh.” replied Alfred Latimer. “ She
+.only moping.  She has been moping these three or four days; but
. u must not tell her 1 said =o, for she forbade me.”

Mr. Charlton went on and rang at her door, nor was he refused

cittanee.  He found ber seated reading, and, thinking it better to
Lewin upon the subject that he had at heart at once, he said,—* My
1oy l,r lady, 1 have remarked that you have been much out of spirits of

\ow you must. not think me iutrusive ; but, feeling the very
ere regard for you that I do, I may be pormtltul to say t.hm.. us you
4ve no one here with whom to cousult, if you require advice or
.\ammmc in any way, I should feel it u slight if you did not apply
2 me.”

Mre. Latimer colonred, and seemed a good deal agitated : but, after
moment’s pause, she preq%d Mr. Charlton’s hand in her own, saying
mphatically, “ Thank you! thank you! bLest and kindest of men.
ul, alas ! 1 fear that you can give me no assistance, and that your .
ivice in this instance would, but confirm the resolution wlich 1 have
ready taken, with bitter rpgret. Oh! had I “sad your advice and
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gupport long, long ago, how many sorrows might have been saved
1

“Well, but take them now,” said Mr. Charlton, “and first tell me,
my dear madam, what this determination is.”

“1 will,” replied Mrs. Latimer,” but you must hear a word or two
of preface. Married very young, partly at my father's persuasion,
partly from the giddy thoughticssness of youth, to a man of whom I
ghall only say that even then I should not have chosen him had T had
opportunity of sclection, or time for thought, I endeavoured to do my
duty well—indeed [ did, Mr. Charlton ; nay, more, I tried to make
my duty pleasure. The rest T must pass in silence—the memory
of the dead is sucred ; but I have known little peace iu life till I came
down here.  In this quict place, and with your kind and beneficial
society, T have enjoyed my first happy moments since girlhood ; but,
alas ! now I must leave it.”

Mr. Charlton started, as if she had struck him, so co: tely was
the possibility of such an event sbsent from his thoughis” “ But
why, Mrs. Latimer — why ?” he exclaimed.

“ Beeause,” she replied, “ and you will own the reason to be a good
one—my means are not equal to living even in the moderate way in
which I live here. 1 have shaped my expenditure by my .income;
but a sudden claim upon a‘pastof the small property my husband 1¢ft,
having started up, even that poor income is diminished.”

“Nay, but let me look into the claim on your behalf,” said Mr.
Charlton ; “ it may not be fair—it may not be just.”

“Yes, it i,” replied the lady, “I have been forced to become a
better " woman of business than you give me ercdit for being, |
went into all the details at onee about a month ago; 1 found that it
was indubitable—though the lawyers said T might contest the validity
of the documents—that the money had heen reccived, aud thevefore |
ordered it to be paid immediatcly. It is already done; my income is
reduced by so much ; and I have only to wait till T ean reecive a suf-
ficient sum to pay a few little bills here, and then, 1 fear—I must—
yes, indeed, I must leave you,” and Mrs. Latimer burst into tears,

Mr. Charlton soothed her kindly and tenderly, and when she was
somewhat more composed he said, “Indeed, this shocks and gricves
me deeply ; and if you would but consider me really in the light
which you have ofien said you do—-namecly, that of a friend, a sincere
true friend—and make use of my purse as if it were your own, till
his little storm bhe passede——’

“Mr. Charlton!” exclaimed Mrs. Latimer, drawing herself back,
ag if greatly surprised. “lmpossible! But no,” she added the next
moment, “ I know you meant it kindly, graciously, nobly, as you do
everything. But that is quite impossible, A woman cannot reccive
1goney but from a father, or a husband—nay, say not a word more on
that score, or I shall think you do not respect me.  As to the money,
I care not for it. There are countrics where T can live at a cheaper
rate than here, and I am ready, willing, to live on bread and water—,
ay, to work for that bread, should need be; but to part with the oxly
i;eoplc who have been really kind to me—to quit the only spot wh%'e

have knen tranquillity—is bitter indecd ;” and Mrs. Latimer wept
again.
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What Mr. Charlton might have replied at that moment had he not
been interrupted, who can tell? but just as he was about to answer,
Alfred Latimer burst into the room, laughing at something he had
seen or done in the village. The boy was surprised to sec his mother
in tears, and turned a look quickly, and almost fiercely, upon Mr.
Charlton, as if he had been doing something to gricve her.

Mre. Latimer, however, held out her fair hand to her friend, saying,
“TForgive me for thus giving way, and say no more upon the -subject
at present.  We will tulk about it more hereafter, when I am ealmer.”

* Well, then, my dear lady,” replied Mr. Charlton, “1 shall take it
for granted that you will not rashly act in this maiter till we have
spoken further.”

“ 1 will take your advice in all things,” answered the lady; “where
should I go for counsel if not to you, my best—I may, jindeed, say—
my only friend?”

When Mr. Charlton returned to his own house he found his mind
much more perturbed than was ordinary with him, or at all agrecable.
That Mrs. Latimer might quit Mallington had never cntered his
imagination.  She had never hinted such an intention ; she had
seented #o0 happy, so coniented with the place, that he had taken it for
eranted evervthing would go on just as it had gonc on for an inde-
finite time, and the idea of losing: her socicty, and being again
rcdueed to the state of listless apathy in which he had been when she
“arrived, seemed to him a second widowhood.  Yet what could he do
1o prevent such a result?  She had reasonable grounds for her resolu-
tion; she was evidently resolved to receive no pecuniary assistance ;
and, though he might think her a little too gerupulous with so sincere
a friend as himself, he honoured her seruples too much to strive to
shake them.  The term second widowhood, which he had cmployed in
his own thoughts, ran in his mind.  He began to faney that he should
find his time still burdensome to him through life, unless he married
again; and the expression which Mrs. Latimer had herself used, say-
ing, that a woman could only reeeive money from a father or a hus-
band, was one of the first things that made him ask himsclf, if he did
wmarry, who could he so well and wisely wed as herself?

At first he wished that he were ten years younger, their ages, then,
he thought, might not have been so out of proportion. As it was,
people would only say that Le had been caught by the eye, and laugh
at the old gentleman for marrying the fair young widow. Yet, after
all, he recollected that he was not so very aged as grief and want of
oceupation, and the dark views they had engendered, made him fancy.
He was barcly fifty-four; M¥s. Latimer might be thirty-five, or thirty-
ysix, for she had told him tha} she looked younger than she really was.
"There was a difference, certdinly, of fifteen or sixteen years, but what
HF that? There wanmany a more dirproportionate match every day:
iand, let the world say what it would, he was conscious that it was not
.for beauty, or any ephemeral advantage, that he chose her, but merely
“Jor the sake of an amiable and pleasant companion, who had soothed
his melancholy, and whosc high gualities he knew.

Thus Mr. Charlton went ox, diminishing some objectionsein his own
eyes, and boldly meeting otl ers with a flat negatiwe, till dinner time;
and yet he was by no meyhs satisfied, and still less decide’.. s



20 ' THE STEP-MOTHER.

affection—who had becn the sunshine of his home, the light of his steps,
the pride, as well as the darling, of his heart; and when he looked
into his own bosom he found nothing like the same feclings there
towards Mrs. Latimer that he had experienced towards her.  True, it
was not to be expected—true, perbaps, it was better not. This ought
to be a marriage of rcason, whereas the other had bheen a marriage of
love. But then, again, he thought of his daughter; and why or
wherefore he could not tell, his heart misgave him, Tt was but a pre-
judice, he fancied.  One heard so much of step-mothers, and perhaps
they might occasionally act ill, but there must be exceptions—indeed,
he bad known them himsclf, and Mrs. Latimer already showed for
Louisa almost the affection of a mother.

Yet he was not satisfied : and at dinner he was thoughtful, absent,
almost fretful. Towards nince in the evening, as he was trying to turn
his mind to o‘her thoughts, with the prudent resolution of sleeping
over the matter, and just when Louisa had retired to bed, one of hix
old servants announced to him that Mrs. Windsor, Mrs. Latimer's
maid, desired tb see him.

“ Show herin ! ” cried Mr. Charlton, in some agitation; and when
the abigail appearcd, he exclaimed, “ Good evening, Mrs. Windsor,
I hope your lady is not ill !~ :

“ No, sir,” replicd the maid: and then waiting till the door wax
closed, she added, “but you told me, siv, to inform you if I found out
what made my mistress so grave and sad, and as [ discovered to-night.
1 thought I would come up and tell you, especially as you are some-
what concerncd, sir.”

“Indeed !” excluimed Mr. Charlton, in some surprise; “how is.
that, Mrs. Windsor ?” :

“ Why, sir,” angwered his companion, pausing and thinking for a
moment, with a grave and embarrassed look, ** it is an unpleasant
thing to tcll, but yct, ag I was saying. 1 think il is but right that you
should know, for I am sure you, who are quite the master of the place,
as I may say, will soon put a stop to it.”

“If it be anything anpleasant to your mistress, and T have power to
do so,” replied Mr. Charlton, “I certainly will; but what is it, Mrs.
Windsor”

“‘Why, sir, it is just this,” the maid procceded, after another hesie
tating pause—* those two old cats at whose house we lodge, the Miss
Martins, are the greatest gossips and seandal-makers in the world, and
they can’t even keep their tongues off Mrs. Latimer, who never had a
word said against ber in her life.”

“Indeed I eriecd Mr. Charlton, with a tremulous cmotion of the
lip, “and pray what can they find to say against her now 1"

#Truly, they must nceds talk about yohy coming so often to sce her,
gir,” rejoined Mrs. Windsor, as if with an effort, “and about her
coming up here to Miss Charllon, sir—that's what they say ; and’
have found out that three or four days ago that old tabby, the eldest
one, had the face to go up to my lady and speak to her about it, zm‘
to say it was not respectable.”

“Bhe did, did she!” exclaimed Mr. Charlton, his cheek growing
very hot ;# well, my good lady, I will soon settle that business ! ”

. *They are cunning old oreatures,” continued the maid, with a scorn-:
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was going to leave them, and then they chose to begin. However, sir,
I thought it right to let you know, for I never like any onec to be
spoken ill of behind his back, and to have things put upon him that
he never dreamt of—especially a gentleman 8o kind and good to every
one as you are.”

“You did very right, Mrs. Windsor,” replicd Mr. Charlton, “there’s
a guinea for you. Do not say anything to Mrs. Latimer about your
having seen me. I suppose she did not know you were coming
here?”

“QOh! yes, sir,” said the maid, “she had told me to take a note to
Miss Charlton, which 1 have given to your man; but she did not
know that [ was going to speak with you, and for Heaven’s suke, don't
tell her, sir.  She would be so angry.”

“ No, no, make yourself easy, Mrs. Windsor,” replied Mr. Charlton,
“T will not betray you; but I will find means to put a stop to their
idle gossip, depend upon it, and now good-night. I shall call down
before luncheon to-morrow.”

Thus they parted, and Mr. Charlton walked up and down the room
for at least half an hour. A ncw and powerful motive was given to
him for doing as he wished to do; nay, it was better than a motive—
it was an excuse. Mrs. Latimer's reputation was affected by his
friendship for her: there was no means of remedying that evil but
one, and Mr. Charlton from that moment determined to put it in her
_power at least to do so.  He was somewhat anxious and nervous upon
the subjeet, indeed.  She might take a different view of the matter—
she might look upon the difference of age as an insurmountable
bar, She might like him very well as a friend, but not think of
him as a husband. Yet, when he bad retired to rest, and thought
over a thousand little traits which he had perceived, he hegan to hope
that he was not altogether so ind§ t to her. That she had a
great regard for him, was evident?'$hgt. 40 abandon his society was
painful to her, she had acknowl¢dged ; and he remembered more than
onee baving eaught her eyes fixed upon his face with an expression of
interest. e was conscious that he was a good-looking man of his
age, and now he began to wish that he had not continued to wear
powder and a pigtgil.  That, however, could not now be helped, for he
would not veuture upon the ridicale of cutting off the latter encum-
branee upon the eve of a declaration, and, thinking that a sleepless
night would not improve his personal appearance, he turned upou his
side and courted the drowsy god. As usual, in such cases, the god
was somewhat slow to come, and Mr. Charlion was up early the next
morning refreshing himself with a walk in the garden. At breakfast
his daughter sat opposite to him, and entertained him with her young
conversation; but every time his cycs turned upon her his heart
smote him. However, hidf resolution was taken, and about eleven
away he went to exceute it.

e found the fair widow looking, he thought, morc fascinating than
gver, and, luckily for his purpose, alonc. Her eyes beamed when she
suw him ; and she held out her soft delicate hand with a smile so en-
chanting that Mr. Charlion began to feel cmotions of tenderness
which carried him on wonderfully after a while, thoughuihey inter:
rupted him a little at first . ‘
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“You seem busy, my dear Mrs. Latimer,” he said, looking at her
writing-desk, which was open before her, and at the table covered with
papers.  “1 hope T do not disturh you; but even if 1 do I must still
intrude a little, for T have one or two things to say.”

*“ 1 was only putting my desk into order for a journey,” said Mrs,
Latimer, with the smile passing away, and giving place to a look of
sadness; “for I see, my excellent, friend, it must come to that.”

“ Nay, T think not.” replied Mr. Charlton, seating himself beside
her on the little hard-stuffed rosewood sofa of the lodging.  “ 1 think
not.” he repeated, *unless, indeed, you be very resolute to go. There
is such a thing, my dear ludy, ax a choice of evils in this world, and 1
am going to put such an alternative before you.  You have expressed
great unwillingness to go from Mallington, and 1 believe you to be
quite sincere, for where one is loved and esteemed, there one generally
finds some sort of pleasure.  You have, also, been kind enough tosay
fhat the loss of my daughter's and my own society lhiad no slight part
in causing your unwillingness.”

“A part, my kind friend, so great, that the alternative you propose
would he a very' puinful one jndeed if 1 did not choose it to avoid such
grief.  For yoursclf. 1 can only say that you have acted towards me a
part that has ever made me look upon you as an elder brother.”

“Well. my dear madam,” said Mr. Charlton, “T1 tell you the alterna-
tive is but one of two evils: it is for you to judge which is the greater.
I wizh you, then, to stay at Mallington—to change your present resi-
denee, and to come to mine.”

. Mrs. Latimer looked all amazement ; but Mr. Charlton proceeded
with more ealmuess than he had himself expected--¢ This, my sweet
friend, can but be done at the expense of a great sucrifice.  To render
it right—to render it possible, I may say—you must consent to give
your hand 1o a man much older than yourself, and to make him happy
at the expense, perhaps, of some regrets.”

Mrs. Latimer pressed her hand upon her heart as if its beating were
too much for her; and then, bending down her head, she hid her eyes
in her handkerchief and wept.

“Nay, nay,” said Mr. Charllon, taking her hand somewhat alarmed,
“1 did noi intend to grieve you.”

“Grieve me! grieve me ™ eried Mrs. Latimer, raising her beautifal
eyes swimming with fears, but with a smile upon her lips.  *Oh! 1oy
noble and generous friend. you know not what I feel;” and she placed
ber other hand in his also.  “ But. I cannot suffer you,” she said, after
astart.  “ No! I canuot suffer you to make =uch a sacrifice vourself,
You kuow that I wm poor; but you do not know how poor, my good
friend. Debis T have none, but at this mowment T have less than one
hundred per annum.  You can, you onght to lovk for a wife far better
endowed than Iam.  Still in the prime ofife, with large fortune, and
everything to make a woman happy, you have cvery right to ex-

ect——">

“Hush, hush, hush ! said Mr. Charlton, interrupting her, “T will
not hear unother word upon snch subjects. If you can fecl that you'
will be happy with me, if you will be o mother to my daughter and a
companion to myself, the journey from Mallington is at an end.”

“For ever !” said Mrs, Latimer, leaning her head upon his shoulder,




THE STEP-MOTILER. 23

“0Oh!” she murmured in a soft tone, “Oh! that I had known you
carlier in life, as 1 said the other day, what misery it would have saved
me!  Bub how rarcly is it that one meets in eurly ycars the only person
who can make one happy !

We have, however, intruded somewhat too far upon scenes that are
generally private, and we must therefore leave Mrs. Latimer and Mr.
Charlton alone to settle all about the marriage without our presence.
We have not been the only ones, however, dear readers, who overheard
that tender conversation. Ah, no! Miss Mathilda Martin, having
first ascertained that Mrs. Windsor had gone out as soon as she had
Iet Mr. Charlton in, was upon the stairs close to the deor--so close, in-
deed, that sometimes her ear, somelimes her eye, very nearly touched
the keyhole.  So it was, however, that after a certain time Miss
Mathilda descended to the shop, with a check highly coloured., and an
eye full of excitement. **Oh! yes, indeed,” she said to her sister, it
is just 80 ! quite as we thought. Don't say a word, Wihifred. I heard
it with iy own cars.  le is now going to forget all decency and to
keep ber up at his own honse. I heard him, [ canyassure you. He
said these very words, ©1 wish you to stay at Mallington—to change
your present residence, and come to mine.’”

* And what did she say " eried Miss Marlin, eagerly. “ Will she

(N

“0Oh, to be sure ! replied Mathilda; “no doubt of it. There were
plenty of *dear friends " and *=weet friends’ going, I can assurc you.
Alh! the nasty old man, how I hate him I

“Shes the worst of the two,” answered her sister: “a trumpery
minx, with her high airs. Why, she has never once asked us o take
a cup of tea: as il we were dirt. | should not wonder if she were no
widow al all, hut just some cast off, with her boy.” ~

Murs. Latimer was evidently lost in the opinion of the two Misses
Martin; and after having thus discussced the mistress they procecded
to assail the maid.  Of her they said what was true enough, that she
wax an artful jade; for though they had not exactly hit upon Mrs. La-
timer's real faults, she being, perhaps, the last person on carth to be
misled by any mau, young or old, yet their closer ohservation of good
Mys. Windsor had given them a good insight into her character.  As
they were in progress, however, they were suddenly interrupted by the
entrance of good Dr. Western, the rector, who, after ordering a few
articles of clothing for some of his poor, went on to azk if Mrs. La-
timer was at howme.

“Oh dear, yes, sir,” said Miss Martin, “she has got Mr. Charlton
with her, as usual, sir.”

“$She is goon going to "quit, however,” added Mathilda, “and I can-
not say I am sorry.” :

“Indeed 1" exclaimedf the clergyman, with considcrable surprise,:
“may I ask why? Mrs. Latimer is a very respectable person, thougly
not rich, and I trust that you have too much good sense and good feel-
ing, Miss Martin, to valuc any one merely as they may be wealthy,”

“ Ay, but is she so respectable, doctor?” asked Miss Martin, with a
gignificant look. )

“T bave the best assurance that she is so,” replied Dr. {Vestern. “]
will add something more, my good lady. Knowing the pragensity of
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all small places to deal uncharitably with the characters of strangers,
aud having last week heard something that did not please me ol re.
ports st about reapeeting this lady, I took the trouble of writing for
information, and find, as 1 supposed, that those reports are without
foundation, and that she is in every respect whut she secms ; ina word,
one who has acted through lile with perfect propricty, even though
placed in very painful and diflicult gituations. 1 trust, therefore, that
we shall hear no more of this, for it is neither christian nor generous.”

Dr. Western, who had purposely given the Misses Martin an oppor-
tunity of drawing this reproof upon their own heads, then proceeded
to pay his intended visit to Mrs. Latimer: and it was remarked by the
ladies of the shop that he and Mr. Charlton walked out, and proceeded
down the street together.

A vague rumour, in the course of the subsequent week. spread
through the village that Mrs. Latimer was not long to be Mrs. Latimer.
Louisa Charlton or Mr. Charlton were aJways with her; the carriages
of neighbouring gentry were frequentiy at her door; sempstresses and
dressmakers were busily employed ; and the Misses Martin, beginning
to find that they had made a very great mistake, were her most humnble
servants, fawning egregiously on even Mrs. Windsor, and declaring
that “ Dear Mrs. Latimer was certainly one of the sweetest creatures
that ever was seen.”

Dear Mrs, Latimer, however, did not forget them ; she was perfectly
eivil indeed ; but she bided her time.

At length, one Saturday night, an clderly gentleman, who was re-
ported to be an army agent, came down to Mallington, spent the
evening with Mrs, Latimer and Mr. Charlton, and took a bed at the
house of the latter. "The next day the lady appeared at church divested
of her weeds; and on the Tuesday following, at an carly hour, the
widower and the widow stood together before the altar, to be made
man and wife. The army agent, who had been a friend of her former
husband, acted as father upon the present occasion ; a small party of
the country neighbours were witnesses to the cereinony.  Louisa
Charlton and Alfred Latimer were invited to spend a few days with a
friend who lived about seven miles from Mallington, and Mr. Charlton
anud his fair bride set out uppn a tour into Warwickshire.

CHAPTER 1Y.

CHrisrorHFR COLUMBUS was a great discoverer, as the reader is un-
doubtedly aware: but he never made half ghe discoveries thav Mr.
Charlton did within one year from the time that Mrs. Latimer gave
him her hand at the altar. Not that she bcwved ill to him; for, on
the contrary, she redoubled her affectionate Taanner; exerted herself
itb be more enchanting than ever; soothed, flattered, fondled him.
But Mr. Charlton had now nearcr means of observation, and he was
naturally a clear-sighted man. He was as fond of ber ag ever—he
y would not have lost her socicty for the world ; but he was neither old
enough nor young enough to be blind to all the little traits of cpa-
racter which presented themselves in his fair wife ; and all these traits
tonded toshow that Mrs., Charlton was one of‘those ladies who never
oL s
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act without an object. She caleulated her game with the most precise
and definite computation, and worked boldly towards the result which
she wished to arrive at by the means she thought most likely to attain
it. From her carliest years she had been taught to consider her own
interests in the first place, and had willingly seconded her father in
cnsnaring the son of anoble family into a connection which all his
friends disapproved. His first object was to seduce her, but though
not without strong passions, they were not of that character which
were likely to make her fall a sacrifice to the designs of any man.
She could hate heartily, but love was not one of her weaknesses ; and
thus ghe skilfully led him on to make ber bis wife as the only means
ol possessing her. His fortune, never very great, she aided to impair,
for she had tastes and habits as expensive as his own : and as he was
of 4 violent and irritable disposition, and she had no object in soothing
him, the coldness with which she listened to the detuils of his diffi-
cultics, and the little care she displayed in extrieating him from them,
often drove him into fits of passion, which produced scenes that caused
all but very close observers to pily the sweet creatéire his wife very
much.  She had an admirable art, too, of always putting him in the
wrong, and as she was certainly ill-treated—for he was known more
than once to strike her—and as che resisted, without any cffort, many
an attempt to seduce her from the right path, made by that husband’s
dissolute associates, the world in general gave her eredit for forbearance
only cqual to her virtue. Thus had passed her younger days, till, at
Jength, in a fit of rage and despair, Captain Latimer Jost the use of
hix reason, and raised his hand against his own life.

Mrs. Latimcer had then, ag we have scen, sct up the interesting young
widow, and hal visited various parts of England in that capacity be-
fore she touched upon Mallinglon. At the latter place, she only pro-
posed at first to Jook about her for a month; and finding there a
clergyman apparently well to do, and a single man, her first thought
was that, perhaps, in coarse of time, she might become Mrs. Western.
Pereeiving very soon, however, that Dr. Western was not, Very acces-
sible, and learning that the large house at the top of the hill belonged
to a widower of great wealth, she determined to change her plan, inas-
much as a campaign against the heart of Mr. Charlton secmed open to
more easy tactics, and because the object to be gained was greater.
Aflluence and ease, earriages, horses, servants, were things that Mrs.
Latimer liked very much, angd it was well worth a little study and art
to obfain such advantages. The disposition of Mr. Charlton was easily
read --Mrs. Latimer shaped her conduet accordingly ; her maid, Mre
Windsor, without any full explanation being necessary hetween mistress
and servant, seconded her skilfully, and the result has been already seen
by the reader. ) .

. It is an invariable rulc,“xowever, which often tends to bring down,
retribution on the head of deccivers, that we undervalue the good sense
of people whom we have once {uken in. Never cheat any one, dear
reader; for depend upon it you will think him a fool ever after, till
perchance he cheats you in return. Now, Mrs. Latimer, or, as we'
must henceforth call her, Mrs. Charlton, did undervalue the good
sense of her sccond husband. She only recollected the rewlt, that she
had deceived him into thinking her all he wished, and she fosgot the
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art she had displayed in making him think so. She forgot, aiso, that
- the was now placed hefore his eyes in the microscope of matrimony,
and she did not exactly guard all her sayings and doings with that
scrupulous care which would bave been necessary to keep up the illu-
sion. One great object was gained—she was his wife-—and she thought
she might have a little repose. She had another great objeet, it is
true: 1o induce him to lcave her at his death a large share of his for-
tune; but she trusted to habit and natural tenderness, and her own
skill in pleasing, to obtain that very satisfactory result.  Mr. Charlton
had, indced, scttled upon her, previous to their marriage, an annual
sum sufficient for her maintenance as his widow, in case of his deccase,
but Mrs. Latimer had. on various accounts, not exacted as large a join-
ture as, perhaps, she might have obtained had she, to use au angler's
term, “plaved her fish 7 after she bad hooked him. DBut two cnuses
prevented her doing so: in the first place, the character she had
assumed, and which it was neeessary to keep up, was repugnunt to such
a course ; and in the next, she was naturally of an impatient digposi-
tibn, and eager to enjoy the fair prospect before her.  Thus, though
she delicately hinted to her friend the army agent that some settle-
ment might be necessary, yet she left the natter entirely in his hands;
and he, for his part, thought the proposal of Mr. Chariton on that
score very liberal.

After a bridal tour of somewhal more than a month, Mr. and Mrs.
Charlton returned to Mallington House; and the lady's taste for ex-
pense and display began to show itself. Her hushand, however, did
not objcet; he could well afford it, and, indeed, bad somewhat re-
proached himsell in days gone by with living teo far within his income,
solely from not knowing how to spend it reasonably. 1lis former wife
had no such habits indeed, and the contrast struck him not altogether
pleasantly ; but he said nothing, and only insured that his expenses
should be kept within due bounds. Then Mrs. Charlton thought it
right to sec the trade of the village improved by the establishment of
a rival shop, in opposition to the Misses Martin.  Encouragement was
given to a speculative tradesman of the neighbouring town to break
in upon the monopoly so long enjoyed by those ladices, and as he had
all Mrs. Charlton's custown, and her strongest recommendation, besides
smart new articles, which had never been seen in Mallingtou before,
the old shop was soon neglected, the dull-coloured prints and musling
hung unpurchased in the windows, and ihe Misses Martin, growing
every day sourer and more sour, rued the hour when they had put up
the bill of lodgings which had caught the widow's eye, and wentally
gave her over to ruin and condemnation.

Neither of this did Mr. Charlton wholly approve, but his fair wife
took eare to copeeal the animus of this procgeding from his cyes, and
18 was, therefore, obliged to content himsclff with her notions of free
4rade and anti-monopoly. One thing, however, did annoy him ; he
had forgotten that, in marrying the widow, he ran a great risk of
marryiug her son too, and Alfred Latimer soon gave hi}p cause to re-
pent of having done so. MHe proved a wild, eapricious, Tash, unfeeling
boy, and it became evident, very speedily, that his spoiling had not
been entirgdy on his father's part. Ie was very ignorant, very
arroganty and with none of those principles which, implanted in
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very carly youth, prove sooner or later the correctors of fullies and
the tamers of passions, he seemed to have no idea of anything but
indulgenee and amusement.

After having given way for about six months, Mr. Charlton, moved
by a sense of duty to the boy himself, shook off Lis desire of case and
tranquillity, and represented to his wife the absolute necessity of send-
ing him to school. e proposed Eton, and offered to provide libe-
rally for his cxpenses there, saying, that of course he looked upon her
son nearly in the light of his own.  But Mrs. Charlton was in despair
at the idew: she showed in fecling terms that he had been so long
brought up at home that the change to a public sehool would be more
severe and {rying to him than to other lads ; and all that her husband
could obtuin by hismost reasonable arguments was, that he should be
sent to a privaie school some fifleen miles off, where she might be at
hand herself to watch over him,

Not long after this Mrs. Charlton hinted to her hushand that it
might be hetterif their dear Louisa were sent to a finishing school in
London.  She suggested that it would give a polish te her wanners, a
tone, a style to her appearance and demeanoar that never could be ac-
quired in country socicty ; that all the accomplishments which she
possessed wanted the perfecting touch of the first masters, and that it
was good for all young people to sce a little of the world before they
had to play an active part in it.

Mr. Charlton heard her to an end with perfect composure, but then
replied gravely, but not unkindly, “No, my dear. She never sets her
foot in a school.” -

e said no more at first, and Mrs. Charlton was inclined to argue
the point: but he stopped her abruptly, adding, ** er mother never
was at a school; xhe had a great abhorrenee of them. I promised
tcr that Louisa never should be sent to one, and that promise 1 will
keep.”

Mrs. Charlton burst into tears, and Mr. Charlton quitted tbe
room.

She fonnd that she had injured hersell, however; and hastened to
retrieve her false move by renewed kindness to her step-daughter, to-
wards whom, to suy sooth. she had somewhat cooled since her mar-
riage ; but she did not love Louisa the more for Leing the subject of
hev first dispute with her husband.  In manner she was sweet and
gentle to Louisa Charlton, always calling her cither my love, or my
dear Louisu; but there were many small traits which showed to
Louisa hersell, and, what was of still greater importance, to Mr. Charl-
ton also, that there was little sineere afivetion. Often in a kindly
tone, and with numerous Professions of regard and assurances that she
did it for the ckild’s own good, she would reprove Louisa for one liftle
uct or another, and lecturegher upon her conduct and demeanour. She

. affeeted to think that it w}s her duty to do so, and therefore did it be-
fore her husband ; but Mr.Charlton was very keen-sighted in regard to
his child, and the first question which he asked himsclf was, whether

“the censure was just, before he inquired whether his new wife was only
actuated by a scnse of duty or by some other motive. e generally
found reason to think that Louisa was in the right; for ghough she
made no defence, yet she bad an advocate in her father’s hé.=f, and a-
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judge in his sense of justice which did her right, contrary to Mrs. -
Charlton's expectations. That lady, indeed, only strove to produce an
unfavourable impression on her husband of his‘daughter's conduct and
character ; but she was not at all aware that Mr. Charlton was silently,
and in his own mind, trying them both, and gencrally giving judg-
ment against her. She did not at all understand at first, and, indeed,
never fully understood, the exact nature of his love of quiet and his
abhorrence of discussions. She often thought that she had gained her
Eoint, and produced the result she intended, because he said nothing.
She fancied he did not see and comprehend, because he did not
oppose or reprove; but, in truth, Mr. Charlton was always analysing
and forming his cstimate by the accumulation of facts which he ob-
served. Thus, on one or two oceasions when his quietness had induced
Mrs. Charlton to go on to a point where he felt it his duty to oppose
decidedly what he thonght wrong, and some little dispute took place
in consequence, Mrs. Charlton helieved that it would all be soon for-
gotten; but she deccived herself. It was a new page written in her
history—a fresh ¢ine in the portrait which her husband was constantly
drawing in his own mind.

Sometimes, too, in spite of all her skill and self-command the
strong and violent passions which were in her hosom would burst
forth with a vindictive fire, which startled and alarmed her husband.
Thus, one day, about a ycar after their marriage, her son was brought
in by the head gardener (who had often complained of the destruction
he committed in the garden) for & more unpardonable offence. The
inan appeared in the ball, where the young gentleman's mother was
then standing, holding him firmly by the collar, notwithstanding his
kicking, struggling, and biting; and he at once informed the lady that
Master Alfred had that moment destroyed the whole melon beds, and
broken the glasser of the frames, in revenge for having been prevented
from knocking off' the blossoms of a fruit-trec with a switch. The man
spoke calmly and respeetfully; but the boy, furious with passion, ac-
cused him of striking and maltreating him, and soon made his mother
a participator in his anger. The idea of her son dragged in by the
coilar by a simple gardencr, was enough to excite her indignation ;
and ordering the man to quit his hold immediately, without making
any answer to his complaint, she took her son by the hand, and, with
raised colour and flashing cyes, sought Mr. Charlton in the library.
Trying to subdue her voice to some degree of calmness, she demanded
that Blackmore, the gardencr, should be immediately dismissed for
daring to strike poor Alfred for some of his little follies in the garden;
and iab le proceeded to make out as aggravated a case against the man us

0B8LDIE.
? ‘Mr. Charlton heard her calmly, but with his eye resting more firmly
pn her flushed cheek than was pleasant to h&, and then called the hoy
to him saying, “ Come hither, Alfred, and tell me how all this has hap-
pened. But, before you speak, remember 1 must have the exact truth,
which, T am sorry to say, you do not always give. Now, what occurred
between you and Blackmore?”

The boy went on, delailed the circumstances according to his own
version, adptitted with apparent frankness that he had been switching
the Llos¢oins on the wall, but declared that the man had tuken the
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stick from him, and struck him with it. and that it was in running
away from him that he had jumped upon the melon beds and broken
the frames.  The story was not well arranged, for a very shori investi-
gation would have shown that three frames had been destroyed, with
~all the wanton fury of passion; but Mr. Charlton made no investiga-
* tion, and remained silent for a minute after the boy’s tale, broken by
iears of rage, had come to an cend.

“Well, my dear,” ericd Mrs. Charlton, impatiently, “have I not a
right to demand that he be discharged immediately 1”

“ No, Emily,” replied Mr. Charlton; *he cannot be discharged.”

“ And pray why not, Mr. Charlton?” asked his wife.

“ Because, my dear,” was the answer, * Alfred has told a most gross
and shamefnl falschood. I was standing at that window at the time,
and saw the whole affair.  If youn will follow my advice, you will send
Alfred hack to sehool this very day, as a punishinent fur the lie he has
told, and the bad spirit he has displayed.  As to discharging Black-
more, for simply doing his duty, that is out of the question.”

Mrs., Charlton made no answer, but it was a ferrible struggle
botween prudence and passion.  She burst into tears, however, and,
taking her son by the hand, quitted the room. 'There was another
line drawn in her picture: and a darker one still was to come.  Black-
more remained for about two months more in the service of hig old
master, and then gave warning.  Mr. Charlton asked no explanation,
and the man offered none: but the former was well aware that the
place had been made too uncomtortable for the man to remain in it.

Although Louisa Charlton had not sufficient knowledge of the hu-
man heart to analysc and examine as her father did, yet she felt the
character of her step-mother, if | may use the term. She knew that
she was not Joved by her,and that her tenderest tones and swectest
terms were not real.  She avoided her as much ax possible, then, and
Mrs. Charlton was very glad of it; for she was somewhat too appa-
rently anxions to be free from Louisa's society. 1f she were going out
to drive or to walk she always contrived to believe that ** the dear
child ” wag busy about something—that she had this to study, or that
to do. But Mr. Charlton, in his quiet way, soon put a moral restraint
upou her in these respects. When sucll excuses for not taking his
daughter were made, he remained at home, saying he would wait till
she had done and then walk with her. This was a course which his
fair wife did not at all approve of, as by that means the daughter
became her husband’s eompanion, not herself; and when she found!
that it was systcmatically pursued, she altercd her conduct, not with-
out some apprehension of having made another false move.

Louisa wus always gentle, and kind, and affectionate, and treated her
father’s wife with perfect respect ; but even that Mrs. Charlton did-not
like, for she would fain hyve discovered something substantial to find

* fault with. As the sweet girl grew up, however, and displayed promises of
great beauty, Mrs. Charlton thought of a change of plans; and in her
Yown mind laid out a scheme for uniting Louisa to her son-—thus
sceuring possession of the whole of Mr. Charlton’s wealth. The great
_ obstacle, indeed, was the boy's own disposibioq, of which she well
: knew neither father nor daughter approved ; and from tIX + moment
i she strove eagerly with the lad—not to make him amend. bu? rather
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conceal his faults. Adviee,exhortations, reproaches, were alk emaployved in
vain,and her own indulzence tended to frustrate her object. Each day as
he advanced in life, Alfred Latimer showed himeelf more headstrong
and wild, and o tuste for low society began to display itself when at
home; for the quict cheerfulness of Mr. Charlton, and even the gayer
gentleness of Louisa, were not at all to histaste.  Towards the latter,
indecd, he showed some affection of a particalar kind : but even atfer
they had become the young man and the young woman it never
assumed the character of Jove. It was, in a degree, that of a brother
for a sister, by which name he always called her, in spite of all Mrs.
Charlton could say ; but it was less strong, less elevated. At times he
would be angry and sullen with her for days together ; at others would
forget. her entirely in his own pursuits; at others would tease and
give her pain.  But whenever he was in trouble or distress, he would
fly to her, cvenein preference to his mother; and often, by her udvice,
assigtance, or intercession, she would extricate him from the difficulties
that his own fjults and follics had brought upon him. Louisa ap-
proved ncither his character nor hjs conduet ; she disliked his society ;
she shrank from his conversation, except when he sought her for
counsel or aid; and the more she saw of him, the more unworthy she
thought him, 1ill she learned at length to regard him wish something
like fear, thongh it was more fear for himself, and for the follies und
cvils he might commit, than for the annoyance he might bring
upon her.

T have suid above that Mrs. Charlton was not pleased at his giving
Louisa the name of sister ; and the reason was, that she wished to bring
Mr. Charlton and Louisa herself to look upon him in a very different
light. She sirove for this object steadily, shutting her cyes to all the
many motives which could wake her husband reject such a son-in-law.
She endeavoured to persuade him that all Alfred’s fanlts would pass
away in time, that they were but errors of youth, and over-indulgence ;
and she attempted to rouse pride in fuvour of the alliance she had in
view, by casually speaking, at different times, of the probability—
which ghe represented as greal—of her son succeeding to the title and
estales of his cousin, whom she declared to be a sickly and feeble
youth, not likely to sec maturity.

Mr. Charlton had by this time gaincd deep insights, and he heard
her without any marked reply, waiting to discover her object ; for he
now knew that she always had one. At length, onc evening, when
Louisa had gone to bed, and she and her husband were sitting alone,
Mrs. Charlton, as he scemed in a cheerful and yielding humour, ven:
tured to say, “I know not what you fecl, mey dear; but if T could see
my poor boy united to a woman who would guide him aright, and, by

+ occapying all his affections, give him thoge high ohjects which I am
sure arc all that is wanting to correct hi®errors, I should think the
great end of life attained.”

“I fear suck a one would be difficult to find, Emily,” replied Mr.
Charlton; “and for her sake, poor thing, if ever he is destined to
meet with such a one, it would be better to let his passions be broken
by the hard struggle ¢f - the world, or tamed by their own excess.”

“8ucl,s*One is our dear Louisa,” said Mrs. Charlton, in a hesitating
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She is certainly one to make any man happy,” replied her father,
:gaw'ely, “but she is out of the question, and her like is not casily

und.”

“ But why is she ont of the question?” asked Mrs. Charlion, a little
irritated. “ Suppose they Toved each other?”

“That cannot be supposed,” said Mr. Charlton. “They are brother
and sister, indeed, and may love cach other as such, but my curse
would follow any other tie between them.”

Il¢ spoke in a tone thai the lady had never heard him use be-
fore, and, as he did so, he rose as if to put an cnd to the conver-
sation.

The next morning her husband was up somewhat earlier than usual,
and went down into the village before breakfast. Hec had not been
long gone, however. before one of the lawyer’s clerks came up to ask
for 2 memorandum book which Mr. Charlton had left in his library.
The servant could not find it, and applied to his mistres, who was now
making breakfast. At first she told Louisa to go and look, but the
moment after a sudden thought scemed to strike her, and she ex-
claimed “ No; I know where it is. 1 will go.” ’

She did, and found the book; but before she gave it to the man,
who was waiting, she unclasped it, and looked at the first page as if to
see that it was the right one. ler eye instantly lighted upon the
words ““ Mem. for Will:—If, contrary to my express commands, Louisa
ghould by any chance marry A. L.. everything to go to next heir.”

Mrs. Charlton restrained herself with pain while she handed the
book to the man, but the moment he was gone she gave way to a barst
of indeseribable rage.  Her pretty features assumed the expression of
a demon; and, in her wrath, she threw off the table, and broke to
picces, an inkstand which she knew her husband valued greatly ;—it
had belonged to his first wife.  When she returned to the breakfast-
room she was still under the influenee of the same feelings; she
scolded the servants, she spoke angrily to Louisa, she fell into fits of
sombre thought ; but the moment Mr. Charlton's step sounded in the
hall she was changed as if by enchantment. Her sweet smile came
back like sunshine returning to a stormy sky, and she was all grace
and gentleness when he seated himself at the breaktast-table.

Alfred Latimer was now frequently absent; for Mrs. Charlton had
found it necessary, for the success of her own plans, to prevent the
follies and vices, which were becoming more conspicuous as he grew
towards manhood, from being obtruded upon the eyes of her husband ;
and he had been placed under the care of a clergyman at some dis-
tance to prepare him for college.  But his stay there did not tend, in
any great degree, to improve his disposition; for the tutor was an in-
dolent man, with whom he might study if he pleased, or remain idle
if he liked, and, as the render may well suppose, he showed surongly
hif affection for “ the mother of vice.”

Louisa had commenced her nineteenth year, and her birth-day had
been celebrated with affectionate joy by Mr. Charlton, when, the morn-
ing after, as he was rising from his chair, he fell back insensible. The
surgeon, Mr. Nethersole, was sent for in haste, and, by copious bleed-
ing, relieved him for the time; but he remained, ill for somagnonths,
and never fully recovered his health. N
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Alfred Latimer was at Mallington at the time, and remained there
while his step-father was obliged to keep his room, wandering about
the country, no on¢ knew whither—coming home Jate at night—and
making coustant demands upon his mothers purse. One day, however,
Edmonds, the park-keeper of Lord Mallington, appeared at Malling-
ton Iouse, and demanded to speak with Mrs. Charlton. He was
shown into her presence, and, in his usual bluff and straightlorward
manner, proceeded to inform her that ler son had been scen, on the
preceding night, in the preserves of the carl.

“ He had two other young fellows with him, madam,” he continued,
“and I dare say the young gentleman only did it for a spree: but
there were guns fired, and pheasants killed, that is certain, Now, 1
thought it best to come and tell you, madam ; for these fellows he was
with are not fit company for him, and will get him into mischief : and,
as he has been always very civil to our people when he hag called in at
the cottage, 1 «honght it a pity to sec him go on s0.”

Mrs. Charlton was really shocked and alarmed. for she had previ-
ously entertaingd nr idea of the length to which ber son's taste for
low socicty had been carried. She thanked the man sincerely. then,
for his warning; and ip order to break through such dangerous con-
nections, as well as to remove him before Mr. Charlton was well enough
to come down and resume his usual habits, she acted with more firm-
ness than usual where Alfred was concerned, and sent him back to his
tator's with the most serious admonition she had ever bestowed upon
Yim in her life. 1le might, perhaps, have resisted, for he seldom
showed any great reverence for his mother’s authority ; but the fact
of having been discovered by the game-keepers frightened him, and
he obeyed.

At the end of about & month after his departure, Mr. Charlton had
sufficiently recovered to go out and walk about the village and the
ncighbom{mod, as he had been accustomed to do, and his daughter
Louisa wag now his constant companion ; for Mrs. Charlton, who had
got into habits of great self-indulgence, had by this time grown mar-
vellously stout and heavy, and loved exercise in her earriage better
than on foot. Hig conversation was now generally serious, and some-
times sad ; and he often referred to the probability of hig death taking
place at no very distant period.

“1 speak thus, my dear Louisa,” he said one day, “ beeanse I would
have you prepare your mind for such an event, as mine is prepared. I
know how terribly the loss of one we love comes upon those who have
never looked forward to it ; and, after such a fit of apoplexy as 1 have
had, one always lives with a drawn sword hung over one, which may
fall at any moment.” 4

Lonisa wiped some drops from her eyes; but only replied, “ There is
one favour I have to ask, my dear father, whjch is this —whencver you
are ill again, do not let me be kept out of four room. You know that
T will be quict and not disturb you ; and the anxiety and pain of being
abgent from you, and not knowing really and truly how you are, is too ¢
terrible,”—and poor Louisa wept.

“Were you kept out when I was ill latcly?” asked Mr. Charlton,

vely. (
. “Yespmy dear fathier,” replied Louisa, “several times. I was told
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when T eame, that you did not wish to be disturbed; that you would
rather not ree me then :—as if T would have disb&rbcd you; whet
J would sit Ly your bedside for hours without noise or movement
& they would let me. 1 can bear anything but to be kept fron.
you.”
" “ You shall nof. my sweet child 1" said Mr. Charlton. “ I thought
iliere was something ot the kind, from not sccing you so often as 1
wished. Dt | understand it all, and it shall not occur again.”
Whether the attempt might or not have heen made to exclude the
child onee wore from the hedside of her sick father I cannot say, for
it was never put to the proof.  Mr. Charlton went on, apparently re-
enining bealth and strength, for come months.  The winter and the
" spring passed away without any event; Mrs. Charltgr was all kindness
and tenderness to her hushand : and Louisa was giving way to the full
hope of kecing hix darl presentiments remain long unrealised.  About
the month of June news reached 1he village that the Barl of Malling-
ton had been taken very ill in London. and three days after came the
intelligence that he wax dead.  But what horrified thesattorney in the
fivst instanee, and also puzzled both the servants on the estate and the
wossips of the place, was, that he had died without a will, so that all
hix estates would go to the next male heir, Who was the next male
Leir then beeame the guestion: but the only house in Mallington
which possessed a pecrage was Mr. Charlton’s. The solicitor begged
Cdeave to borrow it for a day: even Dr. Western Jooked into it: and
. Mr. Charlton himselt examined it with some curjosity, to know who
wax to be their new neighbour. [t aflorded little satistaction, however;
tor it there appeared, that the late lord had no brothers or uncles liv-
ing.and in tracing back the aveestry the lawver declared, that ihe
nearest male heir was the Rev. Mr. Wilmot, a gentleman born abous
Mgxty vears before, who wax particularly marked as having no issuc.
“Aud yei” he added. it would bear a question between him and
the heirs of hi= unele, Thomas Wilmot of the Grange, it he had
any.
tHe xeemed to derive satisfaction from this view of the case, but more
expecially from the probability of there being great difficulty in sct-
tling the elaims 10 the personal property. as the lute lord had made no
will.
Whether Mr. Charlton had or had not made a will, or whether he
intended to alter one he had made, or to make a new one, this fact
“recmed to ocenpy mueh of hix thoughts; and, during three days, he
visited the solicitors office every morning. 1t was renfrked that he
grew more grave about this time; and, as it to dissipate unpleasant
*lmaginations, he made several little exeursions, sometimes for a day,
sometimes for two or three. Thus passed June, July, and part of
August; but towards the ¢lose of the latter month, Mrs. Charlton
; verftured to bave a few friehds to dinner. The ladies had not long left
the table, when a loud ringing of the dining-room bell startled the
-#ervants in the hall.  When the butler ran in, and the footman fol-
:lowed, they found onc gentleman supporting Mr. Charlton in his chair,
. while Dr. Western untied his neckeloth. Mr. Nethersole was instantly
jsent for, and came with all despatch; but Mr. §harlton was quite in-
i wensible : and when the surgeon attempted to open a vein, Liwblood,
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followed the lancet.  He was a bold and skilful man, however, and he
instantly cut the artery of the temple. Some relief appeared to he
affurded, and the sick man was removed to bed. The visitors, with the
exception of Dr. Western, withdrew ; aud he waited for the office
which he saw he might soon be called upon to perform—to console @
daughter for the lo»s of her iather. The moment was nearer than he
thought ; for in about an hour after Mr. Charlton had been removed to
his own clmml»cr. Mr. Nethersole came forth leading Louisa in tears to
the drawing-room. Dr. Western questioned him with hix eyes: the
KUTLCON Oy m\h nodded his head. and returned to Mrs. Charlton, who
had remained in the chamber of death.

The solemn quict of a great change fell upon the whole house.
About eleven Dr. ¢Vestern took leave of his fair young companion, and
she retired to weep in her own chamber.  Mrs. Charlton had already
digappeared ; and the servants, with the exception of one wate her.
soon after wenf*to bed.  All was still—all was dark : hat about three
o'clock a faint light was seen in the library. by the man who drove the
mail-cart {rom the neighbouring town.

The usual proceedings on such an ocenrrence were gone through
with due solemnity; and the lawyer having given notice to Mus.
Charlton, on the day subsequent to Mr. Charltou’s death, that he pos-
sessed a signed and attested copy of her late hushand's will, by whicl:
Dr. Westem was appointed one of the executors, that lady instantly
sent to the worthy clergyman, hegging that he wonld take the whole
arrangements on himself, as she wax totally unfit for the task. She
requested him also to take possession of her husband's keys, and espe
cially those of the library, in which he kept all his principal papers.
Dr. Western did as she desired ; and in due time thewill, in the hand+
ot the attorney, was opened, by which it was found that Mr. Charlion
had raised the income previously sccured to Mrs. Charlton to one
thousand per annum ; and then, after a few legacies to his old servants.
and marks of kindness to his friends, had left the whole of hix pro-
perty, with the reversion of the principal gum from whieh hiz widow
reccived her annuity, to his danghter, making it an absolute condition,
however, that she should not marry Alfved Latimer.

Mrs. Charlton declared herself perfectly satisfied ; and, having lefi
the room with her step-daughter, the two exeentors, of whom the late
partner of Mr. Charlton was one, together with the attorney and one
of his clerks, proceeded to examine the papers of the deceased. [n
the strong box, amongst the fivst things that they found was the
duplicate of the will; but what was their surprise when, on opening it.
a paperfeaded © Codicil” dropped out. By it Mr. Charlton confirmed
his former will ; but premising, that heiresis of considerable property
were too often the dupes of sharpers, he went on to make it a cou-
ditlon, that his danghter should obtain the consent of Mrs. Charlton
1o her marriage, w henc\ er that, cvent took place; and that if she pro-
¢ecded to contract matrimony vWithout the said umwnt he revoked all
1hequest,ss in her favour, and trzmderrcd the whole of lus estate to his,
widow. The codicil was not witnessed, bub it was dated and signed :
and the lawyer, after examnining it attentively, and comparing it with
wome memorandum Jooks in “Mr. (.h'lrltons own handwriting, pro-
anounced it good in law. -
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Tere ends that introductory history which it was necessary to relate
or the better understanding of what ix to follow; and henceforth I

all content myself with the depiction of scenes rather than pursue 2
Entimwus narrative.

CHAPTER V.

f;A veAr passed, when, on one bright summer cvening, about seven
pelock, the only conch that passed through Mallington appeared as
wsual at the top of the hill. Two countrymen, going from some vil-
lage not far off; being the only tenants of the roof, the inside being
vacant, and one gentleman seated by the coachman on the box. The
coachman, as may be casily coneeived, was not very well pleased with
his eargo, and Jooked for but a scanty supply of shillings and sixpences
as hix share of the spoil. Nor had the demeanour of his companion
on the box by any means tended to lighten his ¢pirits, or make him
hetter pleased with his situation.  He had found him jw that position,
when he himself assumed the ribands at the half-way house from
London, some five or six and twenty miles off, and from that moment,
till their arrival at the top of Mallington hill, not more than ten words
had passed between them, and those uttered by the passenger were
mere monosyllables.

When the guard had put on the <kid, however, at the top of Mal-
lington hill, the coachman was astounded, as he turned round his
Liead and raised his left hand with o slight shake of the reins, to hear
i companion’s voice pronouncing a whole uninterrupted sentence.

* U'ray, what village i this, coachman?” he said, gazing down the
hill. apparently well pleased.

*Thix is Mallington, sir,” the coachman answered ; and then he felt
a4 =trong inclination to punish his co-occupant of the box for his long
taciturnity, by relapsing into silence; but his natural Joquacity required
vent, and he proceeded to inform the stranger that the great house on
the right was old Mr. Charlton’s as was.

* Has he changed his name ?” demanded the other.

* No. gir” replied the coaehman.  * 1e’s got no name at all now,
fur he's dead. A very good gentleman hie was, too, and wore a pig-
tail.”

“And who does the house helong to now ?” demanded the stranger.

* Why, to hix danghter,” replied the Jchu, “ some say; some say to
her step-mother, the widow. Ilowsoever, the young lady is a great
heiress, that's elear; and has as much as six or seven thousand a year
of her own.” A)

To the astonishment, and somewhat to the consternation, of the
coachman, for he had himself nearly twenty miles to go, the stranger
repfied that he was booked for Mallington, and should alight at the
Bagpipes.

v Nothing could be more accurate than the young gentleman's whele
appearance.  He was dressed in black, with a narrow band of crape
round his hat, which showed, as the coachman internally observed,
that he was in mourning for somebody. Then }he had a black hand-
kerchief—not a stock—round his neck, which proved he wii not &
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clergyman, for clergymen did hot wear black handkerchiefs in those
days; and then he had black gloves, fitting neatly to his hand, which
proved he was not an undertaker, for the gloves of undertakers are
always too long in the fingers; and then, again, he had a very good
hat, glossy in spite of dust and journey, and very well polished hoots,
which went very far to prove that he was a gentleman, e was not.
what would be generally called a very handseme man, for colouring,
which is what first strikes the eve, was wanting. 1is countenanec
had not the slightest resemblance to any face that ever was painted on
a sign-post.  His comnplexion was dark, with hair, eyves, and whiskers
nearly black, and the evebrows strongly marked. His forchead was
both wide and high, rising straight from the brow, and surrounded by
wavy curls; his mose was straight, with a somewhat wide nostril, 2ud
his mouth was beautifully cut, though somewhat stern, while the chin
was rather prominent, but well rounded, Though he could not he
called exaetly pale, yet hie had little colonr: but his lips were red and
healthy, and his eye clear and bright.  In height he might be a little
above five feetoten, broad in the chest and shoulders, and in age, per-
haps, six or seven and twenty.

All these particulars were gathered by the rapid eve of the coach-
man before he pulled up at the door of the inn: and he had con-
cluded, fromn his survey, that *the gentleman was quite a gentleman
notwithstanding ;" when the ohject of his examination got down from
the box, and confirmed the judgment juternally pronounced upon him
by giving coachman and guard cach half-a-erown, when the usual fee
for ** an outside” was rarely eighteenpence.

“Those two portmanteans,” he said. pointing to the roof. as he stood
belore the inn-door; and with great alacrity they were handed ofi and
with greater alaerity received by the porter of the house as indications
of a visitor. Ilc put them down, however, and in a quiet common-
place way looked at all the five sides that were visible, as if it were a
matter of course to ascertain the gentlemgn's address ; but there was
no ticket to be scen, nor brass-plate cither, and remarking that the
proprietor of the portmanteaus remained looking about him, the porter
stepped up to him and touched his own hair—hat he had not—saying,
* Any more luggage, sir?”

“ An umbrella in the inside,” replied the stranger : and after having
turned the portmantcaus on their other ends, for the convenience of
carrying them, and of looking for the nane; and having taken them
into the passage disappointed, the porter came forth again, and
searched the coach for the umbrella. He found one with an ivory
handle; and to his great satisfaction, for he was just going to give up
the inguiry in despair, he found two capitad letters engraved upon the
ivory. Those capital letters were E. M.

CHAPTER VI.

TuE stranger was shown to his rooms; they were clean, tidy, and com-
fortable: the little bed-room, with its white hoards and white dimity,
Jooking pp the villagg street, towards the top of the hill, and catching
a glan€t of the gredn ficlds at the back of Mallington, over the tops
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of some low houses ; and the sitting-room looking down upon the calm
{picturesque stream, beyond which appeared the park with its thick

rees, and the several habitations of gardencrs und gamekeeper dotting
the edge of the woodland.  1le gazed forth with much pleasure; he
‘scemed to take great delight in the beauties of nature, for his eyes
swandered up the stream and down the stream, and over the large
“younds of oak and elm with an expression of satisfaction which had
something ahimost melancholy in its very intensity.

After dinner, he pursned his way, at an easy pace, up the neat hroad

! ehn-shaded road, and looked up for an instant at the pretty little
{village church, about which there were some good old bits of Norman
fdoors and buttresses, and then turned an inquiring eye upon the
reetory.

* Yes," he said, after pausing for A moment, © it must be so.  There
is no other house near. At all events T will see;” and opening the
neat gate, he walked along the earriage-road bordered with ever-
ercens, up to the porch covered with ivy and China roses, and rang
the bell

An old white-headed mansservant appeared without making him
wait, and the stranger inquired,~ - Am 1 wrong in supposing this the
reetory !

* No, sir,” replied the man; it is the rectory.”

“MThen is Dr. Western at home !” demanded the stranger.

“Yes, sir,” answered the servant @ hute—""

*He is at dinner, perhaps '™ said the visitor.

* Oh dear ! no, sir,” was the answer, with a smile; “he has dined

. these three hours @ he is at tea”

* Well, then, my good friend,” rejoined the stranger, * will you let
him know, with an apology for interrupting him by =o late a visit, that
I wish wuch for a few moments’ conversution with him !

= Will you step into this room, sir!” said the man ; and he ushered
the visitor into the doctor’s library.

The clergyman finished the cup of tea which had heen poured ont,
for him, and then, leaving his sister with a young lady who was passing
the evening with them, he walked with a slow step to the study, where,
opcuing the door, he regarded the stranger with his ealm and
thoughtful eyes—not long enough to make the glance unpleasant, but
sufticiently long to afford the worthy doctor those physiognomical
indications which he was fond of obtaining in regard to every new
heing of the same speeies as himself with whom he came in contact.
The result was, in this instance, highly satisfactory to him.

“"This ix a fine countenance,” he said internally, © thoughtful, and
vet frank.” )

“You wished to see mesir, [ think t” e proceeded aloud ; * pray
he geated;” and he himselt took his aceustomed arm-chair, leaning.
hatk in it, but bending fotward his head in an attitude of polite at-
tention.

“I have the honour, Dr. Western,” replied the stranger, “ of bringing
you_this& letter from Sir Henry Searsdale, who was once, [ think, o
])‘ll‘plltt;)'t yours at Oxford. If you will read it, you will see what is my
object. . .
“ Delighted to hear from my young fricud,” rjplied the o1 gentle-
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man, his face lighting up; “he was always a great favourite of mine.
and any friend of his must be always so—"

As he had spoken he had torn open the letter, and was going on
reading it; but something that he saw therein made him stop suddenly
in his speech, and fix his whole attention wpon the contents.  The
letter was somewhat long, and the doctor said nothing more till he
had got to the end, except such words as *“ certainly "~ with the
greatest pleasure"— *indeed !” but when he had concluded the perusal.
he rose, held ont his hand to the stranger, and said,—*“1 am delighted
to see you, sir.  If vou will do me the honour of taking up your abode
in my poor house, it will give me great pleasure, and any assistance |
ean afford is, of course, vours to command in any way."

“T feel very much obliged to you,my dear sir,” replied the guest, *and
obliged to Scarsdale for procuring me the pleasure of an introduetion
to you ; but I think it will be best to refain my quarters at your little
inn here, whert I have two comfortable rooms enough, and the land-
lady scems a good woman.” .

“ An cxcellest ereature!” replied the clergyman.  # Were you ~ick.
you would find what a kind motherly being she is.”

“ Now, my dear sir, ] will not detain you longer.”
* you are at tea, I know.”

“May I not ask you to join my little party {7 said the clergyman :
* there are but my sister, and a very sweet young Jady, whom we love
almost as a child ~the cynosure of neighbouring eyes, indeed - Miss
Charlton.”

“What ! the fair lady of the house upon the bill 2 dsked the
visitor.

The good doctor answered in the affirmative, adding,—*“ My ward,
thoungh she will soon escapc {rom tutelage.”

The stranger willingly aceepted the rector's invitation, and Dr.
Western rose to show 'him the way, but paused at the door, and
turning with a smile to his new acquaintance, said,—* 1 had forgotten
to ask the name.”

“ Edmond Morton,” replied the yvoung zentleman ; and the clergy-
man Jeading the way, thcy were soon in the drawing-room, where Mr.
Morton was introduced first to Dr. Western's sister, Mrs. Evelyn, and
vext to Miss Charlton.  Louisa had now expanded into the beauty of
womanhood, but yet it was that of young maturity. The flower wa~
no longer in the bud, but it war not full blown. She had inherited
not only al] her mother's features, but her mother’s grace, as well as a
fine mind and lovely person; and though her dress was véry simple,
and still mourning, yet there was that look of dignity about her, that
calm repose which may be ovcasionally fou¥d in all classes, but which,
wherever found, kpeaks one character of -heart and spirit.  The rich
waving brown hair fell withont art into the formns that sculpture hax
loved to give it, and in the whole cutting Of the features, the eye of.
Edmond Morton, and he was no mean judge, could discover scarcely
one flaw. 1f therc was anything, perhaps it was a want of animation
that struck him at first as a defect ; but yct, there was a deep light in
those soft and romewhat sad cyes, which made him think that the
whole face might betome full of expression when the bosom wax
moved by any power il cmotion. However, he had seen many a very

said the stranger:
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fovely girl before that, and was not very caxily to be captivated.  THis
wai too geutlemunly n gpirit, alo, to examine the person of a ludy ax
e would have eriticised a horse: and thus he was neither xo much
htrm:k with Louiza's appearance at first as many might have been, nor
@id he remark all the beauty of her form and face till he had heen
some time in her company.

On her part, Louisa paid little attention to his appearance. e was
a friend of Dr. Western's, and that was enough to gain her iavourable
consideration.  She thought him a very good-looking young man, also;
and, perhaps, drew comparisons between the tone and carringe of the
tranwer, and those of the good folks of the ncighbourhood, rather to
the disadvantage of the latter, but it went no further. She thought
not of flirting with him, ov attracting Lis atteution, and, for some time,
while he sat talking with Mrs. Evelyn, entering at onee, with a
peeuliar sort of bicuséunce, into the position of a friend rather than a
new acquaintance, Louisa remained silent, or only said a few words to
Dr. Western,  The good rector, however, was not pleased with her
reserve : he was. to say sooth, semewhat proud of hip fair ward ; he
thought her, in his heart, the loveliest and the best Et' girls, and his
very indignation at Mrs. Charlton, for differing greatly with him.on
that point, made him anxious to have all the rest of the world upon his
side. He was determined. therefore, that he wounld draw her out : and
though Louisa was. indeed, zomewhat sad that cvening, from various
unpleasant things which had oceurred in her own house, yet Dr. Wes-
tern, who well knew her. ~oon won her to a gay smile, and then to a
Taugh. He changed the sulject. then, and spoke of his parish and his
poor.and dwelt upon one or two of those scenes of distress which every
clergyman who does hix duty must witness, without being able to
alleviate. or. at least, pot mueh @ the dying mother—the reprobate
son the broken-hearted parents -the anguish of remorse; and ag he
went on, to Edmoud Morton's xurprise, that calin and placid counte-
nauee, which he had thought inanimate, showed that it could express
with intense fecling every different emotion of the mind.  She forgot.
hersell” too, entirely : conversed cagerly and well on every topie that
was brought before her. and ponred forth the pure high feelings of a
noble and gencrons heart in sympathy for sorrow or for jov. Towards
Morton himsclf, too. her reserve died away, and finding in him stores
of thought and information. sucle as few possesced around her. joined
with a grace and case of demeanour which ¢an only be gained hy
Toug and intimate communication with the truly noble and the really
high, she gave herself up to a new charm, and almost forgot the
passing hours {ill the change of light warned her that day was
conting to a close. They starting up, with a smnile, she said,—* | must
away, dear Mrs. Evelyn, & I shall be scolded by my mether for wan-
dering so Iate.” ..
% Nay, but my song, Louisu--my song!” eried Dr. Western.

“Oh! it must be for another night,” replicd Miss Charlton: © see,
it is really growing dark.”

“Well, we will walk with vou up the village,” said the rector. *ir
Mr. Morton has no ohjection : and as we return 1 will give him a full,
true, and particular account of all the villagers whose houses we pass,:
¢hat he may learn to esteem the inhabitants of Mallington properiy.”

»
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“Oh! pray do not,” replied Louisa; “you are so severe upon us,
dear friend, that T {ear, if’ you give him your views of our faults and
failings, he will ran away from the place to-morrow morning.”

“Nay, T will be just, my dear,” answered Dr. Western : and
soon as Louisa’s shawl and bonnet were adjusted, they set out upon
their way.

CHAPTER VII.

Tur reetor of Mallington gave his left arm to Louisa Charlton, and
Mr. Morton walked on the othier side of that fair lJady. A shade had
come over her face as they passed close to the churchyard, and as the
low cold dwellings of its silent tenants met her sight. 1t was not,
exactly the shade of gricf, indeed, but of calm serious thought. The
conversation of her mew acquaintance had been of many things—
parions, rich, Yanciful, amusing; and, thongh she did not know or
pereeive it, the: deep current that lay beneath the sparkling suriace
had tended to Promote refleetion, even while it scemed only to excite
the imagination. It had, of conrse, been all of worldly things: but
it bad led the mind, by a natural and quict course, to find the latent
relations between those very worldly things and the higher, the mors
spiritual, with which they all have some mysterions connection.

Dr. Western remarked the shadow, but he took no notice ; and their
younyg compunion saw it also, but remained silent : =0 that they had
reached the end of the village street, and were beginning to walk
slowly up the hill, hefore either of the three spoke.

¥ 1lad we not better go by the field path!” said Louisa Charltor,
turning to her guardian; “it is so much more beautiful, and so much
quicter.”

“ No, my dear child,” answered the old gentleman ;: “1hat would be
hardly fair:” and he smiled as he spoke.

Louisa looked in his face with an inquiring glance; and Edmond
Morton went further, asking, * How do you mean—not fair, my dear
sir!”

* Because, [ think, it would almost amount to yobbery,” replicd the
good doctor, “to deprive the people of my parish of the high delight.
they will experience in secing you and Miss Gharlton and myselt
walking up the village together as familiarly ax if you had been living:
here for ten years. You cannot imagine, sir, what a source of innocent,
delight this walk of ours will afford to some hundreds of people in
Mallington; what an inexlanstible fund of conversation it will
supply to persons who have nothing clse on epyth to talk about: what,
i Sivcmion it will effeet, as you soldiers eallt, in favour of poor Mrs.
Pilkin, who took a Sunday walk the other day with a gay bachelor,.
whose banns with her fair self [ have to publish for the first time un
Sunday next—but the people know nothing of that; and how you,
and I, and Louisa, without our own consciousness, or any effort on our
part, but merely that of walking up this hill instead of going by the
fields, will enliven every tea-table this night.”

' Both Lonisa and Mr. Morton smiled ; and the latter inquired, “ Iy
it really such a gossiping little place?”
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“Tust in proportion to its idlencss,” answered Dr. Western in a
graver tone; “as, indeed, is always the case. Being a place of no
rade, and I might almost say no society, the people, for one-half of
fheir time, have nothing to do but comment on their neighbours.
The residence of half a dozen respectable families in or near the
village would gpecdily work a great change in these respeets: for
idleness is the parent of gossip, as well as of most minor vices, and
of many great ones also.”

Axthey walked up the hill but slowly, they were passed at a quick
pace by Mrs. Charltou’s maid, Mistress Witidsor, who, still in as great
favour with her lady as ever, had been clevated to the rank of house-
keeper, and, to use a vulgar expression, had both feathered her nest,
and tricked out her plumage handsomely during the three or four last.
vears of Mr. Charlton’s life.  Though not o young as when first she
was introduced to the reader, and bearing certain traces of it in
wrinkle and line, she wasstill & very active woman, aied had lost no
portion oi her shrewdness.  She was as keen as her fuistress: even,
perhaps, a little keener, and she had always made it a ‘;wint of show-
ing herself especially respeetful towards Miss Charlton, both before
and after her master's death. 1t had been her common observation
that nobody could tell what might happen. Now this was not &
maxim of particular application, but a wide, broad, philosophical
axiom, which was the basis of one-half of her conclusions; and when,
Mr. Chuwrlton first fell ill she redoubled her attention to Louiss, saying
10 hersell, “ No one ean tell what may happen.”  When Mr. Charlton
died, she was still more attentive, repeating, ©“ No one can tell what may
happen ;* and when she beard the will read, and found that the de-
eeased had left the great hulk of his property, exeept the annuity to his
widow, to the young lady, Mrs, Windsor was satistied with her own con-
duet : and, although she did think it strange that Mr. Charlton should
have so strietly tied his daughter's hands in regard to her marriage, she
still determined to show herself devoted to Lionisa, observing once more,
* No one can tell what may happen.”  She had, indeed, taken carc at
the same time to give no just cause of offence to fair Mrs. Charlton,
but was quite as ready at all times to do ceverything she could to for-
ward that lady’s views as she had been from the first.  Mrs, Charlton,
indeed, saw through her -yes, through and through her, reader.  She
was not merely diaphanons, but quite transparent to the cyes of Mrs.
Charlton; and yet that worthy lady was not at all inelined Lo let Mrs.
Windsor sce that she bore any ill-will towards her for courting Louisa,
even if she did fee] annoyed at it, which I do not pretend to say she
did not.  Mrs. Charlton and Mrs. Windsor had known each other for
many vears. Mrs.Windsor ’,lﬁlul served Mrs. Charlton very well and very
faithfally, as has been shown; and M.s. Charlton had every inclina-
tion to pass over any little faults, but not from gratitude ; for if Mrs. -
Clarlton conld have sirangled Mrs. Windsor with her own hands, and
nothing more said about i, who can tell it she would not have

~done it?

As the respectable abigail now passed by Dr. Western and Louisa,
she paused, half turned round, and dropped a low courtsey, then
resumed her quick pace again, and reached the Louse some time
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before them., As soon as she had culered the doors, instead of he
taking henself to the housekeeper’s room, ax she usually did in ordinar:
circumstances, she inquired of onc of the footmen whether her mis
tress was alone in the drawing-room : and finding that such was U
cage, ghe walked straight up thither, without taking oft huunct o
shawl,

“ What i=it, Windsor? " demanded the lady, as soon as she appeared
=peaking in a quernlous tone, and putting a pen with which she ha
been writing into the inkstand.

“Why, ma’am, 1 thought | would just tell you that Miss Charlton i
coming back,” replied Mrs, Windsor,

“Well, I suppose she iz, answered her wistress, still erossly ; il
is time <he should, for il ix getting quite dark, 1 can hardly <ce to
write.”

= Yes, maam,” rejoingd the housckeeper: * but there i< a zentle
man with her ‘s well as D, Western, and | thonghi yvou might like to
know.”

* A gentleman ! said Mrs. Charlton, with a greater degree of
interest : = what ~ort of & gentleman, Windsor?"

“You can see him, ma'am, from the window,” replied Mrx. Wind.
sor: “ he's a fine-looking young man, who caine down by the coach 10
night, I heard, and bas put ap at the inn; and he took the two roon:-
there for a fortnight, and then went to Dr. Western's direct.”

By this time Mrs. Charlton reached a western window which looked
down the hill, and was gazing steadfastly upon the group which wae
slowly walking up.,  The remaining light {ell full upon them, and
she conld see them pause, and Jook round over the sceue below,
with the high old trees of the park on the opposite side of the valley,
and the sunset glow in the sky above : and she remarked that the
stranger pointed with his hund, and scemed to make some inguiry.
and that when they came forward again Louisa's fair face wus raised
towards him with a bright warm smile upon her lips.

Mrs. Charlton smiled foo: but it was not with a very pleasant,
ihong,h with a pk.md (,\pxcwon, It seemed as il she said Lo hersell.

“That will do,” but vet ax if that which wax to be done was not. very
full of human charitics. **Go down, Wind~or,” che said, “and tell
Tdward when Dr. Western comesx 1o beg him to walk in, for I wish tu
speak with him- and the young gentleman who is with him, of course.
And hark ye, Windsor, 1 wish you would find out. who he is, and all
about him; for, of course, I am very willing to show attention to any
one who visitx Mallington—and yet, of course, I must be careful of
whom T hring into Miss Charlton’s company- '—l)ut of course, I must
wish Mr. Latimer {o have sowme more and e Letter society thun he
finds here—und, of course,—-but run do\\‘n \\ indsor, and tell Edward
what T have said, for they are coming near.”

Mrs. Windsor hurried, away with a gravé face to do as she wag bid.«
but her grave face only lasted to the back of the door, and then xhe:
murmured to herrelf * As it I did not know!” :

The footman reccived his instruetions in terms that he was well dis-
ciplined to understand, and the next minute the great bell rang.  iie
walked with slow and stately step to the door, and having openéd it
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#drew back to let Mixs Charlton pass, hut as she shook hands with I,
‘Western, and wished the stranger good-night, the man stepped forward
again and said, “ My mistress, sir, told me to say, if you came, that
she wished to speak with you for one mowment if you would have the
&induess to walk up.”

1 will wait for yon here, my dearsir,” said Mr. Morton ; butl Louisu,
with colour slightly rising in her check,—for she did not always kuow
how her fair step-mother would view her proceedings,—interposed,
exclaiming, * Oh, no; pray come in, Mr. Morton ; Mrs. Charlion will
be very happy to see you, I am sure.”

* Perhaps”- -replied the visitor, but before he could conclude liis
senfence the rector kindly Jaid his hand on his arm, saying, “ Nay,
come in, my yvoung friend; il Mrs. Charlton has any matter of busi-
nexs to speak of, we ean find another room in this house. It is not like
my little rectory, and there are plenty of couneil chambers.

Edmond Morton could only bow, and follow whitheffthe doctor and
Louixa led : and in a moment after he was formally in:}duccd to Mrs.
Charlton.  The fair widow was all kmiles and gracioushess. though, to
sy sooth, some part of her youthful grace had fled, for she had become
rather fuller in her proportions than was altogether consistent with
exact symmetry,  As she was not a very tall woman, the difference of
the breadth in relation to the length, as comapared with whai she had
heen when she changed from Latimer to Charlton, was not to her ad-
vantage—in personal appearance, al least—-and yet she was a very
preity woman, trés bien conservée, ax our Freuch neighbours term it
fair, smooth-skinned, delicate-featured, with nothing that could indicate
a year more than forty, or anything clse than the sweetest possible
dixposition, the most placable and considerate wind. She was delighted
to xec Dr. Western: xhe was charmed to reeeive Mr. Morton : she wax
tenderly aflectionute to dear Louisa. She was the pink of step-mothers,
and the pleasantest of friends. Al that she had to say to the rector
was, that she had for the time given up her intention of going to
Cheltenham, in consequenceof letters that she had received that morn-
ing; and although Dr. Western lad never heard of her purpose, hie
expressed himself very well satisfiod that she had abandoned it, suying,
that he was not foud of Cheltenham, especially in what is termed the
season ; he thought ita bad place for young men, and a worse place for
young women.

Mrs. Charlton smiled swectly, and accuzed him of being too severe
in his notions; and then, turning to Mr. Morton, she inquired if he
did not admire their quict little rustic village, so beantifully situated
amongst its woods and ficlds.

“1 have really seen véiy little of it as yet, madam.” replied the
young gentleman, ¢ having been here but a few hours; bat as I am
arcat lover of the beauntics of nature, [ have no doubt that [ shall find
cnough to admire.” ’

Mrs. Charlton was delighted that he was a lover of the beautics of
nature ; and declared that they would show him plenty of the sweetest
seenery in the world, and appealed to Dr. Western whether they would
not. She must positively, she said, make a party to take him to the
waterfall up the glen, and insisted that he should not venture to visit
it without her presence ; and she ended by askigg the rector, and hix
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friend, and Mrs. Evelyn, to dinner the next day at an carly hour, that
they might take a walk hefore tea, . . .

“Ilang it !” thought the worthy clergyman. ¢ the widow ix looking
for a third husband already.” But he did her great injustice.  Mrs.
Charlton was no longer Mrs. Latimer, and though she alwayx had her
objects, they were very different from what they had been, and from
what Dr. Western imagined. For himself he aceepted her invitation,
but declined for Mrs. Evelyn, who never went out to dinmer, as Mrs.
Charlton well knew : and Mr. Morton promixing to accompany him,
the two gentdemen took their leave just as the lady asked Louisa fw
ring for lights.

*“Well, my dear xir. what do vou think of my fir neighbour!”
axked the elergvman, when they were fairly out of the hounse : = having
seen her yourself. you will need no explanation.”

“I think not,” replipd Edmond Morton, drilv. **Mav | a<k, my
dear sir, if shy s really that sweet girl’s mother?”

“You see dens of a different race, eh!” said Dr. Western, with a
smile. © Very Uifferent, indeed. I ean assure you., I never saw Louisa's
mother; but from what 1 have heard. she was very like her daughter,
both in person and mind. T need not tell you that Mrs. Charlton iv
not. Nevertheless, she is a very good and respeetable woman.™

“A very artificial one, I should think,” replied Edmond Mor-
ton.  “Should 1 be wrong. my dear doctor, if I said a very artful
one’” ;
“ Nay, nay,” eried the rector, © that is a somewhat harsh term.  She
seems worldly, it must, he confessed. and so tar. | believe, you have
Jjudged right, though how you have formed your opinion in so short a
time, I cannot tell. 1t took me longer to form mine.” '

“I have been all iy life acenstomed to observe small traits,” replied
hig companion, “ and have seldom found their indications fallucious. |
know, indeed, that they may be xo used, that the habit of remarking
them begets in us a particular sort of vanity in our own penctration.
which makes us unwilling to admit that we are deccived when we
really are so, Thercfore, I never allow myselt to act from the impres-
sions first reeeived, 1ill they ave confirmed by farther observation. Yet,
I think I cannot be mistaken in my estimate of cither of the ladies we
have just left.”

* And what of Louisa, then?™ asked Dr. Western.

“ Hardly fair, my dear sir,” rejoined his companion. “ She is won-
dertully beautiful when she isanimated ; but, T should think that she
wax 2 flower that required very tender usage, and that she has not had
it always.”

“Yet she isof a firm and high mindg answered the clergyman,
eagerly: 1 know not any onc in whom%such gentleness is blended
with such a strong sense of what is right.”

“ 1 am sure it is,” replied Morton; *in *%ruth, my dear doctor, Lers -
ig a neighbourhood of which one may well be afraid.”

*“You know she ix an heiress, and her fortune very large,” said Dr.-
‘Western, in 2 peculiar tone.

* 1 have heard so this evening,” replied the young gentleman: “but.
T once heard a very noble and amiable friend declare that if it rained
hciresses he would g¢ out with an umbrella, and I have always been
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wery much of his way of thinking.” The rector laughed, but Mr.

Morton, changing the subject, reminded him that he was to give him a

&ght of some papers; and they both quickened their pace towards the
ootory, .

CHATTER VIIL

Tue Misses Martin had discovered all about it: ihe Misses Martin
ad settled it all in their own minds-~they were mighty minds for
setiling other people’s affairs; but when Mrs. Windsor, on the fol-
lowing morning, walked into their shop, as she called it * promis-
cuously,” to buy a piece of narrow tape—thinking that if there were
in all Mallington any person or persons who could gather the whole
particulars of Mr. Morton's history, the Missgg Martin must be the
people-—they proved obdurately silent, notwithztandif®every hint and
question she could devise.  1ad she asked no questions,ghad she given
no hints of & wish to discover more of Mr. Morton, the IMisses Martin
might very possibly, from a desire to hear what that gentleman had
been doing at MaHington House, have proved communicative them-
selves; but as soon as the two ladies pereeived that Mrs. Windsor was
on the search for information, they resolved not to give it, for there
o was war between Mrs. Charlton and the Misses Martin—civil war it
» ight indeed be called, for it was more real than apparent, and con-
- ducted with all politeness.  Mrs. Charlton had triumphed over the
.i Misses Martin—she had married the rich widower—she had sur-
¢ rounded herself with wealth and splendour-—she had heen raised into
i the first position in the society of the neighbourhood, in gpite of all
' the Misses Martins inuendos and slanders --and she had set up a rival
in a shop. These were things not lo be forgotten by the Misses
Martin, and, as T have said, they remained obdurately silent, although
" they had settled the whole affairs of Mr. Kdmond Morton an hour
or more hefore Mrs. Windsor appeared.

But Mrs. Windsor was a skilful general, and, by a well-conceived
manceuvre, she turned their flank. There was a neighbour of the Misses
Martin just three doors off'; he was a hookseller and stationer, well to
<o in the world—an clderly bacheler, a véry respectable man. He
differed from the Chureh of England in several of his religious no-
tions, and oceasionally preached his own doctrines himself to a sclect
wongregation ; but, nevertheless, he was just the sort of man to be
very high in the esteem of the Misses Martin, who, though they be-
tonged to the Church of England, had no objection to marry any one
—-only nobody asked them® Mr. Sowerby wus fond of news, and Mrs.
Windsor, remembering well that the Misses Martin were in the habit,
one or the other, of running into Mr. Sowerby’s shop every hour in the

«day, conceived that ere th& period of her visit they must, by an in-
; evitable necessity, have told that gentleman all that they had gathered
vof Mr. Morton. The moment, thercfore, that the tape was bought
. and paid for, she turned her steps to Mr. Sowerby's, and asked for
some note paper. The worthy master of the shop was delighted to sce
her, and began at once by telling her that it was a pleasant day, but
warm—very warm. As Mrs. Windsor had discovered this interesting,
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fuci before, she assented without any long consideration, and ther

went on to say that the night before had been very warm likewire, 1o

which Mr. Sowerby sgreed ; hut then Mrs. Windsor proceeded to re-
Tate how warm she had found it as she walked up from the bottom of
the hidl, and ended,— 1:declare I thought I ghould have dropped just

;
|
{

as | wax passing Miss Charlton and the young gentleman she brought

up with her from the reetory.”

“Wel now,” cried Mr. Sowerhy, “that is just what 1 wanted to -

speak to you about, Mrs, Windsor. 1t is very odd you should mention
it, s’k it ?  Let me shut the door ;™ and. stretching over the counter,
he pushed it to.

“ Well,” he said in continuation, “1 saw Miss Charlton, and the
young gentleman, and Dr. Western, go up the village together, for |
was standing at my door, and 1 wondered who he could be—the
voung man [ mean ; hut when I found out who he is and all about him,
| said to m)'s(:{;‘_ says 1= ¢that is no bird for Miss Charlton’s money, for

it Mrs. Wind:r should chance to look in, T'I1 just give her a hint—irt

[EL]

is bui. kind an® neighbourly.
“I'm very much obliged indeed, Mr. Sowerhy,” replied the house
keeper. 1 did not much like the look of him myselr; but then |

could not xay anything to my mistress, beeause I had got nothing to -

o upon.”

“ Well, then, I 'I1 tell you all aboutit,” said Mr. Sowerby.  “l1le’s no
more than an artist, take my word for it, Mrx. Windsor; and you
knoyw my word ix good for a thousand pounds at any time: an
artist, going about the country sketching.”

“ But how did you find it out?” asked Mrs. Windsor. T know
von are a shrewd one, Mr. Sowerby ; not caxy to take yvou in.”

Mr. Sowerby laughed and shook his head, with a look as wise s
that of the Athenian fowl, saying, “ No, no: but T°1 tell you all
about it.  Last night, when the boy brought in my heer for supper
from the Bagpipes. I asked him what was the name of the gentle-
man who had come by the coach. e could not tell a word about
it, only that Boots raid there was E. M. marked upon his umbrella.
Well, T could make nothing of that; but T told the boy to find out
and let me know, and I gave him a peany for himself, Mrs. Windsor :
w0 this worning— for gold is the key to everything, Mrs. Windsor, gold
is the key to everything—he brought me word that the gentleman's
name is Edmond Morton, for a letter had come for him by post. Well,
that wag something gained ; but [ could get no further, till just about
am hour ago, in comes Mathilda Martin, and you know how she talks.
Well, she did run on enough to deafen one : but she told me that their
eirl, going aeross ithe park to earry a goy-}»iccc that the old house-
keeper at the Hall had bought yesterday®saw this Mr. Morton in the

- park as early as xeven o'clock this morning ; and that when she came

back, about half an honr afier, she chanced upon him again sitting .

under a tree, with a large book on his knee, drawing away as hard as
he could draw— taking a picture, in fact, of the old place.”

* But many a gentleman draws now-a-days,” answered the house-
keeper.  © Our young lady draws quite beautiful ; you would almost
think they were real houses and trees.”

“ Well, you ghall hear, you shall hear, Mrs. Windsor,” continued the
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Yationer. * As soont as | heard what Mathilda Martin told me, says [,
?a()h, ho! Edward Morton ' I think I have heard that name before:”
and, reaching up there {o the shelf just hehind you, Mrs. Windsor, |

ok down that fong book-—no, not that one-the one with the blue
dhck, gile and lettered-—and there T saw-=jyst look into the title—
“Sketehes in Fngland and Wales, by Thomas Morton, R.A. Well.
von know what a giddy thing Mathilda Martin is; and she imme-
Tiately fancied that, this vourg man must be the very Thomas Morton,
AL and that the boy must have made n mistake about the first
name. “But, says 1, “look at the date, Miss Mathilda;” and there it
“tood, sure cnongh, twenty years ago.  Now this young man can't be
sore than fiveand-twenty 1 should think; and it is not likely he
fould publizh sketehes in England and Wales when he was five years
oid. unless he were a phenomenon. ¢ No, no, Miss Martin, said 1,
“he ix that old Morton's sen.  Ie had a son, Lknow, and his name
was Fdward, Tam very sure,’ ™

“ Youare quite right, Mr. Sowerby.™ replied Mrs. Wiklsor, “and 1
will tell Mrs. Charlton all about it, and how you found it out, for |
‘hink it is very clever:™ and after a little more gossip Mrs. Windsor
feft the shop with a well-pleased smile, saying to herself, *“Thig will be
nuite the thing, | faney.”

Axzoon as she reached Mallington 1Touse she sought her mistress,
who was in her dressing-room, and reported progress.  Mrs. Charlton
aniled likewise, and drew in her eves a little ; but the next moment
ke looked grave, and said. “1t must be all nonsense, Windsor; 1 do
aot helieve u word of i, Pray tell the people that I think it ix all
nonsense,”

“ 1 owill maam,” replied Mrs. Windsor, and was going: but her
wiztress called her back, and added, © Make further inguiries, Wind-
or. hut more quietly - you understand. I wish 1o hear about it, but
without seeming to know.”

“ Very well, maam,” replied Mes. Windsor: and she fulfilled her
Fudy’s orders with due diseretion, discovering further confirmation of Mr.
Sowerby's views.  But, to the surprise of all Mallington, the more
strong became the presumption that Mr. Morton was an artist, the
more marked beeame Mrs, Charlton's altentions towards him ; and
br. Wesdern observed, with some wonder, that both that evening,
during dinner and afterwards, aud on an excursion planned by the
lady next day, Mrs. Charlton threw Louisa almost entirely upon Mr.
Aortou, while she endcavonred {o monopolise the rector to herself, so
that he mentally inguired. * Hang it! the good lady can’t want to
marry me, surely 2" But Mrs, Windsor knew her mistress better, and
watched the game that was' nlaying with some interest.

Mr. Morton did not undefstand it at all, but found it, as far as it
went, not at all unpleasant.  With a lovely girl upon his arm, in that
very sweet stage of acquairftanceship when first impressions of esteem
are warming jnto intimaecy, where each with the other is, like an intel-
ligent traveller, wandering through a fresh country, and discovering
new heanties at every step, where conversation is neither oppressed by
deep feclings, nor restrained by strangeness, but all the doors of
thought are open, and the heart itself every now and then peeps out
to see the sunny world without—it is a pleasant thing, a very plearant,
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ihing indeed, to walk through fair scenes with a fair being like Louis
Charlton, and to listen to a sweet musical voice, and to read a world o*
fairy tales in bright young eyes, all the brighter for friendly word:"
and kind compaunionship. Very pleasant indeed ! But, perhaps, the’
reader may ask if it i8 not somewhat dangerous too. 1 can hu
answer, “That is as it may be)”

CHAPTER IX.

IN the early morning of a smnmerx day, with the dew still upon the
arags, and the light wind dextined to die away like yvouthful graces in)
the sun's meridian light, Hdmond Morton walked out of the Hitle inu
at, which he had taken up his abode, and hent his steps over the
bridge to the fing ald jpark which I have noticed in the commence
ment of this Aurk. )

On the ohl‘stonc bridge, of three irregnlar arches, he paused and
gazed for a minuic or two into the stream, on the bosom of which
numerous dab-chicks and water-hens weve swinnming about, undoulit-
edly thinking that no man with a gun would feel inclined to annoy
them so carly in the moming. They might have found themselves
mistaken s but certainly in regard to BEdmond Morton they were in the
right, for he did not feel disposed to do them any harm, and they ap-
peared to nnderstand it well ; for, as he looked over the parapet upoi:
the water, though they turned up towards him the shrewd inguiring
eye, they did not hurry off' to their sedgy lurking places as they would
lave done at a later hour, nor dive down in eager haste to excape the .
anticipated shot.  He was not bloodily dispesed. indeed; and yet
there wag a stout old trout who, having escaped many perils, and
garown to aldermanie bulk, now lay head against streanm. at the tail of
a pleasant ripple, which did move a little in his bosom the tiger that
is more or less in the hearts of all men. 1le thought it would he
a pleasant thing, on a fine May morning, to bring that fellow io the
landing-place ; but neither rod nor line had he with him at the
moment, and, even if he had, it was getting somewhat late in the
vyear to trifle with trouts, so that the tyrant of the sircam would have
been safe. ‘

Now, Heaven ounly knows what conncetion there was between the
sight of that trout and so different a being as Louisa Charlton. The
mind rarely jumps, though it runs up many a ladder with surprising
swiftness ; and there are general links, or, to pursuc the mefaphor,
steps of asdociation between cach thought that presents itselt and
another. Certain it is, however, whethet it was that he thought.
it would be agrecable to withdraw that‘fair girl from all that sur-
rounded her, and carry her away with himn, as he had proposed to do
with the trout, or whether angling for g pretty wife was a sport
he found pleasure in, or whether anything clse in the wide expansc
of possibility linked the two together,--certain it is, that the next
thought that presented itself to his imagination was Louisa Charlton,
1t gerved him all across the bridge and up to the park gates, whieh lay
at the end of ashort avenue, of not wore than two hundred yards in
length. But there, just as he was about to 3’1 the cuewmnber-shaped
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wndle of an old bell that hung beside the wroughb-iwn trellis-work,

he p.umod and looked at the \»mdm\n of the lodge, saying to himself,

“# [, is needless to rouse the good old dane before her hour.”

% The dimity curtains were closcl_\ drawn across the lattice, and taking

*$hat indication in good part, he walked back 1o the bridge again, and
pazed once ore mto the swemn.  The trout was still there. just

:wlwr(, he had left it : but Morton did not see it at all, for he had now
“- ol something clse to think of., and he went on with Louisa Charlton
ery pleasantly, as if he were taking a sunny walk with her through
fthe fairy land of faney.

4 Inabout ten minutes he turned round his head towards the gates,
Zand saw the old dame who kept the lodge open the casement and hook

#it back —-her summer morning’s first l.\i]\‘—dll(l sauntering wently on,

glw now rang the bell

& Ol s b vou, kir ! said the good lady, who ]nd geen him there

ﬁmun- than onee hefore, putting ont her hef®® " Laxill come in a

~nmm(t " and after xhe had fastened her gown hhc carpe to the gates

“and uulo(]u-d them, with o courtory, sayving, asshe did go.--- The other
“aate up the stream is slways open—ay, and must be too, for =ome one
'bmkc the Toek off - 1 mischievous vouny rosue he must have heen- -
ad ever since my lord’s death the hailifl” xays he has no orde

“And pray who i yvour lord uow, my good lady !” asl

- Morton.

Ay, sirs ihat is hard to say,” answered Dame Witherton,  “ Anold
rentleman, | ohave heard tell, of the narie of Wilmot —a parson, it
yseems, and very fond of money.

“ He ourhi to spend some here to pul the house in better order.”
causwered Morton., ¢ It ig truly a pity to see so fine a place as (his
“mieht be, if well kept up, falling into deeay.”

f * Ay, that it i+, indeed.” answered the old woman with a sigh. =1
T vemember il guite a different thing; but even Edwonds, the park-
. keeper, ix falling out of heart. Ie can’t get the work-people paid, and
. Is obliged to discharge them, poor man : tllou"‘h it, breaks his heart to

,} see the gravel-w: 1ll\s getting weedy. and the trees all straggling, and

¥ the pwple stealing the game. - But he cannot pay men himsclf —that

§1~ impossible. 1t is bad cnough for him, with a family, to live here

; without his own Wages; and work night and day for pcop]a., that don’s
5 say ‘ Thank you.'

C Y Quite enon"h indeed, and too muech, 1 should suppose,” 1ephcd
Mr. Morton; “but I suppose this Edmonds is fond of the place.”

“ Ay, that he is,” answered Dame Witherton, * it iy all his delight,
kir—-his hobby, as "Dr. Western calls it. Why, I remember him-—Lord
bless yon, sir !—a little cvrly-headed bay, born in that veryv cottage
where' hc now lives, for hix father, poor Tim Edmonds, was p.u’k~
keeper before him.”

“And where docs he kv c, my good dame?” asked the vi.sitor
“at Mallington.

» “Bless you, sir '—why, don't you know 1" exclaimed the lady of the

g!od “Why, you have seen that pretty Louse just bidden from tlu,

:Ha.ll bv the tall trees in front. Thats where Jolin Edmonds lives.”

“1 will walk up and sce him,” answeved Morton.  *1 want Lo have
a ramble all over the park from onc c¢nd to thé other.”

¥,
e

e
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“Then he is just the man to show it yon,” rejoined the old lady =
“ for there is not & rabbit has a burrow in the place but he knows all
the ins and outy of it.”

Thither, however, he now hent hix steps, and at the end of about u
quarter of an hoar, perceived the lodge amonust the trees. Every
thing was neat about it; and the cvidences of man's carcful spirit
gave the place o cheerful look, though it was actually somewhat
deeayed, and one of the chimmeys had a strong inclination to fall.
The door had no bell, but as Morton had a very great disinclination to
intrude upon any one, high or low, he knocked before he eutered. A
voicg said, ©* Come in,” and accordingly Mr. Morton did as he was
bid.

"Phe interior presented a scene somewhat diflicult to deseribe ; for it
had so many relations with antecedents, to the feelings of those who
bore o part in it, that all its interest Jay in things that were gone.
Abstracted froy. ST8EE™T was but the house of an Englizh peasant. at
meal timo—olr:' not il to do, cither. At a round oaken table, in the
midst of a low-roofed thick-raftered chamber, which had five pots ol
flowers in each small-paned casement, were scated John Edmonds, his
wife, 2 son of about ten vears old, and a dangbter of somewhat less
han double that term.  There hud been three children between the
two: but the sicknesses of childhood liad redueed them to that
number; and those that were lost had stored memory with regrets
which rendered those that remained doubly dear to the park-keeper
and his wife.

Edmonds himself was still a hale, well-looking, stout man of fifty.
long-limbed and active, clothed in a green coat, somewhat the worse
for wear, with ycllow buttons adorned with a rusty fox, corduroy
brecches, and leathern gaiters up to his knees. A checked handker-
chicf was round his neck, quite elean, like the collar of hix shirt, hut
with a hole in the corner.  "There were other holes not shown : but the
time had been, not long ago, when he would not have worn a hand-
kerchief with a hole in it on any accomnt. s wife was a plainly but.
very neatly dressed woman, abont three years younger than himsell,
with considerable traces still remaining of beauty, worn away by daily
toil and constant exposure to sun and wind. The boy was a stout.
rosy urchin, very like his father, with a merry round face, black eyes,
and curly hair.  The daughter was one of those sweet flowers some-
times secn in cottage windows, which instantly make one think that
they ought to have some better shelter against the wintry wind and
burning sun.  Ier features were fine and delicate ; her hair beautiful,
and shining Jike new-spun silk ; her eyes full of tender and contiding
light ; her complexion warm yet soft ; and her form full both of youth-
ful grace and womanly contour. Small Iands, small feet, small Tips,
all were as symmetrical as it the blood of whole races of patricians had
flowed in her veins,  ITerdress was very plain, and even coarse, but
neat and c¢lean. The time had been when it had been a matter of™
fatherly vanity or love, to deck that fair form in garments more be-
coming; but that time had passed, and Lucy Edmonds did not give
them a sigh. Her father did, however.

The fare before them was plain but good, and though it had once

. been better, none of thém cared much about that; but two or three of
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the lozenges in the casement had been broken, and were filled up with
paper neatly cat and pasted in, and that was a sad eye-sore to the
park-keeper.  In other days he would have paid the replacing of the
missing panes from his own pocket, if his lord had not done it; but
now he eould not afford the expense, and he felt the want of neatness
bitterly. At that moment he felt it more than ever, when he beheld
a stranger, and he had recourse to a little artifice to hide it as much as

No sooner did he perceive who it was that entered, than, rising, he
vave the young gentleman “ Good morning,” and taking a bundle from
@ chair, which he placed for his visitor with its back to the lattice, he
laid the bundle on the window ~ill, and returned to his seat. )

* Good-morning, Mr. Edmonds,” said Morton, in reply to the park-
keeper's salutation. [ beg vour pardon for breaking in npon you at
thix hour, but I am fond of an carly walk, and—"

* Don’t mention it, xir,” said Edwmondys, in®%iuy, U ng him, hut not.
vudely ; * very happy to sce you. Ix there anything 1 "an do for yon,
sir? I have seen vou taking your walk before now, and looking about.
Lan always glad to see any one that takes notice of the park : it was
a mighty pretty place once, but it is getting a little out of order now,
for want of hands.”

* Why. T wish, with your permission, to walk all over it,” answered
Morton, *and should, feel very mueh obliged if you would accompany
me. [ do not know whether you are aware that there is some talk of
the place being sold, and a friend of mine is thinking of buying it.”

* 1 did not know that it conld be sold, sir,” he answered ; “but T
have seen 50 many things | never thought to see, that this does not,
surprise me. However, sir, | am quite ready to walk with you this
moment.”

 No, no. finish your breakfast, Mr. Edmonds,” replied Morton ; “de
not let me distarb vou. lam in no hurry,” and entering into conver-
<ation first with one and then with another, in a kindly tone; frank,
but not too familiar, cheerful, but not jocular, the young gentleman
wis soon npon good terms with the whole family.

In about five minutes Edmonds and his visitor were upon their fect,
and walking out into the park. Up onc alley and down another the
vouug gentleman was led, round the walks, across the leas and lawns,
through the wilderness, to the obelisk on the hill hehind the house.

Much to the satisfaction of the park-keeper, Mr. Morton observed
everything with the eye of taste, admired the natural beauties of the
place, and again and again expressed his regret at secing it running
wild. At first his companion was well pleased to hear his lamentations
over the negleet ; hut as Morton repeated them several times, he felt
a3 if there were some covers reproach to himself in his words, and he
replied, * Well. sir, it is a pity, surely—a very great pity; but I can-
not help it.  In my lord'sitime I had seven pair of hands under me in
this park, hesides the three game-keepers who lived outside, and who
used to do a turn now and then in the spring and summer; but now
there i3 not » soul to help me, and 1 myself have no call to do any
thing, for T am no man’s servant now; only T can't bear to sce it all
going to ruin, so wherever it scems most nceded T work away. But I
can’'t keep things right altogether anyhow, all by myself.”
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“That is quite impossible,” said the young gentleman ; “but yet it
is a terrible pity, indeed, to sec 8o much pains and lubour, and so much
good taste, as have been employed upon the place, altogether thrown
away and lost for want of attention.  Why, whoever buys the property.
it it go on at this rate, will have to spend many hundreds of pounds to
put it right again.”

“That he will, sir,” answered Edmonds. * Before six months be
over it will be quite a wilderness: for I must look out for somiething
to do myself.  Here, my lord has been dead a good bit more than
year, and [ have had but one month's wages from that tnne. 1 cannot
o on so, sir. All my carningx are going fast enough, I can tell you.”

“Well 17 exclaimed Morton, ax if in a sudlen fit of enihusizsm,
“7 declare 1 will not see it fall into such a state. I will iell you whar,
Edmonds-- T will lend a hand.”

“ You, sir!” cried the park-keeper. looking at him with a smile.
“Lord blers yoydsmwmmould do little.cnough. Not that T mean to sy
you arc not a &trong man, very: for you are just the xort of made
person who woild get through a good deal, hut you have never been
used to such sort of work, 1’11 warraunt.”

The young gentleman laughed merrily.  © No, no: vou mistake me.
Edmonds," he said. ‘I am not going to take your place over your
nead. 1 should have said, I will lend the money, not lend a hand.
Then, if my friend does not buy the place, why 1 suppose 1 must have
it mysclf—that’s all.”

Ay, sir; 1 thought there was something of that,” replied Edmonds,
shrewdly.  “ Gentlemen do not come down to lovk at places for other
people, uuless they be aunctioneers. and such like. Well. T am glad. if
it must go, that a gentleman should have it, who seems to like it and
value it, and cares about such things.”

“ But remember, Edmonds,” said the young gentleman, putting hix
finger on his lipx, *“not a word ahout this to a living soul, unless it he
good Dr. Western—not to your wife or daughter, ¢ven; for the matter
is mot yet quite settled. "But now to business, Edmonds,” and he took
out a pocket-book.  “You must get four or five hands--not more : for
the matter may go oft’ yet, and then, you know, I should be a loser.”

“Five good handsat twelve shillings a week, sir, will make a strange
change in no time,” answered the park-keeper, “and we have many
a poor fellow about here that is now out of work since my lord died.”

“Ay, the Joss of one wealthy man in a place like this is a misfor-
tune, indeed,” said Morton. **Then there are your own wages,
Edmonds 1"

“Why, 1 used to have seventy pounds a year, and the house and
garden, sir,” observed the park-keeper; “but now o

“ Well, call it one pound ten a week.” rajoined Morton— that will
make four pounds ten. There are twenty pounds, which will pay all
for the next month; and if I should be away when it is done, speak to
Dr. Western. He will settle with you. But remember ! —not a word
to any onc else.”

“No, no, sir; I will be as mum as a mouse,” replied the park-
keeper; “butwhat am I to say, if people ask me ?”

*Oh ! merely that you have your ordersand yourmoney, and that is
all you care about,” replicd Morton. ’
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“But. now T shonld like to see the house, if we can manage it with-
out letting the folks know what it is for.”

* Yes, sir,” said the park-keeper, “ that is easily done;” and leading
the way down, he had soon introduced his companion to the old
housekeeper, and the three walked over almost every room of the Hall
together.

Here and there Mr. Morton stopped and examined cverything
closely.  He looked at the old pictures of the Mallington family. He
gazed round the deserted drawing-room with feclings which every one
must have known when standing where gay multitudes of happy
hearts, long cold, have once tasted the bright hours of life: bat he
pansed long in the library ; took down several hooks and examined
them, sceming especially interested in n manuseript volume, which
bore upon its hack “ History of the Mallington Family.”

While he was thus employed, the housekeeyer and Kdmonds stood at
the window and looked out. Nome of their observations caught the
gentlemfin’s car, and he suddenly turned round, when, through the
casement, he pereeived a young man in a shooting-jacket crossing the
park at a couple of hundred yards’ distance.  Ie was a tall, powerful .
handsome youth, and Mr. Morton inquired, *“ Who is that?”

* Why, that, ix Mr, Alfred Latimer, sir,” answered the park-keeper,
*the sonof Mrs. Charlton on the hill.  Tt's a pity he goes on so, for L
do not, think he is xo biud at heart after all ; and he has always been
very kind and ¢ivil to me ever xince 1 looked over his shootinga phea-
sant or two when he was a boy.”

“Ah!he is a bad one,” said the old housckeeper ; “ you always
took lis part, Kdmonds, but he is a bad one, and you’ll find that out
some day.  Wouald you like to look at the kitchens, sir?”

* No, I'thank you,” replied Morton. “ Now, Mr. Kdmonds, T will
2o " and walking ont with hix guide he took leave of him, adding, cre
they parted, * [ could wish the house taken better care of. They seem
to have been eutting ofl the leaden pipes at the corners.”

“ Ay, thai was done by a pack of blackguards last winter.” answered
Kdmonds.

“They will commit further depredations if they be not checked,’
replied Morton. 1 wish we could have the place better protected, for
L am likely to have it just as it stands; but we will think of that
Lereatter.—Good-day.”

CHAPTER X.

INSTRAD of turning his st ps to his own-house, Edmonds, the head
park-keeper, who had in former days not only acted in that capacity
but as head gamekeeper also, and had, morcover, superintended the ar-*
rangement of the gardens - for he was a sort of Gilpin in low life—
stood upon the terrace befare the house for some minutes, as if he were
enjoying the beauties of the prospeet.  The housekeeper, too, re-
mained at the door without closing it, looking after Mr. Morton as he
walked away.

* That 's a gentleman, whoever he is, Edraonds,” she said at length,
after having passed about two minutcs in contemplation.
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Edmonds started and turned round ; but he agreed heartily in her
commendation saying,  Yes, that he is, indeed, Mrs. Chalke: we
seldom see such a one in these parts.”

“I wonder who he is.”rejoined the old lady; *“do you know,
Edmonds?”

“No, 1 don't,” answered the park-keeper. “Now ] think of it, 1
did not even recolleet to ask his iame.  But Dr. Western knows. Mrs.
Chalke ; for he talked a good deal about the rector, and said he wax an
excellent man,”

“ And so he is,” replied the good old lady ; “bnt,”  and the old lady
went.on to communicuale to Kdmonds all her fears and apprehensions
regarding her stay at Mallington 1all with none but one honsemaid,
whom she was obliged to keep herself.  “ T declare,” she said, “ that
whatever comes of it, I won't stay another winter here in this way. 1
am sure I was well nigh frightened out of wmy life lagt winter ; and if
the people who cut oft the pipes, and tried to find & way in at
the back-door, had known that there was such a quantity of plate
in the house, they would have broken in to a certainty-- that they
would.”

“ Well, before the long nights come,” said Edmonds, “1 will think
what can be done; and, if we can’t manage better, 1 will come up here
and sleep myself.”

Taking hix way throngh the park towards the gate which, as the old
lady at the lodge had said, always stood open, he went leisurely on.
mdditating with no little satistaction upon the events of the morning.
He bad Ly this time become reconciled to the idea of Mallington Park
«oing out of the family, and visions of a thousand pleasant changes.
under the auspices of Mr. Morton, presented themselves to his imagi-
nation hy the way.  When he was about two-thirds throngh the park.
he caught a glimpse of the very man he was thinking of seated at the
foot of a tree, cmployed with his paper and pencil in sketching the
bridee.

“ He tukes a mighty delight ju the place, suvely,” said the park-
keeper to himself: <1 should like to be able to draw in that way.
—Why, there’s Mr. Latimer coming up to him. [ hope e won't he
saucy : for he's just ax likely tosay an uncivil {hing as a ¢ivil one. No,
he seems to be polite enough ; he's talking to him about his drawing,
I dare say. Ay, there now, he's looking at it,”--and a moment after
Morton rose. put the sketeh-book iréhis pocket, and walked away with
Alfred Latimer at an casy and sanntering pace.

In the meanwhile the park-keeper pursued his way, passed through
the gate, and following the road which ran from the bridge along the
stream under the park wall. reached, at the distance of about a quarter
of a mile, a small cottage, buill upon the bank of the river, wilh a
little garden round it, oceupying the wholespace hetween the highway
and the water. It was neatly and beautifully kept; for Blackmore
the gardener, after quitting the service of JMr. Charlton many years
before, under circumstances which the reader may recollect, had soon
found another place; but at the end of two years had fallen from a
tree and broken his thigh, which threw him for many months out of
craployment. He had then, nearly crippled by the accident, devoted
himself to the cultivation of this little piece of ground, and made a
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.scanty livelihoodl by sclling the produce at Maliington. Another great
"misfortune had befallen him. 1}s son had proved wild, intractable,
“and idle: and the abilities which bad onee made his father's heart
- glad, had, by inducing an overweening self-coneeit, yroved a bang in-
stead of a blessing. At almost any hour of the day, from «unrize to
sunset, -Blackmore was to be met with in his garden, and there 13d-
monds new found him labouring away, in hix ordinary working dress,
with a sad and thoughtful conntenance. :

“Well, Blackmore,” said the park-keeper, after the vsual country
walutations, “ 1 think I have got some good news for yon.”

“ Indeed !" said Blackmore, looking up. <1 shall be very glad to
hear them, Mr. Xdmonds; for ] have got gome had news for you, and
for every one clse in the neighbourhood.”

“ Ay ! what is that?” demanded Edmonds.  “Iwas in hopes it was
woing to turn out alucky day.”

“There’s but Jittle luck for me, anvhow? ' answered Biackmore;
*but my news is that Master Alfred hax come back again.”

*Pooh ! is that all?” exclaimed the park-keeper.  “You are too
harsh with that lad, Blackmore; his mother has spoilt him, that’s all.
ATe will soon sow his wild oats, and turn out better than you think.”

“He's o bad-hearted yvoung villain '™ answered Blackmore, sternly.
“He was had as a boy, is bad as a youth, and will be bad as a man.
There’s no good in him, Mr. lidinonds: he’s as vain as he's vicous,
and that's what makes him like to associate with people below himself.
Lt is beeause he wishes to be flattered and made a miracle of, and be
~ock of the walk, that makes him keep company with such folks as my
<on and Billy Malthy, and others like them. T can forgive and forget
all that he did when he was a boy, and all that his mother did too,
bt 1 ean't forgive his having corrnpted my lad John and made a
drunken idle vagabond of him.”

* Well, perhaps he will behave better now,” said Edmonds.  “ He
has been away for five months, and may bave improved.”

*Jmproved !” said Blackmore, in a sullen tone, “bell never im-
prove.  What was the first thing he did when he came back ! why,
instead of goiug to his mother's house like any other gentleman, he
went down to the Clove Tree, and there he sat drinking and playine
dice i1l two o'clock 1his morning ; so my good woman tells me. Poor
thing; he’s helped to break her heart, however; for our boy would
never have gone on so if it had not been for him: and there he sat
winning money from onc or two, but losing it preciously to Bill
Malthy, and T dare say not very fairly cither. Then he went back to
the inn to sleep, hut Mrs. Pluckrose had had the house shut up, and
would not have lier people let him in; so he was foreed to zo home, I
sappose . though, they say, he swore at his mother like a graceless
voung villain, and damned her I know not how mauy times hetore the
whole of the rafi’ of the Ulove Tree; hecause, he said, she had grown’
stingy, and would not give enongh to keep him like & gentleman, or
pay his debts” '

*“That’s bad, that’s very bad !” said Edmonds. * However, Black-
more, there's no use of talking about him; I shall give him a lecture
when T gee him, and he always listens quictly enough to what I say.
—What I have to tell you is that I have gdt orders at lust from some
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one-~I don't know who, but as the money came with them that's all T
have 1o care for—to put the park in order, and I dare say the garden
is meant too. Now I don't see why you shouldn't come up, and sce to
getting the garden to rights, with any help you can have fl,“hcu,
being on the spot, you know, you will have a chance of the place.

Blackmore held out. his hand to him with a glad smile, exclaiming,
“Now that's kind of you, Mr. Bdmonds, that's very kind of you; it’s
just like you: and I'll be very glad of the job, whether it goes on or
not : for nothing ix doing xo well as it used to do, and that boy will be
the ruin of me, 15 well as break my heart-—that he has done well nigh
already.  Oh! Mr. Kdmonds, 3f any one had told me of him that ]
was #0 proud of, heeause he could do anything almost that he turned
his hand to, that he would one day be an idle, worthless vagabond, 1
would have littie believed it.”

“We xhould never try to make our children gentlemen, Blackinore,”
said the park-keeper. **It's a great mistake: it's only grafting a twig
on a stock that woun't hear it. 1f there's anything really above the
mark in them, it will come out wilhout our help.”

“Ah! it was all that Alfred Latimer,” said the poor gardener; “ he
ruined him. T remember well enongh when he and T had the quarrel
ahout, the melon heds up at Mallington House, and I took him in by
the arm : and his mother took his part, though the good old gentleman
took mine, and found him out jn all his Jies. He said hie would be
revenged some day; and revenged he has been indeed.  But here
comes John and Bill Malthy. 1 shan't say muclh to him, for if I do 1
may say more than T intend ;” and once more shaking the park-keeper
by the hand, he walked into the house.

“ TN say something to the young scamp, however,” said Edmonds to
himself, as the gardener retreated ; and waiting ealinly at the little
wieket of the garden, he watched John Blackmore and his companion
sauntering leisurely up with a grave fixed look that neither of them
scemed particularly to like.

The first, was a young man of about nincteen, with an air of dirty
vulgar finery about him which was anything but prepossessing.  The
other was of a very different aspeet.  He was, perhaps, two or three
and twenty years of age, strongly built though spare.

Edmonds, as T have said, eved them sternly as they came forward,
and his fixed gaze was not pleasant. to cither party; but the younger of
the two felt it most, and he looked down upoun the ground, while the
other retarned the stare unabashed, though he whispered a word to his
companion with a smile curling his lip, as if in contempt of the good
park-keeper. .

The latter, however, was not a man to be checked by either looks or
speeches, and his eye never winked aftertit had once settled upon
Jolm Blackmore and his companion ; and when they came near he
said at ouce, “ Well, John, the same courses*l find. What will come
of it, think you?”

“ What should come of it, Mr. Edmonds?” asked the youth.

“Dighonesty, beggary, wickedness, and the gallows, I should think,”
replied Edmonds.—*Here you are emptying your poor father’s pockets,
and breaking his heart, and wasting your time; losing your character,
if ever you had any; and’ruining yourself, body and soul, with a pack
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of seamps and vagabonds, who first make a fool of you, and then
laugh at you.”

» What is that, master keeper, you said about seamps and vaga-

i honds?” demanded Billy Malthy, walking a step or two closer to
Edmonds, with a look of cold daring.

I said,” replied the keeper, without moving an inch, “that he keep~
company with nothing but such.”

“Then you mean me amongst the rest,” said Malthy, in the same
tone.

“ At the head of them,” replied Edmonds.

“Then take that for your pains!” exclaimed the other, aimine an
overhand blow at his head.

Bat, if he was strong and scientific in the noble science of the ring.
the park-keeper was stronger and no less skilful ; and, instantly parry-
ine the blow with hjs left hand. he returned it with the right, striking
his opponent so hard on the eye, that the surfounding bone secmed to
crack under the stroke, and in an instant he was lying on his bhack on
the voad.  Ile was up in a sccond, bowever, and springive at his
oppenent with fury, was knocked down again hefore he could plant a
blow. Old Blackmore rushed out of his house at the sound of con-
tention : a xtout fellow, who had been one of the under-keepers, ran
ip from a cottage hard by ; and Maltby, with a furions oath, pulled of!’
s coat, called for a ring, and challenged Edmonds o fight it out on
the =pot.

The pavk-keeper hesitated for an instand, for the buil-dog spirit of”
John Bull was strong within him: but, after a brief cousideration, he
said, * No, T won't -I'm a father of a family, my lad, and have given
over sueh tricks; but TH tell yon what I will do.  TIf ever you are
sauey 1o e again, or if ever 1 find you lurking about the park or the
covers, I will mive you such a hiding as will save some one a deal off
trouble: xo take care of yourself, that's all; for you've had ataste, and
only a taste; but you shall have as much as you can carry the next
time.  Come along with me, Wilson, I've something to say to you:”
and he walked away with the under-keeper. turning a deal car to the
taunts and insults which Billy Maltby judged it expedient to pour
upon hin.

CHAPTER XL

[ musT now heg the reader to step back with me to the spot where Mr.
Edmond Morton sat under a tree, sketching the bridge. There he
remained intent, till, turning his eyes a little to the right, in the
direction where the keeper'd house lay in its little glen, hidden by the
trees, he beheld Alfred Tatimer coming, with a quick and hurried -
pace, towards the spot whére he had placed himself.

Like many other men who have an overweening opinion of their
own merits, Alfred Latimer was shy of people at all in his own station
of life. 1is class is a very common one, where pride and vanity are
mingled together in such portions as to cxacerbate each other, and
where the opinion of our own merits is not of that ealm and comfort-
able sort which renders us perfectly sure that\¢very man of sense will
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esteem and appreciate us as we do ourselves; but, on the contrary, is
of the irritable and suspicious kind, which leads us to fear that our
qualitics will not be so readily recognised as we think they ouzht to
be. e would not have thought of speaking to Mr. Morton first for
the world ; that getleman's dmm and appearance, and the high-bred
air about him, wonld have been an impassable barrier against such a
proceeding. But Morton himself had his own views and purposes ; and
ag he raw the widow’s son walking ou with a shy glance towards him.
he first beckoned to him; and, as Alfred Latimer did not choose to
see the sign, he raised his voice and ealled, taking care not to rise.

“May 1 speak with you for a moment?” he said; and the yvoung
aentlewan, with a quick but unwilling step, approached.

“ Pray, can you tel]l me,” continued Morton, pointing with his peneil
to & spot in the distance, where. following the course of the valley, the
eve rested on a tower which scemed that of a church, and then to his
sketel, where the samé ohject was represented in a few bold light
strokes, “ pray, can you tell me what is the name of that place (°

“ That is called Steeple Melford,” replied the young man, xet at once
ab ease by the familiarity of the stranger.

*Is it a town or a village? " asked Morton, going on.

“ Nothing but a little vil]ngo,' replied Latimer, looking at his pro-
aress, ¢ How qmck vou draw.”

“1abit, habit " answered Morton ; “ but I think tlmt will do,” and
he rose.

* Why, you do not call that finished, do you?” demanded the young
ventleman ; “ you will never be able to make anvthing out of that.”

“Oh! yes,” replied Morton, “as you will see, if you call upon me in
A day or two at the inn. Thixs is all 1 want : and so now I will go back
again.  You reside here, I think.”

As he spoke he took a step forward, and Alfred Latimer followed
him, while replying, “ Yes, T penerally do. My mother has a house at
the top of the hill there, and whcn we are '-ood friends I live with her
—when we are not I go away.’

* Why. you never qu:\rrcl with your mother, do you?" said Movton.
in a good-humoured tone.

“No, we don't exactly quarrel,” answered Alfred Tatimer: “Dut
sometimes she does not choose to give me money enough, and then |
o away, and that is sure to bring her round.”

“ But, perhaps, she eannot afiord to give it to vou,” said Morton.

“ That is what she says,” replied the other, “but it is all an exensc.
Why, the old man left her very well off, and the guardians allow my
sister Louisa twelve hundred a year, and the whole of that, exceept two
hundred that she keeps for her dress, goes to my mother for the houst.
~o that she could let me have more if she'liked, T am sare.

“ Perhaps not,’ rejoined Morton, thou'rlltfnlh “We young men do
not always ealeulate very aceurately whas *our parents can afford. 1
know your mother : and her establishinent is cxpensive.”

“ Ay, why docs she keep up such a one ?” said Alfred Latimer.  “1t
is upon that and her dress that the money goes. But she won't he
without anything that she has a mind to have, and vet grumbles when
1 want u few pounds.  lere, she has had two or three dinner-parties
this last week, and pic-ies, and all sorts of things, they tell me, and
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vet when T wrote to her to send me fifty pomuln, she vowed she had
not got as much in the world, and sent me ten.”

“ But in that casc why (lont. you apply to some olhcr relation or
“Iriend 1" inquired his companion. * I the money is ahsolutely neces-

; sary to you to pay a hill, or anything of that kind, I dare say you could
vasily berrow it.”

« Necessary enough, by Jove !” eried young Latimer, “ for u fellow
in London to whom 1 owe a small smin threatens to arrest me, o 1 was

*obliged to make myself searce : and, as to borrowing the money, 1

_know no one who has got it to lend. Lonisa wonld Iet me have it soon

senough if she had it; but she sent me all her last quarter's, except.ten
pounds, six weeks ago, and she will not have any more till the 29th of
September, for those old serews, her guardians, are as hard as flint.
None of my friends have a sous to Dless themselves with, and my

, relations—a set of proud blackguards—take no notice of me beeause
my father chose to marry my mother against their consent —devil fiy
away with them !

“You would find it a good plan, Mr. Latimer.” said Morton, “ to
nmake friends amongst people who can give you assistance in whatever
wiy you may want it ; and there arc many sorts of assistance much
wore important and \’ulu:xhlc than such a trifle ax forty or fifty pounds.”

*“Ah! 1 understand what you mean,” answered Latimer, “ to make
acquaintanee with fashionable people : but they are all so d ~d stupid.

* They are as cold and dull as lead, and up to no fan ; and I doubt much
whether they would think forty or fifty pounds such a trifle as you
ianey, for they are stingy enough, 1 can tell you.”

1 have not found them so,” replied Morton, ““and for my own part
Tam always willing to lend a friend what he wants, as far as my means
w0z and s0,” he continued, pulling open the iron gate of the park, and
oing out first, ©if your mother cannot let. you have the fifty pounds
vou want, [ will : for she has been very kind and courteous to me since
I have been here; and 1 should like to make her any return, by
assistinge her son.”

* Upon my life you are an excellent fellow !" cried Alfred Latimer,
who had not the slightest hesitation in regard to borrowing money
wherever he could get it. “ I will pay you as soon as I can; for T have
my own annuity, and in the meantime I will give yon my 1 0 U.”

Morton smiled, but made no reply, for his young companion’s words
showed that he was not altogether unaccustomed 1o the trade of
horrowing, and confirmed him in the belief which he bad entertained
from the first, that the money he was about to lend wonld never be
repaid ; and yet. strange to My, he was even, perhaps, the more \\1l|mg
fo lend it on that account. * If L ean ohtain a hold upon this youth,”
he thought, “and by the lost of & few pounds, lent him from time to
ime, 1cml(,r him in some degree bound to me by nccessity, if not by

*gratitude, I may. perhaps, t'hsmt.zmglc him from his low and vicious
© companions, and gr ulm]lv lTead him at all events into a better way of
* life, if not into higher and nobler thoughts. 1t is worth the while.”

Who was he thinking of when he mdu]"cd in these meditations?
I suspect, dear reader, that onece more houm Charlton had something -
to do with the matter.
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CHAPTER XIIL

THERE was a large dinner-party at Mallington 1ouse, and the drawing-
room was in the usual state in which drawing-rooms are when all the
expected company have arrived, and yet dinner has not been an-
nounced. There was in the room a great variety of ihe human animal:
Mrs. Charlton, now certainly growing the “stout lady,” bnt still not
ungraeeful : Louisa Charlton, looking as lovely as one of those gleams
of happiness which sometimes come across a monotonous existence,
like a sudden burst of sunshine on a chill hill-side, could render her
fair face ; a foxehunting country baroncet. & portly man, as fat in his
ideas as in his person ; his wife, a very fine lady indeed, and all the
finer because she had not always been a fine lady; their danghter, who
was what people urually call o sweet interesting girl—I can descrily
her no better, for altholigh this book is written for posterity, and it is
very probable that posterity (if society improves) may not, define a sweer
interesting girl exactly as we should at present, yet. will there not he
dictionaries of the dead tongue of the nincteenth century! Besides
these persons, there were in the room a country gentleman who hunted
foxes during the antumn and spring, and found the rest of the year
very heavy; his two sons, who trod in their father's horse’s steps, and
both of whom intended some day to marry Miss Charlton. There was,
moreover, & widow lady of mature years, with her nicee, Dy, Western,
Mr.*Morton, and Alfred Latimer.

The next instant the fox-hunier and his two sons were ushered in ;
and the gracetul mistress of the mansion advaneced a siep or two
tomeet the thin wind-entting elderly man (who came forward with no
slight idea of his own importance)., and to weleome his two family
jewels.  As she passed, she heard Louisa say, in a low voice, * For
pity's sake, Alfred, defend me from either or both of them. 1 think
they are the two most unpleasant young men in the whole county.”

* What wretehes must they be, then ! exelaimed Alfred Latimer,
laughing aloud ; * but I will defend you. Louisa;” and the moment the
clder of the yonths approached to pay his respects to Miss Charlton,
her step-hrother addressed him in a jecring tone, but not without i
touch of pride in his manner, saying, *No, Mr. Middleton, you broke
vour fine horse’s back Jast March, 1 hear.”

“ He broke his own back and nearly my neck,” replied the young
gentleman, gomewhat nettled.

* Ay, but it was all your own fault,” answered Alfred Latimer; “if
you had not pulled him in when you found yourself” at the top of the
bank, he would have gone down as easy 4s if he had been treading on,
a Turkey earpet; but he was resolved to go, and you were afraid tolet
him, and so between you he was killed and you half killed.”

Louisa Charlton felt somewhat painfully that it is at times a dan-
werons thing to trust onc’s defence to a person on whom we cunnot
depend : and she could not refrain from saying a few kind and cour-
teous words to medicate the wounds which she had been unwillingly
art and part in inflicting on his own particular vanity.

“Well, Louisa, you are un odd girl !” said Alfred Latimer, as the
cuest moved away ; ““z'ou declare you wish to be rid of him, and when



1Y wend him away you say all in your power to make him stay. But
1ere comes the other brother, Edward, and there comes Mr, Morton in
at the door.  On my life, | have a great mind to deliver you over to

Ved Middleton. and exclude the favourite.”

Liouisa Charlton was silent, but by no cffort that she could command

‘was she able to prevent the warm blood from once more mounting
into her cheek at his words, any more than the peach or the nectarine
ean command ifs sunny side not to blush under the sun's rays.
,  Morlon and Edward Middleton advavced almost together, and
Louisa observed that Mrs. Charlton whispered a few words to the
foriner, which were mercly, * Will von have the kindness, when we go
to dinner, o take Lonisa?” e bowed his head, with a well-pleased
<mile 1 and us the young and inexperieneed but clear-minded girl, by a
mere casual glanee, withdrawn as soon as given, marked his carriage as
he crossed the roont towards her, she could not help comparing his
whole appearance and demeanour with those around., and distin-
auishing the sentleman, that rare aud excellen thing—the gentleman
by feeling and by habit, by nature as well as education. by heart
us well ax by position—from those who conventionally took the title
but did not possess the character.

Alfred latimer kept his seat by the side of Louisa Charlton till
Morton advauced and shook hands with her in silence, while Mr.

Gdwurd Middleton was sayving something he thought very fine; then

siving, and leaving his place vacant, he drew the voung fox-hunter
aside, and inguired after his black peinter-hiteh, adding, with a laugh,
“You had better let, me have her, for you do not know how to
Hant her.”

While he comuiunicated this pleasant sentiment to his acquaintance,
Morton took the chair he had left vacant, and, while he said a few
words upon indiflerent subjects, Lovisa gazed in his face earnestly for
w moment, ax it there was something of more importance on which
che would fain have spoken.  She answered somewhat: at random too ;
and Morton, with easy self-possession, which is only acquired by much
wingling in the world, took advantage of the first of those little
hustles which do enliven occusionally the dull ten minutes, to give her
the opportunity of saying anything she might think fit. .

* You scem as if vou had a tale to tell, Miss Charlton,” he said, as
Dr. Western and several others moved away to look atsome fine
drawings to which Mrs. Charlton called their attention.

* No, indeed,” answered Louisa, with & warm smile; “but [ have
heard a tale which would be very gratifving to me if 1 had ‘not a
warning to give.  Mr. Latimer, who is my half-brother, you know—at
teart, Mrx. Charlton’s son—has told me your great kindness to him this
morning: hut, Mr. Morton-;-L do not really know how to explain
myself”

Morton gazed into her heantiful eyes for a moment with a smile,
till be saw the colour in her cheek hegin to grow a little deeper, and
then he said, ** Will you let me help you, Miss Charlton !”

“I am afraid you cannot,” replied Louisa; “and yet I think it but
vight to say that which-—which——"

“ Well, let me try,” rejoined Morton: “ vou know not yet how much
of the seer I am; or, in other words. how much insight once honest




heart Lias into another, and how quickly a man of the world pereeives
the circumstances of those with whom he mingles.  You would warn
me, then, my dear Miss Charlton, that the moncy will never I
repaid.”

“No, no,” said Louiza. “not exactly that, for that I could insure
myself: but | merely wished to hint that Alfred might trespass upon
vour kindness too far, and inconsiderately borrow more than he could
ever repay.  He is already mueh in debt, I amn xorry to find ; and |
fearcd that you might be a loser, perhaps, of more than——"

Unce more she paused : and Morton finished the sentence for her,
saying, - Morc than I can atford. You will think me a strange per-
songge, Miss Charlton, when T tell you that I lent this money with the'
full knowledge, or at least belief, that it would never he repaid : and 1
should be quite ready to Jend a much larger sm, with the same con
vietion, for the same ohject.”

* Nay. why should you do that!” exclaimed Louisa Chariton,

The servant almost gthe same instant aunounced that dinner wa
on the tuble ; and Morton merely replied in a fow veiee, = Do you not
think 1 would do much more to save from perdition o person nearly
counected with one [ love!”

Louisw’s hand trembled ax <he took the arm which Morton offered.
and her steps tottered as he Jed her towards the door. Al the three
Misters Middleton looked surprised and oftended at the youny
stranger taking such bold possession of the heiress: and the father
asked his cldest son, ** Who the devil ix that fellow?”

“Some painter, they say,” replied the heir-apparent, with a shrug of
the shoulders : and he walked forward to give his anmn to the baronet's
daughter, the sweet interesting girl, while his father advanced te
egeort the baronet's wife.

Poor Louisa Charlton !~ -At the firsi step of the staivs her head
whirled, and her thoughis were all in confusion ; at the second, her
heart beat so vehemently she thought she must have fallen: at the
third she asked herselt if her cars had not deceived her; at the

ourth, though she way quite certain Morton had spoken those words,
she felt surc that she had mistaken their import: aé the fifth she
recollected that Alfred Latimer was nearly connected with many per-
sons whom she did not know, and that KEdmond Morton might very
likely love onc of them ; at the sixth, she had quite settled the matter
to her own satisfaction ; and though she did not belicve one word of
the hypothesis she had set up, and did believe that Morton loved her
a little, and would have been very sorry to have believed thab he
loved any one else more, vet, as it suited her purpose to fancy that she
had mistaken him, she persuaded herself that it was so.

By this art Louisa Charlton made hersglf quite comfortable for the
time, and the last steps down stairs were passed calmly and quietly.
She had even recovercd herself so far er¢ they reached the dining-
room door, as to say, “ You are very kind; but I fear Alfred is more’
deeply plunged in debts and difficultics than you think.”

“Perhaps they may be made the means,” answered Morton, “of
rescuing him from worse evils. [ will try to explain how during
dinner, if T have an opportunity.”

T he menl passed over as such things usually do. The appearance



of the erops was discussed. Some of the cases at quarter-sessions
were talked of. There had been an earthquake about that time in the
West Indics. and a pig bad been born in a neighbouring parish with
two heads.  Both proved very serviceable on the present occasion :
but while the pig was upon the carpet, Morton found the moment he
wix looking for, and explained to Lonisa Charlton his views and his
plans in regard to Alfred Latimer. He showed her that the love of
low socicty had taken possession of Mrs. Charlton’s son ; and he went
on to express o hope that if he could obtain some influence over Lis
mind, he might either lead him without discussion, or persuade him by
weason, to seek the company of men in his ownstation. He was com-
pelled to be very briet; hut everything was clear and definite, just
and reasonable ; with a sufticient portion of enthusiasm, subdued and
studionsly kept out of sight, to excite admiration and regard in his
fair hearer, and with sufficient tenderness of tone and manuer to make
her heart beat a very little, but not to agitate her cnough to be at all
unpleasand. f

"The priviite tone in which Mr. Morton and"Miss Charlton had been
speaking during dinner had not eseaped observation, and some of the
younger gentlemen at the table, who would have preferred enjoying
the same degree of intimaey themsclves, were rather inelined to he
impertinent to the supposed painter. The baronet himself, and the
elder Mr. Middlcton, treated him coldly and proudly—condescended
to address a few words to him, indeed, but affected to contine them,
entirely to the subject of the arts.  Morton was cxceedingly amused,
and humoured them to the top of their bent; for he had heard the
report of his supposed profession, and had done his best to en-
couragze if, R

Good Dr. Western, however, was destined to spoil his sport, with the
gentlemen present at Jeast; for the worthy rector could not make up
his mind to say or imply what wag untrue, even for a jest; and when
Sir Simon Upplestone asked him directly who and what Mr. Morton
was, adding, “ People say, doctor, that he is merely a poor artist. Now
you know, doetor- -" the rector interrupted him, for fear he shonld say
something more disagreeable still, roplying,  He is a gentleman, sir,
in every respeet, by birth, education, and fortune ; though he certaiuly
deserves the name of an artist, as far as drawing better than many who
make iy their profession can entitle him to that distinction.”

Morton caught the sense of the doctor’s reply, if not the exact words,
and was vexed with hin; and the cvening, as he expected, passed very
dully from that moment.

CHAPTER XIIT.

w8y CHARLTON slept little during the night after the dinner-party
Mhich we have just spoken. While conversation was going on
fwound her, and lights dazzled her eyves, and the siren songs of her
cp-mother who had not yet lost one note of her sweet voice, rang in
her cars, and Morton was by her side, the delusion which she practised
on herself lasted with safficient power to prevent her from examining
Josely tha realities which she hesitated to contemplate. Let it not he



sapposcd that she fully believed that which she thought fit to faney for
the time. Lonisa Charlton would not know what she knew—would
not belicve what she actually belicved- - would not (contrary to all her
ugual habits) look the truth in the face.  But as soon as she was alone
and in silence, and the curtain of durkness drawn around, the com-
muning with her own heart began.  First, what was it that Bdmond
Morton really meant £ She could no longer deceive herself—she was
loved ! [t was not alone the few words he had xpoken before dinmer,
but many others—not so plain, but plain enough—which e had
spoken hefore. It was not ulone words either. but looks, and tone, and
manner.  She conld not doubt it—she did not doubt it; and, turning
hev face to her pillow with a glowing check, she asked herself if she
did not love in return. Oh! what a tumult then was felt in her young
breash : how confused and wild seemed all her thoaghls ! Mind would
not answer what the heart spoke elearly enough : and for many minites
she dared not admit. even to herself, how deeply. how wholly, how
warmly she veturned it oflection of one whom she had not known a
month. The truth, however, made itself heard at length; hut then
she blamed herseil that it was so.  There seemed something to her
eves rash, imprudent, almost wrong, in yielding 1o such sensations:
for she knew not that they are not dependent upon will, but are wifts
ay, bright and excellent gifts from God who made us— to he regulated.
not to be resisted—to guide us to happiness, it wisely excreised. The
truth, however, on this seore zlso made itself felt ere long, and when
she thonght of him she loved—of how different he was from every one
she had previously seen—how high, yet gentle in his bearing —how
noble and generous in his words and thoughts—how graceful in person
und in manner—how perfect in all the gualitics which win attachinent
und ensure respect —she alinost ceased to blame herself for loving, and
loving hastily.

fmagination—fertile in ways of tormenting, us well ag in ways of
blessing-—{filled her mind with a thomsand other agitating thoughts,
and kept her waking till the shrill drawing-reom clock struck three,
She did not hear the mext hour, but, some time aiter, she slarted
up as if in fear, and saw the morning light streaming through the
shutters.

Looking at her watch she found it half-past, five, and rising, with a
mind #till troubled with the thought that even yet Edmond Morton
had not justified her in fecling as she felt towards him, she dressed
herself without ringing for her maid, resolved to walk down in the
fresh carly morning, and take breakfast with Dr. Western and M=
Evelyn. She thought that their society might calm her.  The
morning was bright, though there were passing clouds. Ier head
ached u little with o restless night, and she thought of the fresh air
and the cool shade of the tall treex with Tager longing ; hut she was
-obliged to wait for a time till some of the houschold were uy, for she
was dressed before half-past six. At lenkth the sound of wmoving
tables from below, and fect upon the stairs, told her that the house-
maids at leagt were stirring. and, as her own habits were carly, her
maid soon after appeared. She was not, surprised to find her young
mistress up, and prepared to go out, for it had happened often before
{rom other causes; and leaving word that she was gone down to Dr.
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Western's, Louisa issued forth, and walked quictly through the lanes
and fields, pausing every now and then, with her cottage bonnet in her
hand, to enjoy the morning breeze, and the prospect that opened here
and there through the trees to the river and Mallington lark. But
ever and anon, together with the sensation of cnjoyment, came a cer-
tain undefined fecling of apprehension.

At length, as she came close upon the edge of the siream, choosing
the green border of turf that separated it from the road, she saw a
little fisherman, some nine or ten years old, casting his line into the
water. T'he boy turned his warm face at her step, and recognising the
ron of Fdmonds, the park-keeper, she gave him a sinilegnd a nod, and
was walking on. The boy, however, put his hand to his hat, half
swinging round to how to the young lady, when missing his footing,
after a momentary strugele to save himself, he fell hca("l]ong into the
stream.  On the impulse of the moment, without, pausing to consider
how deep the river might be in that part, Leaisa darted forward with
a seream for help, and plunged in.  She Khuew, indeed, that it was
shallow above, but a will-stream joined the little river a few yards.
higher up, and in & moment she felt the water cirele over her head.
Giddy and confused, with the green light flashing in her cyes, and the
water rushing in her cars, she was rising again to the surface, when
suddenly she felt o strong arm cast round her waist, and ere she well
knew what had happened, was laid gently upon the grass.

“QOh, Louisa! Oh, my beloved girl!"” cried the voice of Edmond
Morton.

“The boy! the boy! the poor boy !" exclaimed Louisa. raising her-
self on her knees: and without further entreaty Morton plunged into
the river again.  But young Kdmonds was in little danger compara-
tively. He knew something though not much of swimming, and he
held fast by his fishing rod, showing both skill and presence of mind
in so employing it as to keep his head above the water. With two
strokes Morton reached him, and, catching him under the shoulder,
soon landed him in safety. The boy shook himself like a wet dog, and
recmed in no degree the worse; but Louisa was pale as death, more,
indeed, with fear than anything else. To her Morton turned then,and,
supporting her tenderly on his arm, he led her gently towards the
rectory ; but as they went he whispered words which were better cal-
enlated to restore the quick beating of Louisa’s heart than any of all
the excellent inventions of the Humane Society.

CHAPTER XIV.

Hir heart beat—oh, how it Jbeat as he led her on! She eould not.
;answer a word, for if fuintness and dizziness had not taken from her
ithe power of speech, the overwhelming sensations which his words
jealled forth would have left her voiceless. They were all joyful, it is
#truc; but yet, while they made her very, very happy, they showed her
ﬁlow much ghe had doubted, how much she had dreaded —they showed

er, more than all, how much she loved. Even that was enough to
‘gi(ate and overpower her, and for several minntes she seemed as it

ere in a dream.  The drowning Loy, the plunge into the stream, the

' 5
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waters closing over her head, the sudden and uncxpected rescue, the
words of earnest and passionate love,-—all seemed parts of some wild
strange vision : and twice she turned faintly round, and gazed in Mor-
ton’s face as if to assure herself that it was all truc indeed.

The languid [ull of her cyelids, the feebleness of her step as he sup-
ported her onward,—all made her companion conclude that she was
scarcely able to proceed; and as they came to a spot where a rustic
beneh had been placed upon the bank of the stream, between two tall
(,lms, be led her 1o it, and, kneeling at, her feet, held her hand in his,
gazing up into her face with looks of' tendcmcss and apprehension.

“Bpeuk to 810. my Louisa,” he said, “but one word to tell me you
are better! Oh! you do not know what it is, Louisn, to see the being
you most love on ecarth ncarly perish before your cyes! You know
not how one longs to hear the dear voice again!  You cannot tell, you
cannot comprehend, what arc my feclings “towards ven this moment,
just saved from death.” «.

“Not now, Morton, nét now,” answered Louisa at length. “I do
uom{nehend ' do know, but do not agitate me now.’

will not,” he said, pressing his lips upon her hand, “T will not
utter another word of love. [ have been wrong—I have been unkind.
I should have chosen a fitter season; but it burst forth without my
will. I will be so selfish no more.”

“Selfish 17 exclaimed Louisa, the tcars rising in her cyes. “ You
selfish ! Oh, no, you are all that is generous and kind.”

She said no more, but Morton was content, as well he might be, for
he knew her who spoke, and was aware that those words could not be
light ones.  lle might be anxious, indeed, to hear more—to tell the
tale of love fully, and to win the kind rcply——but. he really felt what
he had said, that it was nngenerous to add anything to her cmotions
at such a moment ; and, turning from the topic of his love, he sought,
tenderly and wisely, to soothe and calm her; and knowing well where
the great source of all mental strength, the ouly fountain of true tran-
quillity and confidence, is te e found, he said, ** For bhow much have
we to thank God, Lonisa, that one who was able to save you should be
wandering accidentally by the river at this carly hour. How much
comfort, how much joy do those losc who atiribute—1 may say madly
—cvery event of life to accident or some blind necessity !”

“They do. indecd,” said Louisa; “and that you should be the
person, t0o,” she added, thoughtfully ; hut she did not end the sentence,
fecling that she was approaching that upon which she feared to touch.
Not, indeed, that her heart at all wavered ; not that she was doubtful.
She loved with the first full confiding affection of woman’s nature;
she Joved the only mun whom she had ever met, who scemed in her
eyes worthy of her love; and she had noshesitation in the present, no
dread for the iuture. But yet there was a something that made her
shrink from the avowal of all she felt. N

Morton pressed her not to say more, and aftcr some few words to
while away a moment of repose, he asked, “Can you go on now,
Louisa; or shall I run to Dr. Western's and bring some conveyance
for you! T fear to let you sit here longer, wet and agitated as you are.”

“Qh, no, no!” she answered ; “do not leave me. 1 shall be better
in a moment.”
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But even as she spoke they were joined by a third person, a perfeet
stranger to both; but one who seemed not inclined to be Jong a
stranger in any society into which he might be thrown. Ie was a
«lim man of about five or six and thirty, with a profusion of dark hair
and whisker, curled in the most exquisite manuer, a sweet and simper-
ing countcnance, and a complexion peculiarly delicate and clear: in
shorf, 4 pretty, a very pretty man. lle wore a blue cout, rather pale
in the hue, with gilt buttons, a yellow waistcoat, and a bluec salin
handkerchief round his neck, spotted with amber flowers. The rest of
his dress was in the same fine taste.  Hig air was perfectly jaunty and
celfsatisfied, and as he walked along the hank of the river, before he
perceived Louisa and her lover, he rose upon the tips of his toes, as i’
hix elevated opinion of himself required some external demonstration-

JAx soon as he cast his eyes upon the young lady, however, and per-
ceived, from the very evident signs displayed by her dripping garments
and dishevelled hair, that some accident had appened, he approached
with a hurried step, exclaiming, * Goodness, maam ! you must have
tumbled into the water !—you arc not drowned, 1 hope !—what a .
merey ! But your complexion will be spoilt if you sit in the sun all
wet. 1 dare say you are faint, too: let mie recommend you some of
the unparalleled Droitwich smelling salts;” and regurdiess of some
impatienee in Mortons look, and some surprige and reluctance in
Louisa’s, he brought forth from his pocket first a corked und sealed
bottle, then o small steel eork-serew, and having opened the precious
vial, held it to her nose till she gently removed it, saying that she was
better.

* Pray hold it yourself, ma’am,” he cried ; “ T know 1 am clumsy : it
will revive yon in a moment, | am quite sure it will ! and, not to scem
ungrateful, Louisa took it at his request.

Bué no sooner had she done so than his hand dived into his pocket
avain, and forth he brought anogther bottle, longer, thinner, and
wrapped up in paper covered over with talismanic signs,

* Let. me call your attention to this article, ma'am,” he said, “and
yours too, gir.  This is Mrs. Grimsditel’s vegetable anti-corrugent dew
of jonquille, a sovereign preservative against wrinkles, sun-burning,
freekles, moles, discolorations, heat-spots, scars, or any other of the
creat enemies of beauty. It seftens, refreshes, nourishes, polishes, and
blanches the skin, gives an agrecable coolness to the complexion,
against which the sun of India itself cannot contend, and —"

*The lady does not require it, sir,” said Morton, somewhat sharply
“and, at all events, this is not 4 moment in which she can attend to
its virtues.”

“Nay, sir, no offence, T hope,” said their undesired companion.
“ As to not requiring it, everyrone requires it; the young and beauti-
ful to preserve their loveliness, and others who are somewhat faded to-
restore the charms they have lost.”

Morton felt inclined to knock him down; but he remembered the
barber of Bagdad, and ook paticnee while the other went on.

“I did but wish to offer my poor services, sir, cither to the lady or
Yourself ; and seeing yon both in a—"

“The only service, sir, you can render us,” said the young gentle-
man, interrupting bim, “is to run as fast as you can along that path,
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past the church, on to the rectory; and to beg Dr. }Vestern to send his
carriage, saying that this lady, his ward, has met with a little accident,
and ”

“(h, no, no; you will alarm them !” cried Louisa.

But the stranger, without attending to her, set off good-humouredly
at full speed towards the rectory; and Louisa turned to Morton with
the first smile that had brightencd her face that morning, saying, “ Let.
ng go; I can go now, and that strange man will frighten our good
friends.”

“He seems an impertinent puppy.” answered Morton, “though a
good-humoured one.  But are you really able to walk, dearest Louisa ?”

“Oh, yes,” she replied, “he has done me good, do you know; for he
bas made me laugh, when I felt more inclined to cry.”

“To cry !™ said her lover, drawing her arm through his, as she rose
1o proceed.

There was both surprize and sadness in his tone; aud, fearful that
~he had grieved him, Lduisa answered, “ Yes, Morton, to weep. But
do you not know that we women as often weep when we are happy as
when we arc sorrowful? and I am very happy; happy in all that has
ocearred ; happy in my deliverance, and that you cffected it.”

The warm blood glowed in her cheek as she spoke, and the last
words were uttered with downcast eyes, and in a low tone. They were
somewhat similar to those she had before spoken; but the repetition
of them was very pleasant to her lover's ear.

“1t was indecd most fortunate, my Louisa,” he said, as they walked
slowly on, “that I was passing at the time; and yet it was a mere ac-
«ident, brought about by repentance for a fault [ commiticd last
night.”

% Indeed !™ cried Lonisa, with a Jook of surprise, “I saw no fault.”

“ And yel I was guilty of a great one towards you, dearekt girl,” re-
plied her lover.  “The thought of it broke my rest, and made me rise
at daybreak. and go out to wander about till I could repair it. I felt
that I was wrong, Louixa, to speak words of love at such a moment as
I did last night, when I could tell nothing, explain nothing, and you
could make no reply. I feared that I might have agitated, perhaps
pained you; and that, whether my hopes were false or true, 1 might
have disturbed your repose. You know all now; and of one ithing be
sure, my Louisa, that I would never have ventured to seck your love,
if by station and fortune 1 were not in a position to justify me in so
doing.”

“Aud do you imagine, Morton,” asked Louisaz, with a look almost
reproachful, * that station or fortnne would make any difference in my
regard? It is true I am not a romantic persen, and 1 know that com-
petence is necessary to happiness; but where it is to be found on one

*side it is sufficient. My dear futher taught me to value other things
than wealth or rank, and 1 have not forgstten his lessons.”

1 am sure you have not, my Louisa,” replicd her lover, “and of
vou I entertained no doubt; but there arc friends and guardians to be
thought of too, dear girl, and they judge alone by the customs and
conventionalities of socicty. The poor artist, which the good people
here, it seems, give me out to be, would be naturally, perhaps not im-
properly, rejected as the suitor to the wealthy heiress ;- while the man’
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of fortune, to whom her riches are no ohject, would be aceepted by the
wise men who have her happiness in trust, though the one might be
worthy of her, the other not.” .

* It seems to me very strange and very wrong that it should be so,”
replied Louisa, thoughtfully ; “ for to the one her fortune might be bene-
ficial, enabling him to pursuc a high and bright career, to cultivate
his abilities, and 10 advancc the very arts which are a glory and a
benefit to his country ; while in the hands of the otherit would be but
of little service to himself or his fellow-creatures.”

“ 1t is ay well in our case,” answered Morton, “that, as objections
might be raised against your desire by those who would think.they
were acting conscientiously in opposing your marriage with a poor
man, no valid obstacle of that kind does exist : and 1 tel]l you that such
is the case at once, dear girl, not because it would nake any difference
in your eyes whether 1 were the poor artist or not, but because 1 think
it may set your mind at cuse in regard to the opposition of others.”

“ I'mnst not take credit to mysclf,” answered Louisa Charlton, “ for
having thought you the poor artist, Morton ; for though 1 did so for a
few days, | was soon convinced that report was false, and yet, I think,
Mrs. Charlton believes so still.”

“ Do not undeceive her, my Louisa ! exclaimed Morton, cagerly ;
1 have my own views on that point, and have encouraged the idea.
Pray, do not contradict it to any one. You shall hear, whenever we
have a moment, or two for private conversation, every particular of my
fate und history ; for from her 1 love I can have no concealment. But,
we have not time now : for here comes the good rector's carriage at
full speed.  In the meantime, Louisa, know me as nothing but as re-
port. gives me out, and let me sce what will be the end of the game
that i~ playing; for you as well as I must perceive, that the conduct of
SOIC Persons very near you is not altogether natural.”

He had no time to say more, for at that moment the earriage of the
worthy rector pulled up beside them, and the doctor himself got out
in eager haste, followed by the stranger of the smelling-bottle and
cosmetie.

“ Why, what is this, my dear ¢hild ?” exclaimed the worthy clergy-
man. * What is this, Mr. Morton? Both wet; but I see how it is, I
understand it all.”

“Not all, T think, my dear sir,” replied the young gentleman ;
and he proceeded to give their friend a brief account of all thut had
vecurred.

*“ Ah, Louisa, Touisa !” cried the good rector, shaking his finger at
her, *“impulse, impulse ! you women always act from impulse, and
peril your ownselves without a chance of assisting others. But what
has become of the poor boy? He might be drowned while Morton
was assisting you.” .

* Oh, no!” replied Lonida’s lover; “he remained struggling gal-
lantly, and secmed to have some idea of swimming ; but his fishing-
rod was his best friend, keeping his head above water till I could re-
turn, and draw him out. Iie is the son of Edmonds, the park-keeper,
I think; and as soon as he was on dry land set to work to wind up his
line as if nothing had happened.”

They were by this time so near the rectory that Louisa would not |
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get into the carriage, but walked on still lcaning on her lover’s arm,
and accompanied by Dr. Western; while the man in the blue satin
handkerchief coolly mounted the box of the carriage and rode back,
apparently making himself quite at home.

CHAPTER XV.

WHeN Louisa Charlton went out in the carly morning, she believed
that no one in the honse was up but the servants. Such was not the
case, however ; for Altred Latimer was already in the library, with an
aching head apd irritated heart. On the preceding cvening he had
left his mother's house, very soon after dinner, to seek his old haunt,
and to losc a considcrable portion of the money he had received from
Morton in the morning atolay ; and now he sat, with his cheek resting
on his hand, in sullen silence, ready to quarrel with any onc that
might present himself. The door of the library was partly open, and
he saw Louisa come down and go out. At first he thought of following
her, and rose to do o ; but the moment after he sat down again, say-
ing to himself, “No, I won't. T'll stay, and bring my mother to
reason. 1t is time for her to risc. She shall find that 1 will not be
trifled with any more ;” and ringing the bell sharply, he told the ser-
vant, who appeared at its loud summons, to send his mother's maid up
1o her room with a message to the purpose that he wished to speak
with ber immediately. The man retired to obey his orders:; but necarly
hall an hour elapsed without any one appearing, and Alfred Latimer’s
impatient spirit wrought turbulently within him at the delay. At
length, working himself up into a fit of passion, he hurried out of the
library, and was mounting the stairs, when he met the maid coming
down to give him notice, that Mrs. Charlton awaited him in her dress-
ing-room.

“In Heaven’s nawe ! what ig the matter, Alfred?” demanded Mrs.
Charlton, as soon as he entered. “ Something must have gone wrong,
or I am surc you would not have disturbed me at such an early
hour —"

“ As nearly ten o'clock 1" asked Alfred Lalimer. “ Well, yvou are
quite right : something has gonc wrong, everything has gone wrong,
and I must have it put right.  You know I asked you for fifty pounds
yesterday ——”

“And I told you, my dear boy, that I had not got it to give,
answered Mrs. Charlton, in a soothing tone.

“ You have plenty of money to give parties with, and fine wines, and
all gorts of things from London ; and t6 keep horses, and carriages.
and servants enough, to do mothing,” replied her dutifal and affec-
tionate child. . o

“Alfred, Alfred !” eried his mother, “ I never thought I should hear
my gon, for whom I have sacrificed so much, speak such words. You
know quite well the horses and carriages are Louisa’s, not mine. Al
most all the servants are hers; and doex my own sou grudee me the
comforts of my home, and even the respectable appearance which Iam
cobliged to keep -up "—and Mrs. Charlton wiped away a tear
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“This is all very good, mother,” replied Alfred ; “ but necessity has
no law, and money must be found ; for money [ must have.”

“1t 1 could have found it,” said Mrs. Charlton, “ you should have
had it. Do you think, if 1 could have procured it, 1 would have put
off my journcy to London” But every farthing I had, except just
enough for the expenses of the house, I was obliged to pay, heeause
those people, the Marsons, chose to fail, and force me to pay the hor-
rid bill I had there—- four hundred pounds at onc blow! Only wait till
Louisa is of age, or till I have carried out what 1 have in view with
regard to her, and you shall have as much as you can dexire.”

1 cannot wait, and will not wait,” replied Alfred Latimer, fiercely.
“T have bills to pay as well ag you, and they must be paid too. ‘Why
should yon not sell, or pawn, some of all your smart jewels? They
wonld soon raise the money ; and you are a widow now, and don’t want
them.”

Now Mrs. Charlton was fond of jewels, and had accumulated no in-
considerable store ; bhut still she thought, chat if the sum required
was but fifty pounds, she could part with some for her dear boy’s
sake. .
“You are unkind, Alfred,” she said; “Dbut to show vou that I
would do anything I can to help vou, T will raise the fifty pounds upon
some of the trinkets poor Mr. Charlton gave me.”

“ Fifty pounds !" cried her son.  * That would bave done vesterday,
but, it will not do to-day. I have many billsto pay that cannot be put off.
One man threatens {o arrest me, and another hae actually tuken ont o
writ. Now T will be free of all this withont further delay. 1 will
have my debts paid ; 1 will have somecthing over to start upon ; and
thene—-"

“But what ix the amount?” demanded the lady, in consierna-
tion.

“ A thousand pounds will do, T think,” replied Alfred ILatimer,
coolly. ~

A thousand pounds !” exclaimed Mrs. Charlton, and throwing her-
sclf back in her chair, she added, in an altered tone,—* You cannot
have it, Alfred.”

“Indeed ! he said, with his eyes flashing firc. :

“No!” she replied, decidedly. * T Lave told you—and so it must
be.  You cannot have it ; and if you think to frighten me into xup-
plying your extravagance and folly at this rate, you are mistaken. I
wish you had not disturbed me out of my sleep to Licar such nonsense ;”
and Mrs. Charlton yawned.

There was some reality in her demeanour, and a good deal that was
assumed ; for she thonght that he had taken a peremptory tone merely
to alarm her, which could onJy be met by a cool one; but she was not
quite prepared for what was to follow. IHis manner, 100, altered ; he
set his teeth close, as if afryid of giving way too far to the strong pas-
sion within him, and approaching his mother’s chair, he said in a low
bitter tone,—“ 8o you will not scll your dimmonds for the relief of
your son !

“Not one,” answered My, Charlton.

*“Well, then, you will never sce him again,” said the young man.

“Pooh !” suid Mre Charlion, “you know better;” but without an

»



72 THE STEP-MOTHER.

other word he turned to the door, and went out, closing it quietly be
hind him.

Murs. Charlton was somewhat alarmed ; for, though she had often secn
fits of violent passion in Alfred Latimer, she had never beheld any cffort
to repress the expression of his rage. If he had cursed and sworn,
she could have felt quite casy; if he had banged the dressing-room
door as he retired, it would have been a relicf.  But the stern low tone,
the shut teeth, the quict exit, had something awful in them ; and after
pausing for a few minutes in consideration, she rose and rang her bell.
Before the maid could appear, she heard a horses feet over the gravel,
and, looking out. saw her son riding away from the house on a horse
that was always kept for him at Mallington; and when her abigail
entered, Mrs. Charlton merely suid,—* Do my hair.”

In the meaniwhile Alfred Latimer rode on down the village, and ap-
proached the road that ran along hy the bank of the streamn ; but as
he was in the act of turning his horse’s head as if to follow that path,
he suddenly pulled np, thought for & moment, and then, crossing the
bridge, approached the park gates. There he dismounted, ticd his
beast to the iron bars, and walked with a rapid step in the directiou
of the park-keeper’s house.

CIIAPTER XV

I a. shady grove in Mallington Park, about' the hour of cleven, or a
little after, on the day of which I have just been speaking, two persons
were walking on slowly together along the paths in carncst conversa-
tion. Hither and thither they weng from one walk to another, but
never jssued beyond the cover of the rees. They went hand in hand,
tvo, and one spoke eagerly and rapidly, while the other replied little,
but by xighs. They were Alfred Latimer and Lucy, the fair young
daughter of the park-kecper, Edmonds—a dangerous companionship
for her.  He scemed pressing her vehemently to some step which she
was unwilling to take, and cver and anon she raised her eyes, full of
tears to hig, und answered,—* No, Alfred ; no, I cannot.  Oh, do not.
ask me, Mr. Latimer. It would break my father's heart, if 1 were to
Ieave him without telling himn where I am going.”

“And you will hreak mine if you refuse, Lucy,” replied Alfred
Latimer; *you can write to him to-morrow, and tell him you are with
me, and that we arc going to be married as soon as ever we can be.”
thji.l’l’t Lucy shook her head mournfully, saying, “ He will not believe

1

*“And you doubt it, too, Lucy 1” cried Alfred Latimer, vehemently ;
“you think I would'break my oath! You do not love me, Luey, that,
is very clear. Nay, do not ery now ; you will make your eyes red, and
every onc will sce.” .

Lucy Edmonds wiped the tears away, and replied in a low voice,
“You know I love you—you know it too well, or you would not ask
me to do what is wrong.”

* But it is not wrong,” answered Alfred Latimer ; “I tell you that
T have had a quarrel with my mother, so that I cannot stay any longer
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here, or we would he married at once ; and yet you refuse to go anc
marry me as soon as it can be done.”

*Oh, no,” said Lucy; “ I only refuse to go with you without m)
father’s knowledge. You know, Alfred, it would be very wicked, and
1 should never be happy after.”

“ And so you will really make me unhappy for ever, Lucy !” asked
the young gentleman ; “for yon will never see me more, after 1 have
once gone away. Come, Lucy, come—go back quictly to the house,
eet rome few things ready, and meet me in two hours at the other side
of the park ;” and bending down his head, he kissed her.

“1 cannot—TI cannot,” answered Lucy Kdmonds, weeping. « With-
out my father's leave I cannot come.”

Alfred Latimer's cheek was somewhat red ; and even to her he could
not repress the quick and angry flash of his eye at anything like oppo-
sition.  But before he could utter many words, issuing suddenly from
one of the side paths, Lucy’s father himself stood before them.  The
good man’s brow was stern and dark, and his lip quivering with many
mingled emotions.

“ Liet go my daughter’s hand, sir,” said Edmonds, after gazing at him.
for an instant ; “and never you set your foot in this park again.”

“Indeed !” cried Alfred Latimer, with a sneer.  “ Methinks | shall
require to be warned off by some better authority than Master Ed-
monds, formerly Lord Mallington'’s park-keeper ; it you come to thai,
what business have you in this park yourself?”

“T have business cnough, and authority enough for my purpose,”
replied Edmonds, taking his daughter’s hand, and drawing her to him,
“and that you will find, sir. 1 knew you to be bad enough long ago,
bui [ did not think you were so base as to scek 1o ruin this poor girl.”

The young gentleman gazed at him for an instant with a ficree look,
and then turned his eyes to Lucy, who stood by her father, with hey
{imbs shaking, and her face drowned in tears. That sight seemed to
move him, and he said,—* I did not. seek to ruin her. It is not true.
I intended to marry her-—ay, immediately.”

“False ! false !” cried Edmonds.  ** You told her you would marry
her, 1 don’t doubt, but when you had once got her in your power it
would have been a different tale.” '

* No, it would not,” replied Alfred Latimer; “ I would have married
her, and I will.” ”

* No, that you shall not,” replied BEdmonds, sternly.  “You arc no
husband for my daughter, sir; keep in your own station—marry in
your own station. So shall she, please God. I would a great deal
rather sce her the wife of an honest labourer than the wife of a dis-
lonest gentleman. Idon't mean to say you are so— that I know no-
thing about ; but T do know thal vou would not make her happy, and
80 you should not have her, even if all your fine speeches were- true. |
Come along, Lucy--cometvith me ;” and, drawing her away, he turned
his steps towards his own house.

At a quick pace Edmonds hurried on in silence. He noticed not, he
did not seem to perceive that the trembling limbs of his daughter could
hardly bear her on, and that he dragged her along with him, rather.
than supported her, as she hung upon his arm.  But when they came
to a little clump of trees behind the garden at the back of the house,
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he suddenly stopped, and turning to Lucy, he said, “I will not tell
your mother, my child, for it would make her wretched.”

““ Oh, father ! 1 did not intend to do any wrong,” replied Luey Ed-
monds, with the tears streaming down her face; “I would not have
gone with him. Indeed, I would not.”

“]1 know it Lucy, love,” replied her father, throwing his arms round
her, and pressing her to his breast. “1I heard a good deal as I came
up the walk, Luecy, and I know that though you have been a silly girl
to listen to him at all. yet it was not in your heart to do any wrong—
the more base he for wishing to make you. But there is one thing.
Luey,” he continued, * you must promise me upon your word,—you
must promise me never willingly to sce or speak with this young man
any more.”

“Qh, father!” replied Lucy Edmonds, “he loves me—indeed, in-
deed he does. And I—[——"

.“You think you love him,” answered her father; “ perhaps you
really do, and if so I am very sorry for it, Lucy, for his marriage with
you is not even to be thought of. 1 would not give you to Lim, my
girl, if he were the richest and the highest man in the Jand.”

“But perhaps you may change, father,” said Lucy—" perhaps he
may change.”

“ When he does, 1 may, and then I will tell you,” answered Edmonds ;
“but in the meantime T must have your promise,— Lucy, you would
not surely disobey me ™

* Oh no, father, no,” replied Lucy Edmonds; “I willdo as you bid
me in all things, and I promise you that 1 will not see or speak with
bhim without your knowledge and consent—hut yet I am sure be loves
me.”

Edmonds shook his head with a sad and painful smile. “ 8o thinks
every woman.” replied he, ““of the man that ruins her. If she does
not, she is worse than he is. But come, my child, keep your promise.
and that promise will keep you safe. Wipe your eyes, or go and
walk in the garden for a while. Your mother has had one sad fright
}}m morning, and there is no nced she should have too many at once,

ucy.”

“Oh ! what has happened ?” cried Lucy, drying her own tears, and
looking eagerly in her father’s face.

“Why, your brother fell into the river, and would have been drowned
if Mr. Morton, the gentleman who came up to the cottage the other
day, had not plunged in and got himn out,” replied Edmonds; and then
added in a somewhat bitter tone, “ Ay, he is a gentleman, indeed ; but
this young fellow—"

He did not finish the sentence, but Lucy Edmonds cast down her
eyes, with a check glowing like fire. It was her own heart accused
her, und she asked herself, “ Have 1 been listening to tales of love,
without my parents’ knowledge, from the lips of one whom they dis-
approve, while sorrow and care have come so near their dwelling *” and
as she. thus thought she raised her eyes to her futher’s face again.
saying aloud,—*1 will go to my mother at onee. T om very sorry that
1 was wrong, and [ will tell her, too, all that has happencd, but not now,
father. J will tell her to-night or to-morrow. Indeed, it will be better,
for then she can always tell me what I ought to do.”
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“That's & good girl,” replied her father ; “ act this way always, Lucy,
and you will be in no danger. To-day you have been in more than
vou know o/’;" and, taking her hand, he led her on to the house.

CHAPTER XVIL

TFor at least five minutes after the park-keeper and his daughter had
left him, Alired Latimer remained standing in the grove, giving way
1o the vehemence of his passion, muttering vain curses, and rash and
angry threats, against the man who had interfered only to save his
own child. “1 will bave her,” he said at length ; “I will have her in
spite oi hir ; and I will have revenge, too—curse me, if I won't;” ‘and
stamping on the ground, and shaking his fist, he walked slowly away
towards the lodge. His eyes were bent down,and.in bitttr meditation,
he saw litlle or nothing that passed around him. When he reached
the gates. he opened them, and went out. without noticing that two
men were standing at the corner of the park wall; and, unfastening
his horse, he had got his foot in the stirrup when one of the two
watchers ran forward and laid bis band upon his shoulder, saying.
¢ Alfred Luatimer, Esquire, 1 believe ?”

“ Yes, sir,” replied the young gentleman, turning first red and then
pale.  “Who the devil are yout”

“Only an officer of the sherifl of Middlesex, sir,” replied the
man, * with a writ against you, backed by the sheriff’ of the couuty, for
a trifle you owe to Mr. Jones, of Piceadilly. Don’t doubt but your
mother will sbon settle the matter.”

Alfred Latimer gazed at him with a look of hesitation for a moment,
but gradually his face assumed a more determined and a fiercer aspect,
and he replied, “ No; T will not beg of my own mother. I'd rather go
to gaol.”

“ Ol sir, I've got nice apartmonts; quite at your serviee, sir,” re-
plied the officer. “ Airy situation, sir, looking upon the river. Do you
travel by coach, sir, or would you like to have a shay 1"

“I travel on horseback,” cried Alfred Latimer, springing into the
saddle, and striking his horse with the spurs. The bailiff made a
snatch at the rein, but missed it, and the horse dashed on, hitting him
on the shoulder with its chest. and knocking him back upon the road.

“Stop him ! stop him !” shouted the officer to his follower; but
]%ng erg the other man came up, the young gentleman was far upon
the road.

“ 1 shall be followed,” thought the young man, who, unaccustomed to
such proceedings, saw in imagination the sherifY’s officers pursuing him,
like a hunted hare, with a whole troop of mounted constables to back
them. “1 shall be followeds!- I will take to Wenlock Wood. Then
let them catch me if they can.” Thus thinking, he spurred forward,
till passing the cottage oft Blackmore, the gardener, and the mill
beyond, he came to the end of the park wall on that side, and turned
up a narrow sandy path, which ran over the hill between Mallington
Park and some corn-fields. It soon led into a grecn lane, and along
this he spurred at a rapid pace, till the banks opened out, and gave
him egress upon a wild and desolate looking common, with a thick
wood about half a mile {o the right.
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At the mouth of the lane, Alfred Latimer pulled up his horse for 2
moment and listened ; but he still thought he heard the sound of
horses’ feet, and spurring on again across the common—often obliged
to turn to avoid this great mass of bushes, or that rock or large clump
of trecs-—he reached the edge of Wenlock Wood. He had soon passed
the outer belt of planting, where the trees were younger bnt closer
together, and reached a wilder part of the wood, where tall immemorial
oaks, with young saplings scattered between, rose far apart from cach
other, some still green and flourishing, some in various states of decay.
The ground from which they sprung was rugged and uneven, in some
places covered with high fern, in some rounded with masses of thick
brushwood. Here appearced a deep pit, with the Jittle shining pond in
the hottom ; here rose a tall rock or a high bank, bearing ashes and
beeches on the top; and cver and anon a picee of green sward ap-
peared in the widst, atfording free footing for the horse. To look upon
it, it secemed at first sight an inextricable maze, through which no chance
traveller could find his way, but to the eyes of Alired Latimer the
whole scene was familiar, for thither had he often resorted from the
days of his boyhood, exploring its recesses with dog and gun.

Catting as straight across as the various obstacles would permit
towards the highest hank which the seene displayed, he skirted it along
to a gpot where a number of old oaks had congregated themsclves
under the bank, concealing its rugged face from the view. The trees
above stretehed forth their branches to those below, and several clumnps
of a younger growth stood forward before the rest, making the mass
appear one close and impenetrable thicket ; for though the wood some-
times came forward in bold prominence, sometimes retreated, leaving
a deep glen or glade between the two nearest points, yet still at the
hottom appeared a thick woody screen hiding the crag. To Alfred
Latimer, however, the place was, as 1 have said, familiar, and he rode
along for about a third of a mile without pause or examination.

In the end, he drew his'rein just at the mouth or entrance of one of
the glades T have mentioned, gazing round on every side. Then, dis-
mounting, he took the beast’s bridle on his arm, and led him down
amongst the trees, apparently at the very closest and thickest part ; but
Jjust a the end a little path was to be discovered on the right, so small
that the entranee was not casily discernible amongst the tangled bram-
bles and thorns, which in that place rose high up the bolls of the trees.
Alfred Latimer, however, knew the precise spot, by an old holly which
stood forward, as if to protect and conceal the mouth of the path ; and,
leading his horse round, he pulled him unwillingly into the little road.
The path soon led to s more open space behind the screen of ouks;
and the young gentleman proceceded between ‘the trees and the high
craggy bank till he reached the mouth of a deep cavern—whether the
work- of nature or of art, who can now say? Many such are to be found
in various parts of England, some well known to the geologist and the
wanderer in scarch of the picturesque ; others unrecorded by tourist
and traveller, and only familiar to the midnight assassin of game, and
the still more free speculator in the property of others.

Without fear or hesitation, however. Alfred Latimer led his horse
in, who fancying ii, apparentiy, a newiy-invented kind of stable, fol-
lowed very willingly under the rocky arch; and still holding the
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bridle over his arm,:the young gentleman seated himself upon a large
stone, sayving aloud, with a laugh, “ Now let them catch me if they can,
the scoundrels.”

As he said so he thought he heard a rustle in the further part of the
cavern, and turning round, he gazed into the depth with some trepi-
dation. He knew that it was of considerable cxtent, for he had ex-
plored it more than once, and, what with a turn, about thirty feet from
the mouth, it might run into the cliff some fifty or sixty yards. But
the darkness of the interior was so profound atl that time of day that
he could sce nothing.  The next instant, however, a voice from within
exclaimed,—“ You scem mightily put out, Master Latimer. What is
the matter?” .

The voice was followed by the sound of steps, but it was not till the
person who had spoken had come forward, that Alfred datimer could
see anything through the darkness. He then perceived advancing
towards him a short square figure, which gradually assumed the ap-
pearance of a man dressed in a sailor’s jacket and trousers, with a
striped shirt, and no waistcoat. A Dblack handkerchief was twisted
lightly round the neck, and the bushy dark whiskers extending under
the chin, and almost eovering the throat, at firat gave him the appear-
ance of having another handkerchief bound round his jaws. His
head was covered with strong curling dark hair, and his face was
bronzed wilh exposure to sun and wind.

At first the young gentleman did not rccognise the personage who
scemed so familiar with his own name ; but, after a moment’s consider-
ation, he exclaimed,--“ Ah! is that you, Jack Williams? Why, it is
#0 long since vou have been here, and the place is so dark, I did not
know you. You have not shown yoursclf since that night when we
shot the pheasants in the park, and were obliged to run for it.”

*“That wonld not have made me run far,” answered Williams; “ but
1 had other matters on hand, Mister Latimer. What's in the wind
now, sir, that you are hiding here?  Tell me if you like—don't tell me
if you dor’t like. Only if yon want help, here’s yonr man.”

“Why, I have had a quarrel with my good mother, Jack,” replied
Alfred Latimer. “She keeps me shorter of money than ever; and |
have determined to leave her, and scek my fortunc where I can.”

“] hope you have brought some stock in trade with you,” angwered
the other; “for fortunc can't be bought and sold without fortune, as I
have found out leng ago.”

“ No, indeed,” answered the young gentleman, who was restrained
by certain doubts as to his old acquaintance’s habits, from acknow-
fedging that he had money about him. “1 have got nothing but a
jew ’shillings an% my horse; but that I intend to sell as soon as I
can.” ! .

“ Ah—wcll—you are not up to things yet, I see,” replied Willijgms.
*I would not have come,out of such a housc as that, if I had beén
you, without bringing away cnough to live for a year or two, at least.
But. what are you hiding for t—arc you afraid she will send after you?”

* Oh, no,” said Latimer, who saw that the tale of his adventure with
the bailiffs would confirm the representation he had made,of the state
of his purse. “ She would not even give me enough to keep me out’
of prison, and just as 1 was at the- park gates a fellow came up, and



tapped me on the shoulder. But I jumped on my horse and rode over
him.”

“Well done! well done!” cried Williams, slapping him on the
shoulder; * on my life, you will turn out a capital fellow. Just at the
park gates, eh! T suppose you had been up to bid good-by to the
pretty little girl there. Why the devil did you not bring her wilh
you? A man is always the better for having & woman with him; but i
yappose it was want of moncy, Master Alfred. If that's the case,
speak out. You were kind to me once, and onc good turn deserves
another. 8o, as I've got a little prize-moncy here, if a ten pound note
will help vou, it's quite at your service, sir; and we can send a message
to pretty Luey to join you where you like.”

“ No, no, Williams—you are a good fcllow;” and he grasped his
hand ; *but [ will not take yonr little money from you, I will sell mx
horse, which is worth fifty pounds anywhere, and I think I can get
some more from o {riend. But it was not want of money wtopped
Lucy and me. Tt was that—as the devil would have it—up came her
father just ax we were talking about it; and he found ont all, and took
her away. He has made her promise, I dare say by this time, not to
go.,) .

“Such promises arc soon broken,” answered Jack Williams, with a
laugh.

‘%Ay, 0 they are,” said Alfred Latimer; “but I have a scheme in
niy head, if T can get some good fellows who don't stand upon trifles to
help me. When I have got together a little money so ag to be sure that
she and 1 will have enongh to go where we like, 1 will tell you more of
it.—DBut how did you know anything of this aflair? I thought 1 had
kept it very close.”

* Ay, ay,” rejoined Williams, smiling, “ but | have been hercabouts
for a fortnight; and therc have been more eyes in’ Mallington Park
than Edmonds thinks of. But what is your plan, sir? I am no bad
hand at scheming, and you are a young one.”

“Why, I have not yet quitc made up my mind,” replied Alfred
Latimer: “Lucy is willing enough to go, and would have been far
away with me by this time if her father had not come up ; but now he
will preach to her, and forbid her to see me any more, though I offered
him to marry her at once.” .

“Why, the man must be a fool !” exclaimed Williams in great sur-
prise.

“ Ay—but he threw in my teeth that I was fonder of bold, wild
fellows,” answered the young gentleman, “than of a set of puling cox-
combs, such as one meets in society, and a great deal more of such
cant. Now, I dare say Lucy will be watched and looked after, and
persuaded not to come out to sce me.”

“Oh! we will .soon manage that, sir,” Said Jack Williams, “if he
vor't let her come, why, I would go and take her. If you mean to
marry her, the fool of a father should be forced to what is good for her
and him too.” )

“ ngk!" said Latimer, in a low voice. “There are sieps comingy
near !’ .

“I dare say,” answered the other, “it is Bill Maltby; I expect him
soon, and if it be any one else, I will break his head. Buf you get



further back into the shade —you can take your horse inio the
turning.”

“ | know, I know,” answered Alfred Latimer; and retreating towards
the back of the cavern, he stopped where he judged that ncither he
nov his horse could be secn.

There, for the first time, a question suggested itself somewhat diffi-
cult to solve, but not very pleasant to leave in doubt. What was Jack
Williams's motive for lying concealed in Wenlock Wood? 1lc had
been in former days anything but famous either for good conduct, or
iimidity in the commission of evil. One of the most notoricus poachers
in the country, though the son of a respectable farmer, he had filled
the whole neighbourhood with his exploits, and had only escaped
punishment by mingled boldness and skill. Onee, indeed, he had
heen deteeted in the act, and taken, after desperate resistance; but he
was ab that tiine a mere lad, and his father’s entreaties to the owner of
the game had saved the son from the consequences of his offence,
though only on the condition that he should be sent to sea. To sea he
accordingly went, and returned, after a short time, with his moral
health, at least, not at all improved by his marine excursion. Al
these things, and many more not very creditable to his friend, Alfred
Latimer remembered ; but he had no time to carry his speculation
far before the steps he had heard sounded close to the cave, and another
dgure darkened the mouthe

CHAPTER XVIIL

A Alfred Latimer stood in the shadow of the cave, he could sec
without being seen ; and he very soon perceived that the visitor was
20 other than his dissolute companion Bill Maltby. An unusual de-
wree of cagerness appeared in Maltby’s manner as he first met Wil-
sums, but their voices soon dropped almost to a whisper.  Knowing
hoth partics well, Latimer did not think it necessary to use much
ceremony in joining them, and with the foot of his horse announcing
his approach, he advanced to the spot where they were standing;
catching a few words which Williams uttered in a louder tone.

* No, no,” the man said, “he is not up to that yet. He will be one
day, when he learns a little better.”

By this time the young gentleman was clgse to them ; and Willisms
turning round, as if he had previously forgotten his proximity, and
had been talking of some one clse, proceeded, “ Ah, Mr. Laifmer !—
You sec I have got a companion, Bill. But I think he is fri¥htened
about nothing ;” and he proceeded to relate to the other the story of
Alfred Latimer’s adventure ‘with the bailifts. .

* Pooh !” said Maltby ; ““I saw the two fellows drinking at thé Bagrs
pipes, and waiting for the ‘coach to return to London. You can go
back quite well now, if you like, Latimer, for the old Blue always
passes at eleven, and it is well nigh one now.” -

“ He ix not going back at all just yet,” answered Williams, speaking
for his young companion; “but you can go on in safety, if you like,
sir; for you hear what Bill says.”



“I am sure they followed me part of the way,” said Latimer ; “anc
I saw some people riding on the common.”

Bill Maltby laughed. “So did 1,” he said. “T saw Squire Mid-
dleton, and his two sons, and the keeper, on their ponies. But T saw
the two fellows who came down last night drinking a glass of brandy
and water in the coffee-room of the Bagpipes, and one of them told
me they were waiting for the coach. So you can go now quite well,
Mr. Latimer ; there's no risk in the world.”

1t needed no great. penetration on the part of Alfred Latimer to sce
that his two companions wished to get rid of him ; a very unpleasant
perception it is, which is almost sure to touch upon some tender
pomt : but vanity does mot always resent the injury in the same
manner.

Nevertheless, several motives induced him to heat his retreat ; they
were two 1o one, and not persons to be lightly quarrelled with : he pro-
posed also to employ them afterwards, and it was not worth while to
have any disagreement with them then: the town, too, towards which
his steps were bent was at a considerable dixtance, and he wished to
reach London ax early as possible on the following day. Deciding
upon his course, then, he led his horse out of the cave, and walked oun,
with the bridle over his arm, between the old trees and the high cliffy
bank. The man Williams accompanied him, giving Bill Maltby
a sign to stay behind ; and when they had got a sufficient distance to
be out of carshot, he said, ina eivil and kindly tone, “Well, Mr.
Latimer, wheu you have settled your business, and like to go on with
that littie aflair of pretty Lucy Edmonds, you have nothing to do but
to come and let me know. T did not speak of it before Bill Malthy
there, for there's no use in telling him anything about it now ; but
you see, as it's very likely that [ shan’t be just where I am now when
you come back, you must ask Bill where I am, for he’'ll know.”

Thus saying he held out his hand, and without any considcration of
all with which that hand might be stained, and probably the spots
upon it were not few, Alfred Latimer took it, receiving the contagion
of a foul mental disease, mortal 1o the better life of the heart.

He then rode on upon his way, and Jack Williams returned to his
companion in the eave, whose first question was, “What have you
done the young cove out of, Jack?”

“] have done him out of nothing, Bill,” he said; “first, because
I did not want, and next, because he hag devilish little to be done
out of.”

“Why didn't vou want?” asgked Bill Malthy; “he had money
cnm;.g last night, and it’s no bad joke to clean out such a gull
as that. :

“ He's not such a gull as you think,” apswered Williams. “ There’s
a good deal of determined devil in him, I can tell you, as you'll find

““out one day. Then, as to money, he said he had got very little. But
if ho had had the Mint in his breeches pocket 1 wouldn’t have put my
hand in; first, because he’s always Deen civil and kind to me, and,
next, because he’s one of us in some sort alrcady, and will be
more so before long.”

““ Ay, ay, so you think,”.s3id Bill Malthy; “but you'll find your-
self twisted there. IMig.mother will give him money enough when
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she finds he'’s resolute with her, {md then he'll see us all at the
devil.”

. Williams looked at him with a grim smile. “ You are mistaken,
Bill" he said.  “ There are some roads on which, if you take but two
or three steps, yon never ean go back again,do what you will, and ours
ixone.  This lad has already got his feet upon it, and there’s no going
back for him.—But let ux talk about this other job. When did you
say the fellow would pass by "

* Why. Utold him to meet me over at Sturton at three,” answered
his companion, “and that 1 would get him a good sale for his stuff;
=0 he'll pass here about two. Now you see, Jack, we must settle what's
to be done; for T sappose yon won't like to finish him exactly ?”

*No." suid Williams, thoughtfully ; “no, not unless he shows fight.
Then, when one's blood is up, no one can tell what may bhappen.  But
what of that? I don't see what diflerence that makes. The law says
it all the same whether you relieve a fellow of the saperfluons and
et him go, or ent, his pipe, and stop his whistling.  One’s hanged for
it all the same, if one’s found out.”

“ Ay, but T tell you what difference it makes in this matter.” said
Bill Malthy.  * You see, if you iutended to do the thing out and out,
1 must stay with you, and Jend » hand ; but if you do not, 1 had bet-
tor go on to Sturton. and speak to the fellows there about taking
some of his <tufl  Then I e¢an meet him, and be quite eivil to
him.”

Ay, ay. Bill. take care of yourselt)” replied Jack Williams. “There
~—-don’t look erogs at me- | think you are quite right. There is no
use of putting two heads into a noose, when one will do. What has he
got ahout him !”

“ A cool hundred, I should think,” replied Billy Maltby: “T saw
him flash a five pound note of the Huntingdon hank ; so I just gave
him a hint, as a friend, that he had better get them changed, for that
there was a talk of that money-shop going.  He answered, be had sold
{or & hundred at Huntingdon and Kimbolton threc or four dayx ago,
and then he had heard nothing against the bank. He thanked me,
however, for my advice: and said, he would get all he had changed
hefore he went further.”

* He seems to be no fool. then,” said Williams, in a thoughtful
{one.

“Yes, he in—and no, he is not,” answered Billy Maliby. «Tle
Keens quite a ninny in rome things, and shrewd enough in others.”

*A sort of man to vemember the cut of one's jib well-~ch{”
asked Jack Williams; “and to swear to it stoutly afterwards,'l dare
sy ™

‘Malthy nodded his head, yand his companion mused for several
minutes. His next words showed upon what his thoughts had tufriciss
for at length he said abruptly, “ No, | won't do for him ! It's not, come
to that yet, Bill : bhut I'll take care he shan’t sce me. You go on to
Sturton, and leave the rest to me.~—You are quite sure of the way he

* will come?”

“ Quite ; unless the devil puts his foot in it.” answered Bill Malthye
“for [ told him of the red post, and of the'three roads, and that if he
went cither to the right or to the lefi he would lose himself. So h

6
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said he would take care; that he was fond of a country walk, but did
not. want to he one of the babes in the wood.”

The scoundrel laughed gaily at his own conceit; some further
conversation took place, and at length the younger man took hix
departure for the little town, humming a slang song, as carelessly
as if the dark weight of erime rested not on his heart—no thought.
of punishment here or hereafter troubled the erjovment of the hour.

His companion displayed a different aspeeu; for, going a little fur-
ther into the cave, he seated himself, crossed his long sinewy arms
upon his broad chest,and with his eyes bent upon the ground, and hix
brow gathered into a frown, remained in gloomy thought for the next
half hour.

At length, rising quietly, he said, “ It is time to be jogging, the fel-
low can’t be fong first ;> and going into the recesses of the cave he put
a brace of pistols into bis pocket, a powder flask, a small bar of iron
like @ marlin spike, and wrapped up a pair of thick boots in a bundle
with xome clothes. Then taking a heavy stick formed of a sapling oak,
with the rounded root at the end, he thrust it through thetic of the
handkerchief, which contained his goods and chattels, laid it on hix
shoulder, and walked out of the cave.

With a slow step, and looking round him on every side, he ad-
vanced, forcing his way through the trees, till he reached the side of a
small path, which ran from Mallington to Sturton.

Tle lay and listened for the coming foot-falls, and moodily he pondere
over the past and the present.  Yet he thought not to forbear. Why
should he forbear? he asked himself. His lot was drawn, his fate
scaled, his road chosen. There was no returning.  Nevertheless, when
a thrush sitting on the tree above his head began to pour forth itx
afternoon song, there was something in the sound that secemed to toneh
him. It was like the voice of an angel in pity calling to him to for-
bear; and, whatever-were his thoughts, he murmured, “ 1 will not hit
him hard.” :

A footlstep was coming near; and rising up he Jooked throngh the
branches upon the path. There was a gaily-dressed man-—he whoni
we have described as coming upon Morton and Louisa Charlton ax
they sat by the stream-—walking slowly forward with a sauntering and
selt-conceited air.

Williams grasped the thick stick he had brought with him, the
hundle had heen cast down long before. He set his tecth, compressed
his lips, and bardly breathed. His heart beat, though he would have
stilled its beatings; his temples throbbed, though in moments of
greater danger his bosom had been caln, hig brain cool. It was not
fear, it was not doubt that was upon him—it was the troubled expec-
tation of crime, .

-=<I'wo or three more steps, and the wayfarer was close to him; he
passed the tall tree and the low bushes, and then a thundering blow
upon the hepd dashed down his hat upon his brow, and laid him on
the ground.© The bludgeon was raised again to strike him as he lay,
but he was silent and motionless—so still that his very tranquillity
secmed to plead for merey.

1 hit him harder than F intended,” said his assailant, running round
the bushes, und gazing upon his vietim. Then, bending down his



head, he listened.  “ He breathes! He ix but stunned ;” and quickly
putting his hands into the traveller's pockets, he drew out a heavy
purse crammed well nigh full of gold; there was a pocket-hook also,
with some bank-notes in it, but that he threw down again, and, satistied
with his prize, gazed round him for a mowent.

Then darting back bebind the bushes, he snatehed up his bandle:
Tat before he went, returned to take amother Jook at what he had done.
tie bent down his head again, but now he could hear no breath; and
with a quick step he hurried away up the path for a couple of hundred
vards then turned into the wood again, and, pursning a circuitous
course, cane out upon the common at the back of Mallington Park,
=ome Lwo miles from the scene of his cerime, and quite on the other
side. At this time, indeed, it appeared as i he were raiher going to,
than coming from, the spot where the deed had been committed ; but
there was close by a small country road leading down, under the park
wall, to Mallington, and scarcely had his feet entered upon it when he
beheld two labouring men walking on before him.

!is first impulse was to quit it again, but a sccond thought made
him quicken his pace and come up with them. He knew ncither, but
ane gwave him good-day as he went, and entering into conversation, he
proceeded in their company till they reached the bank of the river.
Thete the course of his two companions led them to the right, while
hix went to the left, for he had already told them that he was going to
Mallington, and, leaving them, he walked stoutly on till they were out
of sight; then seating himself on the bank, he took off’ his shoes and
stockings and washed his feet in the river, looked round to ensure that,
he was not observed, and taking the thick boots out of his bundle, put
a stone in each of the Jight sailor's pumps, and cast them into the
water.

CHAPTER XIX,

Ty man luy quite still, with his head partly turned on onc side, and
his hat beaten down till it reached his eycbrows. The back of the
hat, indeed. was quite knocked iu, for there the blow had fallen. - His
eves were closed, too, when his assailant walked away, and his hand
remained extended, with a little memorandum-book tallen from it on
the grass. Butb as soon as the retreating footsteps become somewhat
faint, the eyclids were slightly raised, then fully lifted, and he gazed
down the path which the robber had taken. Williams was still in
sight, but was lost the moment after behind the trees; and the traveller
lifted his head and listened. Then raising himself slowly on his arm,
he sut up, and put his hand to his brow, pushing ofl’ his hat. A stream
of Dlood from the back of hid head, where one of the kuotted poingg
of the stick had cut the skjn, followed and trickled down his neck,”
while his eyes rolled somewhat dizzily, and he leaned his check upon
his hand.  He uttered not a word, however, for several minutes, but
once or twice put his left hand up to the spot where he had reeeived
the blow. 1le then rose, but he soon sat down again, with a faint
look - and. after a little. crawling to the spot where his pocket-book
lay, he took it up, snd looked over the contonts. Nonc of the notes
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had becn taken, and he murmured,—* Thank CGod, it is no worse!
He has got all the gninecas, though—the villain !—but T mmst get back
home somechow, and have my head looked to. It's a bad knock, but 1
think the skull is safe. [ wish | could have got a good leok at him.
It was not that youny fellow, Maltby, as he called himself—that's clear
enough. I wonder if I can walk now;” and, rising once more, he
kept his feet better, and look®d ahout him.

Gradually, as e recovered from the first effects of the blow, and his
ideas hecame more clear and collected, he began to feel 2 strouger de-
sire to punish his assailant, and to think of the mecans of doing xo.
Though a fop of the lower school, and as vain as a nightingale, Mr.
Tobias Gibbs was by no means a coward ; and if Williams had met
him face to face, although the latter was by far the stronger man of
the two, a severe contest would certainly have taken place ere Mr.
(iibbs parted with the money of his employers; for that respectable
gentleman was the country traveller for a large and wealthy wholesale
perfumery house in London. Nevertheless, ag he knew not by whom
he had heen attacked, nor how many confederates might he near, he
hesitated a little as to his procecdings, and was deliberating upon the
next step, when an approaching footfull, and the sound of a light air
of the day whistled clear and merrily, made him turn round and look
the other way. A moment after a man, whom he had seen the evening
before at Mallington selling fruit, appeared through the trees, walking
quictly homeward.

# Stay a moment, my good fellow,” said the traveller, feeling him-
self re-assured by his arpect; T wish you would help me a little, or
at least let me walk homesto Mallington with you, for T have been
knocked down.”

“ Lawk-a-merey, siv ®o you have !” eried the man, looknig at his
head : “why, who the deuce did you find to quarrel with in Wenlock
Wood 1"

“Nobody ! replied Mr. Tobias Gibbs. “Nor did any one quarrel
with me.”

“They must ha' been poachers, then?” said the peasant.

Mr. Gibbs contented himself with replying, “ Worse, my good friend,
a great deal worse; for he has first broken my head, and then tuken
my &nrsc."

*What sort of a fellow was he?” asked his new friend. “I know
most all the people about these parts.”

*“1 can hardly tell,” answered Mr. Gibbs; “for T only got sight of
him just as he was going throngh the trees yonder, and then only saw
his head and shoulders. He scemed a tall stout man, though.”

“ Well, the best thing for yon, master,” said the peasant, “is to take
hold of my arm, and toddle back to Mgllington, to have your head
Jooked to. It's a bad knock as ever I see.”

" “Qh that is nothing,” answered Mr. Tghias Gibbs., “A few dress
ings of Grimeditch’s famous vulnerary salve will set that to rights in
two days,” :

y
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CHAPTER XX.

1~ a small house upon the Kentish side of the river Thames, to which
dwelling youn entered by a door betwegn an old iron-shop and a rag-
warchouse, there was a front room, with bars over the windows. The
passage by which the foot of the stairs was reached was long and
narrow ; and, besides the outer door, was an inner sort of wicket, which
was kept always locked. A step or two further in than the wicket ways
the door of a small room on the left hand side, usually containing a
turn-up bedstead—an old man, shaved once a fortnight—a young
woman, washed not much oftener—and three small children, who
cenerally went without ablution.  All the acceessories were sallow, the
passage was of no colour but that of dirt, and the fragments of a piece
of oileloth which had once carpeted it only served to make the visitor
stumble.

The chamber was only tenanted by two persons: the one
oceapying a chair, with his arm Jleaning upon the mahogany, and his
whole figure cast back in a sort of reckless daring attitude, as if he
felt. himself perfeetly at case where he was. The expression of the
other’s featurcs was very different ; it was anxious, thoughtful. annoyed,
and yet displaying an effort to cast off the load of care. 1le leaned
bLack on the sofa, with his head somewhat bent forward, his hrow
slightly contracted, and his eyes Jooking at the face of his companion
fromn urder the drooping lids with a steady and thoughtful glance.

The other was short --very short—but remarkably broad set; his
brow was high and wide, but the back of the head, though somewhat
concealed by a quantity of thin light hair, that floated in graceful
waves all over it. was as round as a ball, somewhat protuberant above
and behind the cars, and large where the base was joined by the thick
neek. His complexion was pale, as if with that sort of rickness which
‘procecds from intemperance of some kind, blanching the cheek and
hollowing the eye without diminishing the corporeal powers, at least in
its carliest, stages. .

Between the two stood a bowl of strong brandy punch, to which
cach helped himself from time to time, without filling the glags full, ox
drinking it off" hastily ; but sipping the contents quietly and leisurcly,
while they conversed. It was evident that they had not met to drink,
but drank mercly because they had met.

The onc tenant of the spunging-house-—he who gat upon the sofa—
the reader need hardly be told was Alfred Latimer; and the other, who
sat near him, was a prisoner whom he had found there when the clear-
sighted officials of the sheriffd pounced upon him and bore him off, and
to whose conversation he had been indebted for several eheerful houss, .
which might otherwise havd been passed drearily enough.  But he was
indebted to him for nothing else: for, sad to say, the conversation of
the debtor’s prison, call it hy what name you will—Fleet, King’s
Beneh, Whitecross-street, or spunging-house—is full of nought but con-
tamination and evil. Dark and sad is that companionship found .
there; and during the ten days that Alfred Latimer had spent within
those walls, one after another, as they had come and, gone, the passing
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tenants of the prison had cach taught him some lesson of fraud—ha
each habituated his thoughts to the contemplation of some new viec
But the man who was now beside him had been his constant monitor
had first made him acquainted with the ways of the place, and hac
afterwards inforined him of a thousand horrible antecedents, which ure
constantly befalling the men who end in the prison at last. Ile him-
self was an epitome of all the faults, follies, and vices-—nay, I wouli
say crimes-——which can he committed in society without actual punisli-
ment; and he bad arrived at that state where evil “ becomes man'=
good,” and he hoasts of the wickedness he has done. The younger
brother of a man of station and wealth, he had set out in life in an
honourable profession, with powerful friends, and sufficient fortunc, hut
the latter had been soon spent, and the former soon alienated. One
vice followed another, and with a combination of headstrong violence
and shrewd cunning, he had avenged himself upon the connexigns who
had abandoned him, both by using their names to procure the means
of his own gratification, and by rendering their relationship with him
a disgrace to themsclves. Through many a long afternoon he had
amused his young companion with tales of what he had done in former
years;. of the duels he had fought, and the honest men he Lad slain to
shield himself from the conscquences of other deeds; ay, and of the
tricks and devices he had used to make the shot take effect, and to an-
ticipate the firc of his adversary. 1t was all true, too true, and yet he
hoasted of it! Then he spoke of those whom he had swindled, and of
all the cunning arts he had used to cheat and rob without calling ou
his head the arm of the law; and many a wild adventure and narrow
escape was told between, which, seasoned with wit and cloquence, for
he possessed both, and gilt with jest and sophistry, for he spared
neither, were full of interest to his hearer.

The effect upon the mind of Alfred Latimer was what might be
expected. It was not to incline him to follow exactly the same coursc-
“or the difference between the two characters marked out a separate
path for each; but it was to sweep away every vestige of principle. He
went into that foul place, reckless, vehement, full of fiery passions and
dangerous weaknesses, but with some hesitations and some doubts. In
ten days his doubis and hcsitations were gone ;, virtue was his scoru,
hongur was & name, and pleasure of one kind or another was the only
good.

He had been telling his companion his circumstances and situation :
and, oh ! how merrily the other laughed to hear that he had suffered
himself to be refused moncy by a wealthy mother.

“ Why, what would you have done?” demanded Alfred Latimer,
somewhat ashamed of his ignorance in the eyes of lhis companion.

“Done?” exclaimed Captain Tankertille.  “There were {wenty
things-to be done. Just write a cheque in her name for ihe moncy she
ought to have given you; or, if you did net like that, supply yoursclf
from the plate chest. We should always make our relations do what,
they ought to do—-it is a duty we owe them. Or, if you did not like
to do that, why not come up to town, and order three or four thousand

ounds’ worth of things in her name—have them sent home to your
odging, and transfer them to a fence or a pawnbroker? I could tell
you a dozen wpvs of making fathers and mothers, and brothers



TIOR STEC-WOTHER. o S8

and uncles, perform the dutics of relationship!” and again he ughed
merrily. )

While it was still ringing upon his lip the door opened, and the
master of the housc put in his head, saying,—“Mr. Latimer
here is a gentleman wishes to see you ;” and, looking towards the door
the young man beheld Mr. Mortou coming forward from the top of the
tairs,

CHAPTER XXI.

Monrron looked romnd with an expresion of countenance not alto-
vether easy to desceribe.  There was pain in it and surprise ; but as his
eyes rather wandered round the miserable room he was entering, than
turned with any feeling of commiseration towards its tenants, it was
casy to pereeive that his feelings were more general tban particular;
and, in truth, he was at that moment asking himself—* Docs the law
of England really and truly consign unhappy wretches who have con-
tracted debts, which- - often hy the result of accident or misfortune—
they capnot pay, to such an abode ax this, to be preyed upon by a set
of harpies who wring from them all that they have left? The old
punishment— if ever there was such a one—of throwing a man into a
pit full of serpents was better than this.”

Whatever were his reflections, Alfred Latimer started up to receive
him with a very different air and manner from those which he usually
hore.

“ Ah. Morton,” he said, “this is very kind of you, to come to sce
me: for 1 suppose you are not grabhed yourself; and so that must be
your motive.”

“ That alone.” replied the young gentleman. < T wish to have a few
winutes” conversation with you, however, when you are at leisure.”

* Ol ! by-and-by will do,” said Mr, Latimer; “come, sit down and
take some punch.” ©

“No, | thank you,” amswered Morton; “I mnever drink punch.
But, by your good leave, I should be glad to.speak with yon soon, as
my time is very short.” :

“ Well, you can speak now.” replied Alfred Latimer. “ This is only
my friend, Captain Tankerville.-—Captain Tankerville, my friend, Mr.
Morton.” j

Captain Tankervi'le rose and bowed with a cold air; for it is won-
derful how soon men, much accustomed to the world, contrive to sepa-
rate the classes of wankind one from the other,—the wheat frem the
chaff,—and appropriate to themselves that which may serve their pur-
poses, and none other. In an instant Captain Tankerville perceived
that Morton was a man neither to be gulled nor to he led—ncither to
be his dupe nor Iis compahion. It was not worth while either to be
¢ivil or Lo be rude, however; and, after having reccived a slight incli-
nation of the head in return for his Bow, Alfred’s fellow-captive sat
down aguin, resolved not to quit the field without necessity.

Morton cut the matter very short, saying, “ What I have to com-
municate, Latimer, must be in private ; for it refers not only to your
own affairs, which you might not carc abowt cnteripg upon before that
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gentleman, but to those of others, who might not judge such a course
cxpedient. Can we not go into another room ?”

“No, no,” suid Captain Tankerville, rising at this strong hint. “1f
T am in the way I will beat my retreat. Good-cvening for the present,
Latimer:” and he walked towards the door. The young gentleman
accompanicd him so far, saying something about his conlerence not
being long, and then returncd to Morton.

“ Well, what news from Mallington, Morton?” asked he, ladling
himself out a little of the punch that remained. *1 suppose my good
mother has heard of this affair, though I did not tell her. I°d have
died upon prison-allowance rather than have written one word to
her.”

“There you arc very wrong,” veplied Morton, in a grave tone.
“ Whatever may be Mrs. Charlton's faults, want of affcction for you
is not amongst them ; and it is at hier request that L eame to town last.
night.”

*But has she sent the money ?” demanded her excellent son.
“What the devil is the use of sending you, unless she has sent the
money.”

“That she conld not,” replicd Morton, fecling his eheek begin to get
a little warm at the perfect heartlessness which the vouth displayed.
“Mrs. Charlton, in her tenderness for you, and in the “distress of mind
which your situation occasioned; was induced to lay before me the
state of her affairs in a manner which has proved to me, and would
prove 1o you, the utter impossibility of her paying your debts. She hax
not the money ! She has only her jointure, and-—-uay, do not inter-
rupt me till [ have done: ~and that T am sorry to say has been eneum-
bered very considerably in consequence of her having kept np since
Mr. Charlton's death the same establishiment which existed during his
life.  Your debts, it scems, amount to nearly a thousand pounds, amd
it would require the sacrifice of several years' income for her to pay
those and her own also.”

Alfred Latimer leancd his head upon his hand, evidently not liking
at all the idea of being left a prisoner for years. All his dreams of
pleasure and adventure when he should have regained his liberty werce
put to flight ; and after having remained for sonte moments in silence,
hc] said, *Well, then, I suppose 1 must go into the Bench and get the
rules.”

Morton purposely made no reply; and the next instant his young
companion looked up langhing, as if a new thought had struck him,
exclaiming, Morton, I have a better plan than that. You get yonr
marriage over with Louisa as soon as possible, and then lend me the
money out. of her fortune.”

* My marriage with Miss Charlton !” sajd Morton, gravely, and ina
tone of surprise, for he had entertained ho idea that Alfred Latimer
had so completely settled the matter for him in his own mind. “My
dear sir, you are speaking of a matter as determined which iy very far
from being so. Doubtless Misg Charlion is worthy of the affection of
persons much higher in station and fortune than mys

“ Pooh—pooh, nonsense, Morton,” replied Latimer, “ Do you sup-

ose I have not got my exes? You arc in Jove with Louisa, and

souisa with you, and my raother has made up her mind that you shall




THE STEP-MOTIIER, 37

marry her; but,” he added, after thinking for a moment, “[ should
not wonder if she made yon pay for it. You know Louisa when she is
of age can marry any one she likes, with my mother’s consent : but if
that consent be not given, and she does marry, the whole property
goes to my respectable parent, and I don’t know her if she does
not make whoever docs gain her conxent come down pretty
roundly.”

This was a ray of light to Edmond Morton. which served to illumi-
nate at once every dark point in Mrs. Charlton’s conduct towards him.
Art seldom veils itself so completely as to pass altogether undetected,
unless the passions or foibles of those on whom it is practised lend it
very vigorous aid. Such had not heen the case with Morton, for theugh
no man is without some touch of vanity, his was not of that degree or
kind which could make him believe that Mrs. Charlton had been so
completely fascinated with his good mien or high qualities as to make
him her own frequent guest, and her step-daughter's constant com-
panion, without some secret motive. Nevertheless, to set up her hus-
hand’s child for sale to the best bidder was something almost too
gross and shanmceless to be believed. )

* Cowe, comne, Morton,” said his companion, after indulging him in
a reverie for a few minutes, “ whatever you may have expected with
Lousia, it would be well worth your while to give my mother a good
sum—ay, cven as much as half her fortune—and the old lady cannot,
well usk more, I should think. You would then get four thousand a
vear at least, and a very beantiful girl into the bargain—ay, and the
hest girl in all 1he world too.”

Morton listened to him to the end, and then replied, “1 think,
Latimer, you mistake your motlier's views, and I am quite sure that
vou mistake me altogether.  You will find that, whatever wmay be
my feelings, 1 am not one to makea matter of merchandise of Miss
Charlton’s hand ; that yon may depend upon.  But to return to otlser
matters.  There is an casicr. a more honourable way of relieving you
from the diffienlties that press npon you, and of delivering vou
speedily from this place. I informed your mother that I thought I
could arrange the matier, and during this morning I have ascertained
the fact.” ’

Ay 1" waid his companion ; ¢ how is that)”

“The money ean be borrowed,” replied Morton, “on the property
which is settled upon you. My solicitor hasa client who will udvance
it.”

““ Ay, at ten per cent., T suppose,” said the youth ; “and eat up the
whole income with interest.”

*“ No, not, s0,” answered Morton, “at four per cent. [ wonld not
meddle with any usurious gransaction, and 1 have told him to have
ready twelve hundred popnds, in case you like to take advantage of
the proposal. Then, witlfall debts paid. you will have somewhat more
than two hundred pounds to go onwwith, and I trust that with the
somewhat severe warning you have repcived, you will see the neeessity
of limiting your expenses by your indome.” .

“ Whatever I do, you are a capital fellow, Morton,” replied Alfred
Latimer, “ and have set the matter 1'i;ﬂm(or me a (devil of a deal better
than Tankerville would have done, ¢ wpuld hafe had me sct these
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crbditors at defiance, take the rules, and live jollily upon what I have
ot.” :
i Perhaps he might wish to help you to spend it,” observed Morton,

“Take care what you say of him |” exclaimed Alfred Latimer, laugh-
ing; “he is a fire-eating fellow, and has shot several men upon lighter
words than those.”

“So I have heard,” answered Morton, calmly ; “but T am not very
much afraid of such things, and gentlemen bhefore they fight alwayx
tuke care that the persons whom they so honour arc those who are
justified in requiring it.” His tone and look werc perfectly composed.
but proud—almost haughty. and Alfred Latimer was a good deal
stru¢k with an air which he had never before seen his companion as-
sume. “Were it not #o0,” continued Morton, “cvery hlackleg and
sharper would carry all questions’at the pistol's muzzle. But what do
You say to my suggestion? Does it meel your views?”

“ Oh, of course it does,” replied Latimer, “and the sooner | am out

. of this cursed place the better. I declare the room stinks of broken
mahogany.”

“Rum-punch and cigars,” added Morton, with a faint smile.
“Howcver, you cannot quit it to-night. To-morrow we must et vou
buil ; and then I will Jeave you o settle the rest with my solicitor, for
1 have business that calls me back to Mallington.”

“ What, have you not done skefching?” said Alfred Latimer, with o
gay laugh; “but I shall join you there.as soon as all is arranged. tor |
]bave some sketches to take, too, of objects as pretty, to my eyes al

east.”

Morton was silent, for the words of Alfred Latimer might have
several senses: but he could hardly venture to take them in one
honourable to the speaker. “God grant,” hesaid at length, somewhat
abruptly, “that some honourable attachment may bring and fix vou
there. It would be the very best thing for vou. However, 1 will di-
rect my golicitor to find you bail, and will be with you about twelve
to take you to Lis office. Mo good-day to you, Latimer.”

They shook hands, and Morton departed, leaving Alfred Latimer in
a deep fit of thought. What was his mind revolving so earnestly?
Did he feel grateful for the kinduess he received? Was he touched
by the interest taken in his fate? Was he busy with good resolutions
for the future? Alas! no. His first question to himself was~—= Who
the devil ean this fellow be? He speaks as if he were the Prince of
Wales. A poor painter!—pooh! T should not wonder if he were
the gon of some rich Bast Indian, who hus smothered 2 Begum, and
brought over her money chests. It is a capital country, that India.”

CHAPTER XXIi,

I a street not far from the inns of court, though not exaetly
, Within their solemn precinets-£a little more airy and cheerful than
those dark recesses of the law. but still smelling strong of red
_tape and blue bagr—are numerous houses inhabited by solicitors,
whose doors, like those of ¥ lace to which in some rotpects they
Dear a considerabld resemlunle (inasiauch as those who once wet
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into them have a difficulty in getting out again, and are pretiy well
tormented while they are in), stand ever open to receive the poor sinners
whom fate or folly lead to enter. One of the best and cleanest houses
in this street.was number forty-three, but yet the passage by which one
entered would have puzzled (Edipus if the Sphynx had asked when it
was washed ; and in the midst, just beyond a large door-mat, which
appearcd to have been placed ibere to prevent people from carrying
any of the dirt away with them, there was—nay, there is, for it is
impossible it can have been removed—a large black stain of ink, which
must have been #pilt nearly at the same time as the blood of David
Rizzio on the floor of sad Holyrood, that store-house of trugedies. At
about ten o’clock on the morning succeeding the day of Morton's wisit
to Alfred Latimer, a gentleman, mounted on a handrome Dbay horse,
stopped at the door of number forty-three, and instantly a groom rode
up to take his rein.

Dismounting slowly, he cntered the passage, and walked on to
room at the end; and opening the said door he found himself in the
presence of eight or nine clerks, shut up in boxes or pens. He way
not the least abashed, however, and when the head common-law clerk
advanced from the stall, with a sweet smile, the gentleman only in-
quired whether Mr. Quatterly had yet arrived ?

The clerk assured him that Mr. Quatterly had been there for an
hour: and, without more ado, Mr. Morton, for he it was, walked up
the stairs, and opened a door on the iirst floor to the left. Within was
anotber door covered with green baize, impervious to wind and sound,
and it also opened under the young gentleman’s hand, disclosing a
comfortable room within, ornamented with a large table, covered over
with innumerable packets of papers, ail tied up and labelled ; & large
hook-case, filled with hooks, in brown calf, all looking so like each
wther that they might have been taken for one family ; and an elderly
gentleman, besides sundry chairs and a lamp, the flame of which, like
that on Vesta's altar, was kept ever burning by certain virgius, who
lived in the penetralia of the temple. The elderly gentleman at the
table, Mr. Quatterly, had passed his meridian by several years, being
now fifty-eight, or fiftv-nine. To see him sitting onc would have said
he was six feet high ; to gce him standing one soon perceived that he
was not more than five feet seven. The upper part was large, round,
and bulky ; the lower part minute enough to make an almost ludicrous
contrast, with the rest.  See how round, and smooth, and almost soft
his face scems, with its rosy cheeks and its little nose. Gibbon him-
self, notwithstanding Madame da Deffund’s terrible mistake, had never
such a pair of cheeks as that ; and then those merry little twinkling
black eyes, with something both of high maniy sagacity in them, and
of childlike fun, how they pecp out from under the thin eye-brows.
You see he is as bald, too.}: a haddock, except just over the ears, and
in the fat back of hig nec, where the grey hair flows away in a pig-
tail. }e is a stout man, too—rather too stout, inclined to be a little
corpulent, yet active.  Then his clothing is somewhat peculiar: a
black coat powdered on the collar, a ‘eckcrchicf as white as snow, a
white waistcoat without a speék, thoysh somewhat yellowish from
London washing ; but those dyab knco‘kz yches. und those grey worsted

stockings !—surely that iz no} in kec g@ed Mr. Qpatterly. But per-
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haps he may consider his legs unworthy of their trunk, and treat them
accordingly ; or is it that from their littleness he regards them more
tenderly, and wraps them in all that is warmest? That is probably
the right solution of the enigma; and 1 declare the man has got a pai
of silver buckles in his small shoes.

Such was the gentleman in whose presence Mr. Morton now ap
peared ; and, when the latter entered the room, Mr. Quatferly was
looking steadily at the shagreen case of a pair of spectacles which lay
upon the table before him.

“Ah! good morning, sir; good morning,” he said, as soon as he be-
held Morton, at the same time rising and putting a chair for him,
thotgh, as he moved about with a light step, he scemed so top-heavy
that it was hardly possible not to think every moment he would topple
over. “ Be seated, my dear sir, be scated. What news from his Ma-
jesty’s country seat in Surrey ? You saw your lost mutton, 1 suppose.
last night. Pray, did you find him shorn to your hand? as, according
to all rules-—and those of the King's Dench especially-—he ought to
be, though the fleece of those who get in there one would think were
hardly worth plucking.”

“There ave always persons quite ready. my dear sir,” replied Mor-
tou, with a smile, “ to gather up the gleanings which more legitimate
husbandmen have let fall.”

“ A cut at the lawyers!” eried Mr. Quatterly, © that's unkind ; that’s
unfair. ¢ Nemo repente fuit turpissimus.” 1t takes five years to make
an attorney, hey? I know what you mean. But, pray do not call us
all husbandmen. 1 have nothing of the husband in me, though I
think I know some one who has;—ha! ha! ha!”

There was a merriment. a joviality in his laugh that was not. to be
resisted ; and Morton joined in somewhat more quietly, adding, as
soon as the cachinnation of the lawyer would allow of his being heard—
“ But, my good friend, have you got, the dced prepared as far as possi-
ble? for I would fain have it settled at once.”

“Settled !” said the solicitor; “he is thinking of the settlements
already. How these young men’s wits do get inflamed with matri-
mony a8 soon as the spark is blown into a blaze—that's not a pun,
mind you—it's a fine light of imagination beautifully expressed ; for
though you may be a spark, and a gay spark too, yet you have not
shown yourself essily fanned into the nccessary state of combus-
tion.”

“Bot an answer-—an answer, my dear sir,” said Morton. “Ts this
deed ready, as far as may be! for I wish to carry the young man out
of the temptations of London ag soon as may.be.”

“Pooh! leave him alone, and he'll come home, and mpst likely
bring a fat tail behind him,” answered the lawyer, having rceourse to
one of his favourite illustrations. *The teinptations of lLiondon !.Did
ever one hear » sane man talk of such th‘.:gs’! 1 never found any
temptation in London. All mine have been in the country. By the
way, 1 hope you have thought of e this year. I must have a pop at
the birds, and you, or your late Father, have always provided me.”

“Oh, wves!” replied Morton, “you shall have enough. Come
down to me at Mallington, ;za'ug I will gire you enough to do.”

“To draw the sit.tleme,ﬁtan\ av!” critd Mr. Quatterly, with a new



burst of laughter: “but from what I hear, you have alteady bagwed
the bLest of the game there before the season, you poacher. But I'll
pcome, and if Ileave you a single cock pheasant my name's not Quat-
terly. Can draw the settlements after dinner, fall asleep over them,
send them up to Bell, get an opinion that noboedy on earth can read,
and Jeave a whole generation of lawsuits for the benefit of my clerks
and their children.  Must take care of the poor boys in the office, you
know. But come, I sce you are impatient. Now to business. What
does the young fellow say ? That is the first question. I have known
young dogs so fond of that kennel, that nothing would get them out of
it, and there is no usc of drawing deeds unless one is sure they will be
“ioned.” ,

* But. my dear sir. I told you I was sure,” repliecd Morton, in a tone
of vexation; *he will xign it willingly —he was transported at the very
idea

“No, no, no—nol transported yet!” cricd Mr. Quatterly : “soon
may be! for aught you or I know. He's on the high road, it would
seem ; and taking the high road is one step to transportation, if not to
the gallows. He'sin a spunging-house, I think you said. No fear of
bis not being well cleaned out, then, and fit for white-washing. Had
he got any one with him /-~ a poor parson, who had spent too much in
gin-and-water, and sceven children, or anything of that sort; or a
maiden lady of ninc-and-thirty, who had been ruined by lawyers and
sal volatilet Those arc the sort of companions that make a man
transported to get out.”

* No, indeed,” answered Morton; “he had with him one Captain
Tankerville, a very dangerous person, 1 believe.”

“Oh, the villain !” cried Mr. Quatterly; “if he's in, it is, indeced,
Ligh time to get the other out. If he carried in with him a single
virtue, or a half-crown picee, that fellow will pick hispocket of it. But
to set, vour mind at case, I sat up Jast night for half an hour, and drew
up a little memorandum, as good as a deed, which one of the clerks is
just now writing out. It will be done before twelve, and you can pack
him up in a hamper ag soon as it is signed, and send him off to Mal-
lington by the night coach, taking care to put him in head foremost,
and write upon the other side, ‘ Keep this side up !’ it is his only
chance of having his brain turned right again.”

** But, my good friend, we must contrive to get bail for him before
T can bring him here,” said Morton.

“Why, bail him yourself, or bring him in the sheriff's custody,” said
Mr. Quatterly. * My name will make them all complisnce; but, 1
forgot—your mystery—your mystery !—and, methinks, yon forgot too.
If you come with him here, you will have your name shouted from
clerk to clerk to split the welkin, That will never do. Lot me see;”
and turning to a hook with two brass clasps, he read :— Mr. Twistle-
ton at cleven—Johnny Difimow at three—-Sir Arthur M‘More at half-
past.  Well, I can go to him at half-past cleven, for Twistleton ouly
wants to borrow fifteen thousand pounds on a mortgage in the moon.
That’s a property easily conveyed, and'then I can go to the lad myself,

You can mect me there. for he might prove refractory about leavin
me to settle with the creditors, and #1en. ax in the rine. it is ag well
to have a backer.”



“Bat he cannot get out without the creditors being paid, or having
seenrity,” replied Morton.

“Oh; people get out wounderfully,” answered Mr. Quatterly ; *and,
48 1o security, there is nothing go safe asa hackney-couch and a ten
pound note, but one sometimes breaks down, and the others turn ont.
forged. However, it is as well not to bail him at all, for then he must,
¢ither both sign and pay, or remain where he is, but you will never get
your money, I can tell you, for hix mother has the property for life.”

“The loss will not be great,” replied Morton, *and I shall be well
satisfied if we suceced in reseuing him.”

CHAPTER XXIIIL

Avrrep LamiMer and his dear new-found friend, Captain Tankerville,
sat at their breakfast at about eleven o'clock, and the table was
covered in & way that the drawing-room of the spunging-house seldom
saw. What a curions sensation that very collocation ¢ drawing-room
of a spunging-house” gives. Perhaps nothing on earth brings forth
the painful points in any painful subject more than when some image
is accidentally combined with it to which we have been accustomed to
attach ideas of pleasure. The drawing-room of a spunging-house! The
drawing-room of a prison! The place where we have been accustomed
to spend pleasant hours, to enjoy our allotted portion of relaxation with
those most. dear to us, the name of that place connected with a prison !
—with suffering and sorrow, and want and captivity !—What a con-
trast in that strange combination! Tlowever, there they sat; the
money which Latimer had got for his horse was not yet gone; and
with the true spirit of his class of men, he thought that as he was soon
to be free and have somewhat more than two hundred pounds in his
pocket, it mattered not how speedily the sum he had was spent. He
had therefore invited Captain Tankerville to bLreakfast, and bad or
dered and paid for all sorts of things—hroiled ham and fish, coffee and
tea, muffins and rolls, sweatmeats and honey. The Cerberus of the
house, at the first mention of his wants and wishes, had divined, from
long expericnce, that the gentleman who had visited his prisoner the
night before had come to announce his speedy liberation, and he con-
sequently determined to make the most of his time. He got every-
thing that was required, therefore, with great promptitude, and charged
him three times the value for all. Never were such dear cggs set
down upon a table; never did York or Westphalia produce such ex-
travagani ham ; never did a fishmonger ask such a price for fish. But
it was then, and is in a degree now, a part of the law of England that
all its officials should have a privilege of skinning the unfortunate,
and trading in the follies of the foolish. .

Alfred Latimer had told his evil counselle’ almost all that had taken
place between him and Mr. Morton. He had not, indeed, told all, for
Louisa’s name had never becn mentioned. There was something so
pure, so sweet, 80 good in the yery idea of the sister of his boyhood,
that, bad as he was, and harder'ed as he was growing, he shrunk from
the very mention of her ('x‘isl‘:nce in the presence of one whom he
instinetively felt to\":Jc coure;i I'ir‘-;'\nind, a}(d gross in habit of thought,



« S0,” said Captain Tankerville, with the slightest possible sneer
upon his lip, * this Mr. Morton, it scems, wants to take you hack and
tic von to your mother's apron-string again. If 1 were you, I wouldn't
go: I'd stop here in London as soon as I had got the money, if it
were only just to show them that they couldn’t make a baby or a fool
of me any more.”

= %o | sRould,” answered Alfred Latimer langhing, “ but T have other
things that draw me to Mallington besides my mother's apron-string.
I've got some business to do there, Captain ; but us soon asthat i
done [ shall come back again.”

* Well, I wish to Heaven!” said Captain Tankerville,  that while
you are getting this money you would get fifty pounds for me. I can
pay you in three mouths, but in the meantime it’s a great bore to be
kept in for thirty pounds all that time.”

“~Oh! I'l lend you the fifty pounds.” replied Alfred Latimer, “for
there will be more than two hundred after paying all my debts, which
I am to havc to start me again.”

*You are a devilish good fellow, Latimer,” said his companion, “and
I'm very much obliged to you ; so much obliged, indeed, that I'll just,
wive you a hint which you may take or not as you like. Tlere you are
to get twelve hundred pounds. It is nobody’s giving to you, but raised
upon your own property ; and so it is vour own, thereforc you may de
what you like with it. Now, Timson, the officer, tells me that all the
detainers against you do not amount to two hundred pounds, and if I
were you I'd just pay them off) put the other thousand in my pocket,
take a start for the Continent, and let the rest of the scoundrels who
nave bills against me whistle for the money. Beyond doubt they have
cheated you out, of two-thirds of the amount, and I'd see themn all ——
hefore T paid them.”

= Oh! they have cheated me enough, 1 know.” said Alfred Latimer,
“and what you propose isu't a bad plan. 1 could casily run down trom
i’Ellullin,t_rton to Southuinpton,” he continued musing, *and get over to

avre.”

*To be xure you could,” answered Captain Tankerville, I did it
once myself three or four years ago. Instead of going over to Calais,
where 1 thought they would be on the look out for me. I went round to
Southampton and got clear off. The fact was, Thad been called ot by
Green, of the Dragoons. He was a devilish good shot, I knew, and so
was I Now I, being the man called out, had by right the first fire:
but my fool of a second gave that up, as they are getting into the
habit of doing, and agreed that we should fire together. Both Green
and I looked out sharply for the word ; and I am sure cnough that we
should both have gone head over heels together, but somchow or
another 1 fired just half a sccond first, before the word was well out of
Fitzherbert's mouth. 1 gpppose I was a little uervous™—and he
langhed with a low, unpleazm., meaning laugh. “However, they swore
thut I had fired before my time, aud as Green was as dead as a door-
nail it was expedient that I should take myself off as fust as possible.
Tiie two scconds, however, kept their own counsel, thauks to the law,
whieh mukes the seconds principaly if the matter is brought in
murder, so the aflair was hyshed up, Yout the two fools would never
speak to me afterwards, just':.\s if I we:e going topstand still and be



ghot through the hend. Green would not have gone a bit the less for
that, so it was just as well to take care of myself.”

What might have been Alfred Latimer’s reply to this very eandid
communication cannot be told; for just ag the other brought it to a
conclusion, the Cerberus eame up announcing Mr. Quatterly ; aud the
young gentleman had only time to ask “Who the Devil's he?” when
the large head and shoulders of the worthy solicitor appeared, with
the little legs walking busily underneath them. He looked at Captain
Tankerville with a sardonic grin, his small black eves sparkling un-
pleasantly, and the corners of his capacious month turning down.

“ Al captain !” he said, “you here? You've changed your lodging
see-—vou're right, you're right—¢To fresh ficlds and pastures new.'”

20f course [ did not come here willingly, sir,” replied Captain
Tankerville, *“but 1 shall soon be out, that's one comfort.”

“No, no, no,” suid Mr. Quatterly, ¢ it may be a come forth, but not
a comfort, surely”"—and he laughed at his abominable pun—**hut. stay
where you are. stay where you are.  The Surrey side i3 best.  Better
air even in King's-hench-walk than Horkemonger-lane, eaptain.”

“Sir, do you intend to insult me?” asked the other. with his hrow
darkening ; “if so I ghall know ”

“No, no, not at all,” replied Mr. Quatterly, “not at all, captain.
T'm a great coward ; I never fight-—I'm too big to fight: I never fought
but once, and that was with my fists. Didn't mean pgything un-
pleasant, but vou know the place where one last sees & man naturally
recurs to one's mind when next we meet him. You know my way, and
how [ rattle on, and you should only laugh at it—* The little dog
laughed,” you know, ¢ to see such sport, though the dish ran away with
the spoon.’ But this is Mr, Latimer, I suppose. Sir, my business is
with you.”

* Well, then, Latimer, T will not interrupt your business with this
person,” said Captain Tankerville, with a very savage air; and he
walked out of the room, finding the presence of Mr. Quatterly by no
wmeans a relaxation.

“Ha! ha! hat” eried the good solicitor, sitting down. “ Well, Mr.
Latimer, adversity does make us acquainted with strange bed-fellows.
But to business, xir. I wait upon you at the desire of a clicnt of mine,
Edwird Wilmot, Esq., and another client of mine, Mr. Morton. The
one has a sum of money to Jend, the other has requested that it may
be Ient to you. He has explained the nature of the sccurity ; and as
the deed cannot be properly drawn up for some time, I have brought a
little wemorandum of agreement which will serve the purpose in the
interim, being unwilling to keep vou in such a place, and amongst such
a set of scamps, & moment longer than is ueccssary. 1 thought I should
find Mr. Morton here.”

Mr. Latimer at once commenced inquiries dirceted to find out how
Mr. Quatterly intended to. pay the mnoncy; Lut that gentleman in-
formed him that it would be requisite 'to pay all the detaining
creditors in the first place, and then to discharge the bills of all the
others, a list of which had been obtained from Mrs. Charlton, to whom
they had all at various timeg applied concerning her son’s debts.
“That done,” he said, “I will kand over the balance to yon.”

Alfred Latimer, however, deinurred tgi the payment of his debts by



any. other hands than his own, saying, “ You do not think 1 shonld like
to be arrested again, I suppose?”
. “Not at all,” replied Mr. Quatterly, “not at all. Can have no ob-
“jection to your paying them yoursclf; but you know, my dear sir, the
detainers must, be discharged, or you cannot get ont.”

“Yeg, | know that,” answered the young man; “but it would look as
if 1 could not be trusted, i’ Lwere to have any one else pay the rest of
the people but myselt.”

“Very true—so it would,” said the solicitor, who perfectly saw
through the whole manwuvre, and suspected who had prompted it.
“ Well. we will pay the detaining ereditors first, and then leave you to
settle with the others.  But the sheriff's office must first be xearched,
and we may as well bave that done while we are waiting for Morton.
1 will go and «cnd the man below to do it;” and he wakked out, and
closed the door behind him.

“ Be so good,” he raid, as soon as he got into the den helow, and had
closed that door too, *“to send round as fast as possible to all those
persons named in that list, and tell them, with my compliments, to
lodge detainers against Alfred Latimer, Brq., for the amount ot their
Lills before one o'clock, or they wen't be paid.  Then, at half-past one,
search the office, and come up and report. Don’t go to the people your-
self, that would not be regular. Scnd some one you can trust. Do you
understand 7"

* O, yes, Mr. Quatterly,” replied the man, winking his left eye, “1
twig ;" and the solicitor returned to the young gentleman above, and
entered into pleasant conversation with him.

“Airy here!” he said, looking out of the window; “airy, Mr.
Latimer: and, doubtless, good society.”

“Why, you do not scem to think the only society I have got very
pleasant,” replied the other, “if one may judge by the way you spoke
to Captain Tankerville.” :

“ No offence meant, I can assure you, sir,” replied the lawyer; “he
has heen twice acensed of swindling, it is true, and once of forgery—
all through a mistake, no doubt—all through a mistake : but, never-
theless, character is a very funny thing. 1t is very like a certain gentle-
man mentioned in history, and named Humpty Dumpty, about whom
there is this legend :— .

¢ Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall,
Humpty Dumpty got a great fall ;
All the king's horses and all the king's men
Cannot set Humpty Dwapty up again.’

And so0 it is with a man’s reputation, Mr. Latimer. It takes a great
many horses and a great many men to set up a character once fallen ;
friable materials, sir,—friablf materials—easily cracked, and not casily
mended.” !

Mr. Quatterly meant well, very well ; and had Alfred Latimer been,
as he supposed, a young man standing on the brink of evil, his obser-
vations would have been as well directed as they were meant; but
there is a particular point of moral degydation where the sight of the-
dark gulf into which vice plunges man ‘is more dangerous than ser-
viceable, and that is when theylare in it '



Such was the state of Alfred Latimer. IIc knew more of hiz
own conduct than the man who spoke, and his only reflection was,
“Wcll, then, there is no use of trying. I'm in for it, und must
go on.”

While these thoughts were passing through his mind, Mr. Morlon
was ushered in.  After a fow winutes had passed, the xolicitor seemed
to grow somewhat impatient, and inquired it Mr. Latimer knew the
amount of debts already appearing against him in the sherifl's office.

The young gentleanan answered boldly, * About two hundred
pounds.”

Mr. Quatterly replied, © Oh! if that is all, T have money cnough at
my- banker’s to give cheques for the amount ; it it had been much
more [ must have gone home to get it Bub this fellow is so long that
[ do not kuew what Lo do; 1 ghall be too late for my next appoint-
meat.”

“Perhaps you had better go to vour appointment, my good sir,””
answered Morton, “and return with the amount.” ‘

“ Well, perhaps | had.” suid Mr. Quatierly. 1t will be better, too,”
hie continued, looking at Morton, “ becanse Mr. Latimer wishes to pay
all the other bills himsclf”

“Indeed ! said Morton, gravely.  “T thought you intended to re-
turn to Mullington st onee, Latimer?”

“ Aud so | do” rephied the young gentleman. sharply: “bat I in-
tend to stay a day iu town firsi.  There is no objection to that, T sup-
poxe ¥’

“1 have no right to object, though T aw sorry for it,” answered
Morton, gravely.

“ A letter, sir)” said a dirlv-faced, sallow-gowned maid, putling a note
into Mr. Latimer's hands: » cightpence, if you please.”  Those were
days when penuny postage had not been invented, and Alfred Latimer,
paying the postage without further inquiry, cxeept how the letter came
to he so late, which was explained by the fuet of its having gone to
his former lodging, looked at the back as il the handwriting was
strange to him.

Mr. Quatterly at the same time took his departure, saying he would
soon be back, and Morton walked to the window to leave his com-
panion to read the epistle he had just reecived at his case.  The con-
tents, whatever they were, secmed to produce a strange change in
Alfred Latimer, for, after having vented an oath, and the exclamation,
“I'hat she shan't, by —— ! Le began to walk up and down the room
in astate of great agitation.

“T say, Morton,” he continuned, after & panse, “Lhat, d--d conch docs
not start till nine, I think. Would you mind joining me in a chaise
downt”

“1 cannot wait till to-morrow,” ropliedﬂxis companion, ¢ otherwise 1
should be very happy.”

“ Ay, but I have changed my mind,” said Alfred Latimer; “I shall
o down to-day as soon as this fellow returns. What a time he is!
Do you mind starting at once?”

“No.” repliecd Morton, a little embarrassed. “1 must, indeed, go
hom;:’ kfox"’ an hour, but I wilt rejoin ygu in that time, with a chaise, if
you like,
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“Well, do, do, there’s a good fellow,” criecd Alfred Latimer. “ You
can go and get ready at onee, if that’s all.”

Morton smiled almost sadly, for he could conceive no very good
motive which could have operated so sudden a change in a man of
Alfred Latimer'’s disposition ; but, agreeing to his proposal, he took his
departure, and left him alone. The moment he was gone the young:
gentleman hurried to his dirly bed-chamber, gatbered together the
few clothes he had with him, and placed them in a portmantean, which
he had brought from the Jodgings where he had heen arrested.

At the end of that time there was o knock at the strect door, and,
the voice of the sheriff’s officer was heurd speaking to his man as they
entered together, almost immediately succeeded by another knock and
the tones of Mr. Quatterly.  The sheriff's officer and the solicitor then
walked up stairs together, and Mr. Latimer was calied out of his bed-
room.

The officer was o very different personage from his inan-—a very tall,
thin, neat personage, in a blue satin eravat, tied light, and his voice
was sweet and complacent.  © Happy to hear it’s all arranged, Mr.
Latimer,” he said. I have been down to search the office, and find a
tow little matters lodged this morning.  Let me see, I'll just run them
up:” and, sitting down, be soon made out an accouut, amounting to
uine hundred and seventy pounds, which, with costs, charger, &e.,
~welled the whole to about one thousand and nine.

Alfred Latimer gazed with astonishment.-—“ Why, Tankerville told
uie, Mr, Quiney.” he said, * that there was hut two hundred.”

Ay, sir, that was the day before yesterday,” replied the officer.
* These have come in since;” and he ran his finger down a long list at
the bottom of a paper he held in his hand.

* it doex not matter, you kuow, my dear Mr. Latimer,” observed
Mr. Quatterly. putting on a pair of tortoise-shell spectasles.  “.\x they
were all to be paid, it is better to get it all over at onee; save yon
ironble, you know, and be sooner done.  There are few men who cver.
like the man in the moon, come down too soon to find their way to
Norwich; and you'll have more time to amuse yourself if you do stay
in London till to-morrow.”

“I am going down at once, sir,” said Alfred Latimer, in a sullen
tone; “Mr. Morton is to bring a chaise direetly.”

* Ay, a sensible man, Mr. Morton,” rejoined Mr. Quatterly; “a very
=ensgible, excellent man, indeed. Few like him, sir; fow like him.—-
But now, Mr. Quincy, to business.”

And that business was soon settled.  The bills were paid in full by
Mr. Quatterly ; the costs in part, for he thought fit to dock some ex-
cessive charges; and the sheriff's oflicer knew his character too well to
make aught Lut faint resistance in bis own case, and confented himself
with Mr. Quatterly’s engagefent to pay the rest of the amount, if it
could be legally enforced, in the case of others.

When all this was settled, the worthy solicitor turned to Mr. Latimer,
saying, “ And now, sir, there's the chaise, | hear: Morton is the most
punctual man on earth—always to the tick of the elock. After the
little expenses of the agreement, &e., Mr. Latimer, there is a sum due -
to you of onc hundred and—Ietime sec—call it one hvudred and ninety
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pounds. We can scttle any other little matter afterwards. Will you
have it in money or a cheque?”

“All in money,” answered Alfred Latimer; and Mr. Quatterly’s
pocket-hook instantly disgorged the amount. Morton was in the room
a moment after; and though there was a little anger in Alfred La-
timer's heart at heing frustrated in his hopes of receiving the larger
sum, yet he was even more cager than cver to return to Mallington
without a moment’s delay, and, as soon ag it was announced that he
was free, he descended the stairs, and sprang into the chaise, without
giving one thought or one word to Captain Tankerville. Such are the
friendships of the bad. The other saw him depart from the window ;
and, clenching his fist, with a fearful oath, he exclaimed, “The black-
ﬁuard hag bilked me; but, curse me! if T don’t do for him some

ay.n .

CHAPTER XXIV.

“TIr is strange,” said Morton, as they rolled through the crowded streets
of the city, “and yet beautiful as strange, that if one could trace cach
of the multitude that is passing by us, and examine his fate and history,
we should find, as a general result, that the cheerful and happy face,
the light and casy heart, is the property of onc who has his passions
and his conducet under due control.”

“Ido not know that at all,” answered Latimer; “we find plenty of
very good people who are very miserable.”

“Not long, and not often,” answered Morton ; “ of course I mean in
the aggregate. It is undoubtedly true that sorrows and misfortuncs do
affect the best, and from that very fact one author of great talent, but
no very strong religious feelings—I mean Voltaire—has drawn an in-
ference of a future state where there shall be compensation for such
suffering ; yet, when griefs and anxieties do fall upon the good, how
much more easily do they bear them, with how much more resignation
and calmness, than the wicked !”

“1 do not see why that should be,” answered Alfred Latimer; “if T
were a good man, and I never pretend to anything of the kind, I
S}tli?um only be the more angry and indignant at being punished for no
offence.”

“That is not the usual course of human nature, Latimer,” replied
Morton. “ We always bear chastisement which we have deserved more
impatiently than that which we have not.”

*“But T do not see that you have any cause to judge from all these
people’s faces that the good are a bit happier than the bad,” rejoined
his companion ; “look at that fellow there, coming along with such a
dark, eager look, as if he would cut cvétybody’s throat that stopped
him. Now, from his dress and his manner, and from the low bow
which that. shopkeeper is making him, I would bet any money he is
some rich merchant or man upon ‘Change, with his pockets full of gold,
and cverything on earth that he can desire.” !

“ Not improbable,” replied Morton; ““ he looks very much the sort
of man you have described.”- t
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“ Well, then, T am surc he does not look happy,” rejoined Alfred
Latimer.

i “Most likely he is the reverse,” said Morton, with a smile; “but
that is quite consistent with what [ said. It was, that those who are
the happicst—ay, and who generally look the happiest too—are those
who bave their passions under due control. Now, a man may have
cverything on earth he can desire, as you say, and yet be rendercd
miscrable by not having his passions under duc control. For aught
we know, that very merchant or banker, or whatever he is, may have
the passion for wealth upon him to such an extent as to be as much or
more a vice than the love of women or the dice-box is to others, [
spoke of all passions, not of one or two; and one of the great mis-
takes which the world in gencral makes is to sclect a certain class of
vices from the many, as the objects of reprobation and punishment.
We are full of conventionalities, which render ns more tolerant to some
slasses of evil—ay, even to greater or meorc heinous crimes—than
others, Some are even the ohjects of praise and approhation; and
wany, very many, vices, as socicty is constituted, arc the sure roads to.
worldly prosperity-—but, mark, 1 do not say to happiness; that i3 a
very different thing. What is a greater viee than the greed of gold—
ot the honest desire of independence, not the honourable effort to
rise by genius, industry, and perseverance! 1 look upon that man
who devotes his whole soul to the accnmulation of wealth, who stints
wnd wears down the inferior drudges who aid him in its acquisition
that he may have the greater share, who refuses to open his hand or
his heart to misery and want, or only undraws his purse for the
world’s applausc—even if he commit no fraud, no deccit, to gain his
stids~-I look upon that man, I say, as more vicious than the mere
libertine,”

Alfred Latimer relapsed into silence. Iis companion’s reasoning
1id not convince him : for he had never formed to himself any other
idea of happiness than the satisfaction of his wishes, nor could he form
wny conception of it. e had found, indeed, that even where he had
the power of atlaining that which he believed to be all he wanted,
it had not produced content. Morton’s words served, at least, to show
him that there were other sorts of happiness than any bhe had
drcamed of, and he mustd over the suggestion, assailed by thoughts to
which he would not give admission.

At length, however, the observations of the solicitor came back to
his memory, and he drew from them a long train of reasonings in his
own mind, all tending to confiria him in the course he was determined
to pursue. “ It is never any use,” he said suddenly, *for any man who
hag once taken a way for himsell different from what the world calls
right, to seek to change it; for, as that Mr. What's-his-name remarked,
no man can ever get himself into good repute again; and even were
that possible, he would himself always have a hankering after the
things in which he had indulged himself, which would get the better
of him sooner or later.”

“Oh dear, no!” exclaimed Morton, laughing; “if that were the
case I am afraid half of our young men in England would only go on
from bad to worse all their lives, Few in the unbridled days of youth
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<o not commit many crrors. Many, very many, cven in more mature
vears, fall beforc some overpowering temptation : but God forbid that
either the onc or the other should shut us out from all return, It is
only arainst the man who wilfully and deliberately chooses the wrong
course as that which he is determined to follow, that the door cun be
“maid to be closed. For every other there is always an opportunity of
retreading his steps -—of abandoning evil, and secking right. He miay
have to struggle against habit as well ag passion, that is true.  Jtisa
natural consequence of his faulls, and, if he thinks rightly, a well-
deserved punishment. Then. as to what was said by Mr. Quattexly, 1
think you must bave mistaken him. Ile could only allude to persons
who, by some base and dishonourable action, had deprived themselves
or cver of the exteem of honest men.”

Alfred Latimer fell into thought again.  He asked himself, perhaps,
if he were in that position, and he might feel that if e had not all the

ymptoms of the discase, be had at least eaunght the infection. The
reflection was not pleasant to him; but yet he ivdulged it till it
became 100 oppressive to bear. and then casting it off be roused him-
=clf to converse on anything clse.

On they went, then. with the rain falling fast, the sky quite covered
with clonds, the sun down, and the moon far helow the horizon. Tt
was as dark as piteh, not u ray of light served to guide them. and the
very road was hardly to be distinguished from the grass beside it. the
drenching torrent having changed its colour from a light yellow to .
dark‘brown. The storm pelted against the windows, and rattled upon
the top af the chaise, and large drops of water found their way in
through the crevices.  Still the postilion rode on in his jacket, cither
following the invariable custom of his fellows, never to pat on a greaf-
coat till they are wet through, or fearing to leave his horses. one of
which was somewhat unmanageable, in order to gel at it. At length,
going on at a furious rate for little more than an hour, they reached
Mallington Common, and there, apparently thinking that, as they
had nearly arrived at the end of their journey, it might be as well
1;) protect himsclf from the storm, the driver stopped and got
down.

Instantly Alfred Latimer thrust his head out of the window, de-
manding, * What the devil are you stopping for now! You are just at
Mallington. o on to the inn.”

“Tllonly just get my great-coat, sir,” replied the driver, and at the
same moment he advanced towards the splinter-bar.

The young gentleman swore a lond oath, and whether the horses
heard it and did not approve of it, or took it.for an intimation to go
on, they started off at onee, broke from a trot into u canter, and from 2
canter to a gallop. .

Morton sat calmly in the back of the carriage without moving hand
or foot ; but Alfred Latimer exclaimed aloud, “ Confusion and the devil't
they will break our necks down the hill, or have us into the river! By
~—— they are off' the road ! They will be into the gravel-pit. I will
jump out.”

Bat before Le could exceute bis purpose, or Morton could beseech
him to desist, the chaise received a violent jerk, then plunged forward,
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Teaning {0 one side, as the near {fore-wheel went over a bank, then
rolled over and over with a terrible erash, and at length fell on its side,

yand lay with something striking hard against the front pancls, like the
ieet of a horse in agony.

CHAPTER XXV.

 Larraen I said Morton. raising himsell partly in the carriage, with
wreat pain, for he was severely bruised.  But Alfved Latimer ma(lc, no
reply 5 and, putting his arm through the broken window, his com-
panion opened the door of the carriage and got out. The glarkness was
profound, the rain fulling in torrents, and it was impossible 1o sce
anything but the dark outline of a steep bank, down which the chaise
had rolled, the vehiele itself, nearly hroken to picees, and the {wo
horses, one lying perfeetly still, the other «till kicking in the traces,
but more and more faintly every moment. A sound, however, was
Dreard above, as of wome one running. and Morton raised his voice and
=houted atowd. At first he was not heard, but he ealled again, and then
the port-hoy answered from the bank above, exclaiming, “Good heaven!
ahere are you, sir (7

“ Here, at the bottoro of the hank,” answered Morton; ¢ 3r. Latimer
s much hurt. Run s fast as pozsible to Mallington Touse, bring down
several of 1hie men, and o large chair or board, and Hehts.  Lose not a
moment : hul bid them not alarm Mrs, Charlion till we ascertain the
iruth. Be quick, he quicl

The man ran ofl again, knowing that he could render no assistance,
oven to his horses, withont the means of secing where they were s and
Morton remained by the side of the vehicle. He himsclf felt that,
ihough severely bruised, he was not serionsly injured, and tying a
handkerchief round his hand. which had been cut by the glass, he
Jeaned over the ehaise, and tried (o discover how Latimer was lying. A
woment after he heard a step, and then a voice exclaiming, “ Did not
~ome one halloo out jusi nowt Who's there ?”

“We have heen overturned into the pit,” answered Mortou. "*“Is
there any place ncarer than Mallington where we can get help, my
friend ¢ for Mr. Latimer here is much hurt, if not dead.”

“The devil he is!” eried the man, who had now come ncar, and
scemed, as far as the darkness would allow Morton to judge, to be a
stout-built, short yuan ; *that’s a bad job indeed. But well get help
very soon from Widow Brown's cottage ; *t is but, a stonc’s throw. V1
be back directly.”

“ Bring a light.” said Mortgn, “if you can get a lantern.” .

“ Ay, ay, sir)” answered the man, and away he ran. In five minutes,
ihe gentleman who remained by the chaise saw a dim spark like a
will-o-the-wisp, moving at a little distance, and then heard voices.
Then, coming on throngh the rain, with their figures hecoming more
distinetly visible by the light of & horn lantern which one of them
carried, he perceived two men and a woman. They did net, indeed,’
seem of a very prepossessing appearance, by the yellow glare that fell
apon their countenances when they approached ; but, with good fore-
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thought, one of the men had brought a large rug, in which to move the
gentleman who had been most injured.

The first thing to be done, however, was to ascertain his exuact con- .
dition ; and taking the lantern, Morton held it into the chaise, and by
jt« light discovered Alfred Latimer lying just where he had fallen, with
a goud deal of blood about his face.  His hand was still round one of
the holders in the inside of the vehicle, and his companion could per-
ceive that the fingers seemed cevery now and then to tighten and then
relax their grasp. '

While he was making these observations, one of the men said in a
Jow voice to the other, * That horse that’s under is as dead as a stone,
and this has broke his fore leg right through.”

“ Here, lend me a hand to make this yug into a sort of hammock, to
carry Mr. Latimer up to the cottage,” said the other man. “Is he
living or dead, sir?” he continued, addressing Morton.

“He is living,” answered Morton, * and I trust only stunned. Cut
that strap which keeps the door from going further back, and then, it
onc goes to the top and another knecls on the xide, we can lift him out
without shaking him much.”

“ Now, sir, let us carry him to the cottage, and lay him flat down on
a bed,” said the short suilorlike man, who formed one of the party:
“ that's the best thing for him till the doctor can be fetehed.”

“ It would be better to carry him home at once,” replied Morton;
“Mallington House cannot be far, if T judee rightly where we are.”

“It's more nor a mile, and that a good un,” said the woman.

“ Besides, the cottage is just in the way,” rejoined the man: “he
can be moved after the doctor comes, if he thinks it safe.”

“If the house be as far as that, the cottage will be best,” replied Mor-
ton; “hut I thonght this pit was close to Mallington.”

“Youre thinking of what we call the first pit,” replied the othe:
man ; * this is the third.”

Alfred Latimer was then placed in the rug, which by this time had
been gathered together with twine at the two ends, and the woman
going before with the lantern, the two men carried him forward on a
little path, which was scareely traceable along the hottom of the gravel,
pit.© The party then issued out upon the common, but they had not
reached the higher ground when two or three lights were seen coming
a little to the right, and a horse's feet were heard upon the road.

“ Hereare the people from Mallington House,” said Morton.

“ Ay, and that's the doctor’s horse,” rejoined the woman ; “ I'd know
his trot among a thousand—T1l give him a call;” and raising her
voice to an unearthly shrick, she shouted, “ITie! doctor, doctor! Dr.
Nethersole.”

The horse’s feet were checked in an instant, and as they paused
they soon saw the worthy surgeon leading his horse carcfully across
towards the spot where he perceived their light.

“ Goodness gracious, sir! this is a sad affair,” said Mr. Nethersole,
ag soon ay he saw Morton.  “ Youn seem to be much hurt yourself. But
how is Mr. Latimer? 1s he dead ?” he continued, gazing anxiously at
the burden carried by the two men.

“No,” answered Morton ; * hie is not dead. That, at least, is certain ;
but he iy quite insensible. These good people say there is a cottage



necar, where he can be taken. Will it be better to go thither or to
roceed to Mallington House?”

“Oh! to the cottage on every account,” said Mr. Nethersole. “No
time is to be lost; and besides, Mrs. Charlton, who is luckily out at
dinner with the Markhams, would be dreadfully shocked if she arrived
just as her son was being bronght in, in such a state.”

According to Mr. Nethersole’s desire, the men proceeded at once to
the cottage, which lay in a little nook of the common, not a hundred
yards further on ; and the young gentleman having been laid on a bed
in the back room of the lower story, the surgeon proceeded to examine
him, while the room became gradually erowded with servants and other
people from Mallington, Morton stood near while the surgeon pursued
his investigation, and gave him every aid in his power while he felt the
head, traced the position and line of the limbs, and aséertained that
no fracture had taken place; but Morton could not, even while thus
vceupied, avoid hearing the remarks of several of the inhabitants
of Mallington who had come up with the servants of the house, in re-
gard to the general character of Mother Brown, as she was called, her
son, and their associates, which were not very much in their favour. .

Mr. Nethersole, afier due perquisitions and a little touch of medical
mystery, deelared that no bones were broken, but that, though the
skull was not fractured, yet he feared concussion of the brain had
taken place, for which bleeding would be immediately necessary, and,
after that, perfect quict. It was quite out of the question, therefore,
he said, to remove the young gentleman to Mallington, s, if done in
the first instance, venesection might come too late, and, if attempted
afterwards, fever might be superinduced. After this oration, he or-
dered the young gentleman to be undressed, and placed in the bed
where he lay.  Hethen bled him somewhat largely, and the cffect was
certainly such as he could have desired, for, as the blood flowed, Alfred.
Latimer drew two or three deep sighs, opened his cyes, and looked
about, him.

Mr. Nethersole placed his finger on his lip, saying, “ Not a word,
my dear sir. Lie perfectly still; take no mnotice of anything; open
not your mouth, or 1 will not answer for the consequences. lict the
room be cleared, and open that window. Now one of the servants
must stay with the young gentleinan till T can return. T will sit up
with him myself to watch the symptoms as they appear; but he must
not be left while I am necessarily absent for an hour or an hour and a
half. Ilere, Wilkinson, you are the very man. Sit by Mr. Latimer
till T return; do not let him speak or move till T come back ; and you,
Widow Brown, keep the house quite quiet. No gossiping, no talking,
no drinking and squabbling, remember. I know you all, you know;
and I will have my orders obeyed.”

Widow or Mother Brown promised compliance in a very humble
tone; for Mr. Nethersole, or “ the doctor,” as he was called, was a very
important personage with her class.  After having given these divec-
tions, and seen the room disencumbered of the crowd, the surgeon
again sat down by the sick man's side, felt his pulse, nodded with a
well-satisfied look, and then rose, saying, in an oracular tone, “The
circulation greatly relieved. I will be back scon, my dear sir, and
bring something to compose you. Now, Mr. Morton, if you like wo



had better walk back to Mallington; I think you will nced a little
attention yourself, and the fewer persons round Mr. Latimer the better.”

“ Very well,” replied Mr. Morton ; and, bending down, he added,
“ Grood-by, for the present, Latimer; 1 will sce you carly to-morrow.”

“ Why, what the devil is all this about, Morton ?” asked Alfred
Jaatimer; “1 have broke my head somehow.”

But Mr. Nethersole instantly interfered, holding up his finger with a
grave look, and saying, “ Not a word. not a word, as yon value your
life. Come, Mr. Morton, come;” and, walking out with the young
gentleman, they issued forth upon the common.

Morton's first question was in regard to Mr. Nethersole's real opinion
of Alfred Latimer’s sitnation ; hut who ever goi a direet answer from
a medical man? However, he made out from the cloud of pros and
cons in which the surgeon cnveloped his opinjon, that he did not xee
any very dangerous symptoms at that time, but that the youmg sen-
¢leman having deeidedly reccived a slight concussion of the braiu
might at any moment during the next three or four days become sud-
deunly worse. Mr. Nethersole would then have fain ascertained ex-
actly how the accident had occurred, remembering duly that he had an
account to render o all the old ladies of Mallington. But Morton, in the
first place, thought fit to satisfy himself as to what was the state o afluirs
it Mallington Ilouse, inquiring whether Mr. Nethersole could tell af
what hour Mrs. Charlton would return, and whether there was any
chance of the news heing carried to her where she was dining.”

“ No,” answered the surgeon, promptly ; * the man you sent acted
with great diseretion 1 find: for, on Lcaring that Mrs. Charlton wax
out,—what a sweel creature she is! don't you think so, Mr. Morton?
-—he made two men-servants come down with him to me without going
in al all, Jest Miss Charlton should by some means hear of the event,
and be frightened out of her life.”

“MThen Miss Charlton did pot go with Mrs Charlton?” a-ked
Morton.

“No, my dear sir, she declined,” answered the surgeon. “ You
know the young gentleman there bas heeu rather partienlar in his
attentions, and people do say that he is not very agrecable to the young
lady. 1a, ha, ha!—vou understand.”

“ Perfectly,” replied Morton, drily; “but 1 think it might be as
well if 1 were to go in, as we pass Mallington House, and give Miss
Charlton the first news of Mr. Latimer’s situation myself.  She can af-
terwards Lreak it to his motherin a more gentle manner than any man
could do.”

The surgeon agreed fully that such a plan.was a very proper one,
and perhaps he had some faint notion, that the young gentleman might
wish to have five minntes of Miss Charlion’s company alone, and that
she might not ohjeet to grant it.  Whatevér was Morton's view, they
walked straight up to the gates of Mallington House ; and there, while
Mr. Nethersole was urging his young companion 1o come down to him
218 8001, a8 his conference with Miss Charlton was over, and have his
own injurics examined, all their plans were disarranged by the rash
up of Mrs. Churlton’s carriage, and by ber instant recognition of the
two gentlemen, ag the butlet came forth with a light to open the
-outer-gates in answer to their summons.

»
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CHAPTER XXVI,

« An, Mr. Morton! is that you?” cried Mrs. Charlton, letting down the
carriage window : “ pray, come in.”

T'he carriage dashed on up to the house; and, though the distance
from the gate to the door was not more than twenty or thirty yards,
the lady had descended from her velicle, tripped into the house, aud
walked up stairs, hefore Morton and Mr. Nethersole arrived. The
Iatter gentleman, understanding that, in the changed circumstances of
the case, he would not be one too many, thinking, too, that if Mrs.
Chariton were by any chance to faint at the tidings of her son’s situa-
tion his assistance might be neeessary, and, having his Jancet yeady,
and his bandages in his pocket. he judged that he might as well walk
in with the young gentleman, and take his share of things to ¢come.

Morton advanced first with a grave air. and asked the butler if he
tad said anything to his mistress regarding the aceident.

“No, sir,” replied the man. “ She asked why I came oni to open the
2ates; and T only replied, becanse Wilkinson was out. I thought you
vould tell her better than 1 could, sir.”

it was a task, however, that Morton could gladly have dispensed
with ; for hie was neither fond of inflicting nor of witnessing pain : hut
aevertheless, fortifving his mind for the undestaking, he procceded
~lowly up the stairs, and cuntered the drawing-room, the door of which
Afrs. Charlton had left, open behind her. The lady was sanding in o
sraceful attitude, with her hand leaning on a table, while a swect and
~ourteous smile illumined her countenance, and welcomed Mr. Morton
before he appeared.  Louisa, who had exchanged a fow words with her
step-mother, was seated on a sofy, with a book before her, and her
tovely face, too, was raised towards the door, with a look of well-pleased
expeetation—ay, and something more than expectation ; for there was
a Jight in her deep eyes, that let one sec beyond them to her heart far
more than she intended—the light of Love, heaming from two assweet
lamps as ever he kindled ! The moment, however, that Morton ap-
peared, with the blood still upon his face and his hand tied up, her
check turned deadly pale. She spoke not a word, but she roge at once,
and then fecling her knees tremble caught the arm of the vofu for
support. She knew how she loved him then, if she had never fully
known it before.

Mrs. Charlton, on her part, utiered a pretty little seream. and ex-
claimed, * Good Heaven ! Mr. Morton, what has happenedt You have
met with some accident !  You are hurt

“ Very little, my dear madam,” replied the young gentleman; “in-
decd, seareely at all. My fave has been scratched with some broken
glass, aud ay hand eut; but we have every reason to be most thankful
that ihe aceident was not worse, for it might. well bave proved fatal to
mysclf and my companion, instead of inflicting a few wounds and
bruiges, which will be well in a few days.”

The sound of his voice, and the firm tone in which he spoke, com-
Jorted Louisa a good deal: but still ghe felt very faint, and ghe sat
own again, not at all sure how long she could stand.
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Now, Mrs, Charlton was alarmed too, for she was very quick in the
combination of her ideas; and there were three distinet facts before
her, from which she drew a deduction very near the truth. There.
was Mr. Morton hurt; he acknowledged having a companion in mis-
adventurc ; and that companion was not now with him, If that gen-
tleman had nothing of very great importance to communicate, he
would not have thus presented himself at Mallington House, she
thought, till he had washed his face and hands. If her son had been
able, he would have come with himn. Her son was unable, and that was
the important fact Morton came to communicate. All this passed
through her mind in a moment, and she felt very much alarmed ; but
Mrs. Charlion was not a woman to faint. 1t was a thing that she never
did; and this was certainly not. an occasion on which she would have
commenced he practice. She was very fond of her son, it is true, and
she had spoiled and indulged him very greatly in youth. But it was
not for his sake she had done,sv, it was for her own. She loved him
as her right hand, or her right eye, because he was a part of herself;
and, perbaps, she wonld sooner have lost her right hand or her right.
eye than him, if she conld have done so without any pain or danger.
Limb against son,&he would not have hesitated, I think ; but if suffer-
ing—personal suffering, or risk—were thrown into the scale withe
mutilation, T'm afraid Alfred Latimerwould have had but a poor chanee.

“ Speak, my dear sir !—speak, Mr. Morlon,” she said; * you have
more to tell—Alfred was with you, is it not so ! Alfred is hurt’—tell
me the truth, my dear friend. I can bear it.”

The last were nearly the same words which she had used when the
scrvant ran in to inform her that her first husband had destroyed him-
self; and she did bear it with wonderful philosophy. .

Morton answered in a manncr to remove anxiety as far as possible
without deviating from truth.

“He is much better, my dear Mrs, Charlton,” he said; “he was
apparently a wood deal hurt at first, but he recovered wonderfully as
soon as Mr. Nethersole bled him. There are no bones broken, happily,
though he was for a time stunned by the fall.”

“Thank God!” eried Mrs. Charlton ; and Louisa echoed her words
with truer devotion.

The surgeon advanced to play his part; for, during the short dia-
loguc which had taken place, Morton had purposely put himself for-
ward, fearing that Mr. Nethersole might so overload his account with.
medical terms that the two ladies might be left in ignorance of whether
Alfred Latimer were dead or alive. That worthy gentleman now pro-
ceeded to justify his cantion by cxplaining 40 Mrs. Charlton, in the
darkest possible manner, the situation of her son; and what he had at
first apprehended, as well as what was now to be guarded against. For
aught that the mother could gather from' this communication, Alfred
might have been a marmalade; but Morton stepped in to her help,
saying, “ I see you do not exactly understand Mr. Nethersole. It is
merely that Latimer has now quite recovered both his specch and his
senses ; and though our good friend thinks it would be impradent to
remove him from the cottage to which he was at first taken, yet therc
was no great chance of any danger resulting from the accident. Is it
not 8o, Mr. Nethersolo ?’



“Precisely, sir,” replied the surgeon; and Mrs. Charlton, sinking
into a chair, gazed in Morton's face, thinking what she ought to do
‘next.

T should very much like to go to him,” she said, after a moment’s
pause; “but the carriage has gone away, 1 fear, and—" ~

“ It rains dreadfully,” said Mr. Nethersole, finishing Mrs. Charlton’s
sentenee nearly as she would have finished it herself.  “ Do not think
of it, my dear madam ; 1 will stay with him all night. I propose to
return immediately.”

“1 do not sce any necessity for your going,” added Morton, “ for he
is so much better that 1 doubt not a few hours will remove all®
chance of danger, and Mr. Nethersole particularly recommends quiet.
Ong of your scrvants— Wilkinson, I think, is his name—is with your
son.” ‘

“Thank you, Mr. Morton—thank you,” said Mrs. Charlton; “ you
are very kind to me, in every respect—Kkinder than any one of my
own relations, 1 am surc; and how I can ever be gratcful enough
I canunot fell. But pray let e hear how this aecident has hap-
pened.”

“1 heg pardon for interfering,” said Mr. Netherkole, with a smile,
“hut | must really here exert my authority as a disciple of Galen. Mr.
Morton is hurt, Mrs. Charlton ; we none of us know how much—for
he has given himself up entirely to Mr. Latimer, and has taken no
care of himself whatever.”

Louisa, who, as the reader has remarked, had not spoken a word,
raised her eyes to Morton's face with a look of tenderness mingled
with fear, as if imploring him, for her sake, to attend to his own
safety ; but Mr. Nethersole went on,— He is wet through, too, so that
it is high time that he should change his dress, and allow me to
inquire into the injuries he has reccived. Wounds and bruises, appa-
rently slight at first, are often the most dangerous if not attended to.
Before e gives any account of what has taken place, then, I say autho-
ritatively, let him go iome.”

“Home!” exclaimed Mrs. Charlton, in a fit of enthusiasm, “ can
Mr. Morton have any home in Mallington but this house, after all that
he has done for its inmates? I will take no refusal, Mr. Morton;
ring the bell, Louisa, my love.”

Louisa rang without an instant’s delay ; and as Morton was cxcusing
himself on account of having no change of dress there, saying that his
portmanteau had been left with the chaise on the common, she joined
her all-persuading voice, exclaiming, “ Oh! do, Mr. Morton. Clothes
can be soon got from the inn.”

“Well, I must obey,” answered Morton, with a smile; and as the
butler entered, Mrs. Charlton exclaimed. “ Tell Windsor to have the
yellow room got ready for Mt. Morton directly.”

“And send down to the inn for what Mr. Morton wants,” added
Louisa, for the first time giving any orders in her own house.

“I1 think yout portmanteau is here, sir,” said the butler; “I told
the gardener to bring everything out of the chaise, for Widow Brown
and her people arc not to be trusted where they can pilfer.”

“You are a wise and prudent man,” said Mr. Nethersole;  they
are, indeed, not the most honest set in the world; but have Mr.
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Morton’s things taken up, and while the room is getting ready, I can
examine how far he is hurt.”

“I am really not hurt at all,” replicd Morton, addressing Louisz,
more than the last speaker. I am an old soldier, accustomed {o
knocks and bruises, and not made of very fragile materials originally.
But if it must be so, I submit; and if' 1 find you up when 1 return,
my dear madam, 1 will tell you how all this unfortunate aflair took
place.”

“Up!” eried Mrs, Charlton ; “ why, it is only a quarter to ten yes.
The truth is, those Markhams are such bores, and one hears so little of
sanything but dogs and horses, partridges, pheasants, and foxcs, that I
always order the carriage a quarter before ninc, and in such a night ax
this one could not keep the servants out.”

While Morton and Mr. Nethersole were gone, Mrs, Charlton ques-
tioned the butler as to what he knew of the aceident, and obtained the

" weneral facts, as fay as the mau knew them. 'The chaige had been.
overturned into the gravel-pit, hie said, both the horses killed, and the
carriage broken all to picces, having fallen down a bank full fifty feet.
high. This, indeed, Was an exaggeration, but it served with the rest.
of the story toymake poor Louisa’s heart feel cold, and her check
to turn deadly pale. Mrx, Charlton went on questioning him, how-
ever, fornearly a quarter of an hour, not at all minding, perhaps not.
comprehending, the inental torture which her step-daughter was
enduring; and at the end of that time Morton returned with the
blood washed from his face, and his fine hair waving over his forchead,
brought a little more forward than ordinary, to hide a wound upon hix
temple, which Mr. Nethersole had just ecovered with Dlack plaster.

That gentleman accompanied his new patient; but after a few words.
of assurance to Mre, Charlton and Louisa that Mr. Morton was not
severely hurt, and giving & warning to him that he had better keep
himself a4 quiet ag posgible for the next two days, for fear of producing
feverish symptoms, he retired to visit his own house for a few minutes,
and then once more cross the common in the midst of the drenching
rain, to sit up through the night with Alfred Latimer. Truly the life
of a country apothecary is a hard one.

Leaving Mr. Nethersole, however, to pursue his way, we must sit,
down with Mrs. Charlton, Mr. Morlon, and Louisa, in the comfortable
drawing-room at Mallington. The reader can very well divine how
Morton explained what had occurred without our entering into the
details of what he said. Ile was not, indeed, one of those men who
love to be the hero of their own story, nor would he on the present
oceasion linger, with painful minuteness, over every point of horror
and dismay ; for he well knew that poor Lowisa had already suffered
more on his account ‘than he ever wished to inflict upon her; but he
told the tale briefly ; stated how the man had imprudently got down,
and left his horses—how they had run away—and how, in a few seconds,
the chaise was dragged over into the pit.

Mrs. Charlton was greatly touched at his account of her son’s con-
dition; now that she found she should not have to go oub over the
common 1o nurse him; and she was in high good humour with Mr.
Morton, expressing her gratitude again and again for all he had done.

But Mrs. Charlton gave proof of her gratitude in the way which Mr.



Morton could have most desired ; for, after talking with him for half
an hour, she rose suddenly, as if recolleeting that he had had ne
refreshment, and, blaming herself for her negligence. declared she
would go and order some supper to be instantly prepared.  Now, she
could quite as well have ordered it where she sat : and, thercfore, it ix
hut fair to supposc that she considered the feelings of the two lovers,
which she knew them right well to be; and giving a hint that she had
two or three little things to do, she retired, bidding Louisa let her
hnow. in hier own roow, when supper wis announced.

A [aint smile came across Louisa’s lip at conduet which she did not
very well understand.  But she had soon to turn her thoughts to
other and sweeter things; for Morton immediately came over, sat
down on the sofa beside her, and, taking her Dhand in hiy, pressed his
lips upon it. ’

“ You have been grieved and agitated, dear Louisa,” he said @ “ but T |
trust thaf, good rather than evil may resalt to Latimer from this acci-
dent; and 1, you see, am unhurt.”

=T can searcely think it possible even yet, Ldimond,” she replied.
“When T think on that awtul fall it makes my heart still beat ;™ and
she clused her eyes for a moment, with a shndder. Morton gazed at
her as she sat with the long black lashes resting on the soft pale cheek,
for she had not yet recovered her colour ; but when she opened her eyes
again, and they met that warm ycb tender gaze, the rose camne brightly
back.

* Nay, nay, Morton,” she said, “ do not look at me so. There, you
are smiling at my fears; but you cannot tell what a woman's feclings
are in such cases. 1 dare say if we were accustomed to go through
dangers as you arc, we should treat them lightly too: but we are
always left at home, with nothing to do but to pounder over the perils
of those we love ;™ and she bent down her head for a moment, while a
tear kparkled npon her eyclids. It did not roll far down her check,
for her Tovers lips brushed it away : and he soothed her tenderly with
assurance that he never did, and never would, expose himself to un-
necessary danger. .

“ And yet,” she answered, “1 shall never see you leave me without,
T dare say, conjuring up all sorts of perils.  But tell me, Edmnond;
what is the real state of poor Alfred,—and have you contrived to dis-
entangle Lim from those difficulties into which he bad plunged him-
self t”

“[ have, my beloved !” replied Morton.  “He is now freed from all
cmbarrassments if he will keep himself so. 1 fear that will never be
the case, however; for he has been brought up in habits of extrava-
gance in which he has no right to indulge.  But I should propose to
vou one thing, dear girl, which T know will be agreeable to you. The
income he had at first is so mteh diminished, that, with his babits, it
will never be sufficient. T ean supply him for the present as far as he
needs it, but it is always a humiliating thing to be under obligations
to onc who is nearly a stranger; and 1 think, when Louisa will con-
sent to be my wife, it may be as well for her, as her own act, not only
to make some addition to Mrs. Charlton’s income, but also to settle
such a sum upon him as will put him beyond all ordinary temptation
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to incur fresh debts. You may well do it in your quality of sister;
and perhaps it might rouse any better feelings within him to merit
your kindness.”

“You ure always generous and thoughtful, Edmond,” replicd Louisa
Charlton; “and it shall be just as you plense. 1 can only say that
you go before my wishes, though, perhaps, 1 might not have ventured
to ask you to make such a sacritice.”

“] wish to make none, dear girl,” replicd Morton ; “ this should be
done before you are my wife, that it may be all your own act. Other-
wise it will lose part of its effect upon him. It will be enough for me
to cancel the bond he has given for the money [ have furnished, and .
that shall be done, Louisa, on our wedding-day. 1 need not tell Louisa
Charlton that whatever she may choose to do with any part of her
fortunc bhefore our wmarriage, it will be well pleasing to the man she
has chosen.”

“I wish my poor father could have heard you, iidmond; it would
have removed many of his anxicties on my account,” was Louisa's
reply; and she leaned her head upon her lovers shoulder, while the
tears again filled her eyes.

“Of one thing I have always Leen satisfied,” said Morton. * that
wealth ought ever to be looked upon, not as a henefit. conferred upon
ourselves for our own gratification, but a precious trust counfided to us
for its duc administration to others. Iu whatever hands it accu-
mulates, t6 whomsoever it descends, it is but asa stream collected into
a gréatereservoir to fertilise and refresh all that is around it. If, by
what T propose, you can reclaim this young man, the employment of
your fortune will be noble and good ; and cven should the experiment.
altogether fail, you will have the satisfaction of knowing that you
have done your part. Then, as to Mrs. Charlton, the income she pos-
wesses i not sufticient, and of course will be less when you are no
longer with her.”

“1t is very strange,” said Louisa, thoughtfully, * T mean my father's
will.  There are some parts of it I do not at all undemtand. 1le
scemed to love her very much, and yet he leaves her with an insuf-
ficient income. I do not think he altogether relied upon her judg-
ment, or her—her - her affection for me : and yet he—-"

She paused, and Morton added, *He leaves you dependent in some
degree upon her caprice, you would say, my Louisa. We shall see how
she attempts to exercise the anthority she has received. Of one
thing, however, I am sure, that the law ‘would rcad that part of the
will romewhat differently from what she supposes; perhaps sct it
aside altogether. At all cvents, dear Louisa, f bave your promise,
rich or poor, you are miue. Is it not so, my beloved #”

*Oh, Kdmend ! said Louisa, “you know that 1 could only wish to
possess wealth to li)\lace it in the hands o1 one who would use it as you
would. But could you really—nay, I will not ask the question,
Edmond—1I know you would take her you love, rich or poor; but
what ought ghe to do; ought she to consent ?”

“T will give her no choice,” answered Morton, pressing her to his
heart. “She has given her promise—she has made no condition. She
is fast bound, and cannot escape.”
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“1do not wish it, Edmond, I do not wish it,” repeated Lonisa, ear-
nestly.  “1 should hardly have fortitude to cast away such happiness,
cven for your sake.”

CHAPTER XXVII.

ArTER Morton and Mr. Nethersole had left Mother Brown's cottage,
Alfred Latimer lay for several minutes gazing up towards the ceiling
of the back roomn in which he had heen placed, where a good deal
.more lath was apparent than plaster, and that portion of the latter
which remained was principally supported by long filaments of horse-
lbair, which not unfrequently suffered u large mass of mortar to hang
waving about in the wind. A smmall deal table, notched at the edges
like a school-boy's desk, and with “Tom Brown™ c¢ut in large capitals
in two or three places, stood in the middle of the chamber, and on it,
in a battered tin candlestick, was a solitary tallow candle, with the top
of the wick spreading out into sooty fungi, and the grease welter-
ing down the sides. .\ tattered old chintz curtain half eoncealed
the window ; but where the sash appeaved it showed many a piece of
olass wanting, in one spot pasgted up with brown paper, while in
athers the gaping aperture was stuffed up with dirty rags. To these
interesting ohjects the young gentleman turncd his eyes, after he had
studied the canopy over his head for a considerable time, and then he
exclaimed, “D--nit! Thisis very strange. Why I feel all knocked
about; and where the devil 1 am, I can’t tell.  Surely that is Wilkin-
son.  Why, what is all this? Where am 1? How came I here?”

It wag very evident that, as not nuncommonly happens in such cases,
the blow he had received on the head had obliterated all memory of
the events immediately preceding. It is gencrally judged expedient
to tonch upon the subject of his state as little ag possible with a
patient xo eircumsianced ; but Wilkinson had not studied the matter
very deeply, and he conscquently sct to work, and teld him all that
had happened.  The tale scemed to awaken Alfred Latimers remem-
brance ; and when he heard that he was in Mother Brown's cottage, he
instantly showed that his recollection was quite unimpaired, by saying
in a low voice, “ Where arc my clothes, Wilkinson? Tut them here
on tlie bed, and do not let the people get at them, for there is a good
sum of money in one of the pockets. Don't lose sight of them ior a
minute, Wilkinson ; for it would be a devil of an affair if they were
to take that.”

“Don’t you think it would be better to send it to mistress to keep
for you, sir?” asked the'servant.

* No, curse it ! she would keep it with a vengeance,” answered her
clutiful and respectful son. 1 sheuld get it back as soon from them
as | should from her.”

“Then, why not give it to Mr. Ncthersole, to take care of for you
1ill you are well,” replied the man.

“Well, perhaps I may,” rejoined Latimer; “that's no bad thought

" —but the doctor is gone, isn't he?” .

Wilkinson made him understand that Mr. Nethersole would soon be

back, and then warned Mr. Latimer that he ought net to speak, but to
8



remain quict. Alfred Latimer, however, was not a man to restrain
himself in auything ; and he continued to ask questions, and lo swea
at hig companion if he answered briefly or remonstrated, till the ser
vant's patience hecoming near its end, he replied, “Indeed, Mr.
Tatimer, I must obey the doctor's orders, and as you will not keep
silent, I will go into the other room, hut I will fake care no one comes
in without me.”

“Uo to the devil, if you like,” replied Alfred Latimer; *“but snuit
the candle first.”

The man did as e was directed, and Teft the room.  About half an
hour aflter this Mr. Nethersole returned, and having heard from the
servant in the outer room, that Mr. Latimer wis very unmanagenble.
he replied, “©1 will keep him quict. T shall stay here Gl oorning
50 you can tither remain or go home for an honr or two, ax you like-
ouly be back by five o'clock, for 1 have a case 1 must see.”

With this warning the surgeon walked into the other yoom, and
Jien, shutting the door, he held up his finger again to Mr. Latimer
not to speak, =at down by his bed-side. and feliy his pulse. = A little
fever,” he said, as if speaking to himself. T am afraid theve has heen
some excitement here. In your ease, Mr. Latimer, Hurpoerates is ax
good as IHippoerates, and better; but we must make the go hand in
hand-—S8ilence, wy dear sir! silence ! if you please. 1 am going to
sit by your bed-side all night: and if you want anything, just hold up
your finger. 1 shall divine what you want. and wive it to vou.”

“ Yﬂ’q"f be devilish clever, then,” said Aifred Latiner aloud, * fir t
want something now

“Nob a word ! said Mr. Nethersole, stopring both his eurs: #1
will not lizten to & word,” and, approaching the tuble, he pulled &
phiad out of hig pocket, poured about a third of it onl juto a little
cup, and presented it to the patient, saying.* Drink that.  Then turn
round on your right side and try to get to sleep.  That will compose
you wonderfully.”

“ Why I'm quite ecomposed alrcady,” answered the other.

“You won't he soon, if you go on so,” answered Mr. Nethersole.
drily, * for in two hours you'll be in a hurning fever if you talk at all ;
in two days you will be lying composed enough : and in less than two
weeks vou will ¢o out, of 1hat door with your fect forcmost.”

This speech had the desived cfiect.  Alfred Latimer did not at al}
like the prospect so unceremouiously presented to him, and he lay
down @ he was bid, and kept silence, while Mr. Nethersole seated
himselt” in the ¢hair by his side, and taking a medical Look oul. of his
pocket. hegan to read.  Nine times did Mr. Nethersole suuff the
cundle; and then, as there was no use ofsn'uffing it any longer, he
went into the next room and got another.  Mother Brown had gone
to bed; her son was snoving in a chair; and when he returned the
worthy surgeon fonnd that Alived Latimer was hreathing hard too.
The example he judged a good one, and bending down his head upon
his arms he was rovu in that strange mysterions state, wherein the
distinetion between the life of the body and the life of the soul i
more plain than in any of the other phenomena of our marvellous ex- '
istence. .

He had gone on for some hours, and Alfred Latimer was still in
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sound and comfortable sleep, whgn the worthy surgron was suddenly
awakened by the opening of the door. He looked np, and saw the
widow’s son beckoning to him,

“ Here's your boy, doctor, wantx yon quick,’

3

said the man, in o low

ne.

“The deuce he does,” murmnred the surgeon; *that Mre Tilson
come before her time!—she always dees--1 never saw auything
like it.”

It was, Indeed, as he supposed ; and after a bricf conference with
the boy at the door, he returned and looked at his patient, and then at
hix wateh.  The former was still enjoying tranquil repose, and the latter
pointed to a quarter past four. .

» Wilkinson must be back in three-quarters of an hour at the
farthest,” suid Mr. Nethersole, “and Mrs, Tilson ean'd wait, that s
certain, No great harm ean happen : for he's doing quite well.  Ilere,
Tom,” he continued, putiing hix hewd into the next room, and speak-
ing in a low voice to Mother Brown's son: * When Wilkinson returns tell
bim to give his young master one half of that dranght; and to send
to me al Mrs. Tilson’s. at Shedbury, if anything goes wrong:™ and
woing out he mounted the horse the boy had brought, and rode away.

The moment he had gone, Tom Brown set the bottle down upon the
rable, and put his forefinger to his forchead.  He was o dull-looking
wman ; but yet there was a keen cunning lght stole onl of his some-
what oblique eyes when he thus set himself to consider, which had
something dangerous and sinister in it. .-

“"Phrec-quarters of an hour,” he suid, meditating, * that's well nigh
an hour, may like. Howromdever, I won't. do nothing alone. 1'lL
take adviec and have help; for he might get upright by chanee, and
one would have to put him out of pain.  Nobody would know it-—One
knock ‘s ag good as another, and he's in sueh a smash ’t wouldn't be
secn. e said he'd alot o money-—1 heard un; but he didn’t say how
much, so who can tell.  We might take a bit, and leave rome upon
aceount.  Mother could hold the candle while 1 took the money, and
Jack stood hy wi” the poker ready to stop noise.”

it was a perilous moment for Alfred Latimer: and the man walking
10 the foot of the stairs culled his mother; but in <o low a voice thao
<he did not hear. ’

* What's ,the matter
*He's not dying, is he*”

* Pooh, not” eried *Brown.  “ Nothing like it at present. I
want you, Jack Williams, and mother, too. (o and give her a shake
in t'other room.”

Jack Williams, without reply, went and woke Mother Brown, who
hurried on some rags of clothes, and descended to the room where
Williams and her son were already in conference.  As she went down
she stumbled over an iron pot which had been carclessly put at the
foot of the stairs ; and the pot, on being disturbed at that hour of the
night, uttered a loud complaint. Alfred Latimer started, turned round,
and gazed about him. The door between his room and the next had
Deen left partly ajar, and he heard the sound ol voices speaking. They
were subdued ; but yet many, nay, most of the words, were distinet to
an car quickened by a slight degree ‘ot feverish excitement, and he

el

said some onc in deep masculine tones,
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heard the tongue of Mother Brown, as she was called, going pret

ly.
“1t's no use taking the flimsies,” she said; “ they'd be knowed a1

traced directly, and we should all get nabbed. But I don't sce the
can be any harm in seeing what yellow boys may be in his pockets.
would be spoony cnough to let them go, when he'd know nothiy
about it. He was always a careless hand, I've heard ; and he mig’
ha’ dropped ‘em while they were lugging him out of the chay, or arle
wards, or any how.”

“I'd take the flimsies, too,” said her well-educated son. “If wc
couldn't flash them ourselves, we could get some one to do it. So I'
take all—make a sweep out, and I know what ?

“Well, what do you know?” said a voice which Alfred Latimer in-
stantly recoghised as that of Jack Williams.

“ Why, I should not like to do anything to him slecping,” answered
Tom Brown; “but it would not be a bad job if he woke, and got a
quict knock o’ the head--a little would do it now, and no one the
wiser.”

“And I know what, t0o,” resumed Jack Williams aloud - that
nonc of you shall take a penny of his, or lay a finger on him. Why,
confound you all, he's one of our own friends, and we should act like
gentlemen to onc another. He'll make as fine a fellow as ever lived
one of these days, if a set of puling fools do not get hold of him, and
preach the spirit out of him. But I dou’t think there is much chance
of that. The lad's young, and has not had much experience, yet he is
gharp cnough, and I have seen signs of a beld strong heart in him, and
a determined spirit. I'll have no tricks, Tom Brown; so look you,
Mr. Latimer is under my protection, and let people tuke a penny from
him if they dare.”

The conversation did not only fall upon Alfred Latimer's car, but
sunk into his heart. The boldness with which Williams stood forward
in his defence touched onc of the few better points about him: and
the language that he used was immediately put in strong opposition to
that which Quatterly had employed. The latter had shown that in
the higher ranks of lifec, a re hon once even stained could never be
rendered wholly pure ; the fo sproved that good fecling of a par-
ticular kind can be mingled with émes and faulls of a very deep die.
He fancied that the door was closed wpon him in one course, and that
it was open in another; and that low-toned conversation was more in-
jurious to every good principle than the most potent arguments could
have proved, if addressed to himself directly.

CHAPTER. XXVIIL

OF the evening afler the accident% with ils consequences, has
occupied 8o much of our attention, aboufhalf an hour before nightfall,
the graceful figure of Lucy Edmonds was observed walking near Mal-
lington Park with a basket on her arm; her fuir face was sad, and her
eyes bent down upon the ground.

Therc was onc watching ler; and when she came into the part of
the wood where the trees closed thickest. Jack Williams walked out
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from amongst the nearest group of poplars, and advanced to mect her.
Lucy started ; but it was the suddenness of his appcarance alone that
surprised her, and her manner clearly showed that she had held com-
munication of some kind with him before.

“ Ah! Mr. Williams,” she said, “ I did not expect to sec you here.”

“ No, Miss Lucy,” veplicd the man; “but I eame to mecet you, for 1
watched you out; and [ thought you would like to hear the trath of
how he is going on, poor fellow.”

Lucy turned towards him with a look of apprehension. “ Going
on!” she cried—*Poor fellow! What do you mean, Mr. Williams?
Oh'! tell me, what is the matter now?” .

“What ! have you not heard ?” asked Williams; “why, he has met
with 4 bad accident; but don’t frighten yourself-—he is batter and will
do well—that is, if his spirit®arce kept up; but don't frighten yourself;
he will do very well, I tell you. But the matter is this, as I was saying

—I wrote himn a note, you know, telling him that your father wished
you to marry young Garland; and oft he set from London directly.
Mr. Morton, a gentleman who has heen staying down here-----"

“Oh ! I know him very well,” replicd Lucy Edmonds; “he has been
several times to sec my father.”

“ Well, he was in the chaise with Mr, Latimer,” conlinued Williams;
“and they came on at a great rate till they reached Mallington Com-
nion, about cight o'clock last night. There the horses ran away with
them, and went over the bank into Mother Brown’s Pit.  Mr. Morton
was very little hurt, but poor Alfred was taken out specchless.”

The man paused, and liucy wrung her hands in bitter gricf. ¢ But
vou say he is better?” she cried, after a moment’s silence. “Oh! tell
me true, Mr. Williams.”

“Yes, hic is better,” answered her companion—“a good deal better;
but I know what would make him quite well.”

* And what is that?” demanded lLucy Edmonds.

“If you would come and sec him, Miss Lucy,” said Williams, “or
promise to do so to-morrow: it would do him more good than all the
stuff out of Dr. Nethersole’s shop.”

“That is impossible,” answered Lucy Edmonds, firmly; “how could
1 go up to Mallington House ?—and besides--—" '

“1le is not at Mallington House,” replied Williams, interrupting
her; “ he is at Mother Brown’s cottage, on the common. You could
come quite well, and nobody know anything of it.”

*“No,” answered Lucy, “I promised my father that I would not sec
him, and I cannot.”

* Then you arc a very silly girl,” answered Williams, sternly; “or
clse you are going to do what your fauther wishes, and marry young
Garland. Ay, ay! Count upon a woman'slove! It is no more to be
leaned upon than one of those sedges. But I'll go away and tell him
to break his heart for you no more; for that you have got a new lover,
and care no more for him.”

“Oh! do not, do not be so crucl,” said Lucy, weeping bitterly;
“you know that what you say is not true. Tell him, if you will, not
to think of me any morc; for my father says he will never let him
}u};'c me. But do not tell him I have or can forget him, for that is

u e.,)
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“Well, T will tell him,” replied Williams; “but he won't easily be-
lieve you love him much, if you will not come to sce him even when
he is lying sick. IJe will think that you do not wish to know how
he is”

“Oh! he knows better,” replied laey: “he knowse§ would give
anything in the world to hear every day how he is.” .

“Well, I can let you know that,” said Williams.  “ If yéu can come
out about this place of an evening—say at this time—1 will he down
and fell you how he is going on, for 1 am lodging at Widow Brown's.
and 1 sce him very often.”

“Oh! do, do,” cricd Luey, eagerly. “I will come whenever 1 can:
but'do not wait long for me, for my father might rsend me somewbere
else.  But I will come whenever I can. indeed I will.”

“Well, vou are a good girl after all, #hd do love him, I believe,”
replied Williams.

“ Oh, you know I do, too well I” answered Lucy Edmonds.

“Then you are very silly for not following your love.” answered the
man ; “fathers have always such crotchets; and if a girl did not take
her own way, no girl would ever marry the man she loves. It Mr.
Latimer did not mean fair by you, it would be another thing; but he
has offered to marry you at once—ay, and he will marry you too, what-
ever your father may say. for love will have its way.”

“But my promise,” said Luey, with a deep sigh.

“ Nonsense about promiscs,” answered Williams; © they never hold
good Jong against love, Lucy Edmonds. However, I will bring you
word how Alfred is going on every cvening about, this time; and you
can come and hear it if you like; 8o now, good night.”

Lucy bade him adieun, and, wiping the traces of tcars from her eyes,
walked on towards her home. Williams remained gazing after her;
and his feclings were of go strange and mixed a nature, that we may
well pause to look inio them more closely. e gazed after Tuey
BEdmonds, 1 hive said. and certainly with some admiration of her
beauty ; but it was with no thought of robbing Alfred Latimer of the
heart he had won, even if it bad heen possible; and the only observa-
tion he made to himself was—She’s very pretty; it is a pity he
shoutd not have her.”

After Jauey was gone, he sat down upon the stump of a willow, and
began to ponder on the faturc and the present.  “She will make him
o sweet wife,” he thought; “and though she’s very different from Mar-
garitia, yet she will suit him. If we can get together mouey enongh
10 buy a schooner out there, and xct ourselves up in one of those heau- -
tiful little islands, we may carry on gloriongly. I can sail the ship,
and he ean do many things that 1 can't. 1t’s jusi the life to suit him.
T wonder if he'll consent. If we carry off pretty Luey by foree he'll
be obliged ; for he must be off as fast as possible. T have him there;
and then it will be the best thing he can do. 1 Jong to see Black Jack
flying over us; but I must not let him squander away his money with

Bill Maltby and such fellows.- We'll have no Bill Maltby amongst ns
cither. He's a pitiful knave—cheats at cards and dice. 'We'll have
bold fellows, that can fight only; and then we'll make fine work with
the turbans. But he has no notion of my plan yet, and I had better
sound him. Tl tell him some stories of what happened last year at



Zante, aud see how he likes it. But once v e've carried her off] he must
wo: and then what better could he do?”

Such were some of the thoughis of him who deserved the name of
vaflian more than villain; but there were many other ideas crossed hig
nind, flecting, transitory, and strange-—sensations rather than thoughts,
making a strange mixed mass of good and of evil, of coarse fierceness,
and many softer emotions.  When he returned to the common, 4 ear-
rigge wis standing at the ncarest point of the road to the cottage of
Widow Brown, and Williams al once recognised the liveries of Mrs,
Charlton.  He saw. likewise, the horse of Mr. Nethersole; and he
walked on with a leisurely, sauntering pace, still keeping within sight,
but afleeting to amuse himself with looking at the shrubs and bushes.
He then descended into the pit, in which he saw some people gathered
about the spot where the chatse had fallen ; and he found that the little
erowd wax oceupied with the removal of the two dead horses in o cart
for Mr. Markham’s keunel.  In one of the persons there assembled,
however, ke jnstantly recognised a gentleman whom he had no great
inclination to met, numely, Mr. Gibby, the traveller with whom he had
maude o zomewhat unpleasant acquaintance in Wenlock Wood.  But
Williams wax not. onc to suffer even conscienee to cow him; and he
azed upon the other's face with a stern and stedfast Jook, more like
that, of an injured person than of one who had committed an injury.
te was very much surprised, however, when Gibbs advanced to meet
nim with « pleasant smirk npon his face, saying, * Ab, Mr. Williams!
I am very glad to see you.”

“dndeed 17 gaid Willins, without relaxing o feature of his face;
“that is more than 1 can say to you.—-What mukes you glad to see
me. pray?”

= Beeause, Mr. Williams,” replied the traveller, “T always like to do
Justice; and though, when T last beheld you, 1 thought you very like
the man who knocked me down and robbed e on the other side of
the water, 1 am now convinced that T was quite mistaken.”

Williams replied, drily, © Oh ! you are, are you? Well, hetter late
than never. Bud let it teach you not to suspeet innocent people again.
I should like to hear, however, what it is has eonvinced you at last.”

“ I will tell you in a moment,” said Mr. Gibbs.  ““In the first place,
ihe man must have been taller ihan you: in the next place, he wore
diflerent shoes; and, in the third place, I find you changed a five-
pound note that very day ab the inn, and another yesterday at the
linendrapers.  Now, no notes were taken from me; and a man ig not
Jikely to take another man’s money when his own pockets are full.”

* e may want to fill them fuller,” answered Williams, * so that's no
reason, Mr. What'sw-your-name; but as for me, 1 gol my pay and
prize-woney when my ship was paid off; so 1 had enough of my own
for the time being; but when it is all spent, if you will tell me which
way you are going with a good lot of gold about you, I'll see what |
can do with yours.”

Ile spoke laughing, and Mr. Gibhs laughed, too—quite heartily.
Nay, he even added, *“ Well, I did you injustice, Mr. Williams; I beg
your pardon for it frankly, and as it's growing dark, if you will come
down to the Bagpipes we will have a bowl of punch together, and for.
get all gricvances.” ’



“] can’t just now,” answe.ed Williams; “ but I will to-morrow night
if you like.”

Mr. Gibbs agreed to this change of his proposed plan, and Williams,
seeing the top of Mrs. Charlton’s carriage, the sight of which he just
caught over the bank moving rapidly away, turned upon his heel and
entered the cottage.

Several of the persons who had overheard this conversation stared
at Mr. Gibbs; and one of them, 4 surly carter, who knew Jack Williams
well, uttered in a murmur between his tecth—what was probably the

intcrnal opinion of all—“ Well, you're a fool, if ever there wus one.”
But in this instance, at least, Mr. Gibbs was not such a fool as people
‘honght. The cart moved off’ with the two dead horses; and the peo-
ple, who had been gathered round, followed it.  Mr. Uibbs remained
for a mowment or two behind, then stooping down, as if to tie his shoe,
he pulled something ont from beneath a bramble bush, seratching him-
self a good deal as he did so; and then climbing the bank, he paused
as soon as he got into the clearer light which the higher ground
afforded, examined something which he held in his hand attentively,
and walked straight away to Mallington House.

Mr. Morton was dressing for dinner, when a servant entered his
room, saying, “ There is a person below, sir, who wishes to speak with
vou dirccily upon business of importance.”

“Indecd!” said Morton, “did he give his name?” R

“ He said his name is Gibbs, sir,” answered the footman, “and that,
he would not detain you a minute.”

“ [ know no such person,” replied the young gentleman, looking at
his watch ; “however, as there is time, tell him that £ am dressing;
but if his business be of real importance, he can see me here.  If not,
let him call to-morrow.”

The man retired, and in two or three minutes returned, ushering in
Mr. Gibbs.

Mr. Gibbs bowed low, very low indeed; and then hemmed and
bowed again, while the servant shut the door and retired.

“ Well, sir,” said Morton, waxing somewhat impatient, *What may
be your business?”

“ My nawme is Gibbs, sir,” rejoined the other, with a most agreeable
smile, “and yours is Mortont”

The young gentleman bowed his head.

“This pocket-book, then, I suppose, belongs to you,” said Mr. Gibbs,
in reply to this mute assent.

Morton started and turned round. “Yes, sir, it docs,” he said ; «I
must have dropped it in getting out of the chaise last night—it is
very strange 1 did not misx it.” :

It would, indeed, have been strange, if he had not been so near
Louisa Charlton ; but that altered the tase. Mr. Gibbs placed the
wetted and soiled book in its owner's hands, with another low
bow, adding, in a marked and peculiar tone, “ I was obliged, sir, to
open it and cxamine the contents, to ascertain to whom it be-
longed.”

This intimation, from some causc or other, seemed to give Morton
cause for thought, but at length with a light and half-laughing look,
he replied, “I understand what you mecan, Mr. Gibbs; and all I can
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sny is, that I must trust to your discretion, which, if it prove stable,
shall not go unrewarded.

“ Pray, do not mention such a thing, sir,” replied Mr. Gibbs: “my
discrction yon may fully trust to without any reward ; and, indeed,
there is a subject on which I have wished to speak to you for two or
three days, which will show you how discreet I can be.”

“Tihink 1 must ask you to choose another time, Mr. Gibbs,” replied
Morton, looking again at his watch. “1 must go down as soon as 1
am dressed.”

“ When you please, sir,” answered the traveller, « but, before you
are dressed, T can give you an inkling of the matter. I think you
take a good deal of interest in the family of a park-keeper over the
river, named Edmonds?” )

“1 do certainly,” said Morton; “he is a very good, respectable
man.”

* And in his daughter, I believe, sir ! ” rejoined Mr. Gibbs.

Morton drew up his head, and looked at his companion in some sur-
prise.  “1 do not understand your meaning, sir,” he answered. “1
have ouce, or perhaps twice, seen hix daughter, but I take no other in-
terest in her thun in the rest of his family. Pray explain yourself.”

“Why, T thought, sir—1 thought,” replied Mr. Gibbs, hesitating ;
“T thought I saw you—I am sure it was a gentleman—speaking with
her, for nearly an hour, about a fortnight ago in the park; and he
came from this house, and went back to this house. And now I thought
-—-that is to say, I suspected -1 mean, I imagined—it might he interest-
ing to him to know, that she is in the custom of meeting- -that is to say,
1 am sure, she has met four days ago, and to-night, too —a man, named
Williams, who was supposed—that. is to say, accused—of knocking me:
down and robbing me in Wenlock Wood, when T was here last.”

Now all this information was interesting to Mr. Morton ; for it gave
him a clue to part of Alfred Latimer's conduct, at Icast he thought so.
The facts of his having seen Williams (whose name had been men-
tioned in his hearing) at the cottage of Widow Brown, of the man's
meeting that night with Lucy, and of their preceding interview four
days belore, connected themselves with the letter Aliredslatimer had
received, and with his engerness to return to Mallington immediately
after having read it. Wiilh Morton all was at present fancy ; it was a.
conjectural eollocation of circumstances, and the proof was yet to be
obtained. But how? was the difficult question. To act as a spy, or to
employ a spy upon any other man’s actions, was not to be thought of ;
and he resolved to let matters take their course; evolve themselves as
they would, and at the same time to cmploy the information he had
received as oceasion might require.

“In the first place, Mr. Gjbbs,” he veplied, when his cogitations
came to an end, “let me inform you that you arc mistaken in' sup-
posing that 1 amin the person whom you saw talking with Lucy Ed.
monds. 1 never spoke to her out of her faiher’s house in my life, and
at the time you mention was not a visitor here. May I ask how near
you were to the person you supposed to be me?”

“Oh dear, sir, I was a long way off,” replied Mr. Gibbs. “1 was at-
the top of the house amusing myself, as I usually do, with this litile
instrument,” and he pulled out a small telescope from his pocket.
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“From the window of my room,” lie continued, “T command the park
on one side, and the hill up to the common on the other, and I see all
that goes on in the place.”

#1] should not think it a very profitable or very worthy inquiry,
sir,” replied Morton, ““ but every man has higalastes; and, ax meddling
with other people’s business is not onc of mine, I can have nothing
further to do with the matter vou have mentioned, exeept. indeed. to
say it would e, I think, but an act of Christian charity to warn poor
Edmonds, that his daughter is placing herself in dangerous cireum-
stances.  That would be drawing some good fromn perquisitions which
1 cannot advise you to pursue further.”

“You mistake, «ir; allow me very respectfully to say, you mistake.”
said Mr. Gihbs, witli some warmth.  “ You must allow me, sir, to ¢lear
myself. T do not use my telescope for the purpose of prying into
other people’s affairs, though 1 can’t help seeing them il they come in
my way. Sir, the truth is this: I have been knocked down and
robbed near here.  'We could not identify the man; but T am quite
surce of who he is, and T am resolved to bring him to justice. I have
fixed my eye upon a particular man, sir, and he shall find that he can’t
escape that eye. I wateh him and his doings every moment I have to
spare. and cre long I shall get hold of the end of the clue.”

“That alters the case very materially, Mr. Gibbs,” replied Morton,
“and 1 trust that you will suceeed ; but, in regard to this poor girl, it
would, I think, he but. right to speak with her father upon the snhjcct,
and ]c ave it to lum to t»kc such steps as he may think fit.”

“ May I ask, sir,” said Mr. Gibbs, in a low tone, “ whether he is ac-
quainted or not with certain eircumstances. I wish to act disereetly.
sir; and would not, for the world, betray a sceret which had acei-
dentally fallen into my posscssion.”

“ You are quite right, Mr. Gibbs,” said Morton. “ But, to answer
your question, he is not aware of anything; no onge, indeed, is.  The
watter is of no great consequence, indeed ; but cevery man has his
whim.”

“Oh! eertainly, sir, certainly,” said Mr. Gibbs, “But 1 won't de-
tain you longgr, sir; and if you have any further commands for me
you will find me at the inu, sir; for 1 have determined not to quit thix
place till 1 have got the right sow by the ear.”

Morton then hastened down to the drawing-room, but was disap-
pointed in his hope of finding Louisa alone. Mrs. Charlton was,
indceq, not yet down; but Dr. Western was scated on the sofa hy the
side of his fair ward.

“ Ay, my voung friend,” said the clergyman, with a laughing look
towards Louisa: * T am very much in the way here. but 1 wanted to
speak to you, so I came early, even at the risk of being the unfortunate
third —Nuy, Louisa,” he continued, seding her rising as if vhe re-
ceived what he said as o hint to leave them, “you know I aw the
friend of both, and give my hearty consent—so if you run away, 1
shall think that you wish to hide your arrangements from me. T have
nothing to gay to him that you may not Lear, though, perhaps, the con-
fidence is not quite lL(‘l})I‘OC:\,l Morton, have you done what you said
you would ?”

“ No, my dear sir,” replied Morton, “I have had no time,” All to-
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day we have been in the strait-waisteoat of society, and ycsterday,
while we were five minutes alone together, we somehow talked of other
things”

“Onh ! T know how quite well,” answered Dr. Western;  but what
need of time %—one minute will do it. My dear Louisa, let me intro-
duee a friend of mine to you;” and leading Morton up to her, with o
~ay look, he whispered a word in her car.

Louisa Charlton gazed in Morton’s face with an expression of sur-
orise almost amounting to alarm. But Morton, notwithstanding the
«ood doctor’s presence, threw his arms round her, saying, “ What, my
beloved ! can a name make any difference to youn?” .

“ No,” murmured Louisa —* oh! no; but this takes me very much
by surprise.” .

“Qur good friend here is wrong,” said Morton, “in telling you thus,
dear Louisa. Nay, he is wrong iu telling you at all as yet ; for all is
uot. settled, and 1 wished it 1o be so fully before I spoke.”

1t is you who are wrong, Morton,” replied Dr. Western ; “ the par-
~on of the parish is always right. There should be no seerets hetween
two people circumstaneed as you are.  Nay, wore, I have to tell you,
«ir, that all is settled, as I will prove to you, if you will come and par-
fuke of a plain dinner with me to-morrow, al five, and then take a
tong walk, louisa shall share the dinncr if she will, but not the
ramble; and in the meantime, ma'am, remember that though I have
taken the liberty of telling you other people’s seerets, you are not to
follow my bad example.”

As he spoke. Mrs. Charlton entered the room, and found Morton,
Louisa, and Dr. Western standing close together, with somewhat too
evident symploms of having been engaged in secrel conclave. She
made no observation, indeed ; but a slizght smile, somewhat, sarcastic
and trivmphant, crossed her lip, as if she would have said, had she
thought fit to speak what was passing within, “ Ah! you think thut I
am blind ; but yvou arc playing my game while you imagine you arc
playing your own.”

Dr. Western at once entered into conversation with the lady, tell-
ing her that “lhe had asked Miss Charlton and Mr. Morton to dine
with him on the following day, and trusted she would be of the
party.”

“1 suppose, in propriety, I ought to 12" replied Mrs. Charlton ;
“Dbut really, my dear sir, I have so many diffcrent things to do, that
Louisa must go without a chaperon for once, especially when she i%
going to her guardian’s house.  Alfred tells me that you have been to
see him, doctor, for which I am very much obliged.”

“T thought it o duty, my dear lady,” replicd Dr. Western; “the ac-
counts that reached me were,s0 alarming that 1 feared T shonld find
him very ill. There seems little the matter, however, hut a few
bruises; and I ghould think you could bring him home quite safely
to-morrow.”

Before Mrs. Charlton could reply, the door was thrown open to
announce dinner, and the rector, advancing, gave her his arm, while
Morton followed with Louisa. '
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CITAPTER XXIX.

Motuer Brown's cottage was certainly by no means a pleasant place,
and yet thither must 1 once more lcad the gentle reader.

In the outer chamber of the cottage, which was divided into four
rooms, two above and two below, and by the side of the large ill-con-
structed chimney, sat Tom Brown, the widow's son, with an old yellow
greasy tobacco-pipe in his mouth, pufling away clouds of no very
fragrant smoke. Sometimes a momentary smile would change the '
expression of hisdull face, yet in general a heavy frown still further
contracted that meaningless and animal forchead. It is not necessary
to inquire what emotions produced either the frown or the smile ; but
their course was soon after interrupted by the entrance of Williams,
who spoke with him for a moment or two by the fire, and then turncd
towards the door which led into the inner chamber.

“Ah!” gaid Tom Brown, “there he lies on his back, like a dead
crow, when he’s just as well as you or T, Jack. Well, I shall go and
take a walk—I wonder what the devil he keeps lying there for?”

* He knows what he's about,” answered Willinms; *but don't you
2o far, Tom, for we may want you. Where’s your mother?”

“Oh! she’s gone down 1o Mallington to buy some pork,” replicd
her son ; and, thus saying, he walked out of the door, and closed it be-
hind him.

Jack Williams in the meantime entered the room where Alfred ~
Latimer lay ; and the moment that he appeared the young gentleman

“started up in his bed, without any sign of pain or sickuess, exclaim-
ing, “Well, I'm devilish glad you're come at last; I thought you'd
never be here.”

“Why, I had a good deal to do,” said Williams, “and one can’t ma-
nage obstinate people in a minute, Mr. Latimer.”

*.Ay, that's what my mother said of me this morning,” rcjoined the
young gentleman. “She was over here, and wanted me to go back to
the house ; for she and that old fool Western bave been laying their
heads together, and settling that this was a very bad place for me to
stay in, so that, fever or no fever, I ought to be bronght over to Mal-
lington. 1 wouldn’t go, however, and then, just to drive me, she said
she couldn't spare Wilkinson any longer.”

. “ What did you say to that?” demanded Jack Williams.

“Why, I said 1 could spare him very well,” answered Alfred La-
timer, “and so sent him about his business, glad enough to get rid of
him. I promised to come over to-morrow, however ; so whatever is to
be done must he done to-night.”

“ 01111! I've got all ready,” replied Jack Williams, “if you ave strong
cnough.”

“I'm quite well,” replied Alfred Latimer. “There’s nothing the °
matter with me ; but I've been thinking, Jack, how the deuce we shall
get heracross the water and through the village without people sceing.
She will never be able to walk to the other bridge.”
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“To be sure not,” answered Williams; “that’s what has kept me
such a time, for I couldn't hire a punt, all I could do. One fellow
said he was sure I was going to poach the river, and he might have
his boat scized. ITowever, atlast I got bold of young Blackmore, who
promised to draw his father’s punt up and amongst the rceds there;
then we can getl across in the dusk, without being seen, and have her
ap to the cottage at llington in no time. But mind, Mr. Latimer,
vou're to marry her, you know.”

“Oh—ah ! I'll marry her,” replied Alfred Latimer; “I'll marry her
—don’t you be afraid.”

“No, I'm not afraid,” repliecd Williams ; “ for I wouldn’t help vou
if T thought you'd cheat her ; and having given me your promise,'I logk

~to you to keep it. So, as that’s settled, I've got a pack of things for

" you here in the bundle that will make you look as much like a game-

keeper as poxsible, Icather leggings and all; and if you start over the
back way just before dusk youw'll find me down hy the water. We
must get Tom Brown, however, to stay in the boat while we are
in the park. It will be awkward, however, if she doesn’t come,
since you have promised to go home to-morrow.” '

“1If she doesn’t T won't go,” replied Alfred Latimer.  “Tt will
do well enough, and nobody suspect anything, while T am lying
here and supposed to be ill: but if I were up at Mallinglon House,
and going about, they'd say directly 1 had taken her—but she'll
come, I think.”

In about ten minutes, the step of Tom Brown was heard crossing
the floor of the next room in haste, and the moment after he opened
the door and put his head in, saying, “I say, Mr. Williams, have you
been talking loud with that window open, for there’s been a d——d
fellow hanging about on the outside listening, or 1 am mistaken.”

Williams started up with a heavy brow, without any reply, and, run-
ning Lo the window, looked forth.’

“ITe’s gone, he's gone,” said Tom Brown; “as soon as he saw me
come down the hill he was off like a shot.”

*Do you know him?” asked Williams.

“I'm not quite sure,” answered Brown, “but I think, by the look of
hin, that it was that dancing-master looking cove who got his head
broke and lost his money one day.”

“ He may get his head broken to better purpose if he comes listen-
ing here,” said Williams; and then fell into a train of thought, from
which he was roused after a moment or two by Alfred Latimer exclaim-
ing—“ Why, if he has heard all, our scheme will’ be blown over the
whole place.”

“No, no,” answered his companion, “he did not hear enough for
that. No names were mentioned, you know; and he couldn’t make
out much of it. However, ruh down to the bridge, and sce whether
he crosses or not. If we can make sure of him till five o'clock I'll take
vare :sf”him after that. He shan’t blab till the thing is done, at all
events.

“ Stay there till Williams comes down to you,” said Alfred Latimer,
“and I'll give you five shillings for your pains, Brown.” .
_ People’s estimation of their conscicncee is very different in different
individuals; but, unlike the appreeiation of any other thing, the less
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a man bas of it the less value does he place upon it. What is there on
carth that Tom Brown would not have done for five shillings? On his
present, errand, he set off at onee with so rapid a step that he overtook
Mr. Gibbs half wuy down the hill, and saw him enter the inn before he
took his station on the bridge. The guard he kept was uninterrupted ;
for whether it was that the worthy traveller was conscious of heing
watched, or whether some other occupation kept him within, he did
not issue forth again till the figure of Jack Williams was seen walking
with a slow pace, and the usual swinging gait of a sailor, down towards
the side of the river.  No verbal communication took place between
the two confederates, but the thumb pointed back over the right
shoulder indicated to Tom Brown that he was to «o back to the cot-
tage, and Williams, walking into the inn, asked it Mr. Gibbs was abe
home.

Mr. Williamns was introduced into the chamber of Mr. Gibbs, and a
bow! of punch had been ordered, which speedily appeared.  Mr. Gibbs,
who paid with a degree of regularity for everything he bought, which
he ofien wished that others would imitate, drew forth a ten-pound
note, and asked the maid whe brought the punch to change it; and on
her returning with the note unchanged, he applied to his new conr-
panion, but without snccess.  Williams, for some reason, declared that
he had no change, though his pocket was very heavy. and the girl
civilly insisting that there was no hurry, Mr. Gibbs waz obliged 1o
desist. 1le was courtesy itsclf to his guest—he plied him with punch.,
he talked to him incessantly, he mingled soft allusions to the fragrant,
Balm of Trinidad with expressions of regret at, having ever been he-
trayed into the folly of thinking that o seafaring gentleman like Mr.
John Williams could have committed a highway robbery.

Williams listened to him with grim gravity ; nothing that Mr. Gibls
could sny could move him to more than a sardonic =mile. Iu shori,
Jack Williams was an old bird, and was not to be caught with chafl’
such as Mr. Gibbs threw down before him.  On the Balm of Trinidad,
however. he was somewhat more diseursive; and when they had well
nigh got to the bottom of the howl of punchehe began to twist upon
bis finger the long ringlets that hung over his whiskers, and inquired
particularly into the merits of that fragrant essence. It was a subject
upon which Mr. Gibbs was eloquent, and he enumerated some niueteen
or iwenty of its admirable qualitics, till at length Mr. Williams felt in
his pocket and asked the price, producing at the same time a crown
picce. 'The ruling passion strong in death showed Mr. (tibbs the op-
portunity of doing a little business, and unable to resist, he said, “ The
retail price was in truth seven-and-sixpence, but he would pass it te
his fricnd Mr. Williams at the wholesale rate of five shillings.”

“Well, then, let us have a bottle!” cxclaimed Jack Williams, giving
another coxcomb twist to the corkserews curl.

Immediately Mr. Gibbs started up from the table; and approaching
a large leather-covered case, which stood in the window, he dived into
the interior thereof to bring up a bottle of the Balm of MTrinidad. As
he was doing so he heard the ladle rattle in the bowl, and turned his
head ]:ound, when he saw Mr. Williums helping himsclf to some more

unch. .
P I've taken the liberty, Mr. Gibbs,” said Jack Williams, in a slow
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tone, “to drink your health during your absence. Shall I fill your
glass to return thankst”

“Thank you, 'm coming hack direetly,” said Mr. Gibbs; and, re-
turning to tlie table, he presented his companion with a bottle of the
fragrant bahm, reecived his erown piece, and, filling himself @ glass of
punch—it was well nigh the last that the bowl contained--he drank
it ofll

Jack Williams in the meanwhile went on sipping his own, opeuihg
the bottle of fragrant halm, pulling out the cork, and smelling the
odour with the air of a connoisseur.  Mr. Gibbs then preposed another
howl, and Mr. Williams veadily consented.  The maid was summoned,
the empty vessel carried away, and another replete with fragrant liqhor
speedily placed upon the table, By this time, however, the eyes of
Mr. Gilibz had acquired a somewhat glassy and lackadaisical expres-
sion, and in afew minutes he began to nod 5 wpon which Jack Williams
gave him w meaning smile, and taking ap the bowl, half emptied it af,
a draught.  He then sat for about half an hour longer to watelh the
progress of his entertainer’s sleep.

The Caliph Haroun Alrasehid had a certain powder—we are informed’
by one of the most veracious of all possible histovier —of which, when
bie wished to send any of his friends to sleep, he used to take a pineh
and drop it into their wine or sherbet.  Now, whether Jack Williams.
in his teavels in the East, had possessed himself or not of the Caliph’
seerel, eertain it is that he intended Mr. Gibbs to go to sleep, and that
Mr. Gibbs dutifully complicd with his desive. At length, as the sky
wis beginning to get a little grey, Williams rose, and taking wp the
worthy traveller in his arms, Jaid him quictly on his bed; then de
seending the stairsthe stopped a minute at the bar, saying to Mrs, Pluck-
rose, * You've made that punch devilish strong, marm, and Gibbs hax
sotoax drunk as an owh”

»Good gracious me '” eried the worthy landlady, I hope he's not.
noixy.”

= Oh, no,” answered Williams ; * he's fallen sound asleep, and keft me
to drink out the howl:-but I find my head queerish too, and so Tl
have no wmore of it.  Good night, marm,” and away he went.

Mrs, Pluckrose and the maid immediately proceeded 10 ascertain the
facts of the case; and finding the worthy traveller xiretched npon his
bed, apparently in a state of drunken sleep, they left. him there, only
taking the precaution of putting some towels under his boots that they
might not dirt the counterpane.

CHAPTER XXX.

It wie o very pleasanl 1iitlt drive from Mallington House to the
rectory, both for Edmond Morton and Lonisa (‘harlton and yet it
would be very difficult to say in what its pleasantness consisted. They
spoke very httlc, 50 that, it could not be in conversation. They were
aware that, the eyes of the villagers were upon them, and therefore it
was not in whit ix commonly called making love.  Louisa felt a little
awkwarduess in thus first appearing with her lover alone, and therefore
it was not in that casc and freedom from restraint which in itself isan
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enjoyment. It could only be, then, in being together, but that was
something, and somcthing very pleasant too. 1t connected itsclf by
the fine links of thought with a future, when they should be always
together—when, heart and hand united, and yct separate, they should
go along the varied paths of life, mutually enjoying the sunshine, and
cheering cach other in the shade.

When they reached the rectory, strange 1o say, both were more at
ease in their demeanour to each other than they had heen when alone ;
and the quict simple dinner at the reotory passed over in caln and
pleasant conversation, natural, straightforward, true.

As soon as dinner was done, Dr. Wegtern proposed to his young
fricnd that they should set out upon their walk; and having taken
their hats and sticks, they issued forth from the rectory, and bent their
steps towards the bridge. At length, when within about five hundred
vards of the house, they turned from their course, and bent their steps
towards the park-keeper's cottage. Opening the door withont cere-
mony, Dr. Western led the way in, and looked around: but the only
person the little room contained was Mrs. Kdmonds.  She smiled and
courtesied on secing the rector; and, in reply to his question, said that.
Edmonds was up at the Hall, having gone to speak with Mrs. Chalke,
the housekeeper, in regard to some men who had been seen prowling
about. Dr. Western sat down for a minute or two, and inquired in a
careless tone for his young friends, Lucy and Johu.

“Oh! John is tending the fowls,” replied the mother; “and Lmey
has gone down with a few eges to poor Janet HHazlewood : she ix late
this evening. 1 wixh she would come back.”

“She should be in before dark, Mrs. Edmonds,” said Dr. Western, in
o grave tone: “and as you say there are strange men about the place,
if yon would take my advice. you would send her brother with her for
a day or two, whenever she goes out.”

“I will, sir,” replied the park-keeper's wife.

She looked carnestly in the rector’s face, as if there were questions
ghe would fain have asked; but either from timidity, or some vague
apprehiension, she did not put them; and soon after Dr. Western and
his young companion bade her good evening, and walked towards the
Hall. It was now ncarly dark, and a twinkling star was here and there
appearing in the sky, when suddenly Morton stopped, and suaid, 1
thought [ heard a scream.”

“T heard a jay in the wood,” replied Dr. Western ; but nevertheless
they waited and listened. No other sound, however, broke the silence
of the air; and, after pausing for a few moments, they followed the
Exth to the house. The great door of the Iall was opencd for them by

dmonds himself; but, although they had been down to his house to
scek him, neither of the two gentlemen seemed to have any particular
amatter to communicate, for they merely told him to bring them a light
into the library, and turncd their steps thither themselves.

“I will see him to-morrow,” said Dr. Western, “and tell him privately,
when I can admonish him a little ; for though an excellent man, there
is a certain degree of sternness about him which might drive the poor
«hild to further imprudence, if not to evil.”

A minute after Edmonds entered with a light, and mercly saying to
Morton, in a respectful tone, that he would wait till that gentleman
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was at leisure, for he wished to speak with him for a moment, the park-
keeper retired and shut the door.  he dim light of the tallow-candle
penetrated with difficulty the obscurity of the large old-fashioned
room : but Dr. Western walked direet to one corner of the library, and
took down a thick quarto, on which was ingeribed the words “ History
of —-shire.”

“Oh! | have seen that. my dear sir,” said Morton, with a smile. * 1
Tooked all through it before I left London, but it throws no light upon
that part of the .\ll‘))(,('f ?

“What an impatienit thing is youth !" veplied the worthy elergy-
man: and, laying down the hook upon the long table, he opcncd it .md
turned over xeveral pages. Besides the printed matter which it con-
tained. there was now displayed upon the hroad margin numeroux an-
notations, written in a small elear hand, and cach sigucd by a single
name.  Between the leaves, too, were several seraps of written paper,
some of which Morton harely looked at and passed over: hut at one he
pansed, and read the whole contents with great attention ; and then,
turning to Dr. Western, he shook him by the hand, sayving, * This is
all that could be dexired, indeed ! Tlow, in the name of good fortune,
did you discover it, my dear siv’”

“ By a very ximple proeess,” replied Dr. Western. @ My predecessor
at Mallington wus a great antiquarian and genealogist. At his decath
I hought his hooks; and, amongst the rest. there fell into my hands a
manuseript account of this part of the country. On looking in that,
to see if 1 eonld find a clue to what you wanted, I et with nnmerous
relerenees to this book, and espeeially to the notes and memoranda of
Lord Mallington, after this fashion :—¢In History of ———shire, Mal-
fington Park Library—the Barls MN. illustrations” T eane up yester-
nl.xy moreing. and very woon satisfiecd mysclt that here was the infor-
mation required.”

1 must have a copy of thix!” said Movton. “1 supposc that it
would he hardly justifiable to take the original.”

* 1 do not see why,” replied Dr. Western; = but, as a copy will do as
well, you had better keep on the right side. We will get a pen and
ink, and then halt an hour will suffice to transeribe it.”

Dr. Western moved towards the door as he spoke ; but ere he reached
it. Edmonds, the park-keeper, entered with a face a little pale, and an
expression of intense auxiety in his eyex. 1 am afraid, sir, I must
<o away,” he said, addressing Morton ; for my boy has just come up
o tell me that Lm'y is not yet at home. T don’t understand it. sir; 1
must go and sce.”

He c\'ldcnﬂy strove 1o speak calmly, but the father’s .qrpulwnamms
would have way, and his voice trembled, and Lis lip quivered. Dr.
Western and Morton looked at each other with a grave and meaning
glance ; and Morton, closing the book before tlxcnl said in a2 low tonc
of voice to the rector, “ We can do this to-morrow ; let us go with him.
He may need sul.port and assistance ’

Dr. Western nodded his head, and said, in as easy a tone as he could
assuwe, “ We will go with you, Edmonds.  But don't make yourself
uncasy, my good man.  Your wife told us that Luey had gone down
to poor old Janet Hazlewood’s. Somcthing may have oceurred 1o de-
tain her.”

"

9
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The man looked carnestly in Dr. Western’s face, but e made no
reply ; for there was suspicion in Iis heart which he did not dare utter
to uny one else till it grew into certainty. The good old honsckeeper.
who had followed him into the hall, took the candle and ¢losed the
door after they had gone out; and dirceting their conrse across the
park towards a spot where the tr es came nearly down to the river's
gide, about two hundred yards' distance from the gates, they turned
towards the marshy picce of ground where Williams and Lucy Jidmonds
had met the day before.

“Is there no other path she could have taken in coming home
wsked Morton, speaking to Edmonds, who, with his eyes bent forward
to see if he could catch a glimpse of her coming form through the
darkness of- the night, had gone on in silence a few steps before the
two gentlemen.

“She might take the gravel-walk, there, that rans throngh the trees
above,” said Edmonds; “but | don’t think it likely, sir.”

“Then I will go that way,” said Morton.-—* Where does it join the
other path?”

“('lose by the osiers, sir,” answered the park-keeper: and Morton,
turning away, hurricd on to the spot where the gravel-walk, which
fidimonds had mentioned, entered the thicker wood, and then pursned
it, as fast as he could go, till it came to the side of the swamp. Daring
the last thirty or forty yards, he could hear the voices of Dr. Western
and the park-keeper speaking earnestly together, but they ceased ax
soon as he joined them ; and, examining the ground to the right and
the left as they proceeded, the whole party walked on till they came
to the park wall. There was no gate nor door at that spot ; but a little
flight of wooden steps, up one side of the wall and down the other,
soon brought them to the saudy lane, beyond which two or three cot-
tages were seen by the svide of the road ; and, advancing to a door that,
stood exactly opposite, Edmonds opened it and went in, followed close
by Dr. Western and Mr. Morton. The park-keeper east a quick and
eager glance around into every corner of the room. There was an old
and sickly woman sitting in a large wicker-chair by the side of the
little fire-place, and another woman of the same class, about forty years
of age, busily making her some tea; but the form he looked for did
not meet the poor man's eye, and his heart sank.

“So Lucy 1s not here, good dame!” he said, speaking to the sick
woman.

b *Oh! no, Mr. Edmonds,” replied Dame IHazlewood, “she’s gone
ome.”

“ She's been gone well nigh an hout,” said the other woman.

Edmonds pressed his two hands tight together, but ustered not a
word. Yect the expression of anguish and alarm in_his face instantly
struck the woman who had last spoke, and she cxclaimed, “ Has the
poor desr not come home?”

“No,” answered Edmends; “no, nor is she on the way.”

“ Perhaps you did not take the same path, Mr. Edmonds,” replied
the younger woman.;.* you might pass very close to cach other without
knowing it. I'm sure as T came down an hour or so ago, I should have
never known that any on¢ was along the other walk, if young Mr.
Latimer had not come through the trees, and said, ‘1s that you, Jack?" "

G
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“Mr. Latimer is sick in bed at Brown's cottage, my good lady,” said
Morton, advancing.  * You must be mistaken.”

“ Oh! no, sir,” answered Dame Hazlewood's friend. “1 saw him
with my own cyes. He was oddly dressed, to Le sure, an if he did
not wish to be known ; but 1'd swear to hira anywhere.”

* T think there must be an error,” said Dr. Western ; but before he
concluded the sentence, Edmonds, with a flashing eye and a burning
cheek, broke in upon his speech, exclaiming, “ No, no, no! It was he,
sure cnough. The villain has robbed me of my child—I know all
about it.  le has corrupted her heart. and condemned her soul ; and
God's curse and her father’s be upon both their heads !”

Dr. Western laid his hand upon his arm, saying, with a grave biow
and solemn tone, “ Forbear, forbear 1” .

“ T cannot, sir,—T cannot !” cried Edmonds, furiously. *“He has
made her a lic to me ; he has perverted as pure and good a girl as
ever lived.  She has had warning—she has had counsel—she has had
her father's commands; but she has neither honoured his nor God’s.
All the persuasion of this black villain! Curses upon him—ay, and
upon her too; and may they light upon my head jf ever I see her
agaitiT—1 will go home—I will go home, and break my poor wife’s
heart with this news;” and, without waiting for remonstrance or
reproof, he flung out of the cottage, crossed the road, mounted the
stile, and entered the park.

* This young man is incorrigible, I fear,” said Morton, after a pause.
~Such conduct shows a spirit too corrupt and perverted to admit
cven the hope of reformation.” :

* We must always hope,” replied Dr. Western, “ but this indeed is
very bad. [ know not well what is to be done; for in order to rescue
this unhappy girl from his hands, if she be inclined to stay with him,
we ought to have her father's sanction.”

“ Had we not better follow” himm to his house?” zsked Morton.
* Perhaps, by reason and admonition, my dear sir, you might induce
the poor man to think better of this affair, and take the only means
that can be devised for saving his child. They cannot have taken her
far.” .

Tt is vain to talk to him to-night,” said Dr. Western. “ His mind
iz in a state that will not bear it ; and, whether the law will justify me
or not, [ must take his consent for granted, and on my own responsi-
bility issuc a warrant against those who are supposed to have carried
off this unhappy girl.”

“l am sure it was the young gentleman from Mallington House,”
joined in the woman who was in attendance upon Dame Hyzlewood ;
*“that I can swear to anywhere.”

“Then come up to the rectory early to-morrow, Mrs. Wilson,” said
Dr. Western. “I will issue the warrant to-night at all risks, but in the
meantime inquire amongst your neighbours as to which way Lucy and
her seducer went, and if you gain any information let me know.
They could not have gone out by the great gates, or we must have met
them.” :

“And they did not come over the stile, [am sure,” said Mrs. Wilson,
“for the door hadn't been ghut two minutes before you came in,
Sll'."
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“Do you remember having seen a boat eross the river?” asked
Morton. )

Dr. Western bowed his head with a meaning look, but merely re-
plied, “We had better get home as soon as possible. Remember to
send me any information you may obtain, Mrs. Wilson, without a
moment’s delay.”

The good woman promiscd to obey, and the two gentlemen, quitting
the cottage, returned through the puark, conversing over what had
taken place.

“This is sad, very sad, indeed,” said Dr. Western; “and this, my
dear young fricnd, is that which forms the most painful part of a
clergyman's existence, to se¢ every admonition and every effort to
check the wild course of passion and folly by the restraints of religion,
vain and empty! Here this poor girl, Lucy, has been a regular
attendant upon my church. 1 have spoken with her and her family
often in private. [ have endeavoured to give them on all occasions
such counsel and admonition as 1 thought would lead them right ; and
yet, I cannot but fear that [ have not done enough, and that a share
of this fault may rest with e for negligence.”

“ Nay, my dear friend,” replied Morton; “such, I am sure, is not
the case. You must remember that prophets and preachers from the
beginning of time have striven in vain to restrain the force of human
passion. Al that we can do is to labour ag far as we have strength;
and very often that labour will be unsuccessful.  But perhaps,” he
comdinued, willing to lead the conversation away from the points that
were most painful to his companion, “ we may be judging harshly of
this poor girl —-we may be even doing wrong to Alfred Latimer him-
self. That good woman may be mistaken : or, it not, rome violence
may have been used. Do you not remember I thought I heard a
;cream as we were walking from the park-keeper's cottage up to the

Tall 9"

Morton left the worthy rector at the inn to summon the constables
of the place, and take such other measurcs as were necessary for the
restoration of Lucy Kdmonds to her home, while he himself walked on
up the hill, and with a rapid pace bent his steps to the cottage of the
Widow Brown. )

At the door of Widow Brown's house, Morton knocked before he
entered, and at first no answer was returned ; but upon repeating the
sumimons, the voice of the old woman herself was heard, in a harsh
tgnc, exclaiming, “ Come in! Why the devil do you stand knocking
there 1”

On Morton's entrance she scemed both syrprised and annoyed, but
changed her tone to & more civil one aswghe asked what was his
pleasure.

“1 wish to see Mr. Latimer, my good dame,” replied Morton; “shall
T find him in the next room*”

Mother Brown hesitated, and, probably, if she had possessed any
means of preventing her visitor from satisfying himself, she would have
said that the young gentleman was asleep. Certain it is that the lie
first rose to her lips; but remembering that she was alone, and could
not stop Mr. Morton from going on into the adjoining room if he
thought fit, she replicd, “ He has gone out upon the common, sir, to
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take a little walk in the moonlight. He thought it would do him good,
poor gentleman,” :

With this confirmation of the suspicions which had been cnter-
tained against Mrs. Charlton’s son, Morton did not think fit to ask
any more questions, but merely answering, “ Well, tell him I called to
see him,” he turned and left the cottage.

There had been a light within,and a cloud was just coming over the
moon, the silvery edge resting half over her dise affording a gleam,
which lasted but a moment, however, till the dark vapour swept across
and cast its shadows upon the carth. During that moment Morton
thought that he caught sight of a man’s head and shoulders just
rising above the edge of the ncighbouring pit; but he was not dne
casily to apprehend any danger, and he walked quictly. on, merely
noticing that the figure disappeared more suddenly than could be
accounted for by the increased darkness produced by the cloud; for the
brichtness of the sky around affurded suflicient light to see, though
indistinetly.  Scarcely had he passed the spot, however, where the
man’s head and shoulders had appeared, when he heard a sound like
gravel falling from the bank into the pit below, under the tread of
some one springing up, and he was instinctively turning round
towards the side whence the noise proceeded when he reccived a
violent blow on the head which laid him stununed and bleeding on the
ground.

CHAPTER XXXI.

WE must look back for an hour or two, to the period when, about sun
set, a boat crossed the river from the Mallington side to the sedgy piece
of ground which we have more than once alluded to.

The boat rcached the shore, and was drawn into a little sort of
muddy creek, where several large old willows hid it from observation.
There, one of the two men which it contained jumped on shore: and
the other laid his head upon the raised part of the stern, and seemed
to disposc himself to sleep. The other—in whom it required an'eye
well acquainted with his person to recognise Alfred Latimer—walked
on, till he reached the path. Thence, after looking round him for a
minute or two, he crossed through the shrubs and underwood to the
other footway. There he paused for some minutes, looking up the
path with an jmpatient glance, and muttering to himself with an oath,
“Jack Williams is devilish late--T wonder what is keeping him
Hark ! there’s a step ;” and hurrying through the trees again, he ex-
claimed, incautiously, “Is that you, Jack ?”

The moment he beheld Difme Wilson, however, he withdrew before
he thought she could notice him, and then listencd for her retreating
footfalls. He then turned along the path in the direction of the Hall,
retrod his steps again, and was once more wheeling round, when, with-
o_t:lt having heard any one approach, he found Jack Williams by his
side. :

“Why, this isn’t the place, Mr. Latimer,” said Williams, in a low
voice; “if you don’t mind what you're about she will pass without
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vour seeing her; quick, got through the trees, and look out on fhat
other road.”

“Come along, then,” said Alfred Latimer, “I did not know which
path it was upon.”

“No, go yourself first,” replied Williams, in the same quick
manner; “try to persuade her, first, gently; I will be close at
hand.”

The young gentleman, following this counsel, crossed once more
through the trees, while Williams hid himself in the brushwood and
listened. Several minutes clapsed, however, before Luey herself ap-
peared, and Alfred Latimer was heginning to think that she must have
passed, when he suddenly caught sight of her, coming with faint and
agitated steps along the side of the marsh. He instantly sprang for-
ward to mect her; but, though joy at seeing him was upon poor Luey’s
countenance, her first words were—“Oh! Mr. Latimer, I promised
never to meet you again.”

“You have done so Ly accident, Lucy,” said Alfred Latimer, taking
ber hand, and pressing it in his; “they cannot blame you; and, in-
deed, if you had been wise, and loved me as I once thought you did,
no one would have any right to blame you—for you would now be my
wife.”

“Oh, Alfred !” replied Lucy, looking up in his face with & reproach-
ful glance, “ you know too well "—-but she did nofyfinish the sentence,
and he went on.

“You would have me believe that you do love me, Luey,” hie said ;
“but how ¢an I think so when, for a mere rash whim of your father's
—a hatred of me without a cause -you not only make me miserable.
but drive me to all sorts of ragh things. Sce what your unkindness
has already brought, about. Have I not quarrelled with my mother,
gone to London, half ruined myself, and then. in coming down like a
madman to scek yon, beeause I was informed that your father was
going to marry you to another, have I not been dashed ‘almost to
picees?”

Poor Lucy wept, but through her tears she answered, “No, no,
Alfred; 1 will never marry another.”

* “Then be mine now, dearest Luey,” replied Alfred Latimer, pressing
her closer to him. “We have now the opportunity. Do not let us lose
it. And then my heart will be at rest, and no ow can teasc you any
more to be another’s wife. I have a boat here which will carry us
across the river in two minutes. Then I have got the pretty cottage
for you that stands away at the back of the commom, wherc you can
be quict and peaceable all night, and to-morrow we can go away to a
distance and be married immediately—come, dear Lucy, come

S#0h, no, no!" murmured Luey Edmonds, striving to free herself

_from his arms as he wounld have drawn het towards the river side, <1

~amust not—TI dare not, Alfred.”

©“What, when T have risen from a sick-bed to come and ask you at
the risk of life!” exclaimed Alfred Latimer, impetuously. “1s this
love, Luey? Is this affection ?”

“You know 1 love you,” she answered ; “ but my father—my mother
=1 cannot, 1 ought not—oh! 1 do love you truly, but——-""

At the moment Williams appeared suddenly from amongst the trees,



and though his touch was not rough as he took her by the arm, the
snrprise and terror of the moment, ¢alled a seream from her lips.

“Come, come, Miss Edmonds,” he said, “ there is no use of resisting
--one can sce well enongh how your heart leads you, and it is too lute
to fight with it now. Mr. Latimer has promised to marry you, in my
hearing, and he will keep his word. Do not keep us here till pco?le
come, and we get into a row, where some of us may lose pur lives. Do
kindly what you must do, and think what would befall if your father
were to come up just now.”

As he spoke he aided Latimer in drawing ler along towards the
boat, but his last words scemed to have more effect on Lucy Edmonds
than anything clse. Before, she had resisted, though but fecbly; but
at the thought of her father's appearance at that moment, and all the
<onsequences that might ensue, she murmured, “ Oh, Heaven forbid !”
and looking wildly round, suffered them to lead her on without further
opposition. In another minute she was seated in the punt, which was
immediately pushed off by the man Brown, and was soon in the midst
of the river. Supported by Alfred Latimer, she sat with her hands
covering her eyes. and the tears streaming through her fingers as the
bout glided over the chequered surface of the waters, now rippling in
the moonlight, now shadowed by the clouds. [t took but a minute or
1wo to cross, and as soon as the punt touched the ground, and the man
Brown had jumped ont and moored it by the chaiu, Alfred Latimer
carried rather than led the poor girl to the shore, and then endcavoured
to support her trembling form upon his arm.  But Lucy could hardly
stand, and was still less able to wulk, so that they were obliged to
pauvse for a minute or two, nearly at the spot where Louisa Charlton
had plunged in to save the unhappy girl’s brother. They had not heen
long there when they heard the sound of voices from the other side.
Lauey recognised her father's tones ; but it was too late now, she thoughr,
o hesitate or to resist.  The die was cast; her fate for weal or woe
was sealed, and the voice which had once been so pleasant to her ear,
#ow brought nothing but terror: yet it was the terror which gives
strength. and not which overpowers, and with a great cffort she said,
=1 can go! I can go! Oh. Heaven ! do not let them find us.”

With her lover supporting her on one side, and Williams on the
other, while the man Brown followed lest his aid should be necded,
Lucy advanced along the road which led towards the back of the com-
mon, with her heart beating fearfully and her breath coming short.
At length she paused for a while, saying, “ A moment, Alfred !—a mo-
ment ! I will go on again in a moment !”

They all stopped in silence: and, as they waited, the gay sound of
village mirth reached them from Mallington.

Oh, how sad it came upon poor Lucy's ear !—It scemed to tell her,
with a prophetic voice, that the light laugh, the joyous merriment, waxs
no more to be her portion “upon earth: that she was given over to
beart-sinking despondency, fo self-rcproaeh and sadness; that the
peace and the pleasure, the calm night, the contented day, the spirit
at rest, and the bosom without care, were all gone for ever! But there
is something even in such dark and powerful convictions which givesa
vigour, though it be the vigour of despair. She was anxious to fly
from all sounds that she had loved, for they secmed to ring the knell |



of departed days; and seying in a low tone, “ Now, Alfred, I ean go.”
she resumed her way up the hill.

The walk was a long one, for the cottage which Williams had hired
for Alfred Latimer was at least two miles distant from Mallington ; but.
Luey Edmonds stopped no more.

At length the cottage door was reached, but the windows were all
dark and cheerless.  There was no light within any more than in her
own heart; and though the leaves of the woodbine and the rose
elimbed over the little trellised poreh, and reached their fibres up to
the thateh, they secemed like nightshade to poor Lucy Fdmonds, as
she waited while Willinms drew the key from his pocket and opened
the door. He had caused everything to be prepared, however, with
some care and necatness. Candles stood vpon the table, which were
soon lighted, showing a neatly-furnished room, and various provisions
upon the shelves and tables around.  But Luey marked none of these
things. Itwas of leaving her father's house she thought ; of disobeying
his command ; of never secing hisx face again; of being no longer
pressed to her mother’s bosom ; of the breaking of all the fond ties of
youth ; of the loss of all the dear affections of early days: and when
she looked around all scemed desolution.

Alfred Latimer led her to a chair, and seated her with her hand in
his ; but Williams, approaching one of the shelves, took down a bottle
of wine, and pouring some out into a glass gave it to her, saying, in
the kindly tone which sailors generally use to the weak and young,
“ Come, take that, Miss Edmonds: you arc tired and faint. It wil}
he all well in a day or two; and then, when you arc his wife, your
father will forget and forgive, and sce things very differently. Come,
don't vex yourself; for you may be very happy if you like.”

Lucy took the wine and drank it.  She would have done anything
that they bade her; but the moment after, though the hopes that
Williams presented to her mind cheered her for an instant, the voice
of the man Brown, who had just entered, made her start, and turn
round with terror.

] shouldn’t mind a glass, too,” he said ; “for it'’s along walk. Come,
pour us out some, Jack ;” and his words and his appearance brought a
new source of apprehension into Lney’s mind.  What were these
comrades of the man she loved? Who were these familiar friends with
whom he consorted? Were these the companions of the son of & high
race? Were these the persons he trusted and estecemed ?

Williams, however,answered nothing to the ruflian’s speech, but, spoke
cagerly for a few minutes in a low voice to Alfred Latimer, urging
him apparently to some course which he did.not think fit to pursue.
“Well,” he said at length, “ you are not right—but we had hetter go.
Only remember your promise, Mr. Latimer. Come, Brown ;” and Luey
Edmonds was left alone with Alfred Latimer.

Williams and his companijon, Brown, then mounted the little bank
under which the cottage lay, and came upon the common above.
There was a small public-house at the distance of ubout a guarter of a
mile, st the door of which Brown stopped, declaring that, as he had
been bilked of his wine, the other should treat him to a glass of
spirits ; and, going in, he tossed off more than half a pint of theliquid
fire, which is but too readily to be found in such places. He was in-
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clined to stop and gossip with some loose characters whom they found
in the parlour; but the superior ruffian with whom he was associated
for the time, forced him ont, and took the ray with him towards his
mother's hut.  The man had been drinking before, and the spirits he
had taken had some cffect, not in Jm,brntmg, but in raising his dull
nature into something approaching a brutal sort of energy.

“ Hang me !” he said, as they walked along, “ if’ I should not like to
have a gpree of some kind to-night. T wish it was the pheasant scason,
1 would clear out Master Edmonds’ covers for him while he's piping
after his daughter.”

(o home, and go to bed, you fool,” said Williams in a surly tone.
“ When you do anything of that kind, have your head clear, and don’t
wo. drmkmg and then talking as loud as a babbling old woman in a
passion.’

"Phe other man felt his own inferiority sufficiently to be silent, though
he was not very well pleased with his companion’s words; and thus
they proceeded till they came to the clump of old fir-trees, about a
couple of hundred yards distant from Mother Brown's dwelling, where
her son caught hold of Williams' arm, saying in a lower tone than he
had used hefore, “ D—n me, il there isn't somebody walking up to the
house ! If it's some one come afier young Latimer, this job will all be
blown.”

“Some of the servants, I dare say,” replied Williams, looking
towards the house. “I hope your mother won't he fool enough to say
he's out.”

* Why, what would you have her say ?” asked her son.

“ Can’t she say he's asleep ?” rejoined Williams: but, just then a
(rlc.un of moonlight passing over the ﬁgurc they had seen, he added,

Tt docsn't Jook like a servant either.”

“1 know who it is,” said Tom Brown; “d—n him, he is always
meddling, and I'll break his head some day.”

“[f you mean (ibbs, you are mistaken, Tom,” replied Williams.

“I know what I mnean,” rejoined the other, in a mysterious tone;
“and, if that fellow finds that the young cove is out, yowll have the
whole story ferreted out. But come into the gravel-pit, Jack; and
wait till he is gone.

They then approached the house, and descended into a pit wluch lay
at the side of the road from Mother Brown’s cottage to Mallington.
There Williams scated himself at the hottom of the bank ; but Brown
climbed up till he could see over, and his comp.uuon remarked that he
sought out a large stone, which he held tight in his right hand, holding
by Lhe turf above with his left.

* Come, no nonsense, Tom,” said Williams, “let us hear what you
arc going to be after.”

* Nothing, but ]ook out,” replicd Tom Brown; and immediately
‘added, *“he’s gone in.”

A pause of about half a minute ensued, and then the ruffian above
said, in a low voice to him below, “ He lw, come out again. He has
fouml it all out, or I'm ——;” and, at thc sam¢ moment, he drcw
himself back as if about to descend.

*Come down, Tom,” said Williams ; “no more work to-night. We
have cnough upon our hands for onc¢e.” But almost at the same
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‘moment Brown scrambled up without reply, and his companion heard
a blow and a fall. All was silent, however ; and, springing up the
bank like a squirrel, Williams stood upon the common just as the
moon was coming out again from behind the quick passing cloud.
Tom Brown was standing at three or four paces distance ; and Morton,
with his hat knocked off, was stretched upon the ground, with his face

upon the grass.

CHAPTER XXXII.

Noruine had been scen of Mr. Latimer, by any of the pcople of the
inn, since the accident ; and, just as the good doctor’s inquiries were
drawing to a close, the constable made his appearance; a keen stout
man, with hawk’s nose, and a pair of sharp bright eyes, not altogether
parallel in their direction. His own interests, of which he had a very
tolerable notion, generally kept his conduct, indeed, more straight-
forward than his look ; and, trusting to this tie, Dr. Western and the
other magistrates in the neighbourhood generally relied upon Lim
with confidence ; nor had they ever hitherto had occeasion to repent of
50 doing. '

In the present instance Dr. Western commuuiceated to him what had
occurred ; directed him to take two or three stout fellows from the
village, and, without the loss of a moment, to use his best endewvounrs
for discovering where poor Lucy Edmonds had been taken. He further
ordered him, if successful in his search, to bring her to the Rectory
whatever the hour might be; and, morcover, to apprchend any onc
whom he had rcason to belicve was a participant in her abduction
J'ror;: her futher's protection, and to lodge them in the cage for the
night.

Harry Soames seratched bis head at the idea of these vigorous mea-
sures.  “ Well, your reverence kiows best,” he said, “ what’s Jaw and
what's not ; but if every young man was apprehended for playing the
fool with a pretty girl, the eage would be desperate full, I've a notion.
I can’t help thinking that Miss Lucy’s gone willingly cnough, though
your reverence seems to think not. I've seen young Master lutimer
more nor once a-hanging about after her : she was precious fond of him,
t00 ; as well she might be of such a young gentleman. Am I to take
him up if I find him with her?”

“You are to make no distinction of persons whatsoever,” replied Dr.
Western, not very well satisfied with his constable’s notions of
morality. “1 suspect, as you do, that Mr. Latimer may have had
romethbing to do with thig affair; and, although I have not sufficient
proof of the fact to give you » warrant against him, yet I will furnish
von with full authority to act in the manner I have girceted, and the
.resp’?nsibilit-y will rest upon me, not upon you. Bring me a pen and

14 had been arranged that Dr. Western was to walk up with Louisa
and Mr. Morton to Mallington House about ten o’clock, but that hour
had not yet arrived when the sound of a vehicle driving up washeard,
and in a minute or two after, the rector's servant announced that the
chariot bad come for Miss Charlton.
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“Why, we told them that we would walk,” replied Dr. Western ;
<“and Mr. Morton is not yet returned.”

“ Mr. Morton is up at the house, sir,” answered the man, ““and not
quite well ~so Jones says.”

Louisa’s check turned very pale; and the good clergyman, fecling
for her anxiety, and knowing that few evils are equal to suspense, in-
quired at once, “ What is thc matter? Did the coachman say?”

* Why, sir, hc told me,” replied the servant, “that Mr. Morton had
been knocked down upon the common, and had been helped home by
a2 man of the name of Williams. Mr. Nethersole had bled him, and e
was better : and begged Jones to say he was not much hurt.”

Liouisa Charlton’s heart sank, and her spirit scemed to ask itself «if
‘this were the beginning of a fresh course of sorrows—if theg new path
which she had opened for herself was already presenting the thorns
that are destined to obstruct all human enjoyvment. She did not give
way, indeed : the paleness of her check, and a certain apprehensive
Took in her beautiful eyes, were the only indications which showed, to
the two kind friends who watched her, how deeply she felt. But Dr..
Western understood it all ; and, laying his hand gently upon her arm,
hie said, “ 1 will go with you, my dear child. I must sce into this affair
mygelf.  Outrages are becomin, somewhat too frequent here: though,
[ doubt not. our voung friend is not much hurt.”

Liouisa replied by assuring him that <he strove as far as possible to
keep her mind easy, and the moment after the carriage drove through
the gates, and stopped at the door of the house. We will not pause
to analyse poor louisa’s feelings, nor to tell how they varied at every
<tep which that pretty little foot set upon the stairs, till at the drawing-
room door she had mnearly dropped fainting on the carpet. By a
strong cffort of the mind, however, she contrived to regain some com-
mand over herself; and opening. the door, went in. Therc sat Mrs.
Charlton at a table, quictly writing a note, with an air of the most
complete composure possible—very pretty, very well dressed, and very
placid, she was the complete antithesis to all poor Louisa’s feelings;
and it must be confessed that, though our sweet friend was the least
splenctie person in the world, she felt almost provoked, as well as
a little ashamed, at the contrast between her own agitation and her
step-mother's profound tranquillity.

Howcver, Mrs. Charlton was a perfect: Achilles in her way ; shic was
quite invulnerable upon all points but self ; and, although it would
not bave suited her purposes at this time to have had Mr. Morton
killed outright, yet a little. bodily suffering, which might render him
more interesting in Louisa’s eyes, was far from giving her the slightest
concern. She would have gone on writing her note with the fortitude
of a martyr, if Mr. Nethersole had heen actually trepanning the skull
of her guest in €he next rovm, pm\xdcd she had bheen quite sure
he would not die under the operation. It was her part, however, to
affect, a benevolent interest in Mr. Morton’s situation ; and a3 soon as
she beheld Louisa, she laid down the pen with a look of concern,
saying, “ I did not like to shock you, my love, with the news; but our
poor “Iriend, Mr. Morton. has met with a sad accident ; but do not
agitate wurse]i he is doing quite well. Oh! kind Dr. W cstern, T am
vlad you have come; Morton will be delighted to sec you. Yray go
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up to him—he is in his dressing-room, and while you are gone I will
tell Louisa all about it.”

Dr. Western thought more than he chose to say ; but, following Mrs.
Charlton's suggestion, he went up to his young friend ; while the
worthy mistress of the house proceeded to relate to her step-daughter
all the particulars of which she was awarc regarding Morton’s ad-
venture.,

Hearing voices speaking within, Dr. Western knocked at the
dressing-room door before he entered, and on going in found Morton
seated in an arm-chair in his dressing-gown, with Mr. Nethersole, the
surgeon, beside him. The young gentleman's face was pule, and his
head had a bandage round it, but he received the worthy clergyman
with a smile, saying, “ Hard blows scem somewhat rife in your neigh-
bourhood, my dear doctor, but this will prove of no consequence, I am
sure, and I hope that Miss Charlton has not been alarmed.”

“ A good deal,” rcplied Dr. Western, who thought fit to speak
guardedly in the presence of the surgeon. “1 dare say, however,” he
continued, “ that the report of our good friend here will remove her
apprehension, if he can, as [ trust, conscientiously tell her there is no
danger.”

“1 see none,” replied Mr. Nethersole, rising at the doctor’s hint ;
“and I trust in Mr. Morton to find a more tractable patient than Mr.
Latimer has proved.”

“ Stay a moment, Mr. Nethersole,” said Morton, “I think that your
knowledge of the country, and of what is taking place amongst the
people round, may give Dr. Western and myself some insight into the
matter which took me up to the common where I received this blow.”

“I cannot have you cnter into any business to-night, sir,” replicd
Mr. Nethersole, struggling between a certain degree of curiosity and a
gense of professional duty., “ Perhaps Dr. Western can explain the
affair to me.”

Morton whispered a few words to Dr. Western, who exclaimed,
“Yes, yes, he will be able te tell us more than any one.: So he was
out? Then it is clearly as we thought :” and turning to the surgeon,
he informed him of all that had taken place in regard to poor Lucy
Edmonds, and inquired whether anything had come to his knowledge
which might dircet them in their search for her.  So well, however,
had Williams laid his plang, that even to the cars of Mr. Nethersole
not a hint had arrived which could give them any insight into the
cvents of that night; Lut, relying upon all the various petty sources of
information which were at his command, the worthy surgeon promised
boldly to bring them tidings of the whole affair by the next morning.
He then added a warning, that quict was ab8olutely necessary for Mr.
Morton, and descended to the drawing-room to make his report to
Mrs. Charlton and Louisa.

The conversation between Morton and Dr. Western, after the surgeon
had left them, took a sort of zig-zag course between the two principal
events of the night, sometimes turning to Mallington Park, sometimes
resting upon Mallington Common. Into the assault which had been
committed upon the person of his young friend, Dr. Western inquired
as & magistrate,' hinting plainly that he strongly suspected that the acl,
had been perpetrated by Williams, who had by no means cleared
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himself to the doctor’s full satisfaction from the charge of having
knocked down and plundered worthy Mr. Gibbs.

Morton, however, rejected the idea at once, exclaiming, “Oh! no,
my dear sir, that is quite out of the question. For several minutes I
remained quite stunned; and when I recovered my recollection, I
found this very man bathing my head with water, which he had brought
up in his Jeathern hat.  He told me he had found me there as he was
walking home, and had scen a man go away from the spot as he camne
up. Now, I saw the man too, who did it—at least I can have no doubt
of 3 fact-—and he was much taller than this Williams, though not so
stout, and broadly built.”

Dr. Western shook his head, still unconvinced, and proceeded to ih-
quire into all the particulars, asking, amongst other questions, whether
in this case, as in that of Mr. Gibbs, the act of violence had been
accompanied by robbery.

I suppose 50,” replicd Morton: “but I really have not had time to
ascertain the fact. The sum I had upon me, however, was very small,
und, by looking in my pockets, the fact will soon be ascertained.”

He rose as he spoke to examine as he proposed, but sat down again
immediately, feeling himself giddy; and Dr. Western brought him his
coat and waisteoat, which had been cast down upon a chair. Iis
watch had not been {aken, but his purse was gone, and when he came
1o put his hand into the pocket of his coat, his brow contracted. “My
pocket-book is gone,” he said, looking at Dr. Western, “ and with it
the papers I took, thinking they might be necessary in the inquiry we
were making this evening.”

*“That is unfortunate, indeed !” exclaimed the clergyman, “ but they
were copics, were they not?”

“In most cases, the originals,” replied Morton.  “ They must be re-
covered by some means.”

*“They can be of no use to any onc else,” said Dr. Western; “so
that, doubtless, if we offer a reward they will be restored.”

“ We must couple that offer,” answered Morton, “with an cngage-
ment to ask no questions. Perhaps, it might be as well to have an
officer down from London. They are as much accustomed to negotiate
with thieves as to apprchend them.” ’

Knowing the great importance of the papers which had been taken,
and feeling what must be the effeet of the loss upon his young friend’s
mind, Dr. Western did his best to persuade him that they would be
easily regained ; and baving succeeded in some degree, the worthy
clergyman left Morton o repose, and procceded to say a word or two
of comfort to Louisa before he returned to the Rectory.

CHATPTER XXXIIL

WE left Alfred Latimer alone in the cottage with Lucy Edmonds, little
more thap an hour after sunset. It was ncar midnight when he came
forth again, and he took his way, with a hurried and irregular step,
over the moor. He watched not the clouds rushing across the sky; he
marked not the light of the declining.moon while it played as'if in
living spori with the shadows that swept by over bush and tree, and



142 THE STEP-MOTHER.

green grass and yellow road, and deep pit and glistening pool, bt

with his eyes fixed upon the gronnd, and his hand thrust into hi

bosom, on he went, without pause, till he came within sight of th

cottage where he had been carried after the accident which had befaller

the chaise. There for an instant he stopped, put his hand to his head
_and thought. He then went on again quickly, and entered.

There was but one person in the little room ; and that was the man
Williams, who was seated gloomily at the table, smoking a short pipe.

* Ah! you've come back at last,” he said abruptly; “this is all very
wrong, Mr. Latimer. T know what you will say; but ii’s all nonsensec.
It she is to stay there the night alone, it is no matter whether it be
afh hour or two longer or not. However, there are other things to
think of. . The matter’s blown all over the place; and there have been
people up here seeking you. They have been up at my house, too,
but T was not fool enough to be out of the way; and Soames, the con-
stable, and half a dozen others, have been beating about for you as if
vou were a cock pheasant under a hollybush.”

“Who camc up here?” demanded Alfred Latimer, not a little
alarmed at what he heard. “ What the devil has the constable to do
with it? Who can stop me from taking the girl if she is willing to go
with me?”

“The magistrates say they can,” answered Williams, “and they
have issued a warrant against you, but Soames is in no great hurry in
exceuting it: for heé is not particularly fond of Master Edmonds. So
you've got till to-morrow morning to get poor Lucy away into another
county {ill you can be married, and that matter sct, all right.” ‘

Alfred Latimer made no reply, but looked down upon the table, and
twisted some white ashes which had fallen from his companion’s pipe
into a heap between his finger and thumb.

“ As to who was secking you up here,” continuned Williams, after a
moment’s pause, “it was the gentleman who i staying at your
mother’s; and that old idiot, Mother Browu, told him you were out.
Then her son, a greater fool still, chose to make the matter worse by
knocking him down on the common. I found him stunned, and took
him home, so there will be a fine work about it, you may be sure, and
I'd advise you to get out of the county for a time as soon as you can.”

“ 1 will—I will,” answered Alfred Latimer, who saw all the danger
of his situation. “I can’t go to-night, for Lucy must have some rest,
and I must get a chaise or something to take us.” .

“That is soon got,” replied Williams, “ but you can stop till day-
bresk and then be off. Turn in for a few hours and take some sleep :
and about four I'll walk over to Long Sutton and bring a chaise for
you, while you go and tell poor Lucy Edmonds to get ready.”

“ But are you surc to wake by that time?” asked Alfred Latimer.
“] know if my head is once laid down I shall not open an eye for
many an hour.” X

“You have never been at sea,” answered Williams; “if you show a
beld heart, and carry out what-we were talking of, you'll soon be like
me. I could not, for my life, go on a minute beyond the hour of my
wateh ; so do not be afraid, I'll wake you.”

Sleep at length came, and when it did it was profound. He fancied

_that he had not closed his eyes more than a minute when Williams
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shook him hy the shoulder, and told him to rise, for it was four
o'clock. It was as dark as the grave--the moon had gone down, the skyv
was cloudy, and not the least glimmering of dawn was yet to be dis-
cerned. [t iy wonderful how external things give a colour to the feel-
ings of the heart. Alfred Latimerfelt the bold wild schemes which he
had been indulging, chilled and dimmed by the gloomy aspect of all
around him ; but after a few moments’ conversation with Williams, he
seh ofl for the cottage where he had left Lucy, while his companion
walked away in the direction of a neighbouring village in which was
an inn that let post-horses.

As e walked on, the darkness somewhat diminished : there was a
sort of grey light began to steal through the blackness of night; and
when he reached the bank which sheltered the cottage, he tould see a
2olden gleam coming on some of the clouds at the horizon’s edge. He
paused and looked at it as it extended, like the first glimmering of
aeavenly light upon a long-darkened mind. He looked up at the
ottage, too, as the dawn began {o display its closed shutters and rustic
roreh, covered with climbing plants, It all looked peaceful and calm.
IMhere is no heart without some softer point ; and as he stood and gazed
vhile the light spread rosy over head, he thought of her within, and
jer youny gentleness, with feelings of tenderness-—almost of com-
sassion.  Nome sensations of compunction came over him, and he
nurmured, * Well, I will marry her as I promised.”

Then he gazed at the cotlage again, and paused awhile, saying, “T
lare say she is asleep !”

He little knew Luecy Edmonds, to think that she could slecp.

At length he knocked with his hand, having told ber to lock the
loor, whén he left her. But there was no answer, and turning the
wndle to shake it, 80 as to rouse her, he found the door open, and
vent in.  Luey was kneeling heside her bed, exactly in the same gnise
1 the night before, with her heail and arms resting on the bed-clothes,
wnd hier face buried in them, The heaving of her frame showed that
he was still weeping ; and Alfred Latimer raised her up, and strove to
-omfort her. The first words he spoke were the best that he could
wve chosen for that purpose, though they were simply suggested, by
e circumstances of the moment. * Come, Luey, come !” he said, “do
wt o on erying; but prepare to come away with me immediately, for
‘he people have found out all, and we must be off into another coun-
oy directly, or they will take you away, and stop our marriage. Once
we are married, you know, they have no power over you.”

“Oh, that we were ! cried Lucy Edmonds, drying her tcars; “but
10W can we go 17

“T have sent for a chaisc, dear girl,” replied her lover. “Hark! I
‘hink [ hear it coming. Get yeady—-therce's a love.”

* 1 will be ready in a moment,” answered Lucy; “I will but wash
my eyes.”

“1will go out, and see if that be it,” said Alfred Latimer; and
walking into the road he took a step or two up the little declivity,
where, as soon as his head was above the slope, he saw the chaise
soming down at great speed, with some one inside. '

* Williams has come with it,” said the-young gentleman; “Iam glad
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of that.” And thus thinking, he turned back, and cntered the little
passage of the house.

The chaise drove up at the same time, hut the voice of Williams,
saving to some one, “ Well, sir, we don’t go any further: now, you must
walk straight on; and then, the first turning on the left brings you to
Mallington,” caused Alfred Latimer to look round, when to his surprise
he beheld the face of Captain Tankerville.

The sight of Captain Tankerville’s face was by no means agreeable
to Alfred Latimer. He remembered instantaneously a promise which
he had made and not fultilled, regarding a ceriain sum of fifty ponnds
which it was not very pleasant for him to part with; and he would
willingly lmvc retreated into the house, but he was not quick enongh
to escape ‘ the shrewd eyes of his former fellow-prisoncr, who at
ouce replied to the dircetions given to him by Jack Williams, say ing.
“1 have no need to go to Malhn"ton, for the person 1 came to seek ix
here.”

There was a sneer in his tone which irritated the already excited
feelings of Alfred Jatimer: and, giving up the plan which the first
impulse led him to pursue, he advanced at once, saying, boldly, “I
presume you mean me, Caplain Tankerville; but 1 am too busy at
present to hold mueh conversation with you.”

“Qur conversation nced be very short, Mr. Latimer,” replied
Tankerville, walking up to him: “] come to_ask if you remember
heving promised me a loan of fifty pounds, and if you are ready and
willlng to perform it now?”

“And what if I say no?” asked Alfred Latimer, put upon his'
metal by the prerence of Willians, as well as by the tone which the
other assumed.  “ I am not & man to be hullicd, Captain Tankerville.
What if I say no?”

“Why, then all T can say for you is, that you are a pitiful scoundrel,
and that you are scarcely worth the horsewhipping which I shall give
you,” replied the captain.

“Hush, hush!” cried Williams; “if the matter's to take such a
course a8 that we had better inove furthcr off. It doesn’t do to talk of
such things with a lady near.”

Alfred Latimer nodded his head, and pointed to Tankerville to go
-on up to the path, which, after a moment’s consideration, he did. The
voung gentleman followed with a look towards the house, and Jack
Willias strode on by his sndc saying, in a whisper, ¢ You should keep
your promise at all cvents, Mr. Latiwer.”

“T would if he had spoken cwilly," replied the other, “but I won't
be bullied by him or any man.”

“ That’s all right,” rephcd Williams; “ but )ct you should find some
way of keeping yeur promise, too.”

Alfred Latimer did not answer for a moment or two; but then he
put his hand in his pocket and drew out his pmkctbook saying, “ I'll
tell you what, Williams, ')l give you the fifty pounds, and then you
can, let him have it, whatever comes of it, for hang me, if he talks in
this way, if I don’t have a shot at him.”

“That's the way you gentlemen scttle these things,” replied
Williams, with a grim smilé, “ and perhaps it's as good as any other.
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But here we are out of sight of the cottage, and so you can have it ot
with him. I'll see to this,” he continucd, taking three notes which the
young genileman handed to him; *“ and now you can falk to him with
a cool face.”

By this time Captain Tankerville had halted at about fifty paces be-
fore them, and the other two joined him without delay, Alfred Latimer
walking up to him with a firm and decided air, which is not without its
cffeet upon bullies of all kinds.

“ You talked of horsewhipping me, Captain Tankerville,” he said——
“ that is all nonsense; for, in the first place, you have not got a horse-
whip with you; and, in the next, that is a game that two can play al.;
but if you think I have done you any wrong, I am quite ready toscttle
the aftair with you as gentlemen usually do.” .

“ When and where ?” asked the captain, with a sncer upon his lip.
“ You are what our good bailifts call a slippery customer.”

* Here, this minute,” replicd Latimer, stung to the quick; “here T
say.”

“ AL ! that's only beeaunse you think I have not the means of taking
you at your word; but T'll show you that you are mistaken,” was Tan:
kerville's reply ; and, putting his hands into his pockets, he drew forth
his pistols, and laid them down upon the turf, together with a powder-
flagk and some balls. “ You thought to get rid of me in that way, did
you? You know well enough I never miss my mark.”

“T've heard you say so,” replied the young gentleman, glaring upon
him with cyes in which there was much anger indeed but no terror,
for he was now roused to a pitch of daring which even the thought of
death could not affect; and, as he spoke, he drew forth his pocket
handkerchicf. and twisted it round like a rope. * There’s one way,
Captain Tankerville,” he continued, “of making all shots equal, and
ensuring fair play. So, you load one of the pistols, and 1 will load the
other, after which you shall take onc end of this handkerchief and
I the other; for if you kill me, I'll be hanged if you shall kill any one
else.  Jack Williamns, here, shall give the word ; and if either of us
fires before the time, he will both bear witness and sccure him.”

“"Phat’s the right sort, sir,” eried Williams, with a laugh. But Cap-
tain Tankerville did not scem to relish the proposal ; and, crossing his
arms upon his breast, he stood gazing, with a frowning brow, at his
opponent, as if considering what he should reply.

*1 did not come here to commit murder,” he at length said,  nor to
be murdered.”

*“ What!” cried Williame. “ A man who never-misses his mark docs
not “come down to commit murder! Pooh, nonsense! Will you fight
him over the handkerchief or not?”

“What's that to you?” exclaimed Tankerville. “ XNo, I will not
but still 1 say he’s played me a very shabby trick.” .
~ “You shan't say that any longer,” replied Williams, doubling up the
notes and holding them out towards him.

“There's the money, it is not for that he stands, but of course he
would not be brow-beat by a bully, and you are no better, and mayhap
a bit of coward too. There, there’s no use of saying any more. We
have had your answer, and can't wait palavering ; but remember, if you

10
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don’t pay him within two months 11l find you out, and break every
bone in your skin, if he doesn't.”

Captain Tankerville was a man of very nice calenlations, and, having
summed up all the pros and cons in his head, he took (he money prof-
fered ; but iu order to get rid as far as possible of the appearance of
sncaking, as schoolboys would eall it, he exclaimed, “ Why the devil,
Latimer, did you not let me have the money at fivst? I am sure |
alway wished {0 behave very friendly towards you ; and if you had hu.
said a civil word we should have had no quarrel at all.”

Alfred Latimer tarned upon his heel, replying, withsa somewhat
conteraptuous look, “ You came down here to Dully, but you mistook
vaur man; and you will now recollect that what [ will do lecause 1
have promised it, I won't do for hig words or angry looks ;” and without "
waiting for any further reply, he walked away with Jack Williame,
leaving Tankerville 1o pick up the pistols and powderflask, and
stomach the dizagrecable points of his sitnation as best. he might.

Te remained gazing after them for a minute or two with an angry
face; and then placed the implements of destruetion in his pocket.
glut.t,c,ring, “ Well, perhaps 1 may pay you all I owe yon some of these

ays.”

They were soon ‘at the door of the cottage, and there Alfred Lati-
mer pauscd for an instant in thought, which did not seem the meost
pleasant. The fifty pounds was too great a diminution of his small
store to be parted with willingly ; and he did not feel ab all obliged to
hig companion for having handed over the money 1o his adversary so
readily. ,

When he entered the little parlour he found Lney seated at the table
roady to sct out: and taking her by the hand he led her to the chaixe,
spoke a few words to Williams in regard to their future proccedings,
and then directed the post-boy where to drive.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

Noruixeg could be kinder than Mrs. Charlton was daring the whole

period of Mr. Morton’s convalescence : nothing could be more tender

or considernte for all hig feclings. The house was keptus quict as

possible; no parties took place; she assigned him as his own parti-

cular ahode the small back drawing-room, which looked down the

hill; she was with him for several hours every day; and when she was®
not, xhe invariably sent Louisa “to amuse him and keep him from

being dnll™ She was, in fact, wonderfully considerate, both as &

step-mother and as a friend. to

It must be confessed that Morton and Louisa availed themselves of
her kindness to the utmost, and they were very, very happy together,
though Mrs. Charlton's conduct somewhat puzzled them both.

During the three days which Morton spent in the house by Mr. Ne-
thersole's orders, two events oceurred affecting himself which must be
noliced, as neither the one nor the other were altogether without their
effect, insignificant as one of them might scem.

A large packet arrived at the inn from London bearing his addroess :
and being sent to the house, it remained for some time uvon the
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drawing-room table. under the eyes of Mrs. Charlton. She gazed at
it with much curiosity ; she would have given a great deal to have geen
the confents.  Who knows how far the irritating passiongwould have
carried her, if it had not been for all the obstacles that lay in the way.
But the packet was guarded with double and triple folds of thick
brown paper and sealed string, equal in the eye of law and deccney to
triple gates of steel. Brown paper, string, and seals, are dangerous
things to meddle with. Unlike the worthy independent electors of
wowns and horoughs in onr purest o all pure representative gystems, they
almost, unifdrinly bear witness of the fact whenever they arc tampered
with ; and Mirs. Charlton judiciongly refrained.

Virtue bad its reward, for no sooner did Mr. Morton enter the room,
than he took out a pen-knife, begeed Mrs. Charlton’s pardgn for inves-
tigating the contents of the packet, and ent the string in a most
wasteful and extravagant manner, displaying to her eyes what seemed
nearly a ream of Jarge-sized drawing-paper, a vast number of Brookman
and Langdon's black-lead pencils, and sundry small cakes of water
colours. 1t seemed, in short, as jf he had made up his mind to teach al}
Mallington to draw ; but, strange to say, nothing could be more satis-
factory to Mrs. Charlton than the sight. She had been stageered in
her opinion of Mr. Morton of fate: but this exhibition confirined her
belief that Mr. Morton was exactly the sort of gentleman she wanted.

The other incident to which we have alluded was the wrrival of a
visitor {o Mr. Morten from the great city of London. Exactly two
days after his misadventure on the common, and about half an hour
after the arrival of the coach at Mallington, somec one rang at the bell
of Mallington House.

The butler announced him to Mr. Morton in the little drawing-room,
and the latter haturally inquired what sort of a person it was ; to which
the man replied, A queer-lovking sort of gentleman, sir, with knee
breeches and white stockings.”

*“ Pray, let him come up,” said Morton ; * or, perhaps, not to disturb
vou, Mrs. Charlton, it will be better to send him to my dressing-
room.”

But the lady would not hear of such a thing, saying that she and
Louisa would go into the other drawing-room, that Mr. Morton might
speak with the visitor.

On the visitor's entrance Mr. Morton gazcd on him as a stranger,
and he, on his part, hegan the conversation by inquiring, in very good
language, whether he had the honour of addressing Mr. Morton. The
young gentleman replied in the affirmative; and the other imme-
diately went on to say, “ Well, sir, my name is Prior; and I was sent
down by Sir Richard to speak with you conecrning your pocket-book,
aceording to your desire.”

“Oh! from Bow-street?” exclaimed Morton ; “ T did not expect you
x:o soon. Pray take a seat, and I will explain the whole matter

o yon.”

Prior, the officer, according to this invitation, seated himself on one
of the drawing-room chairs, and he then reccived from Mr. Morton a
clear and distinet account of the attack made upon him on the com-
mon, and the loss of his pocket-book. He uttered not a word while
the' particulars were related ; but, like a skilful physician, suffered the:
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patient to state his own case before he commenced his interrogatory.
In the present instance, indeed, the mind of the narrator was of that
peculiar cast which brings casily, and, as it were, naturally into one
focus all the principal points of any question it has to deal with, and,
thercfore, at the end of the tale the officer had very few inquiries to
make.

“He was a taller man, [ think you say, sir,” was his first question,
“ than the man who brought you home!”

“ Decidedly,” replied Morton; “if the person who struck me with
the stone was the same whom I saw by the edge of the pit.”

“Can von give a guess how long you might lie there?™ asked
Prior. .

“Tt conld not have been many minutes,” answered the young gentle-
man, “for as T reached the top of the hill in going I heard Mallington
clock strike nine; the distance from that spot to the cottage is about
w1 mile, and when I came into the hall of this house with Williams, the
hall clock was marking a quarter to ten.”

.“ He must have been very near, then, sir,” rejoined Prior,. *“ when
the blow was given.”

“That is true, certainly,” replicd Morton: *“ but yet that does not
prove that he had anything to do with it.”

“No. sir: but it is a suspicious cirenmstance in the case of a man
of bad character,” way Prior’s reply : and, after a moment’s thought, he
went on to say, “ Well! there is no telling as yet, but I will go and
make inquiries. 1 know one young fellow down here of the name of
Maltby:; and though lhe is not likely to tell anything, yet one some-
times gets a hint by finding out what it is that folks wish to conceal.
However, I must have you tell me, in the first place, sir, what it is you
want—the man or the pocket-book. I think I shall have no difficulty
in nabbing the one or getting back the other; bhut 1 doubt that [
shall be able to manage both.”

“0Oh! the pocket-hook, by all means, if it can be obtained with all
its contents,” answered Morton. “ Indecd! I have already ordered
bills to he struck offering a reward for the recovery, and promising to
agk no questions ; but the lazy fellow of a printer has not done them
yet.”

8o much the better, sir,” replied Prior; “don’t you think of stick-
ing them up.  Leave the matter to me.  If you will give a reward and
ask no questions, we'll soon get the pocket-book back, never fear.”

“The reward I proposed to offer was fifty pounds,” rejoined Morton :
“and I ghall be well inclined to bestow on you, Mr. Prior, the like sum,
if you rccover the papers for me.”

“Thank you, sir; quite sufficient,” repliéd the officer; “ you may
Jook wupon the matter as done, if they have not tindered the stuff-—I
mean burned ke papers. First, we most find out who has got the
book, and then we must tame him a little. It may be ‘Williams hin-
self—it may be some other; and now I think of it, as I got off the
coach I saw Captain Tankerville walking along with a slickery doll
from London.”

“ With a what !” exclaimed Morton, in much surprise.

“Oh ! what I call a slickery doll, sir,” replied Prior, laughing ; “ that
means an over-dressed bad wornan ; and I should not wonder if there
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was a whole gang of 'em down doing business in different ways-—
eracksmen, and smashers, and prigs, and all. However, the pocket-
book’s the first thing. Tl just go and ’stablish myselt at the Bag-
pipes, 1o see what’s going forward, and ['ll bring you up a report.”

“Do, Mr. Prior,” answered Morton ; “1 should like to hear the steps
you take as you go on.”

“In the name of fortune, Mr. Morton,” exclaimed Mrs. Charlton,
“ who is that odd-looking man?”

“ Only a Bow-street officer, my dear madam,” replied Morton ; *“ you
know 1 lost my purse and my pocket-book when I was knocked down
on the common ; and I thought it expedient to send to London to sce
what could be done for their recovery.” ’

Mr. Prior had set about his work very quictly. After Raving scen
Mr. Morton, and returncd to the inn, he sat himself down in the com-
mereial room, as it was called, and quietly considered his ground, and
looked about him.  He courted no conversation—he looked dull and
reserved—he gave himself none of the airs of inquiry, or of Bow-strect-
officerism ; but while he ate his mutton chop, and drank his pint of
ale, seemingly not looking at anybody or anything in the room—he
overheard everything that was said around him, and judged, with the
utmost professional skill, the characters of those who sat at the dif-
ferent tables round the room.

There was a pale man with a blue beard, at onc of these tables,
dressed in a black coat and grey breeches, who sighed frequently over
a plate of boiled beet and a glass of gin and water.

“ A walker of the Tract Society,” said Mr. Prior to himself, as he
eyed him.

At another were seated two men—one in a blue coat and bright,
yellow buttons, with well-worn, but not well-cleaned leather breeches,
and top-hoots xadly in want of oxalic acid; the other, with a green
Newmarket coat, a fancy button, brown cloth trousers, and boots with
spurs over them : a fresh-coloured biue-cyed youth, with large lips, and
curly light hair.

“Sound ! Lord bless 'ee, you've only to look at her,” said leather
breeches, with a serew in his eye.  “ Why, I trotted her up that blessed
hill this morning as hard as T could go.  She’s none of mine, she’s the
wenuine property of a gentleman who wants a little hard cash. So
take her or leave her just as yon like.  I've no interest in the matter.”
q “1 A horse-couper and his enlly,” said Mr. Prior, internally. * He'll

0 hinv.”

At a third table appeared Mr. Gibby, with his long ringlets flowing,
and dropping odours, though not wine. He looked about him, sadly
ab a loss for somebody on whom to bestow a description of the fragrant
Balwm of Trinidad. The horse couper was hopeless, for it was evident
that his hair was never trimined but with the same shears that ent his
horses’ manes and tails—never oiled but with the sweat of his brow.
To the dispenscr of tracts, the Balm of Trinidad wonld have been an
abomination. But the young country cully gave him some hope; for
his fuir curls were so crisp and dry as to excite Mr. Gibbs's compassion.
He was only waiting for an opportunity of fairly introducing the sub-
ject to his notice, when Mr. Prior entered the room. Mr. Gibbs’s eye
instantly followed him, and rested upon the close-cut black hair, which
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=cemed as if intended to have a wig over it, with a look of great de-
~pondency.

Nevertheless, the brief glance of Mr. Prior was sufficient to make
that gentleman expeet something more from Mr. Gibbs; and when the
girl of the house cntered, and Mr. Gibbs called her * Betsy,” and more-
over bade her tell ¢ Mrs. Pluckrose ” so-and-so, Mr. Prior was confirmed
in his previous opinion. “For,” said he to himself, ““he has been here
some time, that's clear, and knows the place and the people.” At
length Mr. Gibbs, joining in the conversation hetween the cully and
the horse-douper, ventured to recommend to the former the fragrant
Balm of Trinidad, much to the indignation of the latter, who did net
like his dealings Lo be interrupted.

* He's a perfumer,” snid Mr. Prior mentally ; and a minate or two
after Mr. dibbs sat down, rebuffed by the bratality of the horse-couper
and the indifference of his chapman. After having finished his mnutton
chop, and drank his ale, the Bow-street officer called for a glass of
brandy-and-water, and then, as if the icy shackles of reserve had been
thawed, he put on a brisker look, gazed about him, and cnterced into con-
versation with his companions of the commereial room, first speaking
4 word to the tract distributor, then saying something to the dealer
in horseflesh in a jeering tone, which called forth a pretty sharp
reply.

I')‘Ah ! yes,” answered Prior; “I've scen you before, 1 think. Arn't
vou the man that was pulled up one day for selling two glandered
horses in Smithfield?” and he looked him {ull in the face, as if he had
known all about it, though, to say truth, he spoke but from a random
suspicion that such an event might very well have formed part of his
good friend’s history. The horsc-dealer repelled the insinuation with
indignation; to which Mr. Prior merely replied, “Well, don't put
yourself in a passion, 1 only asked you a question, my good fricnd ;”
and then, turning to Mr. (libbs, he added, “Such a thing isn’t unlikely
to any man in his way of life, ix it, sir?” )

Mr. Gibbs did not venture an opinion upon the subjeet, but a con-
versation immediately began between him and the officer, while the
two personages at the other table arose and quitted the room.

“1 thought it hest to give that young fellow a hint,” said Prior, in a
confidential tone, *for I'm quitc sure that jockey will do hin. 111 bet
vou a glass of brandy-and-water that the horse he's going to sell him is
=pavined, or broken-kneed, or has some screw loose or another, and vet
he'll go and buy him.” )

“Therc's nothing o good on carth for broken knees,” said Mr. Gibbs.
_as the fragrant Balm of Trinidad.” .

“I dare say,” replied Prior; “but suppose, sir, we take a glass to-
gether.  What shall it be? Hot with sugar, or cold without t”

Mr. Gibbs would take anything that his’companion thought proper ;
and they were soon in full talk, during the flow of which the officer
ascertained that Mr. Gibbs had been now for several wecks in that
identical little town of Mallington, and that he was not exactly a per-
fumer, but the traveller for a Londen house, and he asked himsclf,
what ¢ould have induced such a person to pitch his tent for such a
length of time in a spot that bffered so few inducements to one of his
calling. e found, likewise, that Mr. Gibbs knew something of al-



most everyhody in Mallingtou ; and, therefore, that his own sagacity
had not deccived him. There were certain subjects, however, upon
which the worthy patron of the Balm of Trinidad was rather shy ; for
having his own views, and not knowing the character of his collocutor,
he could not divine that there, upon the chair opposite Lo him, sat the
man of all others who was most likely to help him. Thus, when Mr.
Prior propounded to him the following sage observation, “ There’s been
4 good deal of ngly work going on here lately, I hear,” he merely re-
plind, = Bo it scems.”

“ A genileman has heen knocked down upon the common and robbed
2 night or two ago,” continued Prior.

“Yes, 5o | find,” replied M. (ibbs. .

The blue-bearded vendor of tracts, overhearing this awful notifica-
:iom, looked at the large clock over the mantelpicee, and having to
walk five or «ix miles that night. speedily quitied the premises.  Prior,
fowever, sal immovably fixed opposite Mr. Gibbs, calculating what
made his companion so reserved upon the purticular subject hefore
them. e resolved to pursue his point, nevertheless, and added, “1
<hould like to know somewhat more of that affair.” ]

“Indeed !” said Mr. Gibbs. **Why =0? How does it concern
you?”

" = Oh! it concerns me a litfle,” said Prior: “T may tell yon how
iy-and-by. Pray do you know anything of a man named Williams
hore?”

=OL! yves,” veplied Gibby, in an indifferent tone; “T know some-
thine of him, but not much.”

“ What sort of character does he hear?” demanded the ofticer.

“Why, the people abont give him a very indifferent character,”
suswered the traveller: *bub | say nothing, for I don’t like to speak
what I can’t prove.”

“Quite vight, Mr. Thompson—-quite right,” replied Prior; “that's
the best, way in every court.  Nevertheless, I should like to hear some-
thing more of this Juck Williams. 1le helped the gentleman home,
it seems, that was knocked down.”

e didn't help me home, though 1 was knocked down, too,” said
Mr. Gibbs, in an incautious moment. )

* Al ! —s0 vou were kunocked down too, were you ?” was the officer’s
rejoinder.  “ Well, I should like to hear about that too;” and he pro-
seeded Lo cross-question Mr. Gibbs in o way that gentleman found it
impossible to escape from. By this means he wormed out of Mr. Gibbs
the whole story of his adventure in Wenlock Wood, and all that had
{ullowed ; and, as one confession begat another, Mr. Gibbs ended by
avowing that he was determined not to quit Mallington till he had
discovered the robber.

S*Whom you still suspeet to be Jock Williams 4" gaid Prior.

“No, no,” replied Mr. Gfobs, “ Tdidn’t say that ; T suspect nobody.

“lowever, I'm different,” said Prior, “for [ snspect everybody.
That'= a part of my trade ;” and leaning his two arins upon the table,
he bent his head over then, saying, in a low tone, “] am an officer from
Bow-street, Mr. Gibbs, and have come down to look after this aflair;
but that's between you and me. However, we can chat the matter over,
and 'l tell you one thing te begin with.  Willias was the man who
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knocked you down, you may be sure of that; and if he did not do this
other business, he had a finger in the pie.”

Mr. Gibbs no longer affected to deny the suspicions that he really
entertained, but, delighted with the prospect of the aid and assistance
he was likely to receive, poured forth the long dammed-up stream of
his communicativeness, told all that he had done and suffered, and gave
Mr. Prior a full insight, as far as he could give it, into everything that,
Aad taken place in Mallington during the last month.

Prior bestowed great commendations upon Mr. Gibbs's skill and
perseverance, exclaiming, “ Why, with a little teaching and practice you
would do for the office, Mr. Gibbs ; but now T must find out this fellow
Jaek Williams, and have a talk with him.”

“Oh ! that will be casy enough,” replied the traveller; “he’s a great
friend of mine is Jack Williams. 1 invited him here to drink a bowl
of punch with me, and tricd to get him to change a ten-pound note,
because amongst the guineas I had about me when T was robbed, there
was one of Queen Anne, with the least little bit filed out of the edge,
80 that I could have sworn to it ; but he wouldn't change the note ; and
I don’t know how it was, but cither the punch must have been very
strong, or something ; for by the time we got to the cnd of the first,
bowl I felt as drowsy as if 1had drank a whole bottle of the Ame-
rican Soothing Syrup, and in & minute or two after I was sound
aslecp.”

* Ay, he hocussed your liquor,” replied the officer ; “ he must have
been up to something that day, and didn't want to be watched.”

Mr. Gibbs mused for & minute or iwo, and then said, “1 dare say
vou're right, for that was the very day when that wild young blade, Mr.
Latimer, carried oft the park-keeper’s pretty daughter, and Williams
had a hand in that affair T know ;” and then came the whole story of
Lucy and her abduction by Mrs, Charlton's son.

Prior listened attentively, picking out from the long-winded state-
ment of Mr. Gibbs whatever suited his own purpose, as throwing light
upon the character of Jack Williams, just as an industrious sempstress,
from a great bundle of thread, chooses out those skeins and colours
that are necessary for the work she has in hand. When the whole story
was brought to a conclusion, however, he returned to the charge about
sceing the person in question. Mr. Gibbs professed his rcadiness to
lead him that moment to the house where Williams lodged ; and out
they both sallied into the strects of Mallington. Near the door they
suddenly encountered Captain Tankerville, with an extravagantly
smart but somewhat brazen-looking lady on his arm, and the mecting
did. not scem particularly satisfactory to that respectable gentleman.
For a single moment he appeared to hesitate whether he should
recognise Prior or not; but the devil of habitual impudence pad
possessgion of him, and he gave the officer .4 cool condescending nod,
such as the fashionable gentleman might bestow upon a person in
Prior's situation.

Prior understood the matter petfectly, perceived all the minute
springs and wheels that were moving in Captain Tankerville's mind,
but did not choose that they should prodnuce thie result intended,
and, therefore, pausing with -a familinr shake of the head, he said.
“ Ah, captain, you down here! ‘What's the go now? I should think
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that this was no lay for you. There can’t be much business doing in
your way here.”

“1 wanted a little country air, Prior,” replicd Captain Tankerville,
moving on. .

“Why, I heard you had been taking country air over in Surrey,”
answered the ofticer with a laugh ; and he too pursued his way with
Mr. Gibbs, asking his companion *“ whether that chap had been long
down in those parts?”

“Qh dear! no,” answered Mr. Gibbs; “ the first time I ever saw him
was yesterday.”

] was thinking,” said Prior, “ whether he could have anything to
do with these jobs. He's just a likely fellow to put other men up to o
bad picee of business, and then turn stag. It won't be long before he
weighs his weight now : and so if he’s had any hand in this, we could
soon get at it from him.”

“1 don't think it,” answered Gibbs. ¢ IHe's never been here before
since I've been in the place, and this has been going on a long
while.”

“Well, we shall see,” answered Prior; “but IT talkk to Williams
first. You show me where he lives, and I'll go in aud have a chat with
him.”

The two worthy gentlemen, however, were disappointed in their
expectations, They soon reached the house where he was said to lodge;
a small red brick dwelling, with some cakes, parliament, gingerbread,
and apples in the window; while over the door was inscribed, *“Pickett,
dealer in iea, sugar, coffee, snuff, and tobacco.” But on inquiring in the
shop, while Giibbs walked slowly up the lanc again, the officer was in-
formed by a woman that her lodger had not been home for two days,
and that she did not know when he would return.

“Arc you sure hell return at all?” asked the officer in a cynical
tone. :

“ Oh dear! yes,” replied the woman; “he is sure to come back, for
he’s left all his things.”

Prior pauscd for o moment with an unusual degree of hesitation.
Hiy habitual propensities impelled him strongly to walk up stairs, aud
1o cxamine what things Mr. Williams had left behind him ; but
recolleeting that, in order to obtain what Mr. Morton wanted, he must
*do his spiriting gently,” he forbore, and merely requested the worthy
lady to inform Mr. Williams that a gentleman had been to see him;
that he was lodging at the Bagpipes, and would be glad of a call as
soon as her lodger came back.

He then retrod his steps, hurrying his pace a little to overtake Gibbs,
and soon perceived him walking slowly along in conversation with
another person.  With his keen quick eye Prior scanned the figure of
the good traveller's companién, and then walking up to the personage
who was still busily talking with Gibbs, he laid his broad hand heavily
upon his shoulder. Bill Maltby, for he it was, turned round with a
start, and, the moment he saw Prior, turned as pale as death.
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CHAPTER XXXV,

* Axr, Master Maliby, you down here ! said Prior, fixing his keen cye
upon the other’s countenance, and marking the waning colour in his
check with aslight smile.  * Still upon the small go, I suppose~ -no-
1hing heavy yet, or I should have heard of you, Master Malthy.”

Although the speeeh of the excellent Mr. Prier was not altogether
pleasant 1o the cars of Bill Malthy, especially being delivered in the
presence of Mr. Gibbs, yet it was so far satisfactory that it showed him
that the especial errand of the worthy officer in Mallington did not re-
fer to himself. He therefore replied, with a re-assured countenance,
and in a civil tone,—* Oh ! no, Mr. rior; 1 am down here in my
native place, living a very quiet life now.” '

‘] dare say,” answered the officer, in that peculiar tone which im-
plied that he dared 1o say nothing of the kind. ““ Well, we shall see.
Bill; but there’s one little thing I should like to speak to you about—
as a friend you know, quitc ax a friend, for 1 am only taking the coun-
try air, travelling incog. for my aruusement, like other great men—mno
business in life, Bill—so if you could just make it convenient to give
e a call at the Bagpipes some time this evening, 1 should like to have
a little talk with you about one or two things.”

“Oh! Pll come, certainly, sir,” replied Bill Maltby, who was quite
sure that if Prior wanted him for any unpleasant purpose, he would
have had the bandcafls on him by that time.

“ Come in aboul an hour,” said ’rior; ““then we can have a glass of
wine together. In the meantime I want to talk a little with this gen-
tleman.” Maltby taking the hint, walked away reiterating his pro-
nixe to come at the uppointed time.

No sooner wag he gone than Mr. (Hihbs proecceded to inquire into the
personal character of Mr. Maltby; and when he heard the eircum-
stances of the officer’s acquaintanee with him, he in return related the
fact of his having been wheedled over to Sturton.

“ Ah!” said Prior, in a meditative tone; *“then he is a confederate
of Jack Williams. is he? 1 thought it must be so; hut we'll try if we
can't make the decoy dack gnack as far as is needful. A pretty gang
of them there secms to be hercabouts just now ; but our London gents
do love, every now and then, to sec a bit of country life. Ile must Le
a shrewd hand, this Jack Williams, not to take your flimsies, Mr.
Gibbs.  You won't be able to do anything with him; for, take my
word for it, he's got as sharp an eve for a Queen Anne guinea as you
have.”

“He'll not stop there, sir,” replied Mr. Gibbs.  “ When once a man
beging he's sure to o on”

“Ab! there yourc riglit,” replied Mr. Prior. “7That shows you
know something of Jife, Mr. Gibbs; and as soon as he weighs his
weight, we shall have him.” .

In conversation of this kind they pursued their way back to the
Bagpipes ; and the officer retired to his own chawber, and ordered a
Lottle of wine. Shortly afierwards, Bill Malthy appeared at the inn
door; but had very nearly been sent away again, as Prior had not
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thought fit to communicate his name, and it was only by description
that the barmaid was at length brought to understand who was the
person asked for.  When at length Mr. Maltby was ushered up to the
officer’s room, which was tolerably high in the building, he was re-
ceived by Prior with a sort of condescending courtesy. and requested
to scat himself. Il looked a little anxiously for the commencement
of the discourse; but Prior filled the two glasses, nodded, and gave
“The King.” When this toast was drunk the officer filled again, and
then, scratching a certain spot a little behind the temple. which was ac-
customed to be scratched upon important occasions, he cntered upor
business. '

“ Well, Mr. Malthy,” he said “so you are down here taking ydur
native air. That’s quitc right. 1llere’s your hemith. ‘You are a
young man who knows how to take care of yourself, und 1 dare say
may go on & long way if you don't go tast. But what [ wanted to say
i8 tl.his, you are acquainted with a gentleman of the name of Williams,
| think ?”

Maltby nodded his head.

“ And do a little business with him in a quiet way, I dare say,” con-
tinued the officer.

“Oh dear! no,” answered Maltby; “T've given up that sort of
thing ; and besides, Mr. Williams is quite a different sort of person.
He's ouly here for a while till he gets another ship, and spends his
prize-money.”

« ('ome. come, now,” answered Prior, in a tone of joculur reproach;
~ag if T didn't know, Bill. What's the use coming that lay with me?
Besides, 1 am not looking after the young man to do him any harm ;
I've got no warrant against him, bless you; I've alittle bit of business
1o do with him which may turn to his good. 8o, if you know where
e is to be found, speak out like » man.”

“ No, I don’i,” replied Maltby; “1 haven’t sct cycs on-him these
three days.  But what is it about, Mr. Prior? Perhaps T can help you
notwithstanding.” )

“Al! that’s another affair,” answered Prior, meditating; and Bill
Malthy ventured to add, “If it’s about the job of that fellow Gibbs,
you arc mistaken, I can tell you. Jack Williams wasn't in Malling-
ton at the time.”

“ You were,” answered Prior, turning his eyes suddenly upon him.

“That's neither here nor there,” answered Maltby, with a perceptible
change of countenance. “1Hc wasn't, that's sure.”

“ He might not be very far off, though,” answered the officer, with
a grim smile: “but, however, it's not about that at all. J kuow what
I know, and if it werc ncedful could take you all over the ground, and
show you how he came, and how he went, and where he stood, just as
if § had scen it all. But, & [ said, that’s no affair of mine. I've no
warrant. What I'm afte® now is this business of Mr. Morton’s; and
look you, Bill, I'm det8rmined—and you know I’m the man to do it—
cither to have the pppers or to have the men. The money they may
keep, and perhaps may have a trific more, of twenty pounds or go, if
they give up the pocket-book quictly and quick.” )

“I didn't know any pocket-book had. been taken,” answered Maltby ;
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“and if it has, most likely they’ve burnt it. They're not likely to
keep a sticky thing like that.”

“Then I'll have the men,” said Prior, in a determined tone.

“Well, T can’t help you there,” replied Maltby, drinking down hix
wine with a gulp; “but one thing, I'm very sure of, Williams was not
the man to knock the gentleman down. Of that I give you my
honour.”

Small rogues are men of honour, as well as great ones—in their own
particular way.

“I'll have him, and the other fellow too,”” answered Prior, “and
then you know this business of Gibbs’s must be gone into ; so you can
judge whether that will be pleasant. It will be much hetter for them
to give up the papers and the pocket-book quietly, and then they can
go on till another time ; but if they don’t, they’'re done; and some
others may find themselves in a mess, who, if they don’t cut capers,
would find themsclves lagged to Botany for life; and that’s not
pleasant.”’

“No,” said Bill Maltby, in what we romance-writers call a tone of
deep feeling.

“Does the gentleman suspeet Jack Williams?” he inquired at
length.

“ Lord bless you! no,” replicd Prior, laughing, “ he thinks him a
very honest fellow, as I dare say he is in his way. I don't mean fo say
he knocked him down; but there's weight enough upon him, I can
tell you, to pull the rope tight, if things were looked into: and it's |
much hetter a young man should be quiet, and give up a trifle like
this pocket-book, than to hang about shilly-shally for the chance of a
better reward. Twenty pounds is very handsome, I think, and 1 dare
say the gentleman wouldn’t stand for five pounds more or less.”

“Well, 1 tell you, Mr. Prior, upon my soul! that Williams had
nothing to do with it,” answered Malthy; “but I think I know where
I can find out whether the papers are burnt or not, and if not, I dare
say they’ll be given np.”

“If they are given up, all may be kept as still as an empty trunk,”
replied Prior; *if not I must have the men, and then there will be
some precious work. You must be quick, however, Bill, for you sce 1
can’t dawdle away my time and let matters slip ; we must go to work
at once cither one way or the other.”

Bill Maltby fell into a new fit of thought, but at length he brought -
forth, as if by a jerk, the following question, * Would you mind
taking a long walk with me to-night, Mr. P'rior?”

“ Not particular,” replied Prior, “I want 2 little cxercise.”

“Well, I think,” said Maltby, “I could get you to speak with a
young man who knows something of this job; but mind it's only upon
condition that you do nothing against him®?,

“Not to-night, not to-night, of course!” réplied the officer. “ Ho-
nour, Bill !—honour! Before I begin active ‘perations of course I

shall declarc war; but it’s to be the same on both sides, remember.
We must have no traps, Bill.” .

“Oh dear, no, Mr. Prior!” replied Bill Maltby. “That would be
devilish little good.” .



“Well, I'm your man,” said Prior; “only I must just go and
tell that Mr. Gibbs that 1 can’t drink tes with him to-night. We
had better st out at once, I think, for it's beginning to grow duskish.”

“Let it get a little darker first,” replied Maltby, “for 1 don’t well
Ionow how these fellows may like it.”

“That's just as you please,” replied Prior; “and we've got the
hottle to finish, too; so you take another glass, while 1 go and tell
Gibbs.”

Thus saying, the oflicer left the room ; and Bill Maltby helped him-
self to another glass of wine; hut that was the only movement that he
made.

In the meanwhile that worthy gentleman had visited Mr. Gibbs,
and though he entertained no positive fear or hesitution in regard to
accompanying Bill Maltby, whithersoever he might lead him, yet he
thought it might be just as well to take some precautionary measures,
and consequently asked his new-found friend to watch which way he
and his companion went, without actually dogging their steps, and to
sit up for him till he returned.

“If Tm not back by twelve,” he said, it may be as well to seck for
me.  Not that [ think anything is likely to happen: but still you
know men's blood will get up. and they may take a drop or two of
spirits more than needful.  So L shall leave you, Mr. Gibbs, to look
ut for me.”

This being settled, the officer returned to the room where he had
left his companion, cyed him well to ascertain what he had been about.
luring hix own absence, finished the bottle according to their previous
letermination, and then proceeding to the goods and chattels which
ay in the window, he drew forth a tolerably large pair of pistols.

“Jt’s always as well,” he said, examining the powder in the pans
md pressing down the ramrod tight in each, “it's always as well, Mr.
Malthy, to be provided with the barkers, though T am quite sure youn
would not behave ungentlemanly towards me. However, I never go
‘ar without them ; and so there’s nooffence in putting them in my pocket.”

*Oh, no, none at all !—none at all !> answered Bill Maltby ; “Dbut
vou'll not have to use them, sir, I can tell you.” .

“ Likely,” answered the officer; “ but now let's go.” .

Maltby assented, merely murmuring something about its being
lamp; and then, after a short interval of silence, observed, “ You
seem to know this part of the country, Mr. Prior?”

“Oh! 1 know somcthing of most parts,” replied the officer : and on
‘hey went. .

At length, Bill Malthy stopped, and after some humming and haw-
ng, communicated to the ofticer that he thought he had hetter zo on
und inform the good folks of the business they had in hand. “1 may
cll them, of course, Mr. Pripr,” he said, “that they're all safe if they
¢t you come ?” -

“ Ax safe as o babe if the cradle,” replied Prior. “ You know me
vell enough, Bill, aﬁ'hat sort of man 1 am. ['m never afraid of
loing anything I hve to do straightforward, so I've never any occagion
0 tell lies about it.™®

“That's true,” answered Malthy; “so, if vou'll just wait here for
ive minutes, Il go and tell them, and come back again.”
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At length, after waiting about a quarter of an hour, he heard aguick
step, and, advancing, was met by Maltby, who said in a low voice,
*Come, sir, come ; they will speak with you; though they don’t like
it at all”

“They must be fools,” said Prior, “not to like to get a matter of
twenty or five and twenty pounds for some scraps of paper that they
can do nothing with.”

*Phat’s what 1 told them,” said Dill Maltby.

“Tave they got them still?” asked Prior, as they walked alonv

“I can’t tell,” answered his companion; ¢ thev didn't say; bul
you'll soon find our. However, Mr. Prior, it will be all in the dark,
for they won't let you sce them.”

Prior made no reply. Ile did not much like the idea of going into’
a place with which he himself was unacquainted, tenanted apparently
by 4 body of men of a daring and violent character, well acquainted
with every turning and winding that it contained ; but, yet it did not
make him pause or hesitate. “He only bestowed a little meditation
upon the wmecans of insuring himself as far as possible; and conse-
quently, when they came to the door of the desolate-looking building
to which they went, he quietly slipped his hand into his pocket, drew
out the two pistols, and, with the one in his right hand and the other
in his left, followcd Bill Maltby into the dark and narrow passage.

“This way,” said his companion, turning through a door on the
left ; and, immediately the officer had entcrcd, a harsh voice, appa-
rently. proceeding from a room beyond, communicating with the first;
by an open door, demanded “ Who’s there ?” -

C“It's Tand Mr. Prior,” replied Malthy.

“Well, you can stay where you are,” rcjoined the voice: “we can
talk as we are without his coming further.  What does he want !”

“ Why I want Mr. Morton's pocket-book, and the papers that are in
it,” answered Prior.

« And why the devil should we give them to you ?” rejoined the voice.

“T'11 tell you as soon as you let me know whether the papers are
safe,” answered the officer.

“Oh! yes, safc cnough,” replied the voice. “Now for it, speak
out.”

“Well, then,” said the officer, “ T have been sent for from T.ondon
in order to get themn. The gentleman'y content, if they are restored,
to let all other matters sleep, and to give o reward of twenty pouuds
for them. o, if you've a mind to hand them out, you can either let™
me have them now, or send them to me by Mr. Maltby here.”

There was a low murmuring at the other side of the partition, as if
two people spoke togcther, and then the voice answered, “They are
worth more than that.”

“Well, I dare say the gentleman wgn't stand for five pounds,"
answered the officer; “but you know, if wu ask too much, you may
chance to get wursdf into tronble ; and it's mpnch better to take u faiv
offer, than risk your neck in the hope of gettink more.”

“'Oh ! my neck’s in no risk,” answered the mat. “T've not got the
papers—I'm only speaking for another.”

«J hear that” replied the oﬂ'lcer, drily; « and I'm speaking for
another, t00.”



. Thero was a short pausc ; and at length a new voice said, “ It's better
that prineipals should deal together ; so you may tell Mr. Morton that
he shall hear from the person who has got the papers in a day or two,
and then he can have them or not at the price put upon them, as he
likes.”

Sinee his entranceinto that room, Prior had used his best endeavours
to main some knowledge of the interior, but without much success. e
had marked. however, with strong atlention, the tones of the two
speakers, s that he thought he could swear to the voices whencever he
heard them again.  The proposal of the person who had last spoken
wax not agreeable to him, as he foresaw a possibility of its depriving
him of a part, at least, of the sum promised for negotinting the regto-
ration of the papers. Not that in proposing the sum of twenty, or
five aud twenty pounds, ingteud of fifty, which Mr. Morton fiad offered,
e was influenced by any corrupt desire of transferring the rest to his
own poeket.  On the contrary, he had only begun with the wmall sum.
to leave himself room to increase it, according 1o circumstances; and -
e therefore answered, “ Come, say in a word what you will take, and
let us xee whether we can't make o deal of it at once.  It's better than
hanging five about the thing, because you sce I must do my duty, and
if T dou't get the papers 1 muse do the other thing”

“Yon've got your answer,” said the gecond voice in 2 stern tone,
<and that's all the answer yon'll get.”

“It’s an answer that doesn't quite saib me,” replied Prior quietly ;
“but, T} let you hear more what I think of it to-morrow.”

* What t 1 supposc you are afraid of loging the reward,” said the
second voice; “ but as yon have opened the way for him, the gentle-
man will have no right to refuse you whatever he promised.”

* You say yvow'll let him hear from you in a day or two,” said Prior.
“Well, I' tell him, and falk with him about the matter. All T can
say further is, that you'll be great fools if you suffer yourselves to be
lageed up to the office by sticking out for too high a price. Many &
man has put his neck in a noose by such a go as that; so you look
sharp about it.”

While he had been thus speaking he had gradually approached the
door us silently as possible, and in a minute after stood on the outside
of the house.

CHAPTER XXXVIL

Mgs., CHARLTON Wwas putting in the tea, and Morton was bending
slightly over the table to speak some light and casual words to Louisa,
when the butler came in, and put down three letters to the lady of the
house, and two to Mr. Mortbon. Those received by Mrs. Charlton cer-
tainly did not seem to b? a very pleasant nature from the effect they
pl:oduccd on her countgnince. The two which came to ber guest were
of very different shoyls and qualities. One was a large and volumi-
nous packet, costingfan immense sum of postage, for Rowland Hill was
not, then in operatvn. The second was a smaller epistle, and by no
means displaying the neat and tidy exactness whieh characterised the
other, either in folding, sealing, or address. It was s shabby-looking




parallelogram, with the name of the gentleman for whom it was in-

tended written in the right-hand corner, Mallington House in the left,

and Mallington underneath, in 2 most ungymmetrical and anomalous
osition.

P As Morton, however, bad received a similar letter three days before,

and divined whenee it came, he opened it first, when his eye was

greeted with the following communication :—

“ Sir—You behaved like a gentleman and a man of honour this
morning, for I saw all that went omn, though nobody saw me. So, if
you like to come up into Mallington Park about cight o’clock to-night,
we'll talk about the papers, which are quite safe, and I think I can get.
them for you.” I don't ask you to come to the same place, heeause 1
think vou might not like it at that hour of the night; but Il be down -
in the park at that time, somewhere near the rabbit warren at the back
of the house. 1f you'll stand out from the trees I shall see you, and I
know you are too much of a gentleman to take advantage. You'lll be
quite safe yoursclf, for that I pledge my honour.”

No name was signed, and after having read the letter Morton put it
in his pocket and opened the other cpistle. The cover contained
various papers, apparently from the hands of a lawver, and as Mrs.
Charlton quictly glanced her eye across, she saw sufficient to make her
divine that one was a power of atlorncy. Within the whole was a
note upon neat paper, written in a nice clean business-like hand, to the
following cffect :—

“MY DEAR YOUNG FRIEND,

“ Allow me to call you so0, and to thank you for your invitation.
The partridges must wait if they will, and fly away if they won't, for
I am tied to London till October. Then, by your good leave, L'll sce
if T cannot bring down some of the pheasants, with their long tails
behind them.  If ifs and ands were pots and pans we could do without
the paper, as you say ; but the law knows no such thing as an if. 1t ix
a positive science, my dear sir, and very positive indeed in its way.
1t will have all the proofs it can lay hold of; and, though too much
pudding may choke a dog, the gullet of the law is much more capa-
cious ; and, thongh occasionally it strains at a gnat, is more frequently
inclined to swallow a camel. -Get the paper if you can, but don't give
too much for it, as, though it forms a lini, it is but a small one; and
we can prove the death by other means, though expensive ones, I fear,
However, it is just as well to bring over an [talian priest and an -
English consul as to bribe a British thief too high. Don’t walk upon
-corameons too late any more; for your head, I think, must show you by
this time that a pitcher never goes so often.to the well but it comes
home broken at last. I will'send you down a clerk in the course of
to-morrow to take your signaturcs to the papers enclosed when you
have looked over them, and, in the meantime, you will believe me,

: “ You?"f‘qjthful gervant,
b T, QuarrerLy.”

“P.8. The clerk I send is a great scamp, so & not trust him with
noney. I keep him to look after insolvents and f'audulent bankrupts,
Sct a thief to catch a thief.

“T, Q.”



Mr. Morton made no comment upon his letters, but Mrs. Charlton
was evidently disturbed with the contents of hers for the rest of the
day, and passed a part of the afternoon writing. The same evening's
nost carried away from Mallington three neatly-written, beautifully-

blded, and exactly-sealed notes, addressed to “ Messrs. —— and —,
jewellers, New Bond-street;” “Mrs. ——, dealer in British and
Foreign lace, Conduit-strect;” * Messrs. —, silk mercers, &e.,
Piceadilly.”

Mrs. Windsor looked at them all with careful atteniion, and ob-
gerved in a murmuring tone to herself, “1t won't do much longer,
ma'am, I can tell yon. VYou'll have to play your trump, or you'll
loge the odd trick. I wonder what she can be waiting for, 1 should
think the pear was quite ripe.” * -

After dinner, however, Morton announced that he had a little busi-
ness to transact, but wonld be back shortly ; and, going to his room,
he furnished his pockets with a brace of pistols, and proceeded to-
wards the rendezvous which lad been given him by letter, as we have
seen,  Taking little heed of whom he met, the young gentleman
walked down the hill, crossed the bridge, and at once obtained admis-
sion into Mallington Park. Then leaving the keeper’s house-and the
Hall to the left, he followed ncarly the same course which he had pur-
sucd on his shooting excursion two days before, and was soon at the
spot appointed. 1le there paused and guzed around him, but it was
now quite dark, no moon up, and the sky somewhat cloudy. The tall
trees falling into thick masses, indeed, could be scen sweeping round
through the dim night air, but there was no more light left than to
show the grander objeets at a distance, and to transformn the smaller
ones into strange shapes as fancy lent them form and members.
Under one of the hawthorns Morton at first fancied that he suw a man
scated, but presently he perecived that it was the withered stump of
an old iree, and going alittle further forward into the open space, after
having waited about three minutes, he asked aloud if any one was
there.

The moment after he heard a slight rustle amongst the thicker
trees, and then clearly distingunished a human form advancing with a
auick step towards him. Morton kept his position, however, examin-
ing the stranger as he approached, and gaining every ingtant a
stronger and stronger conviction that it wag no other than Jack
Williams, who had given him such serviceable assistance on the com-
‘mon. In a foew minutes the man was by his side, and, without any
attempt at concealment, addressed him at once with * Good cvening,
Mr. Morton ; you walk late, sir.”

“So do you, it scems,” replied Morton; “but business brings me
here, as it brought me to the common when first I saw you.” He
paused, and as Williams made no immediate reply, added, “When I
found you here, Mr. Williggfs, I imagined that your coming had some
reference to the businesgyf allude to.” -

“Perhaps it has,” gfswered the sailor, and then he stopped and
secmed to hesitate.

Morton was not altheether pleased with this conduct, and although,
from the manncr in whieh the man had aided him when injured and

" bleeding on Mallington Common, he had belicved the suspicions of
. 11




the Bow-street officer to be totally unfounded, he now could not help
supposing that Williams had had some share in the outrage, if he had
not actually committed it. “ Well,” he said, “I am here to communi-
cate with any person regarding the recovery of my property—pro~
g:rty which is valuable to me, though of no use to the persons who

ve taken it, and if you can give me such information as will enable
me to regain it, I am willing to reward you handsomely for the ser-
vice rendered.”

“We will sce about that, sir,” answered Williams; “but there are
first one or two things to he settled. Now, if I tell you who took your
pocket-book, will you give me your word of honour, as a gentleman,
that you will never proceed against him by the law for taking it *”

“No,” replied Morton at oncc; “I will not give you any such pledge,
a8 it iy undoubtedly my intention, if he refuses to give it up, to pro-
ceed against him. However, I will give you my word of honour that
if he does give it up I will take no steps against him of any kind,
either for taking it, or any other part of the affair.”

“That won't do, sir,” answered Williams, in a determined but not
uncivil tone; “and I'll show you why. You and he might not be
able to agree about terms; then the information I gave you might put
his neck in a halter, so that you would have all the advantage in
driving the bargain.” .

“I uuderstand what you mean,” replied Morton; “but it is not at
all my objcot, believe me, to gain the advantage you mention; and I
am quite willing to pledge my honour that I will use the information
you give me in no way whatever against him. The casc shall stand
exactly upon the same ground on which it stood before our meeting.
If that will suit you, well and good ; if not, we had better converse no
more upon the subject, for my mind is made up, and I can promise
nothing further.”

“That is all I meant,” replied Williams; “1 meant that we should
start fair, and that if T told who the man is that took your pocket-book,
and gave you the means of communicating with him directly, you
shouldn’t be able to turn round upon him and say, ¢ Now I know who
you are, if you don't do just as I like I'll hang you.’—But now for it.
You want first to hear who has got your papers—I have, sir.”

“1 am very sorry to hear it,” replied Morton in a serious tone.

“Ay! and why should you be sorry?” asked Williams, very much
struck with the young gentleman’s manner.

“ Because,” replied Morton; “I thought better of you—because I°
have deceived myself in regard to your character, and, from your whole
demeanour and conduct, assured Prior, the officer, that you had
nothing to do with the assault upon me, or the robbery which was af-

. committed.”

. “You were quite right, sir; and, for opce in this world, a gentleman
has done me justice,” replied Williams. “WJf every one had judged so
from the beginning I should not have done iIf the bad things I have
done. Nevertheless, knocking you down, and\laking your money or
your pocket-book, is not against me on the ship®, books; and I would
have stopped it all if T had come up in time. he pocket-book came
into my bands by accident, but having got it, I think I've a right to
drive a bargain about giving it back again.”
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“I ghould have imagined,” replied Morton, “that 2 man who shows
so much good fecling upon some points as you do would have heen
rather inclined to restore it to its owner, and to trust to his gratitude
*Qr recompense.”

“Pooh, trust to any oune’s gratitude !” said Williams, with a scoff;
- that will never do. However, I did mean to have given it back to
you, but for circumstances. The truth is, sir. I've gol. things to do
which will make or mar me, and I must have five hundred pounds.

“Then am I to consider,” asked Morton, “ that such is the price you
put upon the papers in your possession?”

“ Yes, sir,” replied Williams. “T know their value to you as well ag
vou do, and they are worth that.” .

* Youa must know their value better than I do,” answered the young
gentleman, laughing, “if you put such a price upon them, for certainly
I will not give it.”

“Then, d—n me if I do not burn them !” cried Williams, more ir-
ritated by the tome in which Mr. Morton spoke than by his mere
refusal to grant such an exorbitant demand. .

“In that you'll act as you think fit,” replicd Morton ; “but of this
be assured, that the papers are not of the value to me you suppose. I
have means of proving the facts to which they refer, which may, in-
Jeed, cost a certain sum, but not near so much as you require ; and I
am not at all disposed to pay largely for the recovery of papers tuken
frorn me by a gross act of violence, when I can do without them,”

The man muttered a curse of angry disappointment, but made no
direct reply, and, after having waited for a minute or two in expecta-
tion of some answer, Morton procceded to say, “ You will probably
think better of this, but I give you warning that the expense likely to
be created by the loss of these papers, as calculated by my solicitor, is
about two hundred pounds, and; conscquently, that your wodified de-
mand, whatever it may be, must bé within that sum. You can let me
hear your determination before to-morrow night, after which it will be
too late to make any change.”

“D—n me, if Idon't burn them,” was Williams’s only reply, and
Morton turned and walked away.

T U UUTHE BIEP-MOTHER, T

CHAPTER XXXVIL

WiLLiams stood where Morton had left him. He muttered curses, he
framed a thousand fierce and rash plans, and he thought alone of
avenging himself upon others for a disappointment, which nothing but
luney had taught him to entertain, In the pocket-book which had
fallen into his possession, he had discovered papers which he had im-
mediately perccived must bsf very important to the owner. He had
fixed an imaginary valugupon them, and had not entgrtained the
slightest doubt of obtgjfing the sum that he desired. .

“By ——1 I will Wive thc money one way or another! I will not
be baulked and kept %iere for months, or perhaps shut up in prison,
for fear of striking a good stroke. I did not wish to stig up these
people here, or to fish in troubled waters among these dull, plodding,
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shop-keeping people of England; but now they shall find what T can
do ;" and, with his eyes hent down in meditation, he turned away and
walked towards the further corner of the park. His rapid footfalls
caught the ear of some persons actually within the wall of the park,
for a voice exclaimed, as he came near, “It must be he, though he's
devilish quick back;” and at the same moment the speaker advanced
to meet him, adding, ““Is that you, Mr. Williams ?—have you got it ?”

* No, not a farthing, Bill,” answered Williams ; “and hang me if I
don’t go home and burn them all ;” and he added a bitter oath.

“Phat’s unlucky, upon my life!” added Bill Maltby: “and you
wanted to go as soon ag posgible, too. Couldn’t yon and he make
o deal of it?”

“No,”weplied Williams; “he thinks to get them for nothing ; but
he'll find himself devilish much mistaken—Go ! to be snre I want to
o !" he continued, pursuing in a rambling manner the subject sug-
gested by his companion; “but I'll make a sweep before I go, how-
ever ; and once I'm at Portsmouth or Plymouth they may hunt long
enough hefore they find me.”

“Don’t you think,” inquired Bill Malthy, in a suggestive kind of
manner, “ that if you keep about this,place long you may have Prior.
or some more unpleasant customers still, down here looking after you ?
I think if I were you I'd be off’ to-morrow morning.”

“ Not unless therc's something to be done to-night,” answered
Williams, doggedly; “T1 will not go without the money I want—
besifles,” he added, after a moment’s consideration, “there’s no such
hurry. He said he would give me till to-morrow night to consider of
it ; and T can keep him in play about the papers for two or three days
more. But I'm resolved to have what I want, any way. Hark ye,
Bill, was that Brown you were speaking to?”

“ Yes,” answered Bill Maliby : “he’s a little in the wind, and
wouldn’t budge, though I told him it was you.”

“ Al the better,” answered Williams, “ You were talking to me the
other day about n lot of things up at the Ifall. I've a great mind to
try it to-night.”

“We had better wait till it’s daylight,” said Bill Maltby, in a low
tone; “then we could contrive to get the two women out of the way,
and slip in without any breaking. I know quite well the room where
it is all kept. We could hand it out of the window one to the other,
and if we were caught it would make a difference, you know.”

“1 see no differcnce at all,” replied Williams, sharply.

“ Oh! but it would at a trial,” answered Bill Malthy. “ It makes
all the diffcrence in life. If you break thropgh a door and only take
u gilver gpoon you're pretty sure to tighten your cravat ; but if you slip
in and take a thousand pounds you get off for a taste of Botany.”

Bill Maltby had not yet rcached the point of burglary, and he
feared to put his foot upon that round of thq ladder. But Williams had
no such helitation, and he replied, “I thiX yow're turning coward,
Bill. Ay, and fool too. .Are you not quite siige if we tried it in the
daylight we should be stopped in the middlé pf the work, and only
get grabbed for our pains? If we gel in to-night the matter's quite
sure. W& cam lock ug the ‘women, and be off at once, so that we can
be out of harm’s way before any one knows anything about it.”
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“ But suppose we shouldn’t find a ship ready to sail ?” said Malthy.

“ Why, you don’t suppogse I'm going to freight a ship?” said Wil-
liams. A boat is the t{;ing. and that can always be hired when one
4as money. Now, you say there’s plenty of stuff here.”

“Oh! ay,” answered Bill Maltby, “to the tune of two or threc
thousand pounds, and a great deal of it in gold cups and such like;
which could be easily packed.”

“We'll beat it up altogether for that matter,” answered Williams ;
“that’s soon done. MTwo or three thousand pounds! That’s worth
fetching, Bill. Have you got a tool with you !”

“ Nothing but a screw-driver,” answered Bill Maltby, in a low and
faltering voice ; for though a share in the plunder tempted him
strongly, and though a man ever ready for a scuffle, yet theideaof a
uew crime which would render the whole of the rest of life insecure,
filled him with apprehensions that he could not hanish.

*Give it to me,” was Williams's only reply ; and having received a
large turnscrew, which Maltby drew out of his pocket, he ran his hand
over it, feeling its thickness and its length, and murmuring to himself,
* 1 would rather it had been a crowbar; but this will do. Now,
Bill,” he said, “ we had better st to work at once; but let us sec how
we must arrange.” .

“ We shall all go snacks, of course !” said Bill Maltby, who did not
like the idea of a smaller sharc of the plunder.

But, Williams turned sharply upon him, replying, « Of course! Do
you fancy I'm not a man of honour?”

Bill Maltby was very well satisfied with Williams's arrangement, for
the part thercin assigned to himself was decidedly the least perilous
and the most profitable; and under this view of the case he made no
further objection to proceeding immediately to business. Accordingly,
Williams and he walked up-to the corner where Tom Brown had been
left, and where he was found sound asleep with his back against the
park wall. He was speedily roused, however, and a short conver-
sation, in a low tone, ensucd; in the course of which Brown showed
that, with all his apparent dulness, he had oceasionally a shrewd con-
ception of the dangers and the probabilities of anything that was to
be undertaken. :

“ No, no, Master Williams,” he said; “wait a bit—wait a bit. It
isn’t nine o'clock yet, and Edmonds and the keepers are always on the
look-out about the park till half-past nine or ten. Yowll he sure to
have some of them upon you; but if you wait till after ten they'll be
all snug and snoring. The women, too, will then have gone to bed, so
you'll have no piping; and we can sit here under the wall for an hour
quite well.”

This argument was unanswerable.

CYAPTER XXXVIIL

Ir was a warm Septerdber night, but Maltby felt it cold ; a shivering
Sensation crept down his back, and over his limhs; he felt his arms
tremble as he rested them, with his hands upon his knees; he conld
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scarce keep liis teeth from chattering in his head. A terrible thing—
a very terrible thing is the expectation of crime !

The wind sct from the side of Mallington, and though it was so low
as scarcely to Atir the trees, it at length brought, sweetly swecping
over the stream, the soft and musical tones of the village clock as it
struck ten. Williams instantly started up and shook Brown by the
shoulder, saying, in a low voice, “Now, there’s ten, and that d—d
moon’s getting up, I can see by the light aloft there. Let us get to
work. You, Tom, go round by the path up over the hill, and meeb ux
just behind the house. I'll go with Bill, and plant him where he can
gee all round.  Come along, Bill.”

* Maltby recovered in some degree from the effects of his imaginary
terrors, as seon as he was once more in activity, but still his nerve wa
shaken, and ever and anon, as they hurried on through the dark close
walks of the wood, he started and looked round as if he fancied that
some hand was stretched out to seize him. His demeanour had not
passed without observation by his companion, who, though incapable
of dread himself, had scen what it produced in other men too often not
to recognisc the indications thereof; and if Maltby had looked to
‘Williams's face, and had been able, by the faint light of that hour, to
distinguish its expression, he would have seen a scornful smile curling
the corner of hig stern lip at what he internally called his pitiful
chicken-heartedness. The sailor made no observation, however: hut.
keeping as far as possible under the shadow of the trees 111} they werc
within about fifty yards of the house, he crossed over suddenly to a
wide-spreading elm that stood out clear from the rest near the eastern
angle of the building, and then stopping, pointed down to a spot be-
neath the branches, saying, “ There ! stand there ; you can sec pretty
well all round but on the west. Keep vour eyes busy and your ears
too.” He spoke slowly and low ; and then added, fixing his eyes firmly
upon his companion’s facé, “ If a man quits his post, fails to give warn-
ing, or betrays hiz comrades, we shoot him through the head:
anﬁ ’if I should not be here to do it, there are friends of mine who
will.”

“ On my life and soul ! Williams,” said Maltby, “ T will be as steady
ag-a rock. Did I not first put you up to the thing!”

~ “Yen.” answered Williams; “and then got poltroonish when it wax
to be done. Look to it—that's all.  You shall have your full sharc:
but it you flinch you shall have lead instead of silver, by G—"

Thus saying he left him ; and Maltby, with mingled shame and in-
dignation, remained gazing for a moment sullenly upon the ground.
He ‘then raised his eyes, and with them followed his companion
towards the house, saw him joined by another man, and then marked
the shadowy forms of both glide all along that side of the building,
seeming to examine every window and-door attentively. Ile himself
carried his glance over the whole of that fagade ; but all was dark and
sombre. No light from any cascment told ¥hat there was waking life
within ; and except on the castern side, wherdsghe moonlight showed
the windows, and even the joints of the rough sfone, the whole edifice
was buried in deep shadow. '

After having neglected for gome time the task assigned to him, in
watching his companions movements. the sentinel began to gaze forth
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-over the park. Suddenly, with a start, he heard a loud sound, as of

-

ome strong plank riven asunder; and, turning his eyes quickly fo-
«ards the house, he could distinguish, though by no means clearly, the
two men standing apparcntly close together before one of the windows
on the ground floor, near the north-eastern angle. The window-shut-
ters of that story were all external ; and Maltby well understood that,
the operation of breaking in had begun; but the noise terrified and
shook him; and he instantly cast a hasty glance over the park, as if
that sound could have already wakened up servauts and keepers. He
looked first to the westward, where all was still, and nothing to be
seen—not even a deer; and then he gazed to the south, in the direc-
tion of Edmonds’s house. It was not to be descried, however, beifig
hidden by the trees and nndulations of the ground. Running his cye
along towards the east, his heart began to beat and his limbs to shake,
for he thonght. he saw two or three figures, a long way off, but advanc-
ing towards the Hall ; and raising his hand to his eyes he endeavoured
to clear them of all mist, fearfal lest the terror that he felt might de-
ceive him. e then beheld the same objects more distinetly ; they
were clearly men; and they were coming forward rapidly. At the
same moment a shivering crasls met his car, as if onc of the panes of
the window had been broken ; and after an instant’s hesitation as to
whether he should at once provide for hix own safety, or warn his com-
panions, shame prevailed. He saw that the men who were advancing
were yet far from the spot. There was time to save all : and, darting
across, he scized Williams's arm just as it was throwing up the sash of
the window which had been opened by thrusting a hund through the
broken glass.

“There arc people coming !” cried Maltby, “ Run, quick—there are
people coming, 1 tell you !” )

But Williams was in the fierceness of active exertion, and he replied,
casting up the window, “I don’t believe it—it's a lie—yon are afraid,
and faney it.  Run round, Tom, and look out.”

But, cre the words were well uttercd, the alarum-bell of the Hall
began 1o ring; and, snatching up the turnserew which had fallen
down, Williams hurried to the angle and looked round. Tom Brown
and Maltby were alrcady many yards towards the wood; but-the
bolder ruffian stood and gazed forth for an instant ere he also took
flight, Then muttering “ 1t is true !” he passed again into the shadow
of the honse, rushed across the open space towards the trecs, and was
soon among the wood walks. The alarum-bell still rang out its angry
peal as hard as the hands of the two frightened women in I\lfml[lngton
Hall could pull it, and the sounds were borne to the car of Williamsas
he doubled and turned amidst the tortuous puths. Instead of flying in
the same direction as his two comrades, who ran towards the common
at the back of the park and Wenlock Wood, he made the best of his
way to the river, and, as ilently as possible, waded in, and then swam
over. Passing quickly tirough the back lanes, he entered Mallington-
street by a narrow alley, just above the surgeon’s hounse, and then at a
slow pace descendedjthe hill towards the inn. Several persons were
still moving about ir the village, and onc of the first whom Williams
met was Mr. Soames, the constable. Nor did he fail to stop and talk
-with him for & moment or two in a calr and easy tone, saying that ho
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was just going to get a dram before he went to hed. While they were
still conversing they were joined by Mr. Crump, who, in a voice of
some trepidation, informed the constable that he thought he heard the
alarum-bell of the Hall ringing. He had been just undressing, with his
high window open, and was startled by the sound ; but he could not,
quite swear that it was the alarum-bell, as the wind set the other way.

“D—n it ! let us go and see,” snid Williams ; and the three hurried
down to the bridge and listened. A1l was now still, however ; the bel}
had ceased its warning notes long hefore, for Mr. Crump had been
somewhat long in getting on his clothes : and, concluding that he had
made & mistauke, the constable and Williams returned, after waiting
near the gutes of the park for about five minutes.  As they trod their
wuy back, the clock struck eleven, and punetual Mirs. Pluckrose had
closed her house for the night.  Williams was not sorry that such was
the case ; for he had forescen that if he entered the inm, to get the
draught he had pretended to be sceking, his wet clothes might be more
apparent than was agreeable; hut he affected some disappointment,
and, with an oath at the good landlady for her punctuality, he bade
Soames good-night, and walked up the hill.

While such bad been the proceedings of Williams, the three keepers,
who, with Edmouds at their head, had been out later than wsual, hur-
ried up to the Hall, attracted by the sound of the alarum-bell. As they
advanced they clearly caught sight of a man’s fignre crossing towards
the wood, and two of the men set off in pursuit as hard as they conld
run:; but the course which Williams had followed deceived them, and
it ix only necessary to say that their hunt was vain. Edmonds went
straight up to the Hall, and rang the door-bell : but it was long ere the
two terrified women would give him admission. When he was per-
mitted to enter, they both at once informed him, with all the loquacity
of terror, that they had been roused by a loud noise from the lower
story, and, on looking out, had scen two men busily cngaged in break-
ing into the house.

With few questions Edmonds proceeded to the spot, the women fol-
lowing at a respectful distance ; and there he found the window broken
and thrown up, the fastenings of the shutters forced off, and part even
of the woodwork shivered. The park-keeper gazed at it in silence for
a moment or two, and then returned, locking the door of that room.

“They arc gone for to-night, Mrs. Chalke,” he said; “but I will
leave one of the men with you when they come back; and, for the
future, T will sleep up at the Hall myself, at least till the house is full
of people again, which T hope will not be long.”

CHAPTER XXXIX.

Ix the parish of Stephen the Martyr, in a"tqwn near Mallington, it so
happencd that Edmonds, the park-kecper, h?hi been born and married,
and there, too, the year before e entered the wervice of thg Edrl of
Mallington, had his daughter Lucy first scen the light. }f%r name,
consequently, appcared in the parish register, which is a matter of
gome importance to this tale. Alfred Latimer had neither been born
in Mallington nor in the aforesaid parish of St. Stephen, but in the
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City of London ; and it so happencd that he knew his parish, which is
what every man cannot say.

Tlowever that may be, as the parish of St. Stephen the Martyr, in
the country town of which we have been speaking, extended a little
way into the country, it contained in its outskirts many a pleasant
little cottage; and one of these—the name of which, ““ Prospect Cot-
tage,” appeared in embossed letters on the front—was situated in a
garden, and was the property of a gardener, who let his first-floor,
{urnished, to any ladies or gentlemen in want of a lodging. Why it
was called Prospeet Cottage is in some degrec a mystery. It was in-
decd in a very retired and unobtrusive situation, little to be seen itsclf,
and seeing little of anything or anybody. ‘

In the front room, on the first floor, which was ncatly furnished as
a sitling room, sat Alfred Latimer with Lucy Edmonds. IPoor Lucy
was a good deal changed since the fatal period of quitting her father's
house ; she was thinner, paler, sadder: but perhaps the character of
her beauty was that which is increased by changes that cffect, detri-
mentally, the loveliness that depends chiefly upon youth ; and certainly
it would have been difficult to find anything more interesting, more
fair, more graceful than she looked as she sat before him to whom she
had become a slave, and who had already too sadly shown her that he
conld become a tyrant.

She wept not—she had, indeed, given over weeping, for she found
that it irritated and annoyed him, and though it was often a terrible
and bitter strngele to restrain the tears that were ever ready to burst
forth, yet she had gained the mastery of them, and with meek and
patient endurance strove to temper the bitterness of her fate. Sad
she could not help being; but even her sadness provoked her betrayer,
though he could find no excuse for anger, as she complicd with his
lightest word. Yet, with the perversity of his character, he was not
pleased cven with this placid obedience; he would fain have had
matier for complaint, cause for quarrel. Not that he was already
sated, and wished to cast off the nnhappy girl whom he had so bascly
betrayed.  He loved Lucy, after his fashion, as much as he could love
anyihing, and if he wished for cause of offence, it was not that he
might have an excuse for parting with her, but solely that he niight
have an opportunity of tyrannising. She gave him no oceasion, how-
ever, and his only resource was to torment her with hopes and fears
about their marriage. It is true he wavered, and had wavered from the
first, as to whether he would wed her or not. He had at first fearcdthat by
giving her such a tic upon him he might lose his slave, but as he saw
more of her disposition he lost that apprehension; and the very bit-
terncss and obstinacy of his character, inclined him more and more to
keep his word. He had not forgotten the stern and scvere language
which poor Edmonds himsglf had used in speaking of his marriage
with Lucy, and it scemeq to him some sort of revenge to marry herin
her parents’ despite. He thought that he would make a great lady of
‘her, that he would take her to Mallington in finery and splendour ; but
that, as her father H2d said he would rather see her dead than his wife,
she should hold no cbmmunication with her parents, but treat them as
aliens for ever. Thus at his heart he had really determined to keep

“ his word ; but yet he could not refrain from leaving her in doubt upen
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the subject—1from alarming her with affected hesitations—from re-
minding her that, up to the last moment, it was in his power to do as
he pleased.

Though the banus had been published twice, and but a few days
were to elapse cre they were to be published a third time, he had that
very morning put her in mind that the publication was nothing, adding,
“You know, Lucy. we need not be married, after all, unlexs we like it.”

Limey’s eyes were ready to run over, and her heart beat like that of a
prisoner bird in the hand of one of the young tormentors of a school.
but she conquered her emotion, and only replied, “ Oh, Alfred, do not
break my heart.!” .

* Why should it break your heart, silly girl?” agked Alfred Latimer.
“What the better will you be for having a ring on your finger?”

Lucy shook her head sadly, but. would not utter her thoughts aloud :
and their further conference was intermpted hy the landlady's danghter
coming to say there was a gentleman below who desired admission.

Alfred Latimer asked several questions of the girl in regard to the
appearance of the person who desired to xce him, and then exclaimed,
“Well, d—n him ! show him up, whoever he is;” and then, bidding
Laucy go into the inner room, he threw himself hack in an arm-chair,
walching the door.

What was his surprise, however, when he beheld Captain Tankerville
enter with a gay familiar air, as if they had parted the best friends
upon the face of the earth.

*Ah, my dear Latimer, glad to sec you! I found you ont, you seec.
"Pon my life a very pretty-looking place ! What a nice garden you've
got —better than the Surrey side of the bridges —and where's
madame 7"

Cool impudence is certainly a very wonderful thing, for although it
cannot do everything, yet it can do a great deal more, and does do a
great. deal more, in all the affairs of life than any one suspeets.
Many a2 man of very moderate abilities rises to the first offices in
church and state by its influence alone. ¥very class of suceessful
men, but onc, owes it a good deal in the progress towards power.
wealth., or honour. It may be asked, which is the one class we have
excépted? 1t is the very small, narrow, circumseribed class of truly
great men—the colossal statues of which the world has not room for
many.

Though almost all men are more or less impressible by cool impu-
dence, yet some are peculiarly so, and such was the case with Alfred
Latimer. We have alrcady hinted that a foolish sort of shyness had
been onc of the carly causes of many another fault in his career; and
shy men, cxcept under very great and trying circumstances, which
bring out the energics that are sometimes latent in their nature, are
almost always very much overawed by impudence in others. Captain
Tankerville, in the character of bully and hravo, Alfred Latimer had
shown himself ready to meet, and competent to deal with; and Lad he
appeared in the same humour on the present occasion, the young
gentleman would have kicked him down stairs wg;xout the least cere-
mony, But his cool, easy, pleasant impudence, Mr. Latimer di? not
know how to manage. At first he looked grave and even stern ; but it
was irresistible. Captain Tankerville saw no coldness, noticed no
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frown, scemed to have forgotten all that had passed upon the commen,
all talk of horsewhips and production of pistols. It seemed as if every
scene had been obliterated between the spunging-house and that cot-
tage drawing-room, and as if he were still Mr. Latimer's very good
friend and boon companion. Such sort of forgetfulness of things that
we don’t want to remember has undoubtedly an infectious operation
apon those who may not be quite so much inclined to forget. yet, as in
the case of inoculation for small-pox, the disease is generally produced
in a milder form, and people do remember a little. Liven Alfred Yuu-
timer did not become altogether placable at once, and inquired, in &
cold tone, what was Caplain Tankerville’s business with lLim.

“Come, come, Latimer,” cried Captain Tankerville, “don't fet’s
think of what is past. 1 behaved like a fool, and am quite ready to
admit it; but the truth is I was half mad for want of money, and when
u man is in that state, vou know, lre-will quarrel with his best friend.”

Against such frankness what could Alfred Latimer do?  From inex-
perience of the world he was somewhat gullible, and slightly so also
by natural character. Nevertheless, at the prescul moment, his own
finances were beginning to get somewhat lower than he liked to see
them, and he therefore answered, © 1 can understand that. for to say
the truth, Tankerville, I am somewhat short of cash myself, and sha'n’t
he sorry to hear that you have come to pay e the fifty pounds again.”

This was a way of putting the matter, which Captain Tankerville
was not altogether unprepared for, for he was a grand calculator of eon-
tingenecies, and he had made himsell thoroughly acquainted with cvery
discoverable fact concerning Mr. Latimer's family, circumstances, and
situation.

“ Why, not cxactly that, Latimer,” he replied. “I've come to pay
vou back part, and part is better than none, you know. I ean let yon
have twenty pounds, for I have just made a grand coup, and ag soon ax
[ ot any of the dust I thought of vou. Here's the money ; but I can
do better than that for you—if you'll just listen to a little advice of
mine | think I can put you inthe way of setting yourself up completely ;
hut then. you know, you must let me have a share of the advantage.”

“Liet us hear what the business is,” said Alfred Latimer. “You
shall have your share if it can be carried through, and I'd give a devil
of a deal just now to be able to command a thousand pounds.”

“You can get more than that if von manage right—ay, five times
as much,” was Captain Tankerville's answer; “the matter will be casily
done, for it wants but one bold stroke, which in your case would be
attended with no danger, to make vour fortune completely.”

“ Well, out with it.,” said Alfred Latimer; “T'm ready for anything -
that may do that. What is to he done?”

*“Something 1 wonder you have not, done long ago,” answered Tanker-
ville.  “ You know we bad,a talk some time ago about your #ort of
half sister, Miss Charltop—that is to say, your mother's second hus-
band’s daughter.”

_ “That is not my half sister, you know !” exclaimed Alfred Latimer.
“We are 10 more relatives than you and [ are; but what next?”

“ At all events sife has a large fortune,” said Captain Tankerville
“You can drive your own bargain with any man who wants to marry
her.  Tf onc won’t pay down another will.”
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. “ :.!‘hat won’t do,” replied Alfred Latimer. “I have no power over
Cr.

“ But you may readily get it,” said Tankerville, in a low voice.

“1 might have got it at one time, if T had thought of it before,
answered his companion ; “ but that chance is gone too, now. She ix
engaged, T am sure, to Morton, and with my raother's consent, too, or
she would never have told him all her affairs.”

“Do you know what this Morton is?” asked Captain Tankerville:
“the people of Mallington do not seem to know anything about him.”

“My mother thinks he is a poor painter,” answered Latimer; ¢ but
I am sure he is not that.”

“Are you sure he is not worse?” demanded Captain Tankerville ;
““there aresstrange suspicions about him in the village. I was talking
only last night to a good lady of the name of Martin, who told me
many doubts she had, and very reasonable doubts, too. Now listen to
me, Latimer—you've a great regard for Louisa, and you've every right
in the world to interfere, in order to prevent her murrying a man whoin
you have reason to think a swindler.”

“But 1've no reason to think any such thing!” exclaimed Latimer;
“quite the contrary. I'm sure he’s 2 man of fortune. Ah ! T see what

ou mean,” he continued, observing u peculiar grin upon Captain

ankerville's countenance,—* you would say J can pretend to think he's
a swindler ; hut he conld prove the contrary in five minutes, and then
T must hold my tongue.”

“ Not if you will do as I would have you,” said his companion.
“You don't suppose I wish you to go to Mallington and icll your
mother and the old guardian—I forget what is his name—that yon
think Mr. Morton not a proper marrigge for Miss Charlton, and all that.
No,no; that would never do.  You must first. get her into your power
—into your own hands—then drive your bargain with him; and if
there be any row about the matter, you've always got a good reason to
give for what you have done. You can say that you had reason
to believe he was an impostor; that your mother and the old
guardian were, for their own ends, furthering the trick ; and that you
had taken her away only to make her a ward in Chancery. But there
will be no row. He will come down with the dust fast enough when
he finds you have got her in your own hands, and that there may be
a great deal of difticulty in getting her out again.”

“ ] don’t think it,” answered Alfred Latimer ; “ when Isalked to him
about my mother’s making him pay for her consent, and showed him
that it was well worth his while to do so, he replied, as proud as a peer,
that he would never have any share in making Louisa’s hand *a matter
of merchandise.””

“Ay! that's another affair,” replied the Captain; “he’ll be all the
more likely to give five or six thousand pounds to_get her away from
you, especially if you keep-it close where she js. He'll not eall that a
matter of merchandise. That will be merely setting her free.”

“There’s something in that,” said Alfred Latimer, thoughtfully ;
“but I don't know how it is, I don't like to vex Lohisa. She's a good
kind girl as ever lived.” 4

“ But you must tell her antl cverybody clse the same story,” rejoined
Captain Tankerville, who inteinally laughed at the few remaining
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seruples in Alfred Latimer's heart. “ You must make them all think
that you wish her nothing but good, and you can casily do so, for there
are plenty of causes for believing this Mr. Morton to be a very doubt-
ful sort of person.”

Alfred Latimer shook his head, and laughed, answering,~—* You ean’t
make me credit that.”

“ What will you think,” said Captain Tankerville, after a momentary
pause for consideration, “ when I tell you that there are bills posted
upon all the walls round London, offering a reward of fifty pounds for
the apprchension of a certain clerk, lately in the employment of Mr.
Quatterly, solicitor, who has absconded with a large sum of money, aud
is supposed to be concealed in the conntry under a false namet  Now
you may very well choose to believe that this Mr. Morton i§ that very
clerk.  You know that Morton and Quatterly had money matters with
cach other, and there are many suspicious c¢ircumstances about this
fellow’s stay at Mallington. All this can be proved,and no one can say
that you didn't believe the whole of it, so you arc perfectly safe, if yo
ichoose to take Louisa from Mallington House to-morrow.” :

“It's not a bad scheme,” answered Alfred Latimer, thoughtfully ;
“but, how am T to get her away?”

“That’s casily done,” answered Captain Tankerville.  “ Tll manage
that for you.”

Just at that moment a slight noise wax heard in the next room; and
Alfred Latimer suddenly held up his hand to Captain Tankerville, and
then, opening the door between the two chambers, looked in.  Lucy
was scated near the window, employing herself with some woman’s
work. and her scissors lay upon the floor beside her, ag if they had
fullen from her lap. Alfred Latimer closed the door again, but did not
resume the conversation there, beckoning his companion to follow him
to the garden. :

CHAPTER XIL.

‘Tur first house in the town where Alfred Lutimer had taken up his
abode as one come from London had a tall wooden post hefore the
door, with a squarc iron frame at the top, in which had formerly swung
a gign ; but that sign had long given way to wind and weather, and
the present occupant had contented himself with painting up in large
letters over the door, “The King’s Arms.” In this housc there was a
small parlour, which had not known the bLeautifying touch of either
painter's or whitewasher’s brush for several generations. The brownish
yellow colonr, too, which is acquired by age, had been deepened and
heightened by the fumes of many thousand tobacco-pipes; and the
odour of the narcotic weed, rendered somewhat flat and strong by its
antiquity, still exhaled from the pannelling and from cvery article of
furnitare which the, place contained.

The room had but one tenant, a man of about thirty-five or thirty-
six years of age, who, in spite of heing respectably dressed, had a look
of misery about him difficult to describe. It was not alone that his
well-cut and not very old coat had cvidently not been brushed for
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several days, nor that the legs of his trousers displayed spots of nmiud
up the back ; but it was the attitude in which he sat, and the expression
of his countenance which gave one the idea of ntter wretchedness—
deep, internal, consuming.

There was a hzndful of fire in the grate, and he had drawn his chair
to the side of it, resting his right foot upon the fender. 1lis forec-arm
lay negligently on his thigh, his head dropped till it was within a foot
of his knec, his shoulders were drawn forward till they alinost touched
his ‘ears, the form of the bladebones heing apparent through the coat.
behind ; and he gazed upon the small glimmering fire, as it wavered
ang flickered before him, with a dull and leaden eye, in which there
was'no comfort. Never was there o picture of more complete dejec-
tion ; and if it wanted aught to render it more striking, the finishing
touch was given by the glass bhalf full of gin-and-water, which stood
upen the table beside him.  He had drunk a part in the vain endea-
vour to raise his spirits, but even in the midst had plunged into the
reverie of his sorrow, and forgotten to finish the draught. What was
that sorrow? The worst that can afflict humanity—erine.

The door opened with a pulley and weight; and the moment he
heard the clatter that it made, he started with a look of terror and
turned round. Tt was Captain Tankerville who entered, and in him
the poor man recognised a tormentor, but not what he most dreaded—
an officer ; and, with an impatient jerk of the shoulder, he betook him
to gaze into the fire again, at the smme time raising the glass with a
nervous shaking of the hand, and drinking off the contents.

“ Ah, Mr. Wilking,” said the worthy captain, as he entered, © «til!
poring and pondering, and making yourself miscrable. If you go on
this way you will get canght to a dead certainty.”

“1o not call me Wilking,” answered the man in a piteous tone, 1
told yon that my name is Jones. What do you wani nowt You pro-
mised to go away, and not to come near mc again.”

“ Ay, I'intended to do s0.” replied Captain ankerville ; « but [ am
compelled to trouble yon, as the tradesmen say, Mr. Wilkins - 1 mean
Jones. A little oceurrence has just taken place which makes it abso-
Iutely necessary that I should have two hundred pounds more.”

“Two hundred pounds !” exclaimed the unhappy man, ¢ where am I
to get it?”

“That won't do, my good sir !” replicd the captain, “I'm up to all
tl he sum you took off old Quatterly’s desk was eleven hundred
potnds, and-—"

“Hush, hush !” cried the culprit, for Tankerville had puarposely
raised his voice; “do not speak so loud. “You know I gave you all
-the gold 1 had-—onc hundred and ninety pounds—and you said you
would not take notes for fear they ghould be stopped.”

“Well, they must do now, for want of better,” answered the captain ;
* but I must have two hundred somehow, thag’s clear.” ’

“ And then you will come back and want more,” rejoined the clerk,
almost fiercely, “till ‘you get the whole, and I shall be punished for
vour profit.” ,

% Oh, no !” cried his tormentor, “that’s a mistake. This ix the last.
positively ; but it must be had, Mr. Wilkins, alias Jones. No, [ am
sorry for you, and don't wish to trouble you; nay, more, I'll put you
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upon & plan of getling safe out of the country as soon ag you bring the
wmoncey.

“Will you(” cricd the nnbappy man, cagerly. ““How is it—whal's
to he done?”

“(et the money first, and then T tell you,” replicd Captain Tanker-
ville.

= Bui won't von cheat me,” replied the man, “after you've got. the
woney "

- b‘ge what it is to bea cheat,” said the worthy captain, in the true
Richard the Third style. ““He fancies every one as great a rogue as
himsclf.”

The fraudulent clerk did not certainly look quite satisfied, but we:d
ont of the reom, muttering something to himself. Captaire Tanker-
ville was mot inclined to put more coufidence in the clerk than the
“lerk was in Captain Tankerville, and rceollecting that it was quite
prossible for Mr. Wilkins to quit the house, he walked out into the
vassage, and planted himself at the foot of the stairs. e received no
inlerrupiion in hi¢ wateh but from the landlord, who inquired, * Are.
vou pleased to want anything, sirt”

A glass of brandy-and-water.” replied the eaptain, who was always
veady,~* Cold withoat ;" and leaning his arm upon the bar, he chatted
jor a moment till Mr. Wilkins appeared coming down the stairs. The
amfortunate man had never eutertained the slightest idea of cscaping
from his persceutor; and giving Tankerville a sign to follow, he
walked into the little parlour again.  As goon asg they had entered he
produced a bundle of notes, which he handed over to Captain Tanger-
ville, exclaiming, * Now tell me, tell me what is to be done?”

But Captain Tankerville had his particular tastc as well as other
amen. He enjoyed the unhappy culprit’s anxicty ; it was a pleasant.
amusement to him.  He therefore counted over the notes slowly, and
thien, looking up with a dry cold countenance as he put them into hix
pocket, he said, “Supposc I have nothing to tell ?”

* You're not such a villain,” said the clerk.

“ Why, you sce, Mr. Wilkins, alias Jones,” said Captain Tankerville,
" it was not very fortunate for you, certainly, that you should stumble
upon one who knew you go well; but, if you ask my advice, now-~the
et thing you can do is to make your way to a sea-port, and take your
berth in a ship.  That’s the only way to get out of an island.”

The poor man gazed upon him for a moment, with a look almost be-
wildered ; but then a glance of rage came into his eyes, he lifted his
biead, threw back his shoulders, and rising from his seat strode to-
wards the door.

“IIallo! what are you going to do?” exclaimed Captain Tankerville,
somewhat disconcerted by these signs of an intention whjch he did not
rightly comprehend.

“11 tel} you,” said Wilking—“1I see what you'rc about. You in-
tend to wring the last shilling out of me, and then inform against me
‘or the reward ; but I'll be beforchand with you ; and, what T am going
to do, is to call the landlord, give myself up to him, and accuse you as
an accesgory with the mency upon you—I won't be tortured this way
any longer;” and he stretched out his hand towards the lock.

“Pooh, nonsense ! I was only joking," cried Captain Tankerville, a
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wood deal alarmed in his turn.  “ Come back—come back, and I'l] tell
you what to do.”

He rose as he spoke; but Wilking had Dy this time gained the
courage and decision of despair; and he replied, “Sit where you are,
and I'll gtay here till you iell me, for I'll have no more joking,
when you've got my neck in the halter, and I've got your feet in
Botany Bay.”

Now, it is probable that Caplain Tankerville, if he had not given
twenty pounds of the stolen money to Alfred Latimer, might have ven-
tarcd to call Joudly for the landlord, to have given Wilkins in charge.
and to have pretended that he had only taken the sum which he had
about him in order to prove the man's guill.  But that was out of the
questionrand after a moment’s consideration, he said. © What a fool
vou arc not to see when a man is joking with you. Here have [ not only
been laying out a scheme for you, but have actually got the means of
carrying it into cxecution. Lok here,” and he pulled out of his eoat-
pocket a bundle of handbilly, cacls of which contained a full, true, and
particular account of Mr. Wilkins's personal appcarance, and offered a
reward for his apprehension.

“What has that to do with my escape ! said Wilkins fiercely, when
he saw them,

“ Rverything,” replied Captain Tankerville: “T bought these of a
man who was sticking them up, expressly for your suke.  Now, what
vou have got 1o do is this-—go to a slopeeller’s, and buy yourself a
flannel jacket and an apron, get yoursell a tin-pot full of paste and a
paste Lrush. and walk away towards the nearest port you can find.
sticking up a bill npon the wall wherever you may think there are

eople looking after you, They are never likely to suspect a man who
is seen placarding a reward for his own appreliension.  It's a new go
that, my good fellow, and I think a devilish clever one;” and he
langhed at his own cunning. *I'll tell yvou what I'd do besides,” he
continued, getting into the spirit of the thing—“T'd eut off that dark
hair and those whiskers, buy myself a second-hand flaxen wig, and a
low-crowned glazed hat. Then the devil himself wouldn't kuow you.”

A 1ay of the bright light of hope shone in the culprit's eyes, and he
said, “ That will do—T do helieve that would do.  Well, this is kind of
you afier all ; but 1 don’t know rightly which road to take.”

“Oh! T'Il tell you,” answered Captain Tankerville ; *“ you've only to
walk along the London-road for a mile, and just Deyond the milestone
you'll find it branch off to the right ; that will lcad you over the hills
to Mallington.”

“1 can't go there,” cried Wilkins : “ that'sswhere T was ordered to go
the very morning I took the money.”

““ That's jugt the reason why you sliould o,” answered Tankerville :
“ they'llnever think to find you there. You might lodge there for a year
without ¢ver being found.” It really makes me sick to sce a fellow like
you in such a fright. But do as 1 tell you, and all will go right. The
first thing you do when you go into Mallington, stick up a bill against
the wall of the great house at the top of the hill' Then plant another
on the garden wall of the Bagpipes Inn, down by the bridge ; then you
can take the coach that comes down at night, and get on to Winches-
ter, and so to Southampton.”
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“TIl set about it dircetly,” said Wilkins, raising his hand to the
Jock of the door; but then he paused, while his face became a shade
paler, and he added, “ You won't inform against me, after all "

“ Why, you fool, I should be cutting my own throat,” replicd Cap-
tain Tankerville. “Should not 1 have to give up all I've got? Besides,
I've another object in getling you safe out of the country. What it is,
is no business of yours; but it will serve my purpose, and that is
enough.  So go along and buy the things, pack them up in a hundle,
and change your clothes at the first commeon or wood you come to. I'll
keep the Jandlord chatting here till you've done it all.”

“T must get a five pound note changed,” said Wilkins, rememberin,
his assertion that he had given Captain Tankerville all the gold he had
taken, though such was not absolutely the fact: and after rdmaining
af the inn till Wilkins returned from making his purchases, Captain
Tankerville saw him pay his bill, and went with him a short distance
on his road to Mallington.

CITAPTER XLL

O~ the day the inhabitants of Mallington, on rising from their beds,
found the placard describing the abseonded clerk, which had been
posted up the day hefore, Louisa (harlton entered the garden about a
quarter before eight, with an air less calm and tranquil than usual.
She came down the steps, with her light foot treading the ground
cagerly, and her face turned alternately to every different part of the
garden, evidently looking for some one in haste. At length some ob-
jeet, bevond the second row of evergreens, attracted her up the middle
walk. and in less than o minute her hand was clasped in Morton's as
he advanced to meet her.

*Oh, Edmond !”" she exclaimed, “ I am glad T have found yon. The
butler said you had gone out ; and, as you mentioned last night that
you had some engagement, to-day respecting the pocket-book, 1 feared
that you might be already away.”

* What is the matter, dear girl 2 asked Morton, with some feelings
of appreheusion. “You seem sgitated. Has anything alarnied
wout”’

“No, I am not exactly alarmed,” replied Louiga, “ but, a litile an-
noyed by a note I have reccived this morning from Alfred. He says,”
she coutinned, holding an open letter for her lover to read -~ he says
{ am not to tell any one, and especially neither Mrs. Charlton nor you ;
but T think that, as we are cirenmstanced "—and the Dblood rose
slightly in her cheek-—*1 have no right to keep anything back from
you, whoever may ask it. In this case especially, I cannot do so, for,
how 1 shall act will depend entirely upon what you say.”

Morton took the note gravely, for there was something in the very
name of Alfred Latimer that conjured up thoughts of no very pleasant
character : and read it through before he replied.  The words he saw
were to the following®effect :—

“ DEAR Louisa,
“I am very awkwardly situated, and miuch want your advice and as-
12
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gistance. I cannot come into Mallington to sce you, for reasons; but

i’ you would just, like a kind good girl, as you always are, walk out.

through the garden upon the common, and take your way towards the

windmill, ahout half-past cight to-morrow, I will meet you there, and

you can be back time enough for breakfast. Tt will be doing me a

- favour, indeed, if you come ; but mind, don't say a word to my

motker, and although Mortons a very good fellow, you must not say
anything to him.

“Your affcetionate hrother, .

“ Aurrep LATivER.

“P.4. Mind, not o word to Morten, for the world.”

Mortoa gave the letber back to Louisa, and then drew her arm
through his, saying in a decided but kindly tone, * You must not go,
dear girl, on any consideration.”

“1 thought such wonld be your opirion,” answered Miss Charlton :
“and, indeed, after what I have vaguely heard of Alfred’s late conduct
1 felt no inclination to go.”

“ Were Latimer a mere wild eareless youth,” replied Morton, “ who
got himself into difficulties by thoughtiessness or folly, I might have
hcsitated what to advise you; but as, on the conirary, he is habitually
depraved ~-as he has sliown no regard for honesty, honour, or cven
common decency,—! must be harsh, Louisa, for the occasion requires
it,—1I cannot but say it would he both improper and dangerous for
yot to meet him in the way he sugeests,  What may be his design or
object 1 know not, but I doubt much that it is one at all honourable
to himself; and if he vetained any sense of what is right, he would
not make snch a request as this.”

“1 do not think he meant ill there,” answered Touisa, somewhat
sadly ; * you know that we have been hronght up together as brother
and sister, and he might not see any impropricty in asking me to meet
him ou the common, it he wished, ax 1 doubt not he does, to obtain
some assistance from me, or through my means. [t is hiy conduet to
others that has made me hesitate.”

“And it is that conduct, dearcst louisa,” replied Morton, “which
renders it wrong in him to ask you to come, congeious as he must. be
of acts committed in this very neighbourhood of the most shameless
description.”

* And yet, Morton,” said his fair companion, “ I would give muel:
to be cnabled to make one more effort to recall him to better things—
to give him some assistance, 1o extricate himn from his present situa-
tion, and to—to press him——-" .

Lonisa paused aud coloured, for she was now approaching a subject
that, to a mind like hers, was painful and agitating. After a moment’s
hesitation. however, she weat on. I would give much,” she gaid, “to
have an opportunity of pressing him to marry that poor girl Luey. 1
have often scen her, Edmond, often spoke to her, and I am sure she is
at least modest, good, and virtuous. I cannot but think that some
base means must have been employed towards her; aud 1 would fain urge
Mr. Latimer to remove that siain at least from his character.”

Morton laid his hand upon the soft and fair one that rested on his
arm. “Ever kind and noble!” he said : “I fear that it will be vain,
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Touisa : but yet snch feelings and such wishes must not, he thwarted.
For you to meet him is impossible : but as this letter shows that he
van he at no great distance, 1 will endeavour to find him out and—"

“ Oh! do not rigk a quarrel with him,” eried Louisa; **yvou know
not how violeut and impetuous he can be; and I much fear if you
were to speak with him on the subject 1 have mentioned, he would
heeome furious.”

“ 1 do not propose to do so. dear one,” replied Morton; “my voice
would have no effect. T have abandoned all hope of reclaiming hing;
but yet—and | do not think that it is love which makes me fancy so—-
1 cannot, but believe that, your voice might have some effect.  There js
something in the pleading of a woman for o woman, in the virtuous
and the high, for the sinful and the fallen, which iy very powerful.
What I will then do, my Louisa, ix to seek him out., to avoid all matter
of disenssion between him and my=clf, and to make xome arrangement
by which he may come here in safetly--perhaps to-morrow morning,
before Mrs. Charlton is up, and speak to you in private.  You
can then hear what he has to say, and shape your arguments accord-
ingly.”

Louisa hesitaled ere she repliad, for she conld not. banish all appre-
hension from her mind of some painful eollision between her lover
and Mrs. Charlton’s sem ; and before she saffered Morton to leave her
upon the errand on which he was about to set ont, she sought to
take securities from him in the shape of many promiscs, that nothing
~heuld induce him to suffer Alfred Latimer to irritate or make him
angry.  Morton tranquillised her upon that point, assuring her that
ier fears were without eause, and then left her to proceed upon his
way, having reecived the day before an intimation, that if he would
some to a spot named, some communication would be made to him in
regard to the lost pocket-book, which mizht prove more satisfactory
thau the last.

Issuing out of the gate furthest from the house, Morton dirccted his
steps towards the point assigned, which was marked by a red-painted
linger-post upon the eommon, about. two miles and a half from Mal-
tington House. He had no very distinet notion of the loculity, for he
had never hitherto had occagion te visit that side of the common,
The attentive reader, indecd, would probably e able to find his way
to it blindfold, were he told that the post stood about three hundred
vards to the south of the lone house, to which Prior, the Bow-street
officer, had been conducted some time before by Bill Malthy.  As Mr.
Morton, however, had not heard anything but the result of Prior’s ex-
pedition, it is not Lo be wondered at that he wandered somewhat out
of the way. Thus bearing to the eastward of the direct line, at the
distance of about a mile from Mallington House, he cwme in sight of
the mill which had heen mentioned in Alfred Latimer's letter, and he
naturally turned bis eyes in that dircetion. At a little distance from
the mill he perceived a man pacing up and down the road : and though
he could not be nearer than half a nile, he had no difticalty in recog-
nising the person of "M, Charlton’s son.  As it was not his intention
to encounter him at that moment, and Le did not like to bave the ap-
pearance of spying upon him, Morton turned off to the right, and,
passing over the brow of one of the namerous waves of ground, de-
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scended into a hollow filled with gorse and heath, through the midst
of which wound the little narrow path he was following. That path
soon led him over another slope, from which he caught sight once
more of the top of the windmill, and in a minute or two after he de-
scended into a still more profound hollow, which, like a great furrow
formed by some gigantic plough, extended straight across the moor
for nearly a mile. On the left, in the direction of the mill, which was
now no longer visible to Morton’s eyes, and at the distance of about.
three quarters of a mile from the path which he was pursuing, the
highway crossed the dell, and, looking along the hollow vista in that
direction, the top and body of a post-chaise as far down as the axles of
the wheels, with the heads and shonlders of three or four men gathered
together in a group, were apparent.  The chaise was motionless: the
men did not stir; and Morton thought the whole cireumstance some-
what odd and suspicious. He calculated that the spot where the
vehicle was placed must be about a quarter of & mile from the mill,
and upon considering the undulations of the ground, he became con-
vinced that neither the chaise itself, nor the people who accompanied
it, could be visible from the spol where Alfred Latimer was waiting
for Louisa Charlton.

A quick suspicion passed through his mind; but Morton was not
fond of suspicion, and although he knew that it was difficult to do
Alfred Latimer injustice in such circumstances, he mentally said,
“No; he could never be sueh a scoundrel !”

Twice or thrice, as he passed over the opposite slope, he turned his
eycs towards the chaise, and still saw the same group at the same spot.
Just when he reached the top, he perceived the figure he had secn
waiting ncar the mill, coming along the road above, towards the party
below, and apparently beckoning to one or more of them. Satisfied,
however, that Louisa was in safety, Morton walked on, and the minute
after they were hidden from his sight.

As he advanced he got a better and more general view of the
country round, and percciving that he must have gone too far to the
eastward, he took the first path to the right, which soon led him to a
small sandy carriage road ; and at the end of about half a mile further
he perceived the red post to which he had been direeied, standing be-
fore him, with part of the lone house which Prior had visited, appear-
ing above some trees beyond. No person was secu upon the road,
however, and Morton, thinking that he might have been delayed
heyond the appointed time, took out his watch to ascertain the hour.
He had yet ten minutes to spare, and walking on to the finger-post,
he sauntered up and down before it ; but stil no one appeared. Nor;
indeed, had it ever been the intention of the person who called him
there to come or send, the appointment being made, us the reader
may have divined, mercly for the purpose of keeping Mr. Morton
in play. That gentleman at length began tosuspect that such was the
case, and was about to turn upon his way homeward, when the sound
of  carringe-wheels suddenly met his ear, coming on apparently at
a rapid rate. B
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CHAPTER XLIL

THE plan was all laid out, the prcparations made, half a dozen “cﬂg
were ready to be told as soon as any circumstance might require them,
the post-chaise was coneealed in the hollow, and, besides two or three
of Alfred Latimer's usual companions, Captain Tankerville, dressed in
a suit of black, to ook as like a physician as possible, stood by the
vehicle, to give authority to the tale which had been devised. The
post-boy had heen brought from a house at which Alfred Latimer was
not known, and he had been told that the object of all this care and
plotting was to catch a poor maniac who was in the habit of wandering
upon the common and who was to be confined in an asylum under a
medical certificate. The same tale was to be spread wherever any
questions were asked ; and the document, authorising restraint to
be used, had been manufactured by Captain Tankerville, who was an
adept in concocting false papers to snit his purposes.  Everything,
also, had been prepared at the cottage inhabited by Alfred Latimer; o
room had been furnished with nailed windows and iron bars; and the
landlord had rcccived intimation that it was the intention of his
icnant to bring thither, for a short time, a near relation of his own,
who was, unhappily, insane. The good gardener took the story upon
trust ; and Latimer, never doubting that Louisa would come at his
invitation, thought Tankerville a very clever fellow for devising
such a plan,

“1 do not see,” he said, *“ why I should not get & part of the money
as well as my mother, if Louisa is to be sct up to auction;” and he
proceeded to caleulate how many pleasant things he could do with five
or six thousand pounds.

He was early to the spot appointed, and, when Morton passed, had
been waiting nearly an hour, though the time he himself had fixed
had not long gone by, Ashe was watching for Louisa coming, he caught
sight of Morton, though that gentleman was not cxactly upon the
road by which he expected her to appear. At first he did not recog-
nise Lim ; but in 2 moment or two there was something in the air and
figure which showed him who it was: the firm and vigorous step, the
upright and commanding carriage, left not o dovbt; and, on the first
impulse, Alfred Latimer would have hurried behind the mill to hide
Limself. The next instant, however, he thought, “She has told him,
I'll bet a guinea ; and he's coming here to spy.  ITe had better mind
his own business, or he'll get his bones broken. Perhaps she has sent
him to palaver me about virtue and propricty, and all that, and to
offer me money if I'll be a good boy;” und he laughed scornfully,
adding. “ Hang me if 1 get out of hix way.”

Thus saying, he commenced his walk again; but he very soon per-
ceived that, whatever was Morton’s olject in coming to the common
at all, he had no intention of approaching the spot where he had
stationed himself. Me concluded that Louisa’s lover had come to
watch and to find out his designs, and the consciousness of his own.,
);1]}:11101155 purpose made him fancy it alrcady in part discovered.

Curse it " he exclaimed ; “if he goes on in that direction he will
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sec the chaise and all the people. Perhaps he may have other fellows
to help him, sent round behind by the lanes and the bank. T had
better go and talk to Tankerville about it;” and off he set as hard as
he could go, beckoning to his companions as soon az he got upon the
brow of the hill, and calling them to come to him, in order that the
post-boy might not overhear their consultations.

The first who approached was Captain Tankerville, and Alfred
Latimer was in full carcer communicating to him his doubts and sus-
picions in regard to Morton, when Bill Malthy joined them. The
latter caught cnough of what was said 1o perecive the fears which the
young gentleman entertained of heing surprised, and he hastened to
relieve him, saying, “ Pooh ! nonscnse, sir. I knew quite well he wa~
going across the common at this time,”

“What is he after, then?” asked Alfred Latimer, turning quickly
towards him. “ What, business has he up here at this time?”

The question somecwhat puzzled Bill Maltby, for though he had
willingly cnough agreed to take part in Alfred Latimer's present enter-
prise, and had himself found a boy to carry the note to Miss Charltor,
he was not at all disposed to trust that gentleman with any knowledge
of the adventures in which he and Williams had been engaged.

“What he's about is no great matter,” replied Maltby, at length.
“ He's gone upon a fool’s crrand, and will have to cool his heels for an
hour at the red post, by Gandy’s old house, waiting for ‘the man that
never comes.”  The trath is, he's been making a fuss about this pocket-
book of his, and had down Prior from London : so a party of us young
fellows determined that we'd have some fun out of it, and make the
gentleman walk the country.”

“If that's the case,” said Captain Tankerville, “yon had hetter
go buck, Latimer.  But it must be past the hour. I shouldn’t wonder
it she didn’t come.”

“If she doesn’t,” replied Latimer, * that fellow has stopped her.”

“Why I can't help saying he's very right,” replied Tankerville.
laughing : “and yet we might make him pay for it, too.”

“ 1 wish we could,” replied Alfred Latimer. *1 am surc he has
stopped her, if she is stopped, for she would only show the letter to
him ; and 1'd give a guinea to see his head broke for his pains.”

“ Perhaps we can do better than that,” replied Captain Tankervilic:
“but do you run up again, Latimer, and sec if the girl’s coming. I'li
think of another plan in the meantime.”

His companion rcturned to wateh by the mill, and Tankerville held
 brief conversation with Bill Maltby, in which they spoke guick, and
eked out their words with nods and signs. <We must, however, content.
ourself with such seraps and bits of sentences as met the car of an
inferior companion, yonng Blackmore, the gardener’s son, who had
been engaged by Malthy to assist that morning, but was not, admitted
to the full confidence of the superior vagabonds with whom he was
confederated.

“Oh, no,” answered Maltby, to a question from Captain Tankerville,
“he knows nothing of me, though 1 know him.” "

“Well, then, if we can’t have the doe, we ‘must take the buek,”
replied Tankerville.  Ther followed some murmuring, at the end of
which the captain observed aloud, “Oh, no; 1 heard all.  He did not
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say whetber it was a man or a woman—#ot a word of it. He only suid
2 maniac.”

*“But I do not sce the use of it,” said Maltby. “What can von do
with himn?” .

* P've not-settled all,”” replied Captain Tankerville, in a tone of phi-
losophic meditation. * One can never quite foresee all the results
of anything : hui one must be u great fool if one cannot find some way
of turning them to advantage. At all events, if this young lady is so
nmuek’in love as Latimer says, we shall find means of driving a bargain
with her when we have got her lover safe in our hands.”

* Well, you had better be quick,” rejoined Maltby, * for he will not
wait very long, and, besides, helll show fight, you may he sure, amd
then, if there should be any one near, we may get into a mese.”

“Run up and call back Jatimer,” replied Tankerville, “und in the
meanwhile I will instruct, this young felow-—whal is his name?”

*John Blackmore,” answered the other, in a whisper; * he's a deter-
mined little devil, though he looks spooney and lackadaisieal,” amd
having given this excellent character to his {riend, he set off to
reeall Alfred Latimer.

On his return 2 brief Lut carnest conference was held by the four
respeetable persons engaged in this very praigeworthy enterprise, and
though Latimer, when he rejoined his companions, bore a dark fieree
ook upon his countenance, he soon was geen to smile with a bitter
sorl of satisfaction at what Tankerville proposed regarding Morton ;
for your thorough sconndrel is incapable of gratitude, and, transmuted
by the dark alchemy of his own heart, benefits conferred upon him be-
come injuries. There was something in the whole scheme that he
liked—it had its portion of imagination and enterprise, and, as to
seruples, Alfred Latimer had done with them. ’

* You must drive us round by this road, and then take the second to
ihe right till I 4ell you to stop,” said Latimer to the postbey. The
man touched hix hat, and the young gentleman added, *“The poor
man we are looking for has gone arross the common.”

*Ave, sir, I see him go just over there five minutes ago,” answered
the other, * I should not wonder if he were to dodge you un
common.” . .

Latimer, Tankerville, and Maltby then got into the chaise, John
Blackmore mounted the splinter bar, and round they drove till they
came within about a couple of hundred yards of the spoet where Mor-
ton was wuiting. There, leaving the chaise in the hollow, while John -
Blackmore, instructed what he was 1o say, advanced along the road to
engage the object, of their scheme in conversation, the other three
erept through the shrubs and tall furze towards the same spot.

The gardencr’s xon came up with Mr. Morton just as he was about 1o
turn towards Mallington, and. addressing him with an casy air, he
said, “T beg pardon for keeping you so long, sir; but there were
people with a chaise dodging about, and 1 dud not know what they
mizht be afrer.”

“Then you have come io speak about the refurn of my pocket-
Book 77 replied Mamton. “1 hope, to aceept the offer T made, for thiy
will be the last opportunity vou will bave of dving s0.” ‘

“Cannot we split the difference, sir!” said young Blackmore, ade
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vancing closer to Morton, as if to whisper. “T think, now, you ought
to consider—and if you do not you must.”

Thus saying he threw himsclf upon him; but Morton, stepping
back, with one straightforward blow levelled him with the ground.
The youth, however, cast his arms round his opponent's fect and legs
as he fell, and in an instant the three other men were upon him. The
struggle that ensued was firm but brief, for Morton's chicf effort was
to draw a pistol from his coat-pocket, having taken the precaution of
arming himself before he set out upon an expedition which might not
be without, its peril, but the attack was so sudden that his arms were
speedily pinioned ; and as soon as he found the attempt to reach the
weapon vain, he ceased to resist, merely saying, as his eye rested upon
Mrs. Charlton’s son, “T know not what are your designs, sir, but you
had better consider well what you are about, before yon plunge into
crimes as well as vices.”

Alfred Latimer made no reply but by a triuraphant laugh, and they
hurried their captive on towards the chaise.  As soon as the post-boy
was within hearing, however, Morton exclaimed, * Are you, my man,
too, an accessory to this act of violence!”

*“Ah, poor gentleman, 1 know all about it!” answered the man;
and before Caplain Tankerville could stop him, he added, * You're:
not the first madman Pve drav.”

“Hat is that the story?” exclaimed Morton ; “then let me tell you,
you ave cheated ; and if you do not inform the nearest magistrate of
all you have seen, you will certainly suffer for your part in this affair.
I shall kuow you and your master;” and he read aloud the name
upon the door of the chaise.

Morton resisted the efforts made to forec him on till he had said
what he thought necessary, and then quictly cntered the vehicle.
Captain Tankerville and Alfred Latimer took their seats on ecither
side of himn, Maltby got upon the splinter-bar, and yonng Blackmore,
having received a whispered message from the latler, and some money
from Mr. Latimer, hurried away across the common.,

CHAPTER XLIIL

I took about threc hours and a half for the chaise to carry Morton
and his captors from Mallington Common to the house in the garden.
After quitting the common, the road traversed several little hamlets,
but no large village, and then gradually ascending, it ran along the
ridge of a bare hilly spine, used principally as o sheep-walk by the
ncighbouring farmers. AL the other end, again, it entered into a
more fully inhabited tract. A gentleman’s house was to be seen here
and there rising on the side of a hill; and one or two small villages
cchoed to the sound of the wheels, as the chaise whirled through
them, but as the road was now almost all the way down-hill, the post-
boy kept his horses at a good pace, and it was not till they were within
about a mile and a half of the town that any pausc took place. 1t
was by this time half-past twelve—an unpleasant.hour for any one to
bring a cargo of contraband merchandise through the market-place of
a large town—and, consequently, Alfred Latimer put his head out of
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the front window, and dirccted the post-boy to drive round by the
lancs, adding something about “ the poor gentleman making a row.”

Morton merely smiled ; and though he saw a man coming along the
road he made no movement of any kind, being one of those calm.
people who only take advantage of the proper opportunity more reso-
lutely, beeause they have waited for it with patience. His perfeet,
tranquillity, indced, was not altogcther plecasant, either to Alfred
Latimer or to Captain Tankerville. They could not account for it
themselves npon any other reason than that he had a perfect certainty
in his own mind of speedy deliverance, by some process which they
could not divine; and they began to entertain those vague apprehen-
sions of dangers, againgt which there is no guarding, but which art
very unpleasant to men engaged in a criminal pursnit.  The -post-boy
having received his orders, drove round the town, through the lancs,
and reached the cottage in the garden, the wall of which had in it,
besides the ordinary door, a gate for the gardeners’ carts to enter and.
wo forth. At this gate Maltby jumped down, and drew back the Dolt,
wiving admission to the vehicle, which instantly rolled on close up to-
the door of the house. He then planted himself on one of the steps,
and Alfred Latimer sprang to the other, to prevent the captive of their
-bow and spear from holding any communication with the master of
the house, who was scen at a little distance working in his gurden.
Morton, however, alighted quite quictly, as if going straight into the
house, but he turned suddeuly to the post-boy, who was looking round,
and exclaimed, “Remember what I told you! You will be well re-
warded if you do—punished if yeu do not,” and then walked on, fol-
lowed by Tankerville and Latimer, while Maltby remained at the doox
to watch the proceedings of the driver.

As soon as Mr. Morton was safely deposited in the room which had
been prepared for Louisa Charlton, and the door locked and holted
upon him, the two principal scoundrels who had brought him thither
held w whispered consultation in regard to what was to be done with
the post-boy.

“By G—1 he's devilish like to go and tell a magistrate,” said
Alfred Latimer ; “the fellow will say to himself there can be no harm
in that, whether the man is mad or not.” .

“ Ay, that’s what onr friend up stairs caleulated upon,” rejoined the
worthy captain; “and there’s but one way of mending it.”

“And what's that?” demanded Mr. Latimer.  “I don't sec how we
can stop it.”

“Why give the boy a five-pound hote for his trouble,” answered
Tankerville; “then if he keeps the moncy he's art and part in the
business, and won’t dare to say a word ; and if he says a word he'll be
;)bliiggd to give up the money, which, depend upon it, he won't like
o do.”

Altred Latimer did not at all approve of lessening his little stock by
the sum of five pounds ; but, nevertheless, he saw uo help for it; and
after some grumbling, he advanced to the door of the house, paid for
the horses, and gave the post-boy the sum determined upon, saying,
“ That’s for your owm trouble. You need not mind anything that
fellow said about telling magistrates. He's as mad as a March hare,
and we've got a doctor's order. Here it ds.”
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The man only thanked him, and drove out of the gate again; but
as he went he exchanged a glance with the gardener; und raising his
right thumb towards the left car of 1hé oft horse, gecmed to indicate
2 desire that the man should follow whither he was about to go. The
gardener, advancing to shut the gates, looked out, and nodded his
head, as if 1o signify that he understood and would iollo“.

In the meantime the three gentlemen who had been engaged in
this pleasant affair proceeded to the drawing-room of the cottage,
whenee poor Luey Kdmonds was speedily dislodged to eive frecdom
to their comsultation. As woon as she was gone, Tankerville ex-
claimed, slapping Latimer on the shoulder, ¢ Now, my boy ! at him
4t once.  You have got the game in your own hands, if you play it
well”

* But let us consider what I'm to say,” rejeined Alfred Latimer.

“Oh! don’t stand any nonsense,” answered Tankerville. < Treat it
as a mabier of business, Latimer. Tell him you know quite well he
prevented Miss Charlton from coming, and so he must stand in her
place. Just say to him that if he has a mind to give you a promise in
writing to lay down five thousand pounds to you on his marriage with

" Louisa, and to pledge his word of honour that he will not mention
anything about this affuir to any one, you'll let him out at once : but if
he doesn’t, you'll keep him in till you settle the matter with Louisa
herself.”

“ el refuse to a certainty,” replied Alfred Tatimer : © [ know him
Jbetter than you do.”

“ Well, it can’t be helped, if he does,” ansgwered Tankerville. < We'll
settle the matter with the young lady. [t's always a devil of u deal
casier to plough with the heifer. We must get her promise for the
five thousand—I'1l manage all that. The devil of it ix, we must be
quick, otherwise you sec inguiries will be made. and the whole busi-
ness may et blown, which would be awkward.  However, we are sure
of three or four days, and I}l answer for bringing the yonug lady round
in that time. You go and speak {o him, Latimer; and Mr. Malthy
and 1 will wait at the door, to make sure he doesn't, break your head
and get out, for he’s devilish strong when he likes it.”

Allred Latimer, according to this suggestion, moved up stairs, fol-
lowed by his two worthy comrades, to the room in which Morton had
been placed. At the door, however, he paused for an instant ; for
when his blood was not up, there was a suflicient degree of shame left
to make him feel unwilling to go inand dizplay 1o an honourable man
the whole meanuncss and baseness of his character. He did not choose,
however, to shriuk or hesitate before his*two more impudent com-
panions; and, after thix momentary pause, he threw open the door
sharply aud went in, with bis brow knit into a frown.

Morton was standing at the window, looking out; but he turned
round instanily, catehing sight before the door was closed, not only of
Alfred Latimer himself, but of his two companions. His visitor, how-
cver, determined to take the first word ; and, without gi»in" Morton
time Lo speak, he said, with o swagger, “1 can telk you what, sir, people
who think they can thwart me when I've detennined on a thing, will
find that they muy get into the wrong box. You may say what you
like, but 1 know quite well Louisa was fool cnough to show you,my
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fetier, and that you told her not to come; you now faste the consc-
quences.”

Morton gazed at him with a look of pity, not unmingled with con-
tempt: “1 do not understand,” he replied, * what yon mean by telling
me that T may say what [ like. I am not accustomed, sir, to say any-
thing buat that which iy true.”

“Well, did you, or did you not, tell her not to come
Alfred Fatimer, eager to find grounds of quarrel.

“T undoubtedly did,” replied Morton, “and I am exccedingly glad
thal my opinion of your character was so strongly formed, that 1 ad-
vised her not to trust herself with you at a distance from home, cven
before T knew you would venture to such a length as to gather togethér
three or four rutfians and swindlers, with a post-chaise, in ‘order to
earry her away o o room freshly prepared, with iron bars to the win-
dows, for her imprisonment. under some pretence or another.”

Latimer had twice opencd hig lips to interrupt Morton while he
spoke ; bul, to say trath, he was puzzled for a reply, and rage did not
facilitate his utterance.

1 bave every right ! he exclaimed, at Iength, “ to take any means
1 may think fit to prevent my sister from marrying a fortunc-hunter
and a swindler.”

Morton smiled, but answered calmly, * You have no right, sir, to in-
terfere even in the glightest degree.  Fortunately for hersell, and for
all who have any regard for her, you are not any relation whatever to
the lady whom you presume to call your sister. Iler gnardians and
her step-mother will, doubtiess, take good care that she does not, ax
yon say, marry either a fortune-hunter or a swindler; and if it is to
me you apply those terms, there is nobody who should know better
than vourself thal yon are falsifying the truth, and attempting to
cover a picee of knavery by a lie!

Had Tankerville or any other of his companions ventured to usxce
such expressions, Alfred Latimer’s first, act wonld have been Lo knock
him down, but there was sorething in Morton which cowed him ; and,
after hesitating for an instant, he replied, 1 did not say you were a
fortune-hunter or a gwindler; but I do say I've a right to know who
you are, before you marry Lonisa Charlton, who, if she is not my sister,
is just as good.”

“Yon have no right at all,” replied Morton. *To those who have
a right to inquire, 1 have explained already.”

“The devil yon have!” exclaimed Alfred Latimer.  “ Then, T sup-
Pose, you mean to say you've made vour bargain with my mother?”

“I've made no bargain with any one,” answered Morton ; * nor shall
T make onc—of that you may be quite sure: and 1 eannot but hope
and believe that you mistake your mother’s character in attributing
such objeets to her.”

*Tooh, nousense !” replied Alfred Latimer. My mother would be
2 fool if, when old Charlton put such power in her hands, she did not
make the most of it. What did the old man do it for, if he did not
inteud her to gain Something by it ?”

“ It was very strahge, certainly,” answered Morton, thoughtfully;
* but there is no accounting for old men's caprices; and it is my belief
tH the law will not sustain that part. of the will.”

e

exclaimed
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“The deuce it is!” exclaimed Latimer; “then the more need I
should take care of myself: and 1've only one word to say, Mr. Morton,
which is this—if you or Louisa do not agree to pay mec down five
thousand pounds upon your marriage-day, and if you do not give me
_your word of honour that no notice shall be taken of this aflair, you
will have to kick your heels here for 1 month or two.”

“In regard to my taking notice of your present conduct,” replied
Morton, “ probably I shall noi punish you as you deserve ; not on your
account, but on Miss Charlton’s. In regard to her conduct to you, or
to what she may think fit to promisc you, I have no control; but for
my own part, a8 I said before, 1 enter into no bargain with you or any
one else ; and allow me to say that, by attempting to make such, you
only degrade yourself, without in the slightest degree forwarding your
own oljeet.”

Alfred Latimer set his tecth hard, and then replied, “ I'll tell you
what, sir—I've got the whip hand of you, for a time at least—and T'll
make you forward iy object, whether you like it or not:” and thus
saying, he flung out of the room, and joined his two companions on
the ontside.

“Well done, Latimer !” said the gallant captain, grasping him by
the arm. “ We heard it all, and nobody could do it better. But come,
let us consult on the next step:” and, going down to the room below,
Captain Tankerville continued, for he had already laid out the whole
plan in his own head.  “ You must make me your ambassador to this
fair queen of beanty and wealth,” he said. “T will go over carly to-
morrdw and represent the casge to her; and I doubt not, before dinner
time I shall bring you over her promise under hanfl and seal.  Those
dear creatures, the women, they are so casily hnmbugged, especially
where o lover is in the case! Then, they are always inclined to do
things with an air; and but set them riding upon the hobby of gene-
rogity, and there’s no knowing how lar they will go.”

“Jt's not 30 with all women,” answered Alfred Latimer, thinking of
his mother.

“Wouldn't it be betier for you, captain, to go over at once?” asked
Bill Maltby. ©It's better to strike while the iron’s hot.”

“No, no,” reptied Caplain Tankerville; “give her a day to fret.

They’ll not be able to trace him—don't be afraid ; and what between
trying to find him out all this morning, and fancying he's murdered
all night, she'll be brought down so low by to-morrow that she'll be
ready to do anything that one wants, merely for the assurance that he'x
alive and well.”
* “That's Louisa all over,” answered Alfred Latimer. “1 don't doubt
that she'll promise; but I'll tell you how you-can make it quite sure,
Tankerville. If you just make her think that Morton wishes it, she'lt
do it in a minute.”

“Not a bad idea,” answered Captain Tankerville; “we might write
2 letter for him, asking her to do it.”

“It will be better not to put anything on paper,” said Malthy, who
had g fear of forgery. “ Captain Tankerville can jist quictly hint that
Mr. Morton wishes it ; but wouldn’t for the worltl ask her. But you
see, the mischief of it is, that while we are all over here, we can none
of us tell what may e going on at Mallington, and a thousand thiges
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may happen to make it devilish awkward when we come to operations
to-morrow.”

This very sage observation produced a discussion as to the steps to
be taken, which ended in Maltby sciting out for the purpose of hiring
a horse and gig to proceed to Mallington, to watch all that took place
in that village, and give duc intimation of any occurrencc that might
be important to his two companions.

After he was gone, Captain Tankerville coolly invited himself to dine
and spend the evening with his dear acquaintance of the spunging-
house ; and poor Lucy Edmonds was forced to endure during the rest
of the day the presence and society of a man whose countenance and
manners filled her with instinctive dread.  After dinner, Latimer an
his companion hoth drank deep, and Lucy was glad to quit tHem, and
retire nominally to rest, though but little rest indeed could the
unhappy girl find. The drinking still went on in the room that she
left, and then cards were produced to pass away the time, for Captain
Tankerville could not resist the temptation to pigeon even a confede-
rate in erime ; and Alfred Latimer, who really did play well—it was his
ouly talent—fancied that he played better than any one else. VFor
several games success was prewty equal on both sides; and though
Latimer did not wish to risk moncy, as the whole of the twenty
pounds he had received from Captain Tankerville had been well nigh
dissipated in the operations of that morning, the stakes were gradually
increased till they mounted high, when fortune’s balance hegun imme-
diately to incline in favour of Captain Tankerville. With a heated
brow and u glittering eye Latimer went on; but he still lost, and
began to faney he was cheated. The pile of money grew up on
Tankerville's side of the table, and diminished upon his, 1ill he saw
immediate need stare him in the face. Yet he could not stop, but went
on watching the game with fierce eagerness, and thinking that he saw
a card kept back, or slipped beneath when the pack was cut.  He was
in hopes at the very next deal of detecting the fraud, when the bell of
the house was heard to ring. The door was not opencd, however, and
with scarcely a minute's interval the bell rang again.

“The old fellow below is asleep,” said Tankerville.  “T should not
wonder if it is some onc from Mallington. 11l go and sec;” but before.
he did so he swept up his winnings, and put them in his pocket. Then,
taking the candle, he walked down stairs. :

Alfred Latimer listened, and heard the voice of John Blackmore, the
sardener’s son ; then looked with a haggard eye at the small sum that
rcmained upon the table --less than ten pounds ; but that was all that,
he now possessed on earth ; and the next moment Tankerville and the
messenger entered the room, with an expression of a good deual of
anxiety in the countenance of the former.

CHAPTER XLIV.

Turre are many vafieties of the post-boy genus: the loquacious, the
taciturn, the observing, the stolid, the drunken, the grave, the smart,
the slow, the impassable, the picturesque, and the poetical ; but we will
not -be led into a disquisition upon post-boys, and merely say that, of
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all these varieties, the post-boy in question belonged to the obscrving
class. A mind naturally astute, rendered quicker by a considerable
quantity of drubbing in infancy and boyhood ; the habit of lounging
about inn-doors and cxamining all sorts of things that passed: the
nceeessity of driving maultitudes of people whom he did not know, and
of gathering from various little traits whether they would give three-
pence, fourpence, or fivepence a mile ; and the custom of riding and
tending cvery devil of a horse that his master chosc to purchase ; all
these rendered him of an obhserving disposition, and enabled him to
judge rapidly of everything he saw.

. Having stopped his horses, which were somewbat hot and very tired,
he got out of the saddle, and turning round looked behind him, to see
if Alfred latimers landlord was coming. Ile had to wait several
minutes before the worthy gardencr made his appearance, plod(‘ixw up
the Jane, and, after a significant glance between him and thc post-boy,
the conversation bcgan as follows -

“This i a ram go, Master Wll-xon, said the man of horses.

“Ay ! Tdon't half know what to muke of it,” rejoined the man of
flowers,

“ Do you know much about that youny chap as i lodging with you?”
arked the post-hoy.

* No: I know nothing at all,” replied ihe cardencr, “ exeept that he
pays his rent. That's my businesg, and [ never mind anything
else.”

“ That's a hint,” aid the post-boy, “that T had better mind my busi-
ness 100 :—-but T can’t help ihmkmg, Master Wilson, that ‘ere youny
wentleman they've got hold on is no more mad nor vou or I.”

“ Can't say,” replicd the gardener, drily ; “never see him before.”

“Did vou hear what he said (o me?” inguired the other.

“Noj; | heard him say someihing, but not what it was.” answered
the gardener. * The truth is, I don't want to meddie with what doesn't.
concern e, and §o-——--"

“ Ag you gel your reni, and I dare say it's a cood once.” rejoined he
of the post-chaise, with o grin, “ yow'd rather that your lodger wasw't
dlsturbcd in his domgﬂ. Well, it's no concern of mine cither: so [T
jog'on;” and thereupon hie put Lis foot in the stirrup, and trotted aw ay
to the inn,

The post-boy was now left to his own resonrees, eut off from the
expected connsel of the gardener, and much doubting what he ought,
to do. The tive-pound note which he had in his breeches pocket had a
smug and comnfortable feeling about it. which it would have been un-
pleasant to part with ; and yet, strange to say, the very fuct of his hav-
ing reccived that five-pound note caused the greatest doubt as to
whether he shonld keep it.  He knew that it had not been given him
for nothing: and he had to consider that, if any disagrecable consec-
quences arose from the detention of the gentleman rvpm'ted to be in-
sane, he was sure to be looked upon as art and part in the transaction,
in consequence of his having reecived so large au sum without a right-
ful clairnn.  Besides all this, he was ab heart not. at all an ill-disposed or
dishonest. person. He had, also, that which alvhost every Englishman.
naturally possesses, from the highest-minded man of honour to the
Jowest scamp—a great dislike to injustice in the abstract ; and, more-
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over, that which all Englishmen habitually receive—an abhorrence of
any infringement of civil liberty.

But then the five- pound note in his pocket felt so comfortable ; and
the devil, who is always at every man'’s clbow, ready to take advantage
of uny little circumstance in his fate to lead him away from the straight
path Ly the most persuasive arguments, kept pointing out to him how
many nice things he could buy, and how many pleasant things he
could do, with the sum of onc hundred shillings. ‘Honesty and
prudence required him to resign it: the devil and convenienee said,
keep it snug; and, between them, poor human nature was in a sad
puzzle,

The internal emotions of the man will have in xome way their exier?
nal impression.  Our poor post-boy displayed the embarrassment in
which he was by various vicible signs. He rubbed down his horses ten
times more than was needful--he broke out into an agitated whistle in
the midst of his brushiug. The ostler asked bim where he had heen
s0 Jong, and he answered, “ Yes-—very :” and when he came to give
the landlord the money for the horses he had well nigh given himn the
tive-pound note into the bargain.  Still he could scttle the matter in -
no degree 1o his satisfaction.  He wished the devil wonld not tempt
him, but the devil would : and the bundles of hay were so equally
divided, that, like the ass in the fable, he could move on neither the
one side nor the of her, xo completely was his mind on the bajance.

At length something occurred 1o relieve him. A gentleman’s
chariot drove up to the door of the inn, and a load voice shouted up
the yard, * Horses on |7

The inn possessed three pair of posters, and at that particular time
but two post-boys.,  The ostler called aloud, “ Tom ! Tom!--horses
on !

* Where's Bill?” cried Tom, which was our friend’s Christian name.

*Uone to ﬁkington,” answered the ostler. *Quick, Tom ; the
somman’s in o warry, and you must go.”

Now 'Tom, as the reader knows, had ridden forty-two miles that day,
and he might he well pleased with a little repose; but there was no
remedy for his case, and, carrying his great-coat over his arm, he issued
forth to the inn deor, where the ustler was already busy in putting-to
the horses. The first thing he saw, on giving a glance in at the car-
rizge-window, was an immense head, which had app'u'em.h seen many
summers : but the expression of th(, countenance thercunto appertain-
ing he could not well discover, for, in addition to the impediment of
a pair of spectacles, the eyes were cast down, busily reading what
seemed Lo be a law- -paper. The landlord wag making out the ticket,
but Tom, with a view'to further dls(owuea, thoug ht 1it to approach
the window, and inquire, “ Where to, sir?”

’l‘ho gentleman looked up, and replied, “To Mallington. IIow far
Us Il IS

“One and twenty miles good, sir,” replied Tom, in a desponding
tone, ag if he thought he should never get there that night.

1is dolorous u’pn,hswn secmed to strike the ventleman, and he
replied, “ 1 hope the man in the moon has not come down too soon to
find his way to Norwich, for { should like very much to be in Malling-
ton before cight.”



T ' ' THE STEP-MOTHER.

Tom promised to do his best, reccived the ticket, got into the sad-
dle, and drove away, still cogitating upon what he was todo. The
Jjourncy, however, passed over quictly enough. The horses were fresh
—a great deal fresher than Tom—but he himself was moved by that
gort of irritating doubt which ix a great incentive to locomotion ; and
=0 he kept his beasts going at a good rate till a little after nightfall they
entered Mallington, and drove up to the door of the Bagpipes. Mrs.
Pluckrose was out in a minute, the ostler made his appearance, the
chambermaid was seen in the back-ground, and two or three heads
raised themselves over the blinds of the tap and the commereial-room.
In the meantime, Mr. Quatierly entercd the inn, and was ushered np
slairs; the horses were taken off, and Tom, the post-boy, thinking he
had carned o right to a little repose. went into the tap, seated himself
with his whip in his hand, and called for 4 pint of beer to begin with.
While the barmaid was drawing it for him, he suddenly heard the
voice of Mrs. Pluckrose replying to her new guest on the first landing,
“I'll send the note immediately, sir; but I'm afraid it'’s no use, for Mr.
2Morton, as I hear, went out early this morning from Mallington House,
and hasn’t vet returned, and they are all in a great fuss about him.
There have been people out all over the country looking for him ; but
when last 1 heard he had not been found.”

This speceh of the landlady made a decp impression upon Tom, and
on the impulse of the moment he exclaimed alond, without noticing
the presence of a slang-looking young man, who was flirting with the
barmaid through the window, ©“ Hang me ! if that isn’t the gentleman
they are talking of as I druv over this morning. Tl go and tell them
all about it;” and np he got, with his whip still in his hand, and ap-
proached the foot of the stairs.

“No,” said Mr. Quatterly, speaking to Mrs. Pluckrose, still at the
first landing, “ 'l go myself, ma'am, and inquire into this business.
Let me have somebody to show me the way.” But just at that moment
Tom appeared, touching his hal, and saying,—

“I think I can tell you more about it nor any one, sir, for I knows
more nor any one.”

“ Come up, then—come up,” said Mr. Quatterly, quickly. “Though
this business seems as dark as mutton-pie, we'll soon have some light
in it

The moment after, Tom, Mrs. Pluckrose, and Mr. Quatterly were all
shut in together, in consultation, and, in about five minutes, the voice
of the landlady was heard ealling from above,—“ Betsy !--Betsy !
Send the boy down to Dr. Western to say we've heard where Mr. Mor-
ton is gone to, and heg him to step up directly. Tell the ostler to
get out o chaise directly—make the boy run all the way.”

The slang-loocking gentleman, of whom we have spoken, had paused
in his conversation with the barmaid to listen to wiat was taking place
above ; and when the voice of Mrs. Pluckrose was heard giving the
above orders, he walked hastily out of the inn, and burried down a
lane at the back of .the street to a small public-house, which we may
say, by the way, bore not the very best reputation in Mallington. He
therce found seated, onr respectable friends BillsMaltby and Mr. Wil-
liams, to whom he communicated all that had just taken place at
the inn. -



“ (it out the horse, like the devil ! was Malthy's first exclamation ;
and as soon as the lad had run to perform this errand. he and Wil-
liaws held a short whispered consultation, at the end of which a piece of
paper was procured, on which the latter gentleman wrote a few hasty
lines.  Ina minute after the youth returned, saying the horse was out.
The note was entrusted to him: and he received direetions to “ride
like hell!” which we may naturally conclude meant as quick as Le
could go.

CHAPTER XLY.

-
As may well be supposed, the news which reached Captain Tapkerville
and Alfred Latimer, to the effect that their whole proceedings were
made known, and that magistrates and lawyers were in pursuit of them,
proved by no means palatable to those worthy gentlemen.  After
about five minutes’ conference, however, Captain Tankerville made up
hiix mind as to his own course.

“Well, Latimer,” he said, “I don’t know what vou intend to do;
but T'm off'; so good-night.”

Latimer Jooked at him with a stern and haggard eye, but, for a mo-
ment, made no answer. At length. however, a smile of seorn, some-
what strained and unnatural, eame upon his lace: and he said,
“ You are casily frightened, Tankerville, and, 1 dare say, will he afraid
to come back and give me my revenge when these fellows are gone.
You have left we but a bundred pounds in the house; and yon onght
to give me my revenge at least—it” your heart does not fail you.”

lle spoke an untruth when he pretended to possess the sum he
stated s but it was not withont an object, as he well knew the only sure
bait he could hold out to the swindler before him was money.

Captain Tankerville rose at it like a hungry trout.  * Oh dear, no!”
he sid—*T1 not baulk you. I'll come back as soon as I fiud the
coast clear; but 1 doubt, my friend, that if you stay, yowll get unbbed,
for what we bave done is no joke.”

*Jean get bail, if 1 want it,” replicd his companion, in a cool tone;
“bat as you cannot, I fancy, you had belter go. 1 shall expect you to
breakinst at ten: and I'lL bet you five pounds that 1 keep my man in
spite of them.”

* Done " answered Captain Tankerville; and. with a renewed pro-
mise to return and give him his revenge, as men termn the process by
which they propose to plunder a dupe =il further, he took bis depar-
ture, and left Lutimer and yvoung Blackmore together.

Assoon as he war gone the note was examined once more with keen
attention, and then Mr. Latimer inquired, “How will Willizms get
over, Johnt”

*In the gig, sir,” replied the gardener's son. * He has been showing
himself a good deal in Mallington lately, just to prove to the folks
that he had nothing to do with eracking the window at the Hall, but he
always keeps a gig rpady, nevertheless: and if he tells you i the note
that he's coming, h¢ll be over quick enough, for Jack Willivms
docs not losc time. ITe did not say anything to me about it, how-
ever.”

13



“Then you had better go where you were told,” answered the young
gentleman. “T cannot spare much, but there's five shillings to bait the
horse, and you shall have more by-and-by.”

He spoke in a calm, ordinary tone; but when he was once more
alone that apparent tranquillity deserted him, and he walked up and
down the room for half an hour in a state ef agitation approaching
despair.  Again and again he looked at the small sum upon the tuble,
and murmured, “ What shall I do?” and then recommenced his walk
with a quick and irregular step. There was an ear that heard it all,
and a heart that more than shared his anguish, though without being
able to conceive the circumstances, vague hints of which showed her
‘that he was suffering and in peril. Tuey Edmonds would have given
worlds to have gone in and consoled him ; but she had learned to fear
him, too, and dared not venture ; and while she was still listening to
the hurried footfall, she heard the sound of wheels. Then a window
was thrown open, and Latimer's voice, speaking 1o some one over the
garden-wall, inquired, “Is that you, Williams ?’

Another voice answered in the affirmative, and then she caught the
sound of Latimer's foot descending the stairs. The door below was
opened, and then there was a pausc of some minutes, after which two
persons ascended to the adjoining room, and voices were heard again.

Lucy listened eagerly—not from curiosity, hut from deep interesf.
She only heard part., however ; but that part was sufficient to cause
very mingled cmotions. Onee the light of joy rose up in her heart,
and more than once terror, and anxiety, and gricf, took possession of her.
Her. lip now bore a smile—faint, indeed, although it was the smile of
hope; hut then again she trembled as she lay, and, turning her face to
the pillow, wept.  To explain the cause of such emotions, we must re-
late the conversation that took place in the other room ; but,at the
same time, it must be remembered that it was but a part, and that a
small part, which Lucy Edmonds overheard, otherwise the slight gleam
of hope and happiness that came upon her would have been drowned
out at once in the flood of anguixh.

Williams entered the room with a slow step, and, without seating
himself, stood on one side of the table, where Captain Tankerville had
been placed, while Latimer remained upon the other. I looked for
you all along the roud,” he said, “ thinking that the news might have
geared you.”

“If you had wot come soon, I should have gonc after John Black-
more, and waited for you there,” replicd Latimer.

“I ealled ag | came by,” said Williams. * I must have got, the start
of them in setting out, by full half an hour; and those two spavined
carcasres that Mrs. Pluckrosc calls post-horges will be a pretty time
upon the road, T'll answer for it. 8o we shall have time to talk a bit
before there is any danger ; and I want to say a word to you.”

* Well, say away,” answered Alfred Latimer, * only remember Luey is
in there;" and he pointed with his thumb to the door of the bed-room.

* Are you married yet ?” agked Williams, aloud.

“No,” answered Alfred Latimer; “not yet.” |

“Then I sha'n't say anything at all,” answered Williams; “for vou
promised her, and you promised me, and how can I trust {he man who
breaks his word so ?” .
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“ How the devil could T keep it sooner?” replied Latimer. “The
banns have betn publihed twice, and to-morrow’s the third time—I
intend to marry her the next day.” B

“ Will you really ?” asked Williams.- “You seem devilish lukewarm
about, it.”

Alfred Latimer called down vengeance on his head, with a fearful
imprecation, if be did not fulfil his word on the day after the next
and then added, “ I'm not lukewarm at all about it—I'm more deter-
mijned than ever; for I've devilish little to share with her but my
name, and that she may as well have as soon as possible. But what
has all this to do with what you were going to say ?”

*Why, a good deal,” answered Jack Williams; “for I intend to b8
off for Zante on Monday, and you may come too, if you like. But
vou sham’t come unless Imcy goes as your wife. There's a ship lying
ready to sail in the Downs, which will take us all for a trifle; and
when we are there, we can follow out what we are talking of, you
know.”

Alfred Latimer was silent ; and he gazed upon the table with bitter
mortification, as he thought that the state of poverty to which he had:
reduced himself would prevent him from executing the wild and
eriminal but exeiting scheme upon which he had been meditating for
the last month. Williams looked at him with a thoughtiul face, seeing
dearly that there was some impediment which made Alfred Latimer
hesitate.

“(‘ome,” he said at length, “if you are thinking of this'other scheme
vou have in hand, it's all no use. Maliby told me all about it;and as
won as I heard of it 1 wondered how you could be such a fool as to be
raken in by a pitiful, eowardly vermin, like that Tankerville, to try
wything of the sort. He’s not brave enough to do anything bold and
manly ; and you'll soon have all the magistrates upon you for your
pains,” .

* Ax to the magistrates,” replied Latimer, “I don’t care a pin, for they
-an but say that I got hold of this fellow Morton to prevent Louisa
Charlton from marrying a swindler.”

* Swindler!” said Williams, with a low laugh; “you know letter
:han that ; but, however, you must keep out of the way, for it they get
10ld of you, it may prevent you from lending a hand to onc scheme
or the other.  If you would take my advice, you'd just open the door,
ind let him out, and then come along with me.”

“1 should like to keep him in as long as I can,” replied Alfred
Latimer ; “for as sure as he gets out he will have the constables after
ne, and very likely take away Lucy, too, before we are married. A
Jhousand things may prevent the people from Mallington coming as
oon as we fancy.”

“ There's some truth in that,” replicd his companion; “but, at all
wwents, you had better go with me; keep yourselt out of the way

ill it’s blown over ; come back, and marry Lucy on Monday morning ;
ind then let us be off over the wild sea. to a country where there's
slenty to be done, and where we may lead a life of pleasure and
letivity, instead of hanging on here, where man is always tlogged back
into a particular path by laws and customs that he hates, like one out of
a pack of hounds.”
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Alfred Latimer shook his head sadly. “I can’t, Williams,” he said ;
“1can’t. That fellow Tankerville bas cheated me out of almost every-
thing I had. That's all he’s left me ;” and he pointed to the seven or
eight guincas that lay upon the table.

“That’s bad,” said Williams, looking at the moncy with a grim
smile. “T knew what would come of it, ag soon as I heard you had
anything to do with that fellow again. But come, sir, there’s nothing
without its remedy ; and what 1've got to talk to you about will be a
remedy for this, if you've got the courage and determination 1 think
you have. Though 1 am pretty well off in pocket for a single adven-
ture, yet I haven’t got cnough for what I want. We must strike a good
“stroke before we go, that may set us off well; and I know where such
a blow s to be struck.”

Alfred Latimer raised his fingers, and pointed to the next room ; and
Williams proceeded in a lower tone. *1 was disappointed,” he said,
“when I first tried this job ; but I sha'n’t be disappointed a second
time, for I have got a key made to the little door that gocs into the
stable-yard, and there are no bolts upon it. We should only have to
gel over the wall, and walk quictly in, shut up the women, quietly to
pack up what we want, and be off. Maltby had such a fright last time
that we won’t have him, though we must give him something to be
quict; but T only intend to have two with me, and, if you like, you
may be one.”

- “l lW]\c:m is it 7" demanded Latimer, in a whisper. “Is it Mallington
all?”

Williams nodded his head, and both remained silent, while Latimer
first gazed down upon the ground, and then turned his cyes with a
look of bitter inquiry to the small sum of money upon the table. At
length his brow contracted; he set his teeth fust, and muttered between
them, with a nod of the head, “T will go.”

* That’s right,” said Williams. “There is certainly to the worth of
five or six thousand pounds, and perhaps more.”

“ When is it to be?” asked his young compauion, cagerly.

“To-morrow mnight,” replicd Williams ; *“ but you had better come
with me to-night. All this job about Mr. Morton will make a good
blind for your being absent. Then you can come back early on Monday,
marry Luey, and be off for the sca.”

Alfred Latimer agreed to all that he proposcd, for his fortunes
scemed desperate, and, like many another man, without waiting to sce
if, out of the clouds and darkness that surrounded him, some light
would not break to guide patience and endurance unto brighter things,
he hurried on upon the path before him, heedless of the abyss that
yawned beneath his feet. .

*“ I will come,” he said, “T will come. But I must take some things
with me, and speak to Luey for a minute, to tell her that I will be back
on Monday.”

“¥he had better have everything arranged for your marriage by nine
o'clock,” said Williams, “for the sooner you are away the beiter. Write
a note to the parson before you go, and bid Kucy meet you at the
church with all the traps. Then you can start at once.”

. 1:‘ ”will,” replied Alfred Latimer; “and I'll give the note to Lucy to
ake, :
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“You had better a great deal tcll her to keep herself out of the way
all to-morrow morning,” answered Williams, “for you can't tell what
may happen. We'll bid John Blackmore wateh about, and let her know
when the people have been here, so that she may come back after-
wards.”

The note was accordingly written with all despatch, and, taking it up
to carry it to lLamey, Alfred Latimer was putting his little store of
money in his pocket, when Williams whispered, “ Give her half of it,
man—never leave a woman without money ;” and, agreeing to the
suggestion, the young man entered the chamber beyond, and closed
the door. What was said Williams could not distinguish, but he heard
a low, murmured conversation, mingled, he thought, with bitter sobs:
and when Alfred Latimer returned, his face was flushed and his manner
agitated.

*“What's the matter?” asked Williams.

“She fancies something,” answered Latimer, “and wanted to stop
me; but it doesn’t signify. Now 1 am ready to go. But stay, I may
as well put these in my pocket;” and taking out a brace of pistols from .
a cupboard, he disposed of them as he had mentioned, and followed his
companion down stairs.

CHAPTER XLVL

Tur summons of Mr. Quatterly was not long unattended to by Dr.
Western, and in less than twenty minutes he walked into the inn and
inquired for the gentleman who wished to sec him. The meeting
between him and the respectable solicitor was not as that of two
strangers, although they had never scen cach other before ; for as soon
as Mr. Quatterly announced his name, the rector shook him warmly
by the hand, saying, *“ Very happy indeed to sce you, my dear sir.
But what of our young friend ? Called away, doubtless, on this busi-
ness suddenly ; but indeed he should have given some intimation of
his going, for we have all been in vast alarm about him. One little
heart in our village is well nigh breaking with terror; and let me tell
you that heart is a treasure not to be trifled with.”

“What can’t be cured must be endured, my dear doctor,” replied the
soli;mﬁ'; *Bamson was a strong man, bt he could not drink out of
an cempty pitcher.  Our friend could not give any intimation of his
departure, because he did not know he was going.  You have heard of
the man who set out to catch aTartar. Now, my dear doctor, our friend
caught a Tartar who would not let him do anything he thought fit to
do. He was not exactly in bodily fear; for I suppose he would call
me out if T were to insinuate that such a thing was possible; but he
was not ‘liber homo.’” .

*Indeed !” exclaimed the rector, mistaking Mr. Quatterly’s mean-
ing, and thinking that for some cause, just or unjust, Morton had heen
arrested; “how did this happen !—I hope no foolish quarrel —no duel?
He went out carly, Louisa said, and—"

“ Wrong, all wrong,” replied the old solicitor. “IIe was neither in
the hands of sheriffs’ officers nor of Bow-street officers—neither of the
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¢constabularius vulgaris,’ nor of the ‘scrviens ad clavam, or *adarma;’
butin the hands of a set of Macegrarii, as I may call them, or buyers
and sellersof stolen flesh ; they have kidnapped him, carried him off ina
post-chaise, upon the pretence that he is insane, and taken bim to the
town of ——, which I passed through about four hours ago—would I
had known it then!”

“But who can have done this?” said Dr. Western; “any of the
parties, think you, to this suit that is pending?”

“ Not at all, not at all,” replied Mr. Quatterly; “Dut this young dog
who, quitting his rank and station in socicty, chooses to associate with
scamps and swindlers. Was not she a dirty slut to sell her bed and
lic upon . dirt *—The rhyme is not correct, hut that does not matter --

*it is no other than young Alfred Latimer, to whom he was so kind. |
told him, T told him! What's bred in the bone will never. comg out
of the flesh. You can't’ make a silk purse out of a sows ear. But
there 1& the roll of wheels, and it must be the chaise I ordered, so that
the best thing you and I can do is to step in, go over to —, and
ensure his liberation as fast as possible. You are a magistrate, I think ¢"

“But not for that county,” replied Dr. Western. “Besides, my
dear sir, 1 am not prepared for this journey : to-morrow is Sunday,
and duty must, of course, be done in my church.”

“Very unfortunate, very unfortunate,” said Mr. Quatterly; © but
surcly you could get back in time for that, and I shall require somc
person to idenlify me ag Timothy Quatterly, Esquire. At all events,
youw’ll come over as soon as possible to-morrow, for we may have difti-
cultien, especially if they have taken care to get or manufacture a eer-
tificate of insanity, which seems probable, from the account of the
post-boy, and who says that they showed him some sort. of paper
about somebody being mad.”

Dr. Western was somewhat puzzled how to act. He saw, indeed,
that his presence might be absolutely nceessary to Morton's imme-
diate liberation, and yet he knew not where to find any one on the spur
of the occagion to do duty for him in his church. At length, however,
the worthy solicitor broke in npon his reverie, saying, “ Well, you must
come to-morrow, at all cvents, and I will go on to-night to have all
ready. I will go on with the bottle and bag, and you can conmie after
on little ‘ack nag. I must not forget, however, to take this post-boy
with me, for 1 must have cevidence on oath of our friend having been
carried off, of the partics to the crime, and of the place to which he
has heen carried.”

“He can be sworn before me,” said Dr. Western; “it does not
matter in what county he makes his deposition, provided it be pro-
perly attested.”

“True, true,” replied Mr. Quatterly. “We'll have him up. You
shall swear him, and I'll be the clerk.”

Thus saying, Mr. Quatterly rose, rolled his great body on his small
legs to the door, and going out, descended at once to the ground-floor
of Mrs. Pluckrose’s dwelling, where he advanced to the door of the
tap-room and threw it open. N

“Hie! yousir,” cried Mr. Quatterly, as his eye instantly rested on
the post-boy. “ Be so good as to come up stairs;” and he went on to
mutter to himself, not venturing to say it aloud, for fear of confound-
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ing the man’s comprehension, “ Up-stairs, down-stairs, in my lady's
chamber.”

As he did so, however, he swept over with his eve the rest of the
persons assembled in the room, turning himself half round at the
sae time, as if to depart. Suddenly he came to a full stop, and
then marched straight up to o man dressed ina jacket and apron, who
gal on the other side of the room, with a pot of beer before him. 1If
any body had taken the trouble to look at that man’s countcnance
when Mr. Quatterly’s large and remarkable head first presented itself
in the tap, he would have seen a hue like that of death spread itself
over his checks and lips.  Yet, though evidently terrified at some-
thing, be secmed fascinated like the bird by the serpent, gnd con-
tinned gazing in the solicitors face with a vacant and stone-like stare
till Mr. Quatterly stood directly before him, saying, “Oh, ho!™ with a
very remarkable emphasis.  Then his teeth began to chatter in his
head. and though he gasped twice, as if in the attempt to speak, no
sounds issued forth from his unclosed jaws.

Mr. Quatterly remained the space of about a minute silent, but at
fength he gpoke in an authoritative tone, saying, “ Be so good as to’
wet up, sir, and walk throngh that door, then take the turning to the
left, and up stairs to the first Janding. Post-boy, follow him close,
and be ready to chevy in case he runs.”

But, the pour wreteh bad no such design. He rose as he was
directed, moved like an automaton to the door, which the post-boy
opened for him, walked up the stairs, and there, at the top of the first
landing. stood with his head bent down, his hands clasped together
before him, and the same death-like hue upon his facc.

“ Walk in,” said Mr. Quatticrly, who followed closc, and, at the same
time, openced the door of the sitling-room.  The man obeyed; and as
he entered, with Mr. Quatterly behind, Dr. Western ingnired, with a
glanee at his habiliments, whicli were certainly very un-post-boyish,
I this the man?”

“ Yes, wir,” replied Mr. Quatterly. “This is the man who robbed me
of upwards of a thousand pounds the other day ;" and, tnrnmg quick
upon the unfortunate Mr. Wilkins, ke inguired, “ Well, sir, what have
you to say for yourself !”

The man found a voice this time, hut it was only to murmur in the
hollow tone of despair, “ Nothing;” and while he uttered that single
but, expressive word of self-condemnation, he stiJl remained with his
head bowed down, and Lis hands hanging powerless before Lim. i

“ Nothing!” said Mr. Quatterly, who was evidently a good deal
excited: “that’s a poor excuse, sir—yet, after all, it is perhaps the
best you could make. Tell me, sir, was not I a kind master to you?
Did T not pay you well? Were you cver kept out late at nights if I
could help it? Did I ever make you sit up till morning copying old
papers and investigating titles, if I could do the work myselft Did
1 ever refuse you a holiday when it was possible to grant it? Did 1
show myself unjust;—harsh—unfeeling ¢”

“ Never, never!” peplied the man, warmly. “ You were all that
was kind and good, and I am a fuol and a scoundrel.”

*“There's some grace left,” said Mr. Quatterly, in a loud aside spoken
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over his shoulder to Dr. Western, and then demanded, “ And pray
what do you descrve, and what do you expect ?”

“ Punishment,” replied the man Wilkins; ¢ though, God knoews!
T've been punished enough since.”

“ Ay, the heart has been at work, has it?” said Mr. Quatterly;
“but tell me, sir, was it fear or remorse that smote you?”

“Both,” replied the culprit carnestly ; “fear breeding remorse. In
the first place 1 have been tormented by that fiend Captain Tanker-
ville. He found e out, and preyed upon me, threatening con-
tinually to give me up to justice, till he had obtained all he thought
be could get. Then he sent me off in this guise on the road to the
sen-conxt,  But here remormse came upon me, and T determined to send
you back all that he had left me, except what was just enough to carry
me to another land.”

* What's that you say?” eried Mr. Quatterly ; “you determined to
send it back! I much fear you would have gone on nibbling, my
good friend, till the cheese was all caten up.”

“ No, indeed, sir,” answered the wreteched man; “I've got the letter
and the notes here in iy pocket, all folded up and scaled ready to send:
o]ﬂ', and with them are the papers which 1 took at the same time—here
they are.”

“Lets see, let's sce,” cried Mr. Quatterly, and he took from his
former clerk’s hand a large lawyer-like packet, which he broke into ab
once, and took out a bundle of notes and papers which he looked over
carcfully. Then turning to the delinquent, he said, “Here are all the
documents, and six hundred and cighty-five pounds. There is some-
where above four hundred pounds wanting.  What have you kept for
yourself ! and what did you give to that fellow Tankerville?”

. “I gave him three hundred and nincty pounds,” replied the man;
“I spent nine pounds on my way hither, and I've got five-and-twenty
‘pounds in my bundle up stairs.”

“ You've only kept five-and-twenty pounds, then?” said Mr. Quatterly.
“You'll swear you gave him all the rest?”

“I will,” replied the clerk ; I have no more, and I spent no more.”

““ And positively you intended to send this letter?” continued the
solicitor.

The man bowed his head, saying, “Jt wonld have gonc to-
night.”

“What do you think of all this, eh?” demanded Mr. Quatterly,
looking over his shoulder to Dr. Western ; but the post-boy scemed to
consider that the question was addressed to himself, for he advanced a
step or two from the door, and pulling a long.ock of hair which hung
down from the front of his head over his forehead, he, bronght his ehin
thereby down upon his cravat, suying, “1 think, sir, as how the young
man intends to make reparation ; and as for that Captain Tankerville,
why, Lord bless ’ee ! he was one of them fellows as carried off the
gentleman from the common.”

“The deuce he was!” exclaimed Mr. Quatterly; #then the murders
out, for that fellow’s up to any mischief. But are you quite sure he
was one?” '

“That T am, your honour,” replied the post-boy, “for one of them
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ealled him captain, and t’ other cadled him Tankerville, and them two
put together makes Captain Tankerville, T think.”

* Undoubtedly,” replied Mr. Quatterly; “ but that brings us back to
the point.  You, boy, come hither to this table, and make a true and
particular statement before this gentlernan, who is a magistrate, of all
that took place regarding the abduction of Mr. Morton. You, sir,” he
continued, turning to Mr. Wilking, and pointing to the side of the
room furthest from the window, “sit down in that corner, and don't
budge a step till 1 tell you. Il transport that fellow Tankerville, if
there’s law in the land ; and shall be transported myself to do ro.”

“T don’t know, sir, whether you know the chaise i ab the door,” said
Mrs. Pluckrose, putting her head into the room: “but I should think,
surely, you would want some supper before you go.”

“1 want a Bible, in the first place, madawm,” replied Mr. Quatterly ;
“and then supper. for 1 do begin to feel hungry; but do not et us be
interrupted till  ring;” and all the arrangements being made, the de-
position of the post-hoy was taken in proper form. Dr. Western, then
rising, proposed to walk up to Mallington Ilouse to relicve the appre-
hensions of Miss Charlton.

“Take my advice, my dear sir,” said Mr. Qunatterly, “talk as little
about this business as possible—give no further explanations than
needful.  Just put the young Jady’s mind at rest, and say no more.
You see,” he continued, advancing to Dr. Western, and laying the fore-
finger of his right hand upon the lappel of that gentleman’s coat, “you
see, my dear sir, there are various motives for caution in this matter.
In the first place, it does not do to let our proccedings be known, lest
the persons implicated should hop the twig, as schoolboys term it. In
the next place we are not certain what course our friend may think
fit to pursuc in regard to the gentry concerned in this outrage. One
of them is, it appears, a very near connection of a certain fair lady;
and besides, his own peeuliar idiosyncerasy—which, of all the idiosyn-
crasies that I ever knew, is most opposed to a fuss, as I term it—would
probably lead him to pass over the matter rather than to make any
noise about it.”

“1 don't see how seereey can be observed,” said Dr. Western gravely,
“as 80 many persons arc aware of the particulars: here are these two
men now in the room, besides Mrs. Pluckrose, who has, like other
ladies, a tongue not always to be restrained.”

“Mrs. Pluckrose knows nothing abont it,” said Mr. Quatterly; “for
as soon as ever | was surc the information was really coming, and I had
told her to send for you, T turned her out of the room. Then, as to
that man,” and he pointed to his clerk, * I shall take him over with me.
The other fellow in the corduroys has been already well cautioned,
knows he may get into a serape, and upon the whole scems to he a
very well-disposed person, who understands that it is better to keep
his breath to cool his porridge than waste it in vain gossiping. You
haven't said anything to anybody yet, post-boy, have you?”

“Not a word, sir,”,replied the man.

“Well, then, if you,take my advice,” said Mr. Quatterly, “as soon ag
Your horses are fed and rested, youw'll bring them over after me, for it's
ag well to keep yourself out of temptation.”

The post-boy promised to observe these injunctions faithfully, Dr.
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‘Western went to execute his comfortable mission to Louisa, and Mr.
Quatterly called for his supper, preparatory to setting out. He seated
himself, cut off a glice of the cold becf, and put a piece in his mouth-
then turncd his cyes to the corner, where the culprit sat as still as
marble, like a statue of despair. Mr. Quatterly looked embarrassed,
and felt it unpleasant to eat in the presence of so much inisery. He
took a grlass of wine, but that did not do any better, and he looked ab
the culprit again with a hesitating expression of countenance. The
man had not moved an inch, and Mr. Quatterly laid down the knife
and fork which he had just resumed, saying, * Come, Wilking, draw
forward your chair and take some supper.”

“] camnot, sir,” replicd Wilkins; “1 have no appetite.”

“The devil you haven't !” said Mr. Quatterly ;  I'm glad to Lear it
—it’s a good sign;” and bolting a few hasty mouthfuls, he drank
another glass of wine, deseended the stairs, made Wilkins get into the
post-chaise first, and was soon rolling away towards the town which he
had quitted a few hours before.

CHAPTER XLVIL

MaruNgToN had rung all the morning with the disappearance of Mr.
Morton, and the Misses Martin had.derived so much comfort from the
fact, that they could not help endeavouring to extract a little more
from it during the evening.  They whispered together with the young
surgeon, shrugged their shoulders, professed that they had been per-
feetly sure how it would turn out, and ealled upon one or two of their
neighbours to bear witness to the fact of their prophecies having heen
antecedent to the event.

“Poor Mrs. Charlton !” said Miss Martin, “IT'm very sorry for her;
but 1 wonder that she made such a fuss about it. It would have Dbeen
better to have kept it quiet, 1 can’t help thinking. But how does she
bear it, Mrs. Windsor? for really T am sorry for her, more sorry a great
deal than for Miss Louisa, for she’s a girl of sense, and must be glad
that before matters went too far he has heen found out.”

“Found out !” said Mrs. Windsor. “ Gone out, I suppose, you mean,
Miss Martin.”

“Oh dear, no !” replied Mathilda, “my sister means found out. T
don't know what youn can call it, Mrs. Windsor, when therc are bills
posted up all over the place for & gentleman, and as soon as he sces
them he takes himeelf off} but being found out for what he really is.”

“ And what may that be?” asked Mrs. Windeor. “1 really don’t know
what you mean?”

“Why, T suppose there can he no doubt in the mind of anybody who
has eycs, carg, and understanding ; that this Mr. Morton, who has been
down here, is the felonious clerk that has been advertised for.”

“Really T think not,” replicd the housekeeper of Mallington House ;
“and T don’t at all doubt that we shall soon hear of Mr. Morton again
—I hope in safety, though I have some apprchensions on that score
after what happencd before.” :

“Qh ! I dare say he's skulking about in some of the woods or places,”
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replied Miss Mathilda Martin : “very likely over at Wenlock, where he
was 80 fond of going; but I dare say the officers will find him out.”
Mrs. Windsor did not condescend to answer, but played out her
lrubber in silence ; and about nine o'clock, or a little hefore, took her
leave, and left the Misses Martin in possession of the field. They
triumphed wonderfally—they were eloguent—they were pathetie—,
they were sublime ; they left nothing unsaid that could be said apon
the subjeet of Mr. Morton, Mrs. Charlton, and Louisa ; and they even
touched episodically upon Dr. Western. In the meanwhile Mrs.
Windsor walked up the hill towards Mullington 1louse, not very slow,
because she thought her mistress might want her; not very quick, be-
cause she was in a meditative mood.  Mrs. Windsor was endowad with
a quality usually asceribed to a certain small animal with a long tail
accustomed to frequent the drains and minor passages of not the
newest mansions in the world, which quality is a certain inhercnt
prescience of the approaching fall of the house. By aid of this gift the
housckeeper had arrived at the conclusion that Mrs, Charlton was in a
somewhal tottering condition. At the same time it appeared to her
that Miss Charlton and Mr. Morton were likely to build up a dwelling of .
a much more stable construction, aund she was strongly disposed to
detach herself from the dilapidated, wud attach herself to the perfeet
house. The ouly consideration, indeed, was whether she was likely to
saceeed in the latter part of her object, hut Mrs. Windsor had all her
life been a very shrewd woman. She had been peculiarly kind and
c¢ivil to Louisa Chariton at all times, with a degree of foresight which
Mrs. Charlton herself had not possessed. She had never cxaetly -
tuken the young lady’s part against her mistress ; for not. only would
that have been dangerous as affecting Mrs. Charlton, but Mrs, Windsor
had a strong notion that the appearance of ingratitude towards
a person whom she had so long served, would he no passport to the
favour of Louisu. She had, therefore, never blamed anything that
Mis. Charlton did—she had never opposed any of her unjust or unwise
acts towards Louisa—but by a thousand little marked and kindly
attentions, especially apparent at those times when the young lady was
suffering under any of the mortifications inflicted on her by her step-
mother, she had not only endeavoured to soothe and comfort her, but
cast au implied censure upon the conduct which required such conn-
teraction. Thus Mrs, Windsor imagined that her chance was a fair
one, even as matters stood at that moment ; and as she foresaw that a
time was coniing when a breach was likely to take place between Mrs.
Charlton and her step-daughter in regard to 1lie marriage of the latter
with Mr. Morton, she thought several little picegs of information
which she possessed, and which might be most serviceable to the two
Young people, might form a link between her and them, which would
render her station in their regard quite seccure. Something was neces-
sary, however, as an excuse for deserting the interests of her mistress,
and she could think of nothing better than a personal quarrel, which
would put Mrs. Charlton in the wrong towards herself. She saw every
probability, indeed, of, such a result being easily brought ahout, for
Mrs. Charlton had been very irritable of late, and had vented p good
deal of that irritability upon Mrs. Windsor. Mrs. Windsor had sub-
mitted hitherto in silence, becanse she thought it would be politic so
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to do, but as she caleulated that a crisis was very near at hand, she
now determined to submit no longer, but to retaliate in such a manner
as 1o call forth the whole of Mrs. Charlton’s spleen, without, however,
putting herself in the wrong. One thing, too, she cspecinlly deter-
mined to refrain from, and that was from all allusion to her knowledge
of Mrs. Charlton’s secret plans for the future, or acts in the past, till
the moment when it might be necessary to proclaim them aloud, for
she was well aware that that exeellent lady had suflicient art to govern
her passions completely if she found it dangerous to display them, and
to avoid anything like a quarrel with her housckeeper,'if she believed
it to be more for her interest to be friends with her.

With, these resolutions, Mrs. Windsor rang the servants’ bell at
Mallington House.

CHAPTER XLVIIL

0x, doubt and uncertainty, what terrible states they are amongst the
perilous things and anxious circomstances of this mortal life!  How
the news of the battle fought, how the howling of the angry storm,
will fix the fangs of those two demons upon the heart of the mother
or the wife l—how they tear the breast of the absent for the loved afar
—how they aggravate all pangs--how they mingle the bitter drop
with many a cup of joy!

They were the companions of Lucy;Edmonds through the livelong
night after Alfred Latimer lett her; and many a dark and terrible
form they took, as, with sleepless eyes, she lay and revolved the past,
the present. and the future,—all sad, all cloudy, all full of frowning
menace.  Whither was he gone? she asked herself.  What to do?—
what new folly, what new sin, what new erime to commit? Would he
indeed return as he had =aid ! or was she abandoned as well as betrayed
— cast off upon the hard world—homeless, defenceless, powerless,
fatherless?  Her heart sunk low——low, till it hardly beat.  Was it not.
in his character to do ko ?—was it not man’s accustomed dealings with
the. weak l-—were not all his actions, since she had scen them closely,
cvidences that he could so act? The very doubl was worse than
death ; yet she strove not to believe it, for she loved him still.  She
tried to shut out conviction of his faults and of his nature; but still
she doubted, and doubt was agony.

Then came the fears for him.  What would sbe the end of such a
2ourse as he was pursuing t-—what the consequences that must sooner
or later fall upon his head? All was wild uncertainty ; but, like the
clouds of a thunder-storm, the phantoms ofs the future, thongh vague
and changing, still took a thousand dark and terrible forms. Minute
after minute passed away, hour after hour went by, but every minute
310;131)& some fresh pang, every hour was consumed in bitterness and

At length the day began to dawn, and the faint grey light of the
autumnal morning streamed in through the hajf-closed curtains; but
it woke no joy. Faint and sick at heart, weary, desponding, and filled
with dark remorse, daylight brought no day to Lucy Edmonds's heart.
Within it all was night. 8till she lay and pondered for some time
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longer ; but at length hearing sounds in the house, and remembering
the injunctions laid upon her to ro out early and remain absent long,
she rose and dressed herself, and walked languidly into the other
room. The maid of the house was clearing the table, and the sight of

. the bottles and glasses and scattered eards made poor Lucy feel sick at
heart. She turned away to the window, bidding the girl bring break-
fast quickly.

The sight of some people in their Sunday clothes, recalled to her
mind the note which had been left with her for the clergyman of the
parish, and the wordy of assurance that Latimer had then spoken, and
she seized upon them ecagerly as food for half-famished hope. * Oh,
ves ! gshe thought, “ he will come back—he will keep his word :” and
hurrying into the other room aguin she brought forth the letter,
and gazed upon it with one faint ray of light Lreaking in upon her
darkened heart. :

The maid brought in the breakfast, and Lucy began to say some-
thing to her, but hesitated and then stopped. The girl was slow in
Jaying the table, and at length, as she was just quitting the room,
Luey said, “1 wish to speak with your master—prescntly.”

The last word was added with a view to further delay, but the maid
had not been gone five minutes when the landlord of the house ap-
peared, inquiring, “ Did you wunt me, ma’am?”

“ Yes, sir,” said Lucy, hesitating and embarrassed.  “ Mr. Latimer
will be out all to-day, but will be back to-morrow morning early, and
he wished me to give this letter to the clergyman of the parish—
Where does he live?”

The man gave her the information which she required ;s and then,
seeing that she was embarrassed, he good-humouredly added, “ 1 sup-
pose it's about your marriage, ma'am. 1 heard the banns published
ior the second time last Sunday.”

It was a great relief to Lauey, but yet her face turned erimson, and
her heart beat terriblv.  “ Yes,” she said. when she recovered hreath ;
“ it is Lo take place a little after nine to-morrow, and Mr. Latimer told
me to ask it you would be kind enongh to—to-—to go with me to the -
chureh, as 1 have no friends here;” and overpowered at the thought
that she had no friecnds who would own her anywhere, poor lucy
covered her eyes with her handkerchiet and wept.

* 1 will, madam, with pleasure,” replied the gardener. “Come, come,
don't take on so. Most people have to be married once, and it's not
such a terrible aflair, after all. | was married once wyself. Shall 1
take the note for yout”

“No, I thank you, sir,” replied Luey, wiping her eyes; “1 promised
to deliver it myself.”

Though she said no more, the man still remained ; and Lucy, mis-
understanding his object, inquired, “ Did Mr. Latimer pay the rent
last week ?”

“Oh! yes, ma'am,” replied the gardener: “we always have a week
in advance. He paid everything yesterday morning up to Saturday
next, but T hope, Bm sure, that 1 shall have you for a lodger a long
while after you are Mrs. Latimer.”

“1I trust so,” replied Lucy, merely for something to say, “for it isa
very pretty place, and the lodging is very comfortable.”
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“QOne thing I wanted to ask, ma’am,” continued the landlord, after
another pause; “ what's to be done with the gentleman whom they
say is insane—with bim, | mean, whom Mr. Latimer and the rest
brought in yesterday and shut up in the room where he had the bars
put? lle must have some breakfast and dinner, 1 suppose.” v

“1 don't know anything ahout him,” replied Lucy, with curprise :
“T heard a good many people coming and going yesterday, but I was
in the other room, and am not aware of what happened.”

“Well, ma’am, he ean’t starve,” replied the landlord.

“Oh! certainly not,” exelaimed Luey:; “he must have all that iz
necessary, of course. Can you not take it to him?” o

“Why. yon see, maam, 1 don't like to have anythingto ﬁvibh the
matien” answered the gardener, * besides, the door 18 ) d, and [
haven't got the key.”

“ 1 suppose this ig it,” said Lucy, taking a large key from the mantcl-
piece.”

But the landlord still shook his head, saying, “T don't like to have
anything to do with it. But the man must have victuals, that's clear;”
and he took a step back, as if to quit the room.

Poor Luey was sadly embarrassed ; she knew not what to say, or how
to act, and the whole story confounded and perplexed her. * Mad 1™
she thought— what can Alfred have to do with o madman!”  After
a long pausc for consideration, however, she inquired —“1Is he dan-

" gerous !V

“ Oh dear, no !” replied the landlord. “ITe seemed quite quict. For
my part, I should not have thought him mad at all.”

“Then 1 will go to him myself.” said Luey, “if you will send up the
maid to go with me, and see that he does not, hurt me.”

The worthy host did ag she required ; and though he had very little
doubht thut the gentleman up stairs was just as sanc as be was himself,
vet he remained with the door open in the little parlour helow, to
insure that they should have assistance in case of need. In the mean
while, Luey, having put on her bonnet and shawl to go ont, followed
by the girl, approached the door above—in some trepidation, it must
be confessed.  But there seemed no other means of insuring that the
werson within, whoever he wag, should have that atiention which
humanity required ; and without pausing to give time for fear to over-
power her, she put the key in the Jock and opened the door. 'The first
object that met her eye was Mr. Morton scated at the table, and look-
ing straight towards her. She stood for an instant motionless and
specchless.  Iler countenance was pale, too, for fear was the first im-
pression ; but the next instant thg blood rushed up into her face, and
exclaiming, * Oh, Heaven!” she ran down the stairs before Morton
could rise to speak with her, and in anothet minutc was out of the
house. Hurrying on with a quick pace, she walked into the town with
all her thoughts in confusion and disarray. Gradually, however, she
became more tranquil, though it was a sad and dark tranquillity ; an
oppressive leaden weight, from the sad conviction that her worst sus-
picions of him who had so wronged herself were all too true.

Yet there was no choice before her what to de; she was the ereature
of hig will, entircly dependent upon him. She had no means of edcape
from the situation in which.she was placed—her fate was sealed' and
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irrcvocable. The only thing that could bring the slightest ameliora-
tion was to hecome his wife, and link herself to him for cver—to him
whom she knew to be a villain, not only to woman, but to man. 'Bg,
spair has its own calmpess, and after a time she thonght clearly of
WRATENC should do, and determined to exccute all that he had enjoined.
Still she had some dread of again mecting Morton; and, looking
auxiously up cach strect as she went, she made her way round by the
least-frequented parts of the town to the dwelling of the clergyman.
Thence, after leaving Latimer's note, she directed her steps into the
country, which was smiling in all the beauty of a fresh autumnal day.
The atmosphcre was peculiarly clear, the leaves of the trees were just.
tinged with the first yellow hues of advancing decay, the distan:
conntry looked purple in the early light, and a small stream-danced
along by the road side in sparkling eddies and miniature cataracts.
But the face of naturc had lost its loveliness for Luey Kdmonds, and
every object which onee would have seemed bright and beautiful to her
cyes, was now only full of sad remembrances,

At the distanee of about a mile and a half from the town there was
a small village, and a neat church, evidently of very ancient structure;
for the yews in the churchyard, and the ivy upon the wallg, showed the
growth of many centuries, and the old Norman arch of the porch,
with its deep and manifold monldings, softened and pared away by the
hand of time, spoke the reign of some carly king, before the honse of
Anjou obtained possession of the crown. As Luey approached, the
bell began to ring with o cheerful and yet solemn sound, calling the
villagers to supplicate and glorify God on the appointed day of rest.
But, oh! how sadly did that chime sound in the ear of poor Lucy
Edmonds. -what memories did it not wake of the days of youth, when
she, with the rest, went forth in her Sunday attire, bencath the pro-
teetion of parental love, to prayer, to praise, and to instruction.  She
looked up wistfully towards the church--she longed to go in with
others who were bending their steps towards the gate ; but her heart
sank, and she felt a fear and a dread.

She lingered, however, for a time in the churchyard, watching the

passers by, and her cye from time to time rested upon the tombstones,
where, amongst homely phrases of commendation on the gone, she
found many a text of Seripture full of hope and consolation.
. “Come unto me all that travail and are heavy laden, and I will
refresh you,” said the inscription on one tomb; and another bere, “ If
any man sin, we have an advocate with the Father, Jesus Christ the
righteous, and he is the propitiation for our sing.” 8he took heart as
she read, and with bent-down eyes gnd a slow step she entered the
church with the rest. She had not known comfort before since she
left her father's house, but as she prayed and listened she gained both
consolation and strength. She resolved thenceforward to huve but one
rule for her life.

“1f he keeps his word,” she thought, “ to-morrow he will be my hus-
band, and T am bound to believe him in all that is right ; but, what-
ever be his own course, he shall not induce me to take any part
in . what is wrong.”

With this resolution she bent her way back to the Lown again, took
the path to the house she had inhabited, and rang the bell. The door
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was opened by the gardener himself. “ Well, ma’am, he’s gone,” he
said, as soon as he saw her; “1 couldn’t stop him, you know, when
you left the door open, so I thought it best to be eivil.”

“You did guite right,” said Lucy, in a calmer tonc than she could
have used in the morning. *I foolishly went away as quickly as
1 could, for fear of hearing that gentleman's reproaches, though I
had no share in the injury that has been done him.”

“Why, he did not seem at all inclined to reproach any one, ma’am,”
said the gardener ; ““ he scemed a very civil gort of gentleman, indeed,
and not mad in the lcast, I'm sure. He asked a great many questions
about you, and stayed half an hour, I dare say, talking.”

Lucy did not venture to inquire what Mr. Morton's questions had
been, snd, for fear she should hear what might e painful to her, she
answered quickly, © Oh! no, he is not mad at all. However, I should
not wish to see any onc to-day, and should there be gentlemen kLere in-
quiring after him, you can assure them that he is gone.” .

“1 hope, mwam,” said the landlord, with his habitual view to his
own interest, “ that it Mr. Latimer should make any row about his
being lct out, you will acknowledge you did it ?”

Liuey bowed her head, replying, “I will do so, cerlainly.”

Several hours passed by, and evening was approaching; when the
maid took up a note, saying that o man had brought it from the inn.
He was waiting 1o sce if there was any answer, the girl added. Lucy
openced it with trembling hands, but glancing her eye at onee to the
bottom of the paper, she saw the word Western, and turning again to
therbeginning, read the following lines :—

“I grieve much for you, Lucy, and believe, my poor child, that you:
are more sinned against than sinning. T have good reason to snppose
that you have been very hadly used ; but if this young man is really
willing to make you his wife, I will say nothing to dissuade you from
«consenting to a step which is the only reparation he can ofter. 1 do

, trust, however, Luey, that the instructions you have received, the reli-
gious principles which were carly implanted in your mind, and the ex-
ample of your excellent parents, have not been so cast away as to
admit the possibility of your continning with him if this unhappy
young man should neglect or delay to fulfil his promises. My eye is
upon you, and it will become my duty to exhort you most carnestly to
quit him at once in case of any delay taking place. Should you follow
my counscl, and thereby show true repentance for any error you may
have committed, which I believe to be less than many might suppose,
come at onee to me, and no cffort, shall be wanting on my part to place
you in a situation of comfort, and to screen you from those reproaches
and that hard treatment which never yet awoke an impenitent heart,
and can only add to the pangs of onc that is truly penitent. You have
known me from your infancy, and can trust me both as a counsellor
and as your sincerc friend.

. “R. WESTERN.”

. Long after she had read the letter and dismissed the maid, Luey
gazed at the lines with emotions very mixed, but yet hope predomi-
nated ; for that very word “friend ” at the end had somecthing balmy
and comforting to her breast. The rest of the evening passed over
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tranquilly, and Lucy was glad to be alone. For many days before
solitude had been burdcnsome, terrible, to her; but now it was a
relief, for the only light that she could receive, the only hope that could
find pla.ce in ler bosom, had been given from the high, pure source
that offers peace to all who will accept it.

CHAPTER XLIX.

Tre butler opened the door of Mallington House, in answer to Mrs.
Windsor's bell, and looked at her with a meaning smile as she entered, |
saying, * Youwll get it ma’am, to-night, I've a nohon for Mrs. Charl.
ton’s in a queer way. She has scoldcd Miss Louisa till she cricil, and
at dinner she rowed me for the best part of an hour.

“Indeed !” ssid Mrs. Windsor, drily, without the hhghtcst appcar-
ance of intimidation. “I do not think she will scold me, for 1 have
not done anything to deserve it ;” and she pulled off’ her clogs delibe-
rately in the little vestibule.

“ Perhaps that is the very reason why she will,” replied the butler, .
watehing Mrs. Windsor in the delicate operation she was performing,
“ At all events, she has gone to her dressing-room, and rang for you
three times, and she told Smith, who went up, that your conduct was
w00 bad, and that she would put up with it no longer. So, if T were
you, T would just keep away till to-morrow.”

“Oh dear. no!” replicd Mrs. Windsor. “I shall go up dircctly. T
could not tell she would go to bed before nine o'¢lock. She has a
head-ache, I suppose, poor thing; and that always makes people
cross.”

“ Why, I believe all this fuss about Mr. Morton disappearing has put
her cut,” replied the butler ; *“but for my part, it 1 were you, 1 would
let her cool ; but you know bcst

Mrs. Windsor, however, who did know best, and found all things
cxactly in the stnte she could have wished, sxgmﬂed once more her in-
tention of presenting herself before her mistress, in so cool and satis-
fied a tonc that the butler was disappointed.

In the meanwhile the housckeeper knocked at the dressing- -rooin
door, and on hearing a sharp “ Come in,” she entered, saying, “The
bytler tells me you wanted me, ma’am.”

v “Wanted you'” cxclaimed Mrs. Charlton. “7T have been waiting
for you this hour. 1 have rang threc times for you, and the answer has
always been that you were out. You are always gadding about, and I
shall not put up with this any longer. You presume, because you axg
an old servaut; but my patience is come to an end, and I will have
different conduet.”

“I am very sorry, maam, you had to wait,” replied the housckeeper,
in a tone of perfect civility, “but 1§ dont sec how I could help it, or
what change I can make to please you.”

“ Do not answer me, Windsor,” exclaimed Mrs. Charlton, “ I will not
put up with any insolehce.”

“Ilam not going to°be insolent in the least, maam,” replied the
housekeeper; “but when I am accused of neglecting my duty, I
mugt say sometlnnfr for myself. I could not tell that you would

e . . 14
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go to bed s0 early. 1 am home two hours before your usual time,
and —-"

“1 will not have you answer me in this way,” exclaimed the lady
again with increasing vehemence. “I will be obeyed by my servants
at least, though Miss Charlton may think fit to be as insolent and sclf-
willed as she likes.”

1t was too fair an opportunity for planting a hit, to be neglected by
Mrs. Windsor; and she instantly replied, “ Ah! poor dear young
lady ; T am sure she is too gentle and tractable to be insolent or self
willed, whatever she may suffer.”

“ You impudent minx !” cried Mrs. Charlton, her eycs flashing fire ;
“do you mean to say I make Miss Charlton suffer? Well, upon my
Tlife, this is too bad-—Oh! T can sce it all. There’s no usge of more
words. 1 dare say the housckeeper's room iy ringing all day long with
my unkindness to Miss Charlton. I'm a true step-mother, and every-
thing Miss Charlton does is right, and cverything I do wrong ! All the
neighbourhood hears of it, and not a lady’s maid for ten miles round
does not pity the poor thing! But I've seen your cogging and your
flattery of her. T understand it all; but you may find yours¢lf mis-
taken, all of you, for Il put up with it no more, and make a clear
house of you.”

Mrs. Windsor had endeavoured in vain to interposc a word or two,
not for thic purpose of allaying her mistress's anger, but of adding fuel
to the fire.  The torrent of‘Mrs. Charlton’s indignation, however, gave
no opportunity, for she went on with a volubility which left no space
between her words.  Mrs, Windsor was well aware that the good lady
was not that gentle composed person. at all times, that she appeared in
public; for more than once, even in her earlier and brighter days, she
had seen little bursts of passion not at all dignified or pleasant. The
present indolgence, however, was somewhat more than ordinary ; but
as things were taking the exact course that she could have desired, she
determined to clench the affair by a slight touch of civil contempt.;
and, consequently, when Mrs. Charlton paused to take breath, after
threatening to clear the house of her attendants, she replied, in a calm
and deferential tone, .**1 think, ma'am, you had better consider of
that first, for the servants might take you at your word. "There are a
good many of them, and their wages have not been paid for nine
months!” :

Mrs. Charlton’s face grew redder than before. There was so much
truth, however, in Mrs. Windsor’s hint, and her finances tor the time
were at s0 low an cbh, that during scveral minutes she could only
reply, * Well, 'm sure !” Mrs. Windsor, in the meantime, remained
looking in her mistress’s face, with a very provoking degrec of
placidity, till at leugth Mrs, Charlton recovering her composure,”
nodded her head significantly, saying, *“ You shall go at least, my good
lady. Make up your mind to that. 1 did not mean the other servants,
but I mean you—and you understand me.”

“Oh! yes, maam,” replied Mrs. Windsor, “vou mean to give me
warning, and I take it, though I don't deserve wnch treatment. But
that being scttled, I will only tell you what I've been about this after-
noon, which you would not hear before. I saw Mr. Spraggs this morn-
ing, and he had with him a gentleman who came down from the
Jjewellers in London. I told him that I was sure in a weck or ten days
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you would be able to pay everything, but he said they were not in-
clined to wait any longer. I persuaded him to go and talk to the other
tradesmen, however, and as I didn't get any answer, I went down ny-
sell”

“And what did they say, Windsor?” asked Mrs. Charlton in a very
much altered tone, for he housekecper’s intelligence, though partly
fictitious and partly true, had instantly brought her to her senxes.

*“ Why, maam, 1 did my best,” replied Mrs. Windsor, “ and they con-
sented to wait i1l Saturday next.”

“Well, then, it must be done before then,” said Mrs, Charlton, speak-
ing to herself. .
“Have you any other commands, ma'am 2" asked the housckaeper.

“No, Windsor, no,” replicd her mistress; and then added, in a coax-
ing tone. “you should not reply when you see me angry, Windsor.
There, go away now, and let us forgot all that's past.”

“1 beg your pardon, maam,” said Mrs. Windsor, dropping a low
courtesy : *“but 1 can’t quite forget.  You have called me aun impudent
minx, and you have given me warning. No mistress shall ever do so
twice;” and bringing, by a natural process which some women ean:
command. a good deal of water into her eyes, Mrs. Windsor dropped
another low courtesy and quitted the room.

Straight from Mrs, Charlton's dressing-room the housekeeper, with
her candle in her hand, and her eyes still comfortably red, took her
way to the door of the drawing-room. opened it and went two steps in ;
then suddenly stopped, as if in great surprise at sceing Miss Charlton
and Dr. Western, who were scated on the sofa at a little distance. “1
beg pardon, ma'am,” she said, * I thought you were gone to bed, and
came to see that all was right; but I'm really so flurricd that 1 don’t
know what I'm doing.”

“ What is the matter, Windsor?” said Louisa. “You look asif you
had been erying.” .

“Oh ! nothing, ma'am,” replicd Mrs. Windsor. “It is only that my
mistress has given me warning.”

“You, Windsor!” exclaimed Louisa, in a tone of great surprise.
“What could that be for?” .

“Oh ! ma'am, it is not for me to say,” replied the housckeeper in a
humble tone : “1 dare say I was wrong, but 1 could not bear to hear
those I respect spoken ill of, and I answered my mistress when 1 ought
to have held my tongue. 8o she called me an impudent minx, and
gave me warning.”

“QOh! T dare say she’ll think better of it to-mérrow,” replied Louisa,
in a kindly tone. “8he’s angry about somethiug to-night ; she would
be sorry to part with you, I'm-sure.”

“I beg pardon, ma'am,” answered Mrs. Windsor; “bnt I cannot stay
with her. I may be wrong in that too; but, after what she said of me
and others, it's quite impossible ;” and, putting her handkerchief to her
eye, Mrs. Windsor, with another low courtesy, withdrew from the room.
And so all that was scttled quite to her satisfaction.
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CHAPTER 1.

¥ must not be denied that Mr. Morton had passed a very unpleasant
day and night before Lucy Edmonds opened the door of the room in
which he was confined ; but [ will not dilate upon many of the dis-
comforts of mind and body which he underwent, confining myscli’ to
two only.

He had various important picces of business to transact; he knew
Ahat his presence, his signature, or his directions might be needed at
any time, in regard to matters that would bear no delay ; he expeeted
every day and every hour to receive news from London which might
require instant decision ; and he did not at all like being deprived of
his liberty at such u moment. But there was another circumstance
still more unpleasant to him: he thought of the feclings of Louisa
Charlton, of her anxiety, of her apprchensions regarding him: he
summed up in imagination all that he himself would have felt if she
had so suddenly disappeared ; he added one-hall more for the difference
between the acutencss of a woman’s feelings and those of a man; and
thus he made himself as uncomfortable as might be during the whole
of the day on which he was scized and the night that followed.

To see his door opened at all, then, was a relief to him, and when
he beheld o woman’s face, instead of that of Alfred Latimer and his
accomplices, it was very satisfactory. But when he perceived who it
was, other feclings arose, and all the interest which he had taken in
the poor girl's fate instantly revived. * Liney !” he exclaimed, “ Lucey
Edmonds !”

But Lucy stayed not to hear, and the sudden glance of surprise she
asave him, the look of fear, and the burning glow of shame that fol-
Jowed, showed him at once that whatever was the cause of her coming,
she had been utterly ignorant of his being there, and that she was
both terrified and distressed to sce him. 1le paused for & moment to
consider rather what was the state of the poor girl's mind than what
-his own conduct should be.
+. The deep blush with which she had scen him answered him at least
on one point : and, walking out through the door she had left onen, he
descended uninterrupted to the passage below, and, after pausing for
a moment to sce if any one would appear, he entered the parlour, -
where he heard somebody move. “ Are you the master of this house?”
he demanded, as the gardener stood before him, not knowing very well
what to say or do.

“ Yes, sir,” replied the gardener; “that is to say, I am the landlord
—not exaclly the master, for I let part of it.”

“You must be aware, sir,” said Morton, in a calm, grave tone, “ tLat

a very shameful and criminal act has been committed in bringing me
hither. But I do not wish to speak upon that subject at present, as I
shall take what measures 1 think fit hereaftor.”
. “YLord, sir, I had nothing to do with it,” repfied the gardener; “1
let my lodgings, and know little or nothing alibut what takes place in
them. I'm sure it’s no fault of mine.” ¢ .

“Perhaps not,” replied Morton ; “but, as I said before, on that sub-
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Jject I do not intend to speak just mow. Is Mr. Latimer within at
present ?”

“No, sir,” replicd the gardener, in a respectful manner; “he has
gone out for the whole day.”

“And pray,” demanded Morton, “in what relation docs that young
person who has just left the house stand towards him ?” )

* Dear me, sir, that is an awkward question,” said the landlord; “T
never agked them, not, 1.”

“1 should he obliged to you,” said Morton, fully convinced that the
man knew more, “to give me an explicit reply to my questions. You
will not injure yourself by so doing, but the contrary. I take some
interest in that young person. Her father is a very faithful sexvant of
mine, and an excellent man. I belicve she iz well-disposed ‘herself,
and I am afraid she has been ill-used by Mr. Latimer.  Now, my only
objeet is to know her real situation, in order to make him do what is
right by her, if possible.”

“Oh!if that's all,” exclaimed the landlord, “T can make you quite
casy about that. They arc to be married to-morrow, at a quarter past
nine. The hanns will be published to-day for the third time, and 1 am
to go with her to the church to-morrow to give her away.”

Morton mused for & moment or two, and then inquired, “ Do you
really think that Mr. Latimer intends to fulfil this engagement ?”

- “What, marsy her? Oh dear, yes, sir; | am quite sure of that,”
was the gardener’s reply. “Why, he need not have had the banns
called if he didn’t; and why should he make her ask me to go with
her?  Besides, bless you, sir! he's very fond ot her, though he does
worry her now and then.”

“ 1 trust it is as you say,” replied Morton ; “but nevertheless T shall
take means to ascertain the facts, that, if he do not fulfil his promise,
measures may be taken both to punish him and to protect her. lu
may be ag well,” he continued, “when she returns, not to tell her that
we have had any conversation upon this subject. My hat, I think, is
in the room up stairs: be so good as to bring it to me.”

The gardener obeyed with great alacrity, brushing the fine new
beaver with his arm as he brought it down, and taking care to look
into the hat to see if he could find the owner’s name. He discovered
nothing, however, for Mr. Morton was not one of that class of men who
write thejr names in their hats.

“You will remember what 1 have told you,” said Morton, when the
landlord came down, “and not repeat our conversatiou to any one. 1
shall probably remain till after the hour appointed for the marriage,
and you shall hear from me again according to your conduct.”

Thus saying, he walked out, passed through the garden, and en-
tered the lane. There he paused for an instant, not very well knowing
which way to turn, for the walls on each side of the lane were high,
and it was not till he had taken some twenty or thirty steps rather
away from the town than towards it, that, on looking round, he per-
ceived part of the stecple of a church in the opposite direction, and,
turning back, he walked at a quick pace up the lane again, when sud-
denly he perceived 2 body of four or five men advancing towards him.
At the head of the party was a gentleman with alow-crowned hat, a gig-
tail, and a pair of spectacles, with the capacious stomach, carried on bya
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pair o7 diminutive legs, enveloped in drab breeches and grey worsted
stockings.  Therc was no mistaking Mr. Quatterly : onee seen he was
known for cver. Morton’s face became certainly very joyful at the
sight, and he walked straight up to his old friend, who did not recog-
nise him till he was within twenty yards. But as soon as he did, Mr.
Quatterly, on the impulse of the moment, took off' his hat, and waved
it over his head, exclaiming aloud — “ Hurrah! hurrah ! hurrah !
Here's little bo-peep who went to sleep. My dear sir, how do you do
I declare that though, in regard to the poor man of Tobago, you
may—
¢ Imagine his Dliss
When the doctor said this ¢
To a roust leg of mutton you may go,’

you cannot imagine my bliss at sceing yom s frce man. Why, we
heard that you had been arrested—detained in prison without bail, and
treated with all the rigour of the law---without a fi. fa., a capius, or any
other writ, injunction, or preseript whatsoever ; and here am [ with thix
worthy magistrate, two constables, and an assistant, ready to deliver
you, should it be nceessary, by habeas corpus.”

“A thousand thanks, my dear sir,” replied Morton ; “ hut Juckily no
such measures will be necessary now. 1 am at liberty, as you see ; and,
although aanost gross and seandalous outrage has Leen committed, yel
some consideration may he necessary before we proceed to punish the
offenders.”

“Onc of them T will certainly punish,” said Mr. Quatterly,  though
not for this offence, my dearsir. 1 mean a certain Captain Tanker-
villc, for 1 am determined that wild beast shall not go about the world
any longer. I've got a string round his leg that he does not know of,
and he sha'n't go far.  As to the rest of the sentry, vou can do as you
think fit. I neddle with no man's charities, however absurd they may
be. But let me make you acquaint with this worshipful J. 1% "—and
he introduced Morton in form to the magistrate who accompanicd him,
and who, finding that the prisoner was at liberty, took his leave
v{ith Lis satellites, leaving Mr. Morton and Mr. Quatterly to go on lo
the inn.

Morton's first anxicly was in regard to Louisa, but, it was not till the
worthy solicitor had rung for breakfast, and ordered it, and made sun-
dry observations upon the unshaved state of his young friend’s chin,
and begun and broken off his story half a dozen times, that Morton
discovered that he, Mr. Quatterly, had visited Mallington. s soon as
he was aware of the fact, however, he himself broke through the
thread of the worthy solicitor’s narrative to inquire whether he had
been to Mrs. Charlton’s and scen Louisa.

“No, my dear sir, no,” replied Mr. Quatterly ; “but T did better
than present the fair ludy with the person of an old lawyer. 1
gent ber an old doctor of divinity. Set your mind at rest. Dr.
Western went up to her immediately, to tell her you were quite safe,
and T came over here to cnsure that the tale was true. The worthy
g;mor will be over here himself in an hour or two ;—aud now, to other

hings.”

Mr. Quatterly then procdeded to entertain Mr, Morton with a varicty
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of details, regarding the affairs of that gentleman himself, those of his
unfortunate clerk, Mr. Wilkins, and those of Captain Tankerville ; and
he ended, as breakfast was brought in, by expressing a hope that Mor-
ton had not heen put to inconvenience by want of the swuin which Wil-
kins had carried off, and which had, in fact, been destined for his use.
“As soon as I could make arrangements for trapping the fellow,” he
continued, “I set off’ post myself, with the money in my pocket-book,
deviating o little from my way to visit this town, information having
reached me that nuy seamp had been seen at a village about five miles
oft’ on the London road. He was gone before [ arrived, and 1 went on
to Mallington at once; not, indeed, that it was absolutely necessary 1
should in person carry you the money; but I had other news to tell®
you, and good news too-—-I have cvery reason to helieve, my dear sir,
that the whole of our important affuir is settled. I have done it,
1 think, by a coup de maftre.”

“Judeed !” exclaimed Morton.  “ How might it be, my dear sir? [
know that you arc very skilful in diplomacy, and learned in the law;
Imt | did not expeet that we should terminate this affuir for three or
four monthg to come, espeeially as we are in the long vacation.”

“ Tt was Dy no stroke of diplomacy,” replied Mr. Quatterly, *“ nor by~
any legal process.  On the contrary, it wag by a proceeding quite out,
of all rule, and contrary to cvery etiquette. I begged a conference
with our opponents, but scemed particnlarly unwilling that your
worthy cousin should be present, he being o prineipal, and you not
heing on the spot.  In this I caleulated on the natural obstinacy of the
human beast, and T was successful, for he insisted upon being ab the
meeting himself, saying, that you might come up if you l?kcd it.
Well, I submitted with an il grace. [ upon your part, sole and alone;
he, accompanied by his solicitors, Messrs. Clearwink and Writham, and
by their junior, Mr. Dasherbald.—Had a elerk at my back, it is true,
and an cuormous blue bag.—-Wheu there { immediately addressed my
legal brethren, pointing out my ohjection to principals being present;
that was to throw the breach of all cliquetie upon them, hut they
stoutly maintained your cousin's right to hear all that was said;
s0 then 1 immediately proceeded to business. | told them that
my sole object was to save him needless litigation and expense,
as T knew that his fortune would i1l bear it ; while yours, though too
ample to be affected by any costs, would be quite ag well without them,
Vur casc was so clear, 1 said, that | had come to make what the
French lawyers call a communication des pidees, which would sutisfy
them, that they had no casc to carry into court,  When they heard
this, my fraternity would have given two or three fingers v get their
principal out of the way; but that was not to be done, and, without
giving them more time than enough, 1 produced an abstract of your
title, compriging a list of all documents and proofs in our possession ;
and I could see our friend’s countenance fall most sadly, as he heard
me make out my case, step by step, leaving him not a leg to stand
upon. Mr. Dasherbald was in a high state of irritation, protested
against the irregularify of the whole procecding, and appealed to my
sense of professional ctiquette ; for he had an unpleasant foresight of
losing the fees on sundry briefs, if the suit was nipped in the bud. I



“918" THH STEF-MOTHEE. ™ 7~

would ncither be stopped nor squabble, but went on to the end, and
then cited to my gentlemen two or three instances of their own irre-
gularity——pointing out, moreover, that having consented to the con-
ference, and insisted upon a principal being present, their demurrer
eame oo late. My cffect was produced. Though very unwilling
to admit it, cven to himsclf, your opponent saw that his case was
yours; and the only question in his mind was, whether, out of spite,
he should fight out a lost battle, and dic in the ficld—if not in person,
at least in fortunc—or whether he shonld heat a retreat with what he
had got left.  Liven the lawyers were a little staggered, for I had taken
care to let them know that the sinews of war, on the part of the adver-
‘wary, were less than they even themselves supposed ; so that, if their
bill went beyond a couple of thousand pounds, they were very likely
to be minus the halance of account. I then said that, having shown
them how the gentleman stood, it was for them to give him their best
advice as to procecding with a hopeless case.  Mr. Dasherbald declared
that he did not sce the case was hopeless at all'; and was proecoding in
the same strain, when Clearwink pulled him by the sleeve, and said
it might be better for them to confer apart. He then, having first
whispered a word to Writham, rctived with Dasherbald and Mr.
Wilmot. into another room; and Writham, setting his head on one
side. told me, in the gentlest tone possible, that he fearcd the greatest
difficulty wonld be about their eosts. 1 said, in reply, that there
would be great difficulty, 1 did not doubt, in getting them from
Mr. Wilmot, e shragged his shoulders—asked who they could look
to.if not to him; and added that, nnder circumstances, he thought,
they must plead, to give a chance for the said costs.  Therenpon, in
the good plain vernacular, I asked him if he would have them now, or
wait till he could get them.  He winked his eye, and said he did not,
know whether he rightly comprehended me. I replied, that you were
aman who did not like trouble-—hated lawsunits and lawyers, with a few
brilliant exceptions—conld casily calculate what the expenses of the
case would be, if carried into court—knew perfectly well that no per-
son in Kngland can cither get his rights, or keep them, without paying
for them : and therefore would, in all probability, be ready to make a
saerifice.  After this the matter was all plain sailing : their bill
was to he dircharged by you, if satisfactory to me ; and, if not, referred
10 arbitration, for Writham would not consent to have it taxed. 'To
save their credit, some time for consideration was demanded. ¥
handed them over the list of documents, and they are to let me have a
definite answer as specdily as possible. It had not arrived when I set
guf. after Wilkins, and T ordered it to follow me to Mallington without
clay. .

“And pray what has become of this clerk of yours?” asked Mr.
Morton. “You say you caught him at Mallington, and that he
scemed very penitent. What have you done with him?”

“Set him free upon parole,” replied Mr. Quatterly. “Ah! I see
you think it very extraordinary ; but recollect, my dear friend, I never
do anything like any other man, and such a course has this great
advantage, that nobody ever knows where {0 have me. But this
fellow has promised to ferret out for me our worthy friend Captain
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Tankerville, who has squeezed him like a sponge under his own fears.
And now let us sit down to breakfast, after whieh you shall shave your-
self, and we will go to church.”

Morton very willingly agreed to the proposal in all its terms,
though, undoubtedly, had he done what inclination prompted, he
would have set off for Mallington at once; but, now that he knew
Lonisa’s mind had been relicved in regard to his fate, he thought it in
some sorb a duty to wait for Dr. Western’s arrival, in order to consult
with him as to Lucy Edmonds. This he accordingly resolved to do;
but time passed, and Dr. Western did not appear., The young gentle-
man and his solicitor breakfasted, went to church, returned, and waited
till past five o’clock before the worthy clergyman reached the town. ..

The time of Mr, Morton and his solicitor, indeed, was not,wholly
unoccupied ; for, when they came back from the morning service, they
found Mr. Wilking waiting for them, with the information that our
highly respected friend, Captain Tankerville, was at an inn somewhat
further down the street, and that he had received one or two commu-
nications from a young man, who came apd went frequently between
him and a cottage just ont of the town, \ﬁ;ich Morton and Mr. Quat-
terly instantly concluded must be that inbabited by Alfred Latimer:
Mr. Quatterly’s measures were immediately taken. A magistrate was
visited—information on oath filed against the worthy captain,—not. as
an aceessory after the fact to Mr. Wilkins's robbery—not as an acces~
8ory before the fact to Mr. Morton's abduction—but. as a principal, in
having affixed other people’s names to certain documents, greatly to
hi+ benefit and their loss. A warrant was at once made out, and Cap-
wain Tankerville was conveyed, from a pint of sherry and a mutton-
chop, 1o the town gaol.

At length, towards cvening, Dr. Western appeared, and great was
his satisfaction to find his young friend at liberty. After having
satisfied him in regard to lLouisa, he listened with decp interest to all
that Morton had to say regarding Lucy Edmonds, and agreed. to wait
and be present himself in church next morning, in order to ascertain
whether the marriage between her and Alfred Latimer did or did not
take place. Mr. Quatterly determined to remain also, to look after
hig sheepfold, as he termed the prison where Captain Tankerville was
confined ; but Morton resolved tosce her he loved as carly as possible
on the following morning, and consequently, after having partaken of
dinner with his two friends, he sct out once more in a post-chaise for
Mallington, towards half-past seven o'clock, calculating upon reaching
that place by ten. But human calculations are all in vain. The
chaise, having had more travelling than it approved of, broke down
about seven miles from Mallington, and Morton had to sleep at
a small public-house, in the first village he could meet with, after
walking some miles on foot. He did not even reach this shelter till it
was past eleven o'clock, and, consequently, judged it much too-late to
go on and present himself at Mallington House.



CHAPTER LI

THE night was dark, the moon had gonc down, the sky showed not a
star, when Alfred Latimer, jumping into the gig with Williams, on the
night of the preceding Saturday, drove away with him on the road -
towards Mallington. At first they went very slow, for the lanes at the
hack of the town were somewhat intricate, and the obscurity which
pervaded the whole air rendered it somewhat difficult to make their
way on in safety without lights. Neither of them spoke u word, for
. Williams way naturally taciturn, except when possessed by the wild
and cager spirit of adventure, which, in the intervals Letween con-
ception and exceution, would sometimes break forth in deseriptions
full of & rude but powerful cloguence. Alfred Latimer, too, had plenty
of matter for thought, and, to say the trutl, his heart, was ag dark and
cheerless as the night air through which he passed. Bankrupt in purse
and reputation, contemned by those who might have loved and es-
teomed him, alicnated frofh those classes of socicty in which he was
born to move, cut off from all chunce of raising himself above that
rank from which he had chosen his companions, hopeless of improving
his means but by adding crime to viee, with nothing to look back upon
in the past but, wast®d advantages and evil passions pampered, with
nought to hope for in the future but a wild life of feverish pleasure,
mingled with daily peril, and intervals of sickly lassitude, he was
going to tuke the first profound plunge into the dark ocean of crime,
and to render the whole of the rest of life full of remorse and appre-
hension.  Thoughtless, rash, unprincipled as he was, be could not hat
feel such things, and that feeling kept him silent.

Still, however, hie brooded ; and still dark regret and sorrow would
make themselves felt ; and the consciousness of having been a fool and
a scoundrel hung vaguely over him, keeping him in gloomy silence
while they rolled aloug, till the horse begun to slacken his pace as the
road wound slowly up the hiil; and at length his companion spoke,
remarking, “ You are devilish silent, Mr. Latimer.”

“So are you, Williams,” replied Alfred Latimer.

“ Ay, it'’s my nature, but not yours,” answered Jack Williams ; “ and
I was thinking that perhaps, after all, you may not like this job. Now,
I'm not fond of having to do with waverers.”

“T11 tell you what, Williams,” replicd the young man, in a low, stern,
determined tone, “1'm in that sort of way just now, that I'd shoot my
own father for a thousand pounds.”

“No need of that,” replicd Jack Williams, carelessly ; “nor your
mother cither. You can get more than that without shooting any one.
However, 1 sce you are up to the thing; that's something. 1t’s no
very difficalt affair, after all ; and, once it's done, and the white coast
of England left far behind us, we may lead a life such as men lived in
old days, and put the wide blue sea under contribution. 1 know g
place—where I've left one that's very dear to me;—in a deep cove of
which, all surrounded by high blue hills, one coyld hide away a man-
of-war as easily as I could cover a hazel-nut with my hand. All that
we shall want, however, is a good schooner and a gallant crew. There
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are some twenty or thirty fellows thereabout—some doing onc thing,
some another —who would be glad enough to come to my whistle, and
many more will join us. Then we'll make our own laws, Mr. Latimer;
and hetter a greaf deal will they be than all the long rigmaroles that
a set of gabbling fools pass in what they call parliament. We've no
need of all such long stories. Half a dozen simple rules will be quite
enough forus; and we'll be at peace amongst ourselves, and al war
with all the rest of the world. [ don’t know a finer thing than, on the
clear, starlight nights of that part of the world, to stand eitlicr upon
the deck, or upon one of the high rocks, and look out over the
glistening sea for a white sail, with a rich freight aboard. Then after
her, like a swallow after a fly, and baul her colours down and bring her
into port.” .

The vision that he called up was just what was wanted to rousc
Alfred Latimer from the doubts which had begun to take possession of
him. He rejoiced at the thought of the booty that was to be obtained ;
and only asked how they were to disposc of the plate when they had
ot it.

“Oh! turn it into money, to be sure,” replied his companion.

* Ay, but how is that to be done !” asked Alfred Latimer.

“Oh ! there are ways and m=ans,” answered Williams; “and I sent
word to a fellow in London who, a good many years ago, used to lake
wame and venison, and such things, off my hands, and who's now as
vich as a Jew, to come down, and Dring plenty of money with him, 1
wave him a hint of the sum that would he needed, too ; so he'll come
prepared, and 1 think we had better stop to-night at the place where
he's Tikely to be found, if he's arrived yet.”

“ Where's that 17 answered Alfred Latimer.

* AL Mr. Gattou's, to be snre,” replied Williams.

“Why, not the great inu, the Bell, at Sturton !” exclaimed Alfred
Latimer.

= Ay, ay,” said Williams ; “there are more things done at that inn
than you know of. Besides, he travels quite like a gentleman, and has
wot his own little goods-cart marked on the back, ¢ Moses Levi, draper,

Jurton-on-Trent.””

1t was about two o'clock when they drove into the yard of the Bell,
but they xtill found the people of the house up, for there had been a
«lub dinner there that day, and some of sthe party, half muddled with
wine, were still engaged in playing at cards in a room up staire.  The
landlord himself was in the bar, 2 stout, well-made, hawked-fweed man ;
and when Williams and his companien entered, the host nodded to the
sailor, as to an old acquaintance, displaying no sign of coolucss.

. “Pray, Mr. Gatton,” said Williams, “has Mr. Levi come here to-
day?” -

The landlord nodded again, and the other went on to inquire, “Ishe
in bed yet ?”

“ No,” answered Mr. Galton ; “ he's up stairs, number twenty-three.”

Williams thanked him for the information, and was turning away to
seck the room indicated, when the landlord exelaimed, *“ Williams!
Williams ! T want toespeak with you;” and then addced, in a low tone,
when the other approached nearer, “I wish you could get me a dozen
nore of those handkerthiefs.”
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“You ghall have them,” said Williams, with a significant look ; and
once more resuming his course, he led Alfred Latimer up two pair of
stairs, and then along the corridor, examining the numbers over the
doors as they passed, At number twenty-threce he knocked, and a
voice from within said, in a sort of abstracted tonc, ““ Come in ;” upon
which the two gentlemen entered. The name of Moses Levi had sug-

gested to the imagination of Alfred Latimer the fignre of a little fat,
dirty, blear-eyed Jew. What was his surprise, then, to hehold a tall, -

well-proportioned, and good-looking man of about forty-cight or fifty,
dressed with serupulous neatness. He was scated at a table, with a
small bowl beside him, from which probably issued the strong odour of
rpunch with which the air of the room was impregnated. An inkstand
was nearer to him than the bowl, and a ncat-looking, apparently well-
kept note-hook was open before him, over which he bent, pen in hand,
seemingly caleulating his well-gotten gains. So busily was he cm-
ployed that he did not look up till Williams and his companion were
far in the room, but he then raised his face towards them, displaying
very handsome features, though not without a peeunliar, keen, and
cunning look generally displayed by the race from which he sprung.

“ Ah, Jack I” he cried, starting up and shaking Williams heartily by
the hand, “Iam glad to see you. Why we havn’t met 1 don’t know
how long. This is a friend of yours, I suppose.”

“ Mr. Latimer,” said Williams, introducing the two to cach other;
and Mr. Levi bowed and seraped as ceremoniously as an ambassador.

“ Come, sit down, gentlemen,” said Mr. Moses Levi. “ We'll have
some more glasses and some punch. and then we'll talk of business.”

The glasses and punch were brought, and Alfred Latimer took a
liheral supply, while Williams helped himself more carefully, and,
after ¢ fow words upon ordinary subjects, Mr. Levi proceeded as fol-
lows :—“ Well, Mr. Williams, 1 got your message, and, thongh it was
rather inconvenient for me, I came down at once, because 1 know yon
never disappoint one—1 suppose this gentleman is one of us, though
T don’t know him.”

“ All right,” said Williams, “Iave you got the money with you ?”

“Why, not the whole sum,” replicd the Jew. “I hadn’t got as
much in the house. Why, five or six thousand pounds is a great,
amount, you know—what a job it must e t”

“ How much have you brought ?” asked Williams,

“Somewhere near upon three thousand pounds,” answered his Lon-

don friend.

“That won't do,” replied Williams, who knew his man. “If yon

av'n't got the whole you may as well go back again.”

“Ay! but that will do to pay part,” rejoined Levi; “and yon can
touch the rest in London, you know.”

“ It won’t do, Moscs,” reiterated the other, with a shake of the head.
“We must make a finish of it all at once. So if you are not ready, I
must send to Solomons.”

“No! no! no!” cried Mr. Levi. “Don’t be so hasty, Jack; if 1
hav'n’t got the money with me I can get it in five minutes. I never
need to send to London for money when there’s & banker in the town.”

“Yes, but Sunday is coming on,” said Williams, “and we must
have it paid all in gold.”
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“Well, well, that can be done,” said his respectable friend. “ Leave
all that to me. The money shall be rcady in the twinkling of an
eye.”

Vi In short, you've got it with you, Moses, that's the fact,” was Wil-
liams’s very just rejoinder.

Other points were then discussed, the value of gold and silver plate

»— -at Jeast, the value that Mr. Levi chose to put upon them,—the price
of guineas, which in a time of proper currency were very dear, and
several other particulars. Mr. Levi sought to drive a hard bargain,
but, Jack Williams knew him, and would not let him. The latter
talked of sending for another recciver of stolen goods, and the former
represented the difficulty of getting rid of articles so purchased. He.
admitted, however, that he had brought crucibles, and fluxcs, and
scales and weights with him, so that any wrought vessels that might
be presented to him for purchase would be made into what he called
soup, or melted before he lefi the house, thus losing every mark by
which they could be identified. The whole affuir was barely adjusted
when some one knocked at the door, and Mr. Levi, putting by his
pocket-book, Lade them come in,  The figure that appearcd was that
of the landlord, who closed the door, and, walking slowly up to the’
table, said, addressing Williaws, ¢ [ thought it just as well to tell
you, Jack, that Harry Soames, the constable from Mallington, has
been over here this afternoon, asking anumber of questions about you,
and whether you had lately been seen in Sturton, and when—-it's no
karm knowing, you know.”

“Oh! no,” replied Jack Williams, in a carcless tone; “if he asks
again, give him my compliments, and tell him 1 shall be very happy
10 sec him when he calls,  Perhaps 1 shall call upon him some day.”

The landlord Jaughed with a meaning chuckle, and Alfred Latimer
wave an intimation that it was his intention to go to bed.

“ Why, I'm going to bed, too,” said Mr. Gatton, *“for I'm tired; but
I'll send the chambermaid, sir;” and he went away.

“We must be off’ before daylight to-morrow, Mr. Latimer,” said
Williams, “ for it wouldn’t do for Soames to find you and me togcther.
I'll wake you in time, however;” and so they parted for the night.

CHAPTER LIL

To explain the cause of Harry Soames's visit to Sturton, and his in-
quiries for Jack Williams, we must now treat of a very uninteresting
person, and his uninteresting history. On the Saturday, an hour after
noon, the constable of Mallington received o sumimons to the house of
Mr. Middleton, the magistrate, which, as the reader knows, is situate
at the distance of about a mile and a half from the village. As he
had a liking for the active exercise of his profession, Mr. Scames
trudged over willingly enough, and on presenting himself was kept
for about a quarter af an hour in the hall, while voices were heard
talking in the little noom at the side. At the end of that period the
door of that room opened, and Miss Mathilda Martin issued forth,”
while the voice of Mr. Middleton was heard to say, “ Thank you, Miss



Yy THE STEP-MOTTER.
Martin, thank you: T always was sure he was an impostor. I will Jook
1o it.”

Miss Martin passed Mr. Soames without deigning to speak to him;
and immediately after the constable was called to the presence of the
magistrate, who, as he entered, inquired of the servant who ushered
the man in, whether Sir Simon Upplestone had arrived.

The servant answered in the negative, and Mr. Middleton, seating
himself again with an important air, remarked, “1 fear, Soamcs, we
may be accused of neglect of our duty in suffcrmg this young man
to remain so long in Mallington under such suspicious circum-
stances.”
¢ “Ix it Mr. M orton your worship was talking of?” asked Soames.

“Tobe sure,” answered Mr. Middleton : “he js the only person to
whom the terms [ have used could apply. From various circum-
stances, 1 have nol, the slightest doubt that he is neither more nor less
than a swindler, and will ultimatcly be identified with the clerk who
has absconded from London.”

Harry Soames scratched his head, and as Mr. Middleton was well
aware that he was not a man dull of comprehension, he could not con-
ceive what made the constable hesitate in this unwonted manner. He
accordingly asked, * What is the matter, Soamcs?”

“Why, I was thinking, your worship,” said the constable, “that
Gibbs could tell us more of the matter, if he liked.”

“ And who the devil is Gibbs?” asked Mr. Middleton solemnly.

“Why, the travelling perfumer man, your worship,” answered the
constable. ¢ 1le who has been down here so long hanging about with
his Fragrant Balm of MTrinidad. Ie has let out to me more than
once that he knows summut of Mr. Morton. But the difficulty will be
1o make him speak.”

“We'll grant a warrant against him.” said Mr. Middleton. “He
may be art and part in the offence for aught we know.”

“ Better summons him as a witness, vour honour,” said Soames.
“ A warrant would be a stopper, I should think.”

“DPerhaps it might,” replied the magistrate, sagaciously. “We
will summons him as a witness. Get me down ‘ Burn's Justice,
Soames There it stands. 1 expect Sir Simon Upplestone every mo-
ment,” he continued, after having looked into the magistrate’s text-
book for some minutes. *Tn the meantime you go down, and bring
up this man Gibbs. Tell Skinner tosend some one to act as our elerk;’
and t,nke mcasures to prevent this young vagabond from making his
escape.

“ }I‘;ord bless your worship !” replied Mr. Soames, “be has been off
from Mallington Housc ever sincc early this inorning.”

Mr. Middleton looked aghast; but Noames conseled him the mo-
ment after by informing him that he had good reason to believe Mr.
Morton was only over at Sturton, and then proceeded to execute his
mission, which occupxed rather more than an hour.

He returned with Mr. Gibbs, who came very unwﬂlmgh, trying
hard by the way to gather from the constable what the magistrates
wanted.  But Mr: Soames would not say a word, and Mr. Gibbs was
ushered into the presence of- the two magistrates, pcrlect]) ignorant of
their object in sending for him. ¢

Al
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“ Now, Mr. Gibbs,” said Sir Simon Upplestone,. “tell us what you
know of this matter?”

“I don't know what the matter is, sir,” answered Mr. Gibbs. “1
only know that the Fragrant Balm of Trinidad is incomparable in its
qualities, nourishing and strengthening the hair, encouraging the
growth of cyebrows and whiskers, restoring the supreme ornament of
the human person to a glossy black or brown hue, when it hag become
grey with time or care, and invigorating and restoring the graceful
natural curl, when, either by the effects of tropical climates, or——"

“ Pooh, pooh !” said Mr. Middleton. * Sir Simon, we must put the
question in another form, and carry on the examination regularly. Now
answer. Mr. Gibbs—you know a person who ealls himself Morton?”

“1 have that honour, sir,” replicd Mr. Gibbs. .

“Nqb @ great one, 1 faney,” rejoined the magistrate, who piqued
himself upon saying smart things. “Now, answer me tiuly, for we
<hall swear you to your deposition. Ilave you any rcasofi for believ-
ing that this Mr. Morton, as he calls himself, is cver known by any
vther name 1”

Mr. Gibbs was confounded, and knew not what to answer. He would
have fain plunged into the Fragrant Balm of Trinidad, which, in diffi-
cult circumstances, had often proved to him an invaluable resource.
But in the present instance he did not know how to bring it in, and in
the confusion of the moment replied, “ Perhaps 1 have.”

“Take that down,” said Mr. Middleton, addressing onc of Mr. Skin-
ner's young men, who had come up to act as clerk.

“ Now, Mr. Gibbs, what is the other name he goes by ?” demanded
Sir Simon Upplestone, bluntly.

“That I can’t cxactly say,” replicd Mr. Gibbs.

“'Tis quite sufficient, Sir Simon,” said Mr. Middleton. “He may
have hulf a dozen more aliages. His going by another name is a proof
that hie’s a swindler. He may call himsclf colonel this, or lord that,
ov captain the other, but what is that to us? Now, Mr. Gibbs, T say
again, answer truly. Did you cver sce this young man in any situation
which would induce you to doubt his respectability, or know of his
frequenting bad characters, or,—or anything of the kind ? Lemember,
we have good information, Mr. Gibhs.” .

After some hesitation Mr. Gibbs replied, “ Why, you sce, sir, I came
down here to sell the Fragrant Bulm of Trinidad, whicb, if you will
allow me to say, is onc of the most sovercign 2

“ Pooh ! no more of such nonsense,” eried 8ir Simon Upplestone.
“The question is very plain, Mr. Gibbs.  Will you answer it or will
vou not?! There is such a thing as contempt of court, sir, and com-
pounding of felony.”

“In one word, Mr. Gibbs,” added the other magistrate, “if you do
not deal candidly with us, instead of allowing you to be a witness, we
may trcat you as an accessory.”

All Mr. Gibbs’s firmness melted away at the threat, and, finding that
the Fragrant Balm of Trinidad had failed himn, he replied in a2 humble
tone, “ Why, gentlemen, I was only going to tell you how all the matter
began : when first I oume here T was knocked down and robled, and I
am quite sure that I know the man who did it—a fellow well known in
these parts, called Jack Williams,” ‘
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“The greatest rascal and poacher that ever lived,” cried Sir Simon.

“Well, gentlemen, 1 have watched him ever since as close as possi-
ble,” continued Mr. (ibbs, “and as 1 beard a great deal of his hanging
about Mallington Park, T used to go there of a night to sce what he was
about. T always fook a brace of bosom friends with e, but still |
thought it best to keep out of his way, and so 1 used now and then to
get up into a tree. Well, one night, when 1 was in a beeeh, with low
branches, I saw him meet another man there, and have a long con-
ference with him, though I could not hear what it was about : but [ saw
that they often Jooked towards the place where 1 was, and I began to he
in a leetle bit of a fright. At length they parted, and when Williams
*ook round to the other side of the wood, as if to cut me oft’ that way,
the other came straight up towards the tree where I had perched my-
sclf. Thinking that I should fare ill between both, 1 determiged to
give them leg bail, and, dropping down at once, I took to my heels
across the park. only having just time to see that the onc who was
coming up was Mr. Morton.”

“Ho, ho!” cried Sir Simon Upplestone.

“Ah, ha!” cried Mr. Middleton ; “and pray what night was that,
Mr. Gibbs?”

“Wan't thai the night that they tried to break into Mallington
Hall 7 demanded Harry Soames, who had remained in the room.

“ Precisely,” answered Mr. Gibbs.

“Well, I think, Mr. Simon, that we have perfectly enough informa-
tion, with that which I communicated to you before, to justify us in
having this young man apprchended. Fill up a warrant, Mr. Masters,”
he continued, turning to the clerk ; and then, addressing Soames, he
proceeded ax follows :— You will get u horse at the Bagpipes, Soames,
and ride over immediately to Sturton, where yvou will endeavour to find
out this Mr. Morton, who you think is there. You can make strict
inquiries after Jack Williams too.”

“I should not wonder if this Morton were to come back here,” said
the constable.

“ We must think of some means of catching him, if he docs come,”
said Mr. Middleton; “but leave that to us, Soames, and be ofi to
Sturton as fast as possible. You, Mr. Gibbs, hold yourself in readiness
to attend and give evidence, whenever you may be called upon.”

CHAPTER LIIL

TowaRrps &ix o'clock on Sunday morning, a gig, containing two indi-
viduals, Jack Williams and Latimer, rolled out of the yard at the Bell
Inn, at Starton, and took the way towards Mallington. It was still
dark, for though a light line of grey was to be seen in the sky, the sun
had not risen high enough to give much light to the world, and the
streets of the town, though it was gencrally a gay-looking, bustling
place, looked dreary and deserted in the misty dawn.

At length they came to the spot near which they knew the cave
must be, and casily found their way to it. Tt secgned as if no step had
passed its entrance since Latimer was last there. There was the
blackened place where the fire had been, the broken bottles, the well-
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polished bones. Nothing had been touched : and a rabbit running out
and making its way to its sandy burrow opposite, at the gound of his
foutstep, showed him that, at the present moment, at least, the cave
was tenantless.

Then he plunged into o wide abyss of wild and troublous thoughts,
We will not attempt to trace them, for it was a labyrinth without a cluc,

* ene branching into another, as if interminably ; but their nature, and
that to which they tended, may be judged ln the words with which
the) closed, and which he actually uttered in a murmur. “It's no
use,” he said, “it's no use, I'm too far in now to go back. so why should
I think of it?” and onee more approaching the Touth of the cay e, he
looked out and listened. ‘

At length a step sounded upon the path, and he drew back, for he
felt sure that it was not that of Williams. [t was lighter, quicker,
more youthful; but the instant after, as he stood in the shadow, and
looked out upon the trees, which concealed the entrance from the
neighbouring path, he saw Maltby come round and approach his re-
treat. Not knowing how far Williams had confided in him, he retired
to the back of the hollow; but when the man came near the mouth, it
became apparent to Alfred Latimer that the other was secking him,
for Maltby set. down a basket with which he was hurdened. and looked
in, m3ing, “ID—nit! heis not here. Williams said he must be here
long ago.’

WAL Malthy, is that you?” said the young man, advancing. *Is
Williams coming ?”

“ Presently,” lcphcd Malthy. “Hce's gone to sce Tom Brown; but
Lie sent me up with this basket, for you, as he thought you might want
your hreakfast, having had none when you left Sturton.”

“I could have waited,” replied Alfred Latimer. making his way into
the basket: “Dbut Pm devilish hungry, it is troe.”

“Take care, take care,” eried Maliby; ‘‘theres a powderflacsk
underneath; for he says that you did not bring any with your
pistols” :

“They are loaded,” answered Alfred latimer, with a nod of the
Lead ; “and I don’t think any man who stands two shots from them
will ever have Lo stand another.” .

“Ay; but it's always as well to be ready and prepared,” answered
Maltby. “ A man’s hand shakes sometimes, you know.”

» ¢TI don't think minc will,” answered Alfred Latimer; “but what the
mischicf is this!”

“Some black crape for your faces, that's all.” replied the other.

* Ay, upon my soul ! that’s well thought of,” said the young gentle-
man. “ Under this they won'’t easily know one.  ©h, here’s the brandy !

" Bill, will you take a glass?”

“No, I thank you,” answered Malthy. “I'll be off to Mallington
again. I've got the horse and gig to see after, and T'm to bring them
up to the back of the wood at cleven. Good-day, Mr. Latimer:” and
he turned back throug,h the wood, leaving the young gentleman once
more alone.

There had been :-.omethmg dry and bitter in his manner, which
Alfred Latimer did not altogether like, and vaguc apprehensions began
to take possession of him. ¢ Williams has trusted him too far, " he

15
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thought. I should not wonder if he were to peach, and get us all
into a trap. He was always a pitiful scamp, though a devilish good
boxer. At all events, I'm sure, if he were hard up he would turn king’s
evidence, and hang us all.”

In these pleusant reverics he passed another hour, till at length

Williams himself appeared, and Alfred Latimer at once communicated
to him the suspicions which Maltby's manner bad inspired, His com-
panion, however, casily quieted him on that score, saying that the
youth was a little sulky on account of the quarrel they had had some
days before; but that he would not peach for his own sake, as then he
would lose all the money he was to have; and as to his turning king's

*evidence, he might do what he liked, for they would be out of the
country before that conld do them any harm.

These assurances satisfied Alfred Latimer; bLut, ncvertheless, the
passing of that day was long and tedious. They sometimes talked,
but more frequently remained plunged in deep fits of silence, meditat-
ing the coming hour; but Williams was well pleased to sec that, though
his young companion had become unnaturally grave and stern, there
was no sign of wavering, no apparent hesitation, not cven a thought of
shrinking from the enterprise before them.

Thuy they saw noon and evening pass, and gradually the sun went
down, leaving the sky all red and glowing for full hall an hour after
he had sunk. All then became darkness; the stars, indeed, appearing
first faint and then brighter, but the air below in the valley by the river
becqming somewhat dull and misty as the sun disappeared.

“Tom Brown can’t be long xow,” said Williams at length. < [l g
out and see if he be coming ;” and accordingly he walked away into the
wood, while Latimer remained with his head resting on his hand, and
his eyes half closed. It would have been a sad dark spectacle, i’ one
could have Jooked into his bosom at that moment. Suddenly he rose.
went up to the basket, and drawing forth the Lottle of brandy, sct i to
hig lips. He took a long draught, and had scarccly done when Wil
liams and the ruffian from the common came into the cave.

“ We must wait an hour or two yet,” said the former. “Tom here
tells me, sir, that there are a number of 'the good folks about, and that
Edmonds is out with his men, scouring all the place round ; 80 we must
be still.  When does the moon rise, Tom?”

“She’s up now, only you can’t seo her for the hill,” replied the
ruffian. .

“Ay! but at what hour docs she come up?”asked Williams, “I
sec she has risen plain enough, by the light, but I want to know what
o’clock it is}” :

“Oh! about ten,” answered Alfred Latimer; “but if you wait z
little you'll hear Mallington clock strike.”

A few minutes after the clock was heard to strike ten, and it was
then agreed to wait another hour, in order that all might be still, and
the sober folks of the neighbourhood retired to rest.

Elcven struck, and then, taking some keys, the powder-flask, and an
iron bar out of the basket, with hardly a word speken, they issucd out
into the wood, threaded the narrow paths, approachcd the scene of
their destined crime from the side of Wenlock Common, and paused
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for an instant close to the Park. A few words of final arrangemont -
then passed, one by one they leaped the wall, and Alfred Latimer
stood within Mallington Park.

CHAPTER LIIL

O~ the night of the Sunday which we have been lately speaking of,
good old Mrs. Chalke, the housckeeper at Mallington Hall, as she sat
before the fire, was in anything but a merry or even a tranquil mood.
There was some wind stirring, and occasionally the panelling cracked,
or the tall window rattled ; and whenever such was the case, the good
old lady started and looked round, expecting to sec neither ghost nor
hobgoblin, but some more terrible apparition still, of flesh and blood.
armed with cold steel and leaden bullets against the scanty remains of
lifc which yet were hers. Once, when the gust was more vehement
than ordinary, and, like an importunate beggar, clamoured loudly for
admittance, she suddenly stretched ont her hand, and scized the bell,
forgetting that the girl, who was her only companion in the house,’
could render her but little effectual asgistance ; or, perhaps, thinking
that if she was to be murdered, she had better be so in the presence of
respectable witnesses.

Though the gust died away, good Mrs. Chalke still held the bell-rope
in her hand ; and, at length, after some consideration, she gave it a
gentle pull.  In a minute or two after, a quick pair of feet were heard
coming along the passage, and the housemaid appeared, with a face of
agitation and alarm, ag if she cxpected to behold some horrible spec-
tacle. In fact, the nerves of both the poor women had heen sadly
shattered by the late attecmpt upon the house.

“(}’V hat o'clock is it, Sally ?” asked Mrs. Chalke, turning to the house-
maid. :

“ Lord ha’ mercy, ma’'am !” exclaimed the latter, “ I thought some-
thing was the matter; and, though [ must he about the place, 1 feel
quite in a twitter as soon ag ever I am left alone. Then thosc long
passages frighten me out of my life, every time T go through them.”

Sally had not answered the housekeeper's inquiry, however, and Mrs.
Chalke repeated it, obtaining for & reply the information, that it was a
quarter past ten by the clock in the kitchen.

“Dear me !” cxclaimed the housekeeper, “what can make Mr.
Edmonds so late? I hope nothing has happened to him.”

“Oh! I dare say not, maam,” rejoined Sally. “You know he's
always out long on Sunday nights; for he says that bad characters are
always more about then than on any other day.”

*“That's what I am afraid of,” replied Mrs. Chalke; “and, while he's
looking after the game, we might all have our throats cut.”

“Dear me, ma’'am ! don't talk so,” said Sally; “I declarc yon make
my blood quite cruddle. 1 haven’t slept a wink one blessed night since
those fellows tried to break in ; and I dare say they would murder me
first, all along of my*having been the one to ring the alarum-bell,
which spoiled their spert.”

“No; they would murder me first, for the keys,” said Mrs. Chalke,
jealous of the dignity of her office; “and, besides, I dare say they
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know nothing about who rung the bell. It must bea terrible thing to
have onc’s throat cut.”

Just at that moment the bell rang sharply, and both the good women -
started, and both screamed ; after which, it suddenly struck Sally that -

it must be Edmonds himself, who had slept at the house constantly

since the night of the attack. Communicating this supposition to:
Mrz. Chalke, she hurricd to the door, while the housckeeper followed,”

with a flat candlestick in her hand, laying strong injunctions on her
companion not to turn key, or draw bolt, till they had ascertained who
was the visitor.

. ‘;{Who's there?” exelaimed Sally, putting her mouth down to the
ock.

“Who's there?” eried Mrs. Chalke ; adding, as a caution to the '

maid, “ don't put your head therc, girl ; he might shoot you through
the key-hole.” )

Almost at the same moment, however, the well-known voice of
Edmonds answered, “ It's I, Sally ; let us in,”—and joyfully the door
was opened, and poor Edmonds, with a face haggard and worn, both
with bitter care and fatigue, entered the hall.

“Dear me, Mr. Edmonds,” said Mrs. Chalke, “ I'm so glad to see you.

I began to think you wouldn’t come to-night, and we were in such a
trepidation.” :

“Oh! you need not have been afraid,” replied the park-keeper;
“ you might be sure I would come, Mrs. Chalke. It'sa duty to my
cmployer ; and I won’t fail in my duty, whoever docs. But I thought
it best to take a longer round to-night with my men than usual ; for
I heard about six o'clock, from Blackmore, the gardener, that he had
seen some fellows, of whom I have strong suspicions, driving this way
from Sturton, this morning. I could find nobody, however. I am
very tired, for I've gone good twelve miles, besides my walk in the
morning. 1 wonder what tires me so soon; but onc breaks down like
an old tree. First goes one branch, and then another; and each leaves
a gap, where the weather pours in, and rots the whole core.”

While he thus spoke, he paused in the hall, addressing the begin-
ning of his speech to the housekeeper, and cnding it apparently to
himself, with his eyes fixed upon the stonc pavement, and his head
bent forward, in an attitude of melancholy thought. e looked sad,
and somewhat wild ; and Mrs. Chalke, remarking the expression of
his countenance, and thinking that the weight of his sorrows must
have been greatly aggravated by corporeal fatigue, begged him to come
into her sitting-room, and take a glass of ale, and something to eat.

“Thank you, ma’am, thank you,” said Edmonds, “ I will come and
sit down a bit, and perhaps take a jug of beer, for I am weary and
thirsty ; but I ean't cat anything, for I have no stomach now. 1 shall
glo to bed soon, for I hope to sleep to-night. It'salong time since I
glept.” .

The good lady, however, when once he was seated by her fire, and
the jug of strong ale, with which she intended to strengthen both the
inuer and the outer man, placed beside him at the table, attempted to
while away the time by asking questions, although, to say sooth,
Edmonds was very little inclined for conversation. It is & mistake,
however, that many people make, who think thet they can wean us

ENp———
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from our sorrows by calling our mere words to indifferent topics. As
well might they think to relieve a mother's mind by taking ler on
some trifling errand from the cradle of her sick babe. The leart and
the thoughts are still with our sorrows, whatever subject may employ
our tongucs.

She was still going on in the same strain, when suddenly, with
a great start, she exclaimed, “ Goodness gracious! what's thatt Didn't
you hear a step ?”

The pext instant the cause of the phenomenon she had remarked
beeame evident by Sally putting in her head, and inquiring,
“ Wouldn't you like a toast with your becr, sir?”

“ How can_you frighten one so, girl?” cried Murs. Chalke, in a petu’
lant tone; “1 declare 1 thought it was the robbers broke in.”

* No, I thank you, Sally,” replied Kdmonds; * but haven't you any
common beer. This ale is too strong.” ‘

“There is not a drop in the house, sir,” replicd the houscmaid ;
“Dbut as to its being too strong, it will do you no harm. It’s cvery drop
of it pure malt and hops. Home made, 1 can assurc you, just before
my lord died.” ’

These last words threw Edmonds into a new fit of meditation.
“Ay,” he said thoughtfully, “it was a bad day for Mullington Hall
when he died ; things have gone wrong cver since, and we never know,
you see, Mrs. Chalke, what it is to have a good thing till we lose it. A
good master is a good thing, and he was a good master, for he was al-
ways very reasonable, and inclined to do what was right and proper,
when people told him how.”

“Well, 1 hope this young gentleman will be as good as he,” said
Mrs. Chalke. “ When do you think he'll take possession, Mr. Ed-
monds?”

“T don’t know, I don’t know,” answered Edmonds; “I tell you, my
good dame, you are mistaken. I'am just as ignorant about all these
things as you are;” and Mrs. Chalke, finding that she could make
nothing of him, rose, saying, “ Well, now you are come I shall go to
bed and sleep in peace. I shouldn't have winked an eye all night if
you hadn’t been here.  You had better have your gun with you in your
room-—there it stands in the corner. Don't forget it, theres a good
man, for if they were to get hold of it they might blow all our brains
out.”

“ No fear, no fear,” answered Edmonds, turning his back to the fire.
“There is nobody to be afraid of within five miles, unless they be in
Mallington, and there arc sharp cyes looking out for them there too.
You may rest quietly enough—nobody will disturh your sleep.”

“She has no daughter !” continued the poor park-kecper, murmuring
to himself, as soon as Mrs. Chalke was gone. “I wish I were dead,
though it is a sin to say so, with all the blessings thut God has still
given mie. T wish I could think of other things;” and after pressing
his hand upon his brow for a moment, he took up the jug of Leer
again and emptied it at a draught.
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CHAPTER LIV. ,

Avrrep LATIMER, as we have secn, sprang over the paling, and stood
within the enclosure of Mallington Park. When he had done so he
gazed around him for an instant, and a sudden change came over his
countcnance. It secmed to him as if he had awakened in a moment
from a dream, as if all that had passed during the last week had heen
a troublous vision, and that now for the first time he unclosed his eyes
1o the reality.

It was an awful moment, but it was quickly over, for Williams al-
most instantly touched his arm, saying, “Come along, what arc you
stopping for? You are not going to show the white feather now?”

he young man merely replied, “Oh, no!” and followed him in-
stinctively through the ncarer trees, across ihe warren, and towards
the back of Mallington Hall. Often had he trod those paths, often
had he traversed those woods in huppier days. Sometimes he had
watched for Luey there, occasionally with angry feclings at her delay,
occasionally with the natural impatience of an cager and impetuous
spinit ;
ulmught to be such a bhurden as it seemed during the next five minutes.
His ouly resource was to fly from thought. “Show the white feather!”
he repeated to himself more than once. “No ! that's out of the ques-
tion; but T wish I had not got into this business. There’s no use
thinking of it, however. Here I am, and it must be done ;" and, ad-
vancing to Williams's side, he asked him something in a whisper.

“JLush!” said the robber; “ I thought I heard a whistle ;" and crecp-
ing slowly on for about a quarter of a mile farther, he looked out into
the more open part of the park. At some two or threc hundred yards
distance was a large clump of old elms, in advance of another portion
of the wood, and Williams thought he saw something underneath
them.  After waiting for & minute he whispered to his companions,
“Be ready to be oft like a shot !” and then ventured alow whistle. [t
was answered the next minute, and the form of a man came out into
the ‘moonlight, then retreated again, and was lost to the eye.

“That was like Maltby, wasn't it?" inquired Williams; and the
gruff’ voice of the man Brown replied, “ Ay, thats he.”

After a short pause the whistle was repeated. and Williams observed,
“He is coming round. We must show him where we are.” Thus say-
ing he uttered another whistle, to which there was a reply somewhat
nearcr than before. .

“Did you expect him here " asked Alfred Latimer. “I thought he
¥as 1o bring up the gig to the corner of the park.”

* Ay, but he was to Iet me know if he heard anything fresh,” was the
answer ; and, a few moments after, they plainly heard a rustle in the
‘wood, and the fall of a footstep. Williams quietly drew forth a pistol ;
but the next instant Maltby's voice was heard inguiring, “ Where are
you, Williams?” .

“ Here, here {” answered the other.  “1Is there any danger ahead ?”

“No !” answered Maltby, doming up. “They arc all gone quietly to
bed ; for I've been watching for this last half hour, and saw the lights
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put out in the different rooms; but I thought you'd like to know that
Edmonds sleeps at the house every night ; so that unless you get hold
of him first you may have a devil of a work.”
+ Ah!” said Williams, “ how did you hear that, Bill ?”
“'Why, it was old Blackmore told me,” answered the young man.
“J went down this evening to ask where his son was, for he’s never
come back, and the old man took it kind, and was more civil than
- ordinary.”
* Perhaps it isn't true,” said Williams.
“Oh! yes it is,” rejoined the other, *“for I went up afterwards to Mo-
ther Witherton at the lodge, and 1 found out from her that Fdmonds
. sleeps in the little room near the library, where he can hear both ways
what's going on at cach side of the house.”

“He shan’t hear me till he sees me,” answered Jack Williams, with 2
laugh ; “ but we must make him fast first, that’s clear. Have you got,
*he flint and steel, Brown?  We may as well light the dark lantern, as
there’s likely to be more work than we thought.”

A flint and steel were soon produced, and the dark lantern was
openced, lighted, and closed again. .

“ Now, Bill, run and get the gig; quick, for 1 am determined this
shall go through to-night,” continued Williams.

“ Hadn't, you hetter eross the water with the pnnt, and start from
“he other side t” asked Malthy : “1 left it there on purpose. There
are some y eople still about at Mallington, and if I go rattling over
the hiridge in the gig | shall be sure 1o bave folks looking at me.”

“That's true,” answered Williams; ¢ and you're right, Master Bill
You can bring it down at the end of the lane, and then nobody shall
see it come or go.”

This being agreed upon, Malthy slunk away through the woods
awain, and his threc companions crept silently and stealthily on
towards Mallington Hall. When they had reached the point of the
wood nearest to the mansion they puused onee more, and gazed over
the whole building. All was dark, no window showed a light, and,
proceeding from one detached tree to another, they approached nearer
and more ncar, 1ill they were close to the outbuildings and cnclosed
courts at the back of the bouse. .

A large old walnut-tree grew near the wall, and stretched its long
and rugged arms over into the stable-yard, and, once under its
branches, their proccedings were quick and easy, Williams swarmed
up the tree in a minute, walked along one of the thick overhanging
houghs, and reached the top of the wall. He then aided his two com-
panions to mount, and jumped lightly down vpon a pile of straw and
rubbish below. The other two descended as rapidly and noisclessly,
and then, taking their way across the court, they approached a small
door in the main building. Jack Williams had laid his schemes well.
Applying the false key to the lock, he turned it with little or no
sound, and then, fecling for the latch, he raised it, pushed the door
open, and listened.  Every one held their breath ; but all was asgilent
as the grave, and turaing the shade of the lantern Williams and his
companion Jooked in.. Nothing was seen, however, that could alarm
them. A long narrow stone passage, with onc or two empty tubs
Iving against the wall, was all that they saw, and Alfred Latimer
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having now plunged fully in, and knowing that all chanee of retreat
was out of the question, whispered to Williams, * I will show you the
way ; I know it well, and can find it in the dark, so you had better
shade the lantern again.”

“Not, yet,” said Williams, in the same tone; “we may stumble over
some of these d-—d things in the passages. There is no one here to
see, and in the great hall we shall get the moonlight through the
windows.”

ithout reply, Alfred Latimer passed him and went on, drawing
onc of the pistols from his pockets, however, and cocking it.

“He's a bold young devil ! murmured Jack Williams to himself a»

*he followed, while Tom Brown came behind in silence.  Thus pro-
ccedihg they reached the end of that passage, turned into another at
the Ieft, aud mounted three or four steps, for the honse was built upon
an irregular foundation. They then passed between the kitchen and
servants’ hall, ihe butler's pantry, and what was called the still-room.
beyond which came a pair of folding-doors covered with . baize, and
having u stone stairease on the left hand. Here, however, they were
brought to a sudden stop, for the folding-doors were bolted on the
other side ; and Alfred Latimer proposed to lead them by the stone
stairs, and the corridor above, down the great staircase, to the room
where poor Edmonds slept.

“Let us put the crape over our faces first,” said Williams, © for
there’s no need of his knowing who we are.”

Fhis was soon done; and Alfred Latimer, when he gazed, through
the dull veil which was spread over his cyes and fastened behind hi:
head, at the countenances of his two companions, similarly dizguised.
fancied that it was impossible any one should recognise them. Then,
after having taken oft’ their shoes, the whole party mounted the stairs
quietly, and, passing along the corridor, descended by the great stair-
case to the hall.  All way still, silent, and tranquil ; but when, passing
through a passage at the back of the library, they approached a door
ab the end, they thought they heard a noise, and stopped.

As they listened, the hard regular breathing of some one in a pro-
found sleep was heard, and Williams whispered, “He's as sound as =
hedgehog; but if he should wake, is there any other door to the
room ¢”

“ None that I know of,” answered Latimer, without raising his
voice. ‘
“Then I'll soon send this one in if it should be fastened,” rejoined

Williams. “ Here, Tom, hold the lantern while we try.”

Poor Edmonds, however, had not taken the trouble to lock his door.
and it opened easily at the first touch. The light of the lantern
spread faintly round the chamber, showing Edmonds as he lay on the
half-tester bed at the other side of the room, partly but not wholly
undressed, with his head pillowed on his arm, and still aslecp. The
slight sound of the opening door did not fully awaken him; but
cither that ot the light of the lantern caused him to turn somewhat
on the bed, At this movement Williams suddenly drew a rope from
his pocket, and sprang forward. Alfred latimer followed, and both
threw themyelves upon the -poor fellow, as he was starting up. He
was, as W2 have said, a powerful man, and he struggled for an instant
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vehemently with his assailants; but it was in vain; and beforc he
could put forth his strength, he was overpowered, and his arms
pinioned tightly behind. Not a word was spoken on icither part; for
Edmonds well knew that it was useless to call for help, and the other
two were not anxious that their voices should be heard. When the
struggle was over, the park-keeper stood before his two opponents,
gazing upon them sternly, while Alfred Latimer pushed the erape
farther up over his forehead, from which it had been partly removed,
and Williams langhed low, though his triumph was more that he had
suceeeded without unnecessary violence, than that he had overcome in
a contest where the odds were so greatly on his side. The man Brown,
remained dully at the door, with the lantern in one hand and g pistol
in the other, quite ready to use the latter, if by any chance Edmonds
had obtained even a temporary advantage. .

“ Well, my men, wellt” exclaimed the park-kecper at length; but
then suddenly he stopped, and, after a brief pause, added—* But it'sof
no use—the game’s up. It significs not saying a word. I'm helpless
now.” :

Neither Williams nor Alfred Latimer replied, but the former drew
the latter aside, and whispered— “ Stay you here and keep guard over
him, sir. I can trust you, and you can trust me. But we cannot be
sure of Brown, if our eyesare off him ; and he is not unlikely to kick
at our going over the house alone. “ Will you stay ¢”

He spoke cagerly and anxiously, and though the young man would
rather have had a share in anything more active, he replied,—* Well,
T will stay ; but do not be long. 1 should not wonder if all this noise
had awakened the women.”

“No fear'!” answered Williams; “but I will light you the candle
first ;” and taking up Edmonds's candlestick, he carried it to the lauteru,
sayving to Brown, “Come, my lad, we will go, while he remains on
guard.” )

“ Come along,” answered Brown, in a londer tone than needful ; and
leaving the captive and his guard together, the two hnrried up the
stairs to the top of the house, Williams had already made himselt
aware of the room in which the old housekeeper slept, and he was not
long in finding it ; but as he went he looked round for the rope of “the
alarum-bell, which he at length found passing down the wall of the
corridor through the flooring to the story below.

“Stand fast by that, Tom,” he said; “and if the other woman
comes, seize her tight.”

He then advanced to the door, and turned the handle; but it was
locked, and a voice immediately demanded, in the accents of terror,
*“ Who's there?”

“It's I—Edmonds,” said the man, counterfeiting the park-kecper’s
voice ; but, without waiting for reply, he set his broad shoulder uiainst.
the slight door, streteched his foot out to the other side of the narrow
passage, and with this purchasc pushed will all his strength. There
came immediately a crushing sound, as of breaking wood, and then a
shrill scream, evidently from two voices.”

“Here, Tom !” exclimed Williams, “they arc both in here, bring
the light ;" and he applied his strength again, with another effort, and
the door was burst violently into the room.
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Another shriek instantly succeeded; but Williams exclaimed
fiercely, “Silence ! or you shall pay for it with your lives. No one is
going to hurt you, if you keep still; but, if cither of you say a word,
I will blow your brains out. Have you got any cord !” he continued,
turning to his companion. “Tie that one, while I do the same for
this ;” and, calmly and deliberately, he fastened the housemaid’s drms
behind her, while Brown did thc same office for the terrified old
housekeeper.

“ Now, bring them along into another room,” said Williams. * This
door won't kecp them in; and, if they get out they'll be at the bell
.somehow.”

“1 won't, indeed, Mr. Robber,” sobbed poor Mrs. Chalke; “take all
T have, and spare my life. Tl do nothing at all, but he as quiet ag a
mouse.”

“Silence !” said Williams, sternly ; “ bring them along—wc'll make
surc of them ;” and, dragged through the passage, the two trembling
women were taken to a room looking to the park side of the house,
where they were thrust in, and the door locked.

This done, they both hurried down the first flight, of stairs, to the
large corridors and spacions rooms of the best sleeping-floor.

*The room at the end ! ” said Willinms, thoughtfully,— it must be
that one just over where the man slept;” and, walking straight forward
tothe end of the long passage, which ran between a long range of
bed-chambers on either side, with occasional intervals to admit the
licht from the west, he paused opposite to a strong plated door, at the
further extremity.

“Tlere it is!” he said, holding the Jantern to the heavy lock. =Tt
will be no casy job to get in, I fancy—1'll try the picklocks first, how-
ever.”

Thus saying, he took out the bunch of keysfrom his pocket ; and,
after cveral efforts, the bolt of the lock was foreed back. Mo the sur-
prise of both the men, however, the door remained fast; and, on fur-
ther examination, they discovered another key-hole higher up. On
that the picklocks proved ineffecinal, and the small bar of stecl which
Williams had brought with him was next employed. Presscd between
the door and the post, it soon wrenched back a part of the iron plating
and tore off’ a portion of the wood. A large splinter was then foreed
away, showing the lock firmly shot into the plate opposite ; but, with
the swallow-tailed end of the crow, Williams contrived to push it back
and then pulled the door open with case. A number of large chests,
banded with iron, stood hefore them ; but these offered no serious im-
pediment. Some were opened with the skeleton keys, others broken
into with the crow-bar; and a far greater quantity of gold and silver
was exposed to their eyes, than even their greedy hopes had ventured
1o expect.

“There, give me the bags,” eried Williams ; “ he has got some morc
below, run and fetch them. We will only take what is most worth
while, for there is more here than we can carry.”

“Let ustake all we can,” said Brown ; “1 cd#n carry a good deal,
amd we may us well fill our pockets and the baps too;” and thus say-
ing, he thrust his hand iito a box, where a number of suineas ap-
peared piled up in regular rows.
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“Hark ! cried Williams, suddenly ; and, at the same moment, the
report of a pistol rang through the house. Williams snatched up the
lemgv(.im, and, hurrying out, both ran down stairs as fast as they
could.

CHAPTER LV.

We must now return to the room below, where we left Alfred Latimer
and Edmonds, the park-keeper, in order to explain the cause of that
uncxpected sound, which disturbed Williams and bis companion in
- their course of pillage. No task. perhaps, could have been inflicted
"upon the unhappy young man, more painful than that which he had
undertaken to perform.  Activity was, at that moment, & need—it was
the only veil which could hide from his own c¢yes the sight of what he
had beecome.  Ife felt that he was a felon—that the barrier had fallen
hehind  him, which for cver excluded him from 4 return to society- -
that all he had done before was light and venial, compared with the .
deed of that night. But he would fain have hurried on in any course,
to uvoid refleetion ; he would even lLave willingly plunged into new
vrimes, to escape from the dark impression of the one he had com-
mitted. It may seem strange that such should be the effeet of re-
morse; hut such is always the case, when remorse is without repent-
ance.  Remorse, without repentance, is despair.  Such was that which
Alfred Latimer felt. He never thought of his offence to God. He was
venscious of guilt ; but he looked to no repentance—to no atonement
~—to no reformation. 1t was in rclation to its effects upon himsclf,
that he considered the erime he had committed ; and, in the spirit of
Cain, he was ready to insult the Almighty by any new crime, from the
very sense of the depth to which he hud fallen. The hardening of the
heart, which so frequently follows wickedness, is surely a natural part
of its punishment.

* Ay,” he thought, “ curse him ! If it had not been for him, I should
not have been what I now am ; I should never have done this thing.
I he had not refused to let me marry Lucy, when I offered honour-
ably, all would have been right. My mother might have made a picee
of work at first, but that would have soon blown by, and Louisa would
have helped us. And now, what has come of his cursed obstinacy *
Here, I shall very likely get hanged, and I dare say he would help to
convict me. I wonder if he suspects anything?  THe looks at me
devilish hard.

He longed to question the poor fellow, but did not dare ; though he
*hought, once or twice, that he could disguise his voice, o as not to
sound familiar to Edmondss ears. He hesitated, however, standing
%mlt’-]way between the bed and the door, with the cocked pistol iy his

zand.

After waiting thus for a few minutes, while Edmonds remained

itting on the edge of the bed, there camec a crash, as of breaking
woud, and then a scre#m. Voices were next heard speaking, and then
some shrieks, louder arrd more distinet than before. Edmonds started
up, and advanced a step, exclaiming, “The bloody villains are hurting
the poor women—a set of scoundrels !”
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Alfred Latimer pointed the pistol at him, saying. in a feigned voice
“Keep back, or I'll blow your brains out !” and Edmonds paused, wit
his cyes fixed upon him, longing to spring forward and wrench the
weapon from his hands; but fecling how vain would be the attempt,
with his pinioned arms. The shrieks ccased, and all that could be
heard was the sound of several voices speaking—somre in the tones of
supplication; some in those of mcnace or command. A woman's?
tongue, however, could be distinguished ; and, asif rclieved, the park
keeper sat down again, and bent his head thoughtfully.

Shortly after, steps were heard above, and then, after a pause, came
again a grating crash just over their heads, and then a dull creakin
soungl, as of a door moving on hinges long disused. lSdmonds scemed .
uncasy, and moved once or twice upon the side of the bed. '

“They have broken into the plate-room,” he said at length, looking
at, Alfred Latimer again; “that's what they came for; but theyll alt
be hanged, that’s one comfort.”

The young man gazed at him ficreely, but remained silent ; and afier
a minute or two had elupsed, during which time the various sounds of
moving and breaking into the chests were heard, the park-keepor
spoke again—* They'll all be hanged,” he repeated, “for they arc ali
known, and will be caught hefore to-morrow’s over.”

“Do yon mean to say you know them, fool?” demanded Latimer, in
a feigned voice.

“To be sure I do,” replied Edmonds, rising, and confronting hiw:
baldly. “ It is you who are the fools, to think that a trumpery pices
of crape would hide you.”

Alfred Latimer trembled, but it was not with fear. “ Who are they
then?” he demanded, grasping the pistol tighter in his hand.

“ Why, Williams and the ruffian Brown,” replied Edmonds at once.

“ And 1,” said Alfred Latimer, in a very low tone, “ who am [

“I know you well enough,” answered the park-keeper, in a voice of
deep sadness, “I wish to Heaven I didn't.”

“Speak !” said the young man, “who am 1"

“Why, one, bad as { belicved him, whom I never thought to sce at
work like this,” replied Edmonds; “the destroyer of my child.”

"The young man instantly raised the pistol as if to shoot him; but
the sturdy park-keeper's eyces did not even wink, and he continued t.
gaze upon him sternly., Suddenly the youth dropped the muzzle
again, saying, with an ill-feigned laugh, “ You are mistaken. You havd
seen me often, I know, but I am not the man yon think. Iam—!
could tell you who; but I won't.”

“It's no use, Mr. Latimer,” answered Edmonds; “it's no use at all.
1 know you just as well as if your face were uncovered. I wish o
Heaven, I say, that I did not. Yonu looked just now as if you were
going to shoot me. 1don't care a straw if you do. You have broken
m_‘"l cart, and made life » load; so finish all by taking it if you
will,”

The young man stared at him for an instant; then strode up to hi:
side, and grasped him with his left hand by tlte shoulder, saying. in
his natural voice, but low and stern, “ Will you swear, so help you God,
not to betray me !—will you, for Lucy’s sake, if not for mine ?”

“No!” replied Edmonds, in a resolute tone. “I think you as great
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a villain ag ever lived, and far worse than the other two. Why should
I pumsh them and not you?”

* Will yon swear to give no information till this tlme to-morrow
nightt” asked Alfred Latimer, with a shaking voice. * Will you:
swear, man—vwill you swear? for if not you must die, and my hand
must stop your tongue.”

Edmonds paused a single instant; but the next, his own stout heart,
called him coward even for that brief hesitation. “No,” he said, “ 1
will not. I will do my duty at once, and directly. I will neither tell
a lie, nor consent to robbery, for any man on earth.”

“But till to-morrow night,” repeated Alfred Latimer, raising the
pistol to the man's head. “Will you swear, till to-morrow mght. [

“No, I won't,” replicd the park-keeper, setting his teeth close.
“ Make vourself a murderer if you will, as well as a robber and a
deceiver.”

The finger was pressed hard upon the trigger—the cock of the pistol
{fell ; there was a flash and a report, and poor Edmonds staggered for-
ward.  * Oh, God ~—Lucy !” he eried, and then fell forward upon the
floor, with his feet beating the ground convulsively for a mowent, after
which all was still.

CHAPTER LVL

Tur moment Williams entered he stopped short, gazing at the dead
wan: and Alfred Latimer instantly stepped up to him, saying, in a
Tow tone, *“1 could not help it. He drove me to do it.”

“ Speak out, speak out!” cried Williams.,  “There's no use of whis-
pering now. He can't hear you, man, that’s clear enough. I'd have
given a great deal, though, that this had not happened. What did he
do?”

“He told me that he knew us all, and that he would inform.”

“ That might be all stuff,” replied ‘Williams, with a stern brow. “I
don't think he could know us.”

*“Ay, but he named cvery one of us.” answered Alfred Latimer,
vager to palliate the deed even to his ruffian companions. “1 could
seareely get him to name me, though he mentioned you and Brown
outright at first. But he told me who I was plainly enough in the

‘end.”

“It could not be helped, then,” said Williams. “It was his own
fauls; but I think T'd have tried to swear him to secrcey. He'd have
kept his oath if he had taken it.”

“1 did try!” replied the young man, “but he refused —ay, even
when the pistol was at his head he swore he wonld tell all the moment
he was frce.  So I thought there was no use of waiting for you to do
what I could do without you, and 1 fired.”

“8erved him devilish right ! murmured Brown; but Williams was
silent for several mmutes, and he cvidently regretted what had taken
place, although he sakd, in the end, *“ Well, there was no help for it.
If a man will be ruch a fool, he must take the consequences ; and when
a man’s to be hanged for a robbery, they can't do worse to him for a
murder. Yet I like the fellow's pluck too; but the worst of pistols is,
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they make such a devil of a noise. Run to the round window, Tom,
there’s no shutter, and you can see well cnough by the moonlight, over
towards the keeper's cottage. Look out, and let us know if there’s
anybody coming.”

“Don't go up to the plate-room till I'm back,” answered Brown, al-
ways fearful of losing part of the money.

“No nonscnse !” cried Williams sternly. “ Do as you are bid, and
do not give me any of your insolence, or he sham't long lic thers
singly ;” and he pcinted to the body of Edmonds.

The other ruftian was cowed and walked away, and Williams turning
towards Alfred Latimer, gazed at him for a moment as he stood witl:

" his arms folded, his brows knit, and a look of deep bitter gloom upon
his face. The impression of his crime was spreading over him more
and more darkly every moment. The heart of Cain was in his bosom.
the curse of Cain upon his head. Some of the words of his companion.
too, even in justifying the deed he had committed, had presented it in
its Llackest colours to his mind.. He had heard it called murder. He
had heard the courage and stern resolution, even to death, of the mau
he had slain, applanded. At length Wi 'iams. who divined in some
degrec what was passing in his breast. in.crrupted his reverie by say-
ing, “ Come, Mr. Latimer, it can't Le helpel. It was his own fault
It was very casy for him to say he wouldn't ‘cll, and your life ir a-
good to you as his, 8o you had no choice. Y ur only way now is to
make poor Luey gll the better husband.”

Alfred Latimer suddenly put his hand to ' is head, a8 if some terribic
pang shot through his brain; but the m  ent after he answered, “ No
I will, so I will. But will she ever sce n.e again after this?”

“Pooh ! nonsense,” cricd Williams; *she will know nothing about
it: if we arce not fools ourselves there’s no chance of how it happened
ever reaching her cars. Come, let us be off, and get what we can.
There's more money than I thought for. So perhaps it will be better
to leave the plate behind. I like your resolution, sir, in settling the
affair with this poor fellow yours Many a man, and a brave man,
too, would have waited for us t¢ come down. We won’t leave him
there, however. Let us put him on the bed.”

e took the corpse by th% shoulders, and, though unwillingly,
Alfred Latimer did not like to refuse to bear a part; lifting the body
of poor Edmonds betwcen them, they laid him on the bed where he
had been slecping, and then turned towards the door.

“Why, you have got yourself all over blood, Mr. Latimer,” said
Williams.  “But never mind, come along, you can have Brasm’s
smock-frock till you can change your things.”

He then led the way out of the room and up the stairs again towards
the plate-room, where the lantern had been left burning on the floor.
They found Brown at the door, and, though some sharp words passed
between him and Williams, they did not discover whether he had been
in the room or not. They entered, however, and the sight of all the
wealth that the late Earl of Mallington had there accumulated soon
drove from the thoughts of Williams at least all 'memory of the deed
that had been donc below. Alfred Latimer, less accustomed to scenes
of blood, was longer in recovering himself; but when a change did
take place it ran into a greater extreme, and became the sort of wild
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intoxication of despair. He talked, he even laughcd, when loading
himself with the money and the trinkets they found; but his words
were wild and whirling, like those of a man half inebriatexd.

It was speedily decided that all the heavier articles of plate shonld
be left, and in about a quarter of an hour they had possessed them-
sclves of even a larger booty than they expected. When this was done
they descended to the hall again, and Williams said, “ Twill go and put
out that light.”

“ A devil of a deal better just pop it to the curtains of the bed,” said
Brown ; “then there would be onc grand blaze, und the whole joh
would be over, and no one know anything about it.”

“No,” said Williams, sternly, “that's ncedless. The women don't
know us, and there's no use of hurting them.” :

He then entered the room where poor Edmonds lay, and blew out
the candle; and threading the various passages of the house by the
light, they carried, they reached the door by which they had entered.
There the lantern was also extinguished, and issuing out into the yard,
they easily got over the wall into the open ground of the park; and,
thenee took their course towards the river. ’

All was still and silent; the clear moon shining calm and peacefully
over the glades and dells ; not a sound but the whispering of the light
breeze among the trees and the fern ; no sight of a living thing but
when they startled a herd of deer or roused a hare to scamper away in
the moonlizht. Nothing could form a stronger contrast than the scene
without, in its clear, cool, Tustrous tranquillity, with the fierex and
agitating passions within the bosoms of those unbappy men. At
length, when they came amongst the trees by the river side, Williams
stopped and proposed to Brown that he should give his smock-frock to
Alfred Latimer.  The inferior ruffian, however, did not choose to part
with it without compensation, and exacted a guinea as the price of the
garment.  Paying the money with a curse, Latimer took the smock-
{rock wnd drew it over hiy other dress, which had hefore been altered
to make him look ag much like a countryman as possible. Approachiug
the little ereck where poor Luey had been carried not long before, they
found the punt lying quietly at the bank. As they got in, however,
what between agitution and the load he carried, Alfred Latimer stum-
bled, and his hat fell into the river. Brown, who was already in the
hoat, strove to cateh it with the pole; but in so doing he pressed it

*down, and it filled and sank.

“That's devilish unlucky!” cried Williams; “ what's to be done
now ?”

“ Why, I must go home,” said Alfred Latimer, “and change my dress
altogether. 1 can put these things away where nobody will find them.
1 can get up one of the windows, [ dare say.”

“ You must be quick, then,” said Williams, ag they pushed away into
the stream, “for we must be far off before daylight, and its past twelve
now. There's Malthy, I fancy, standing on the shore. We'll wait for
.¥ou at the cottage, by the common, where you took Lucy, if you will
ran up the back laneswto the house. Only don't he long, and mind you
stow away the things where they can’t he found.” '

“No fear,” replied Latimer ; and the boat pushed on to the bank,
where the form of Bill Maltby became more and more distinct, as they
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approached. The horse and gig, however, were not to be scen; and
Williams's first salutation to his accomplice was an inquiry as to the
cause of this deficieney.

“ Hush !” said Maltby; “don’t speak lond. Harry Soames has got
a warrant against you. Jack ; and, hearing that you were at the Hog-
in-Armour, further down, he's gone to see if he can nab you. He
doesn't want, that'’s the fact, but he was obliged to go down, and so he
told me all about it. I took the horse up to the back of the common,
and there left him and the gig, because Harry must come back thix
way. He'll be half an bour first; but still we had better be off ug
quick as possible.”

* We're a match for him if he does come,” answered Williams, step-
ping ont of the boat ; “but there’s no use risking anything, or breaking
a man's head if one can help it.  So you start off quick, Mr. Latimer.
‘We will wait for you threc quarters of an hour.”

CHAPTER LVIL

Lovisa Coanrrox—sweet Louisa Charlton—1I return to her with plea-
sure, and could panse long, without unwillingness, to paint her on that
eventful Saturday, when her lover was carried away. L could dwell
upon all the painful ecmotions of her heart—-all the dreadful images
that terror suggested—all the dull and heavy vacancy that the very
thought of losing him whom only she loved, produced in her bosom.
1 could willingly tell, too, how she strove for calmness—how she sue
cceded in suppressing any vehement expression of alarm---and how she
suggested varlous means, that others had not thought of, for discover
ing Morton's fate.

Louisa turned her thoughts to the painful subject of contemplation
afforded by Morton’s continued absence. In solitude and silence—with
no one to comfort, with nothing to re-ussure, with no object to divert
her attention-—the feelings of her heart had nearly overpowered her.
The tears did rigc into her eyes; and she was struggling to keep the
flood from pouring down, when the servant announced Dr. Western, and
Louisa started up with hope and terror, which always walk hand in
hand through the dim vale of uncertainty. The expression of the good
rector’s face, however, at once relieved her. There was a joyful smile
upon it, such ag she knew his kind heart could not give unless the
tidings he bore were happy. She saw that he was the messenger oi
peace, and his first words proved it likewisc.

1 have got good news, my love,” he said ; “and 1 am glad {o find
youn alone, for they are for your ear only. Morton is quitc well, and
safe ;” and he went on to tell her all that he thought necessary,—re-
membering, however, the good solicitor's caution, and not saying morc
than was required to set her heart at rest.

The next day passed. Louisa was cheerful, from renewed hope: Mrs.
Charlton was in a languid and somewhat dolorous mood. She lay upon
her sofa, in her dressing-room, the whole morning, in the paticnee-on-
a-monument style, and Louisa went to church. by herself. Iier step
mother called her a selfish, unfecling girl; but the words were n~”
addressed to Louisa’s ear, and would not have pained her much if
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had heard them. At dinner Mrs. Charlton treated her coldly, and
somewhat repulsively ; but yet she could not help fancying, from ler
step-daughter’s calinness, that she must have some assurance of Mor-
ton's safety, which was a comfort to herself also. A little after tea she
retired to rest, giving a hint, both to Louisa and the servants, that she
wished to have the house kept quite silent.

Though by no means disposed to sleep—for Dr. Western had given
her some hope of Morton’s return that night, or on the following
morning—Louisa willingly enough went to her own room, which her
father had taken carc should be fitted up with every comfort and con-
venience. She there sat, rending and listening alternately, till all hope
of Morton coming that night was over; and cven afterwards, ss the
book she had taken up interested her, she went on with its perusal,
leaning her fair head upon her hand, and mingling the thonghts of the
author with her own. The clock struck twelve—all was silent around;
and it seemed the hour, of all others, to sit and read, by the solitary
lomp, the pouring forth of a high spirit long passed away from carth.
She continued some time longer, then ; but, as she felt it growing late,
she rose to seek her pillow, and only paused to look out from the win-
dow, the curtains of which were withdrawn, and gaze for a moment at,
the starlight sky. As she did so, some sound from below, as of a
person leaping the garden wall, made her look down, and she saw the
figure of a man moving on the gravel walk. The next instant he
stooped, rose again, and threw some small pebbles against her window,
and the moment after, as she was drawing back in some alarm, she
heard a voice pronounce her name.

There was something about the figure which reminded her of Mrs.
Charlton’s son ; and yet il seemed very different too, but the voice was
undoubtedly his; and she came nearer to the window again, and once
more looked out. She had no longer any doubt. It was certainly
Alfred Latimer, though, it scemed, in very strange attire ; and as soon
az, by the light in the room, he perceived that she was again at the
window, he made signs to her to open it, which, after 2 momentary
hesitation, she did.

* Liouisa,” he said in a low voice—* Louisa, come down and open the
door, there's a dear sister ; I want te get in.” ’

His tone and whole manner was agitated and wild ; and Louisa re-
plied, “ T will call one of the servants, Alfred, and bid them let you in
‘in a minute,”

“On no account!” he exclaimed ; “if you won’t take the trouble to
come down, and et me in yourself, say so at once, and I will go away
again ; but I wish no one to know that I am here tonight. Will you
open it, or will you not ?”

His tone was so sharp and menacing that Louisa felt some alarm,
though she knew not well what injury he could do her if she did as he
desired ; but reflecting that the butler slept on the ground floor, at no
wreat distance from the door, and that the bell-rope of a large bell,

»which would speedily alarm the whole house, hung close by, she replied
at length, “ Well, waitta moment, and I will come down, Alfred.”

“And you will wake no one!” he said, in a tone which seemed to
her mingled with apprehension.

“No,” she replied ; “if you do not wish it, T will not.”

16
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“There’s a good girl,” was the answer; “be quick, be quick,
Touisa;” and, taking a candle from the table, she descended to
the garden door, withdrew the chain, and unlocked it, still keeping
near the bell; and then, turning the handle of the lock, drew it
back. :

The instant the door was opened Alfred Latimer came in, snatched
the candle from her hand, and saying in a low tone, “ That will do, that
will do. Thank you, Louisa;” he walked straight up stairs.

Louisa stood confounded.

His face, usually florid, was as pale as death ; his eyes were wild and
‘haggard ; his hand shook so that it could scarcely hold the candlestick ;
and his dress was no less strange thon his manner. He had no hat on,
and over his other clothing was drawn a smock-frock, stained and dirty,
and as Louisa watched him up stairs she saw that the singular costume
was completed by a pair of common leather leggings. She had no
time to observe more ; but with a suspicion that he had become de-
ranged in intellect—an event which she had often dreaded, from his
wild and irrcgulur course of life--she returned to her room, and in-
stantly locked the door. Not above two or threc minutes passed ere
some onc turnod the handle of the lock. Then camne a knock ; and,
approaching the door, she inquired, “ What is it ¢ I cannot open the
door now. T am going to bed.”

“Put down your ear to the keyhole, then,” said the voice of Alfred
Latimer; and when she had done so, he added, in a stern tone, “ Not a
word to any one of my having been here, upon your life.” Thus saying
he turned away, and she could hear him go down stairs, open and closc
the door, and go out.

The means that he employed to procure cntrance have been already
detailed ; but between the time of his seeing liouisa at the window
and of her coming down to give him admission, a dark and shameful
scheme suggested itself 1o bix mind, which he procecded to put in
execention. The fiend called Fear drives man but too frequently to
darker crimes than any other passion, and ag Alfred Latinrer stood
there by the door, he thought, “ 1 will put these things in Morton’s
room. If they do suspect him, he will soon be able to prove himself
innoeent. It can be but a day or two in prison to him, and it might
be death and destruction to me.”

At that moment the door was opened, and he went in, hurrying past
Louisa, as we have said, and sceking his own room in the first place,
when he stripped off the attire in which he had come thitber, and
clothed himself in a fresh and unstained dress. Then, after disposing
of the moncy somewhat better about his person than he had done be-
fore, he gathered up the bloody clothes, tied them together, and, carry-
ing them into Morton’s room, put them cunningly away under the
drawera. .

Williams had grown inmipatient, and was upon the very eve of sctting
off, when Alfred Latimer made his appearance. “ Here, jumnp in,” he
cried. “ There is room cnough for us three, and it doesn’t much signify
if we break the horse’s wind, for we must kill hie, and break the gig
to picees, to prevent them telling tales of how we went.”

t was mearly four o'clock in the morning when they came within
three miles of the place to which their steps tended.
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Williams then pulled up, saying, “ There should be a chalk-pit here,
Mr. Latimer, J think.”

“1It's further on,” answered the young man. “I've scen it once or
twice as we have passed, coming close to the side of the road.”

“What the devil do you want a chalk-pit for?” asked Tom Brown.

“To put the horse and gig in, to be sure,” replied Williams. - We
can’t send them back without showing which way we came; and if we
were to leave them at the inn while we go on to the sea, it would soon
set all the people talking.”

“But how are we to get on to the town?” asked Brown.

“ Walk, to be sure,” answered Williams, “ Ay, and we must go all*
the way round, too, and come in by the other side. That will jast fill
up the time, for I don’t want. to come to the inn before daylight. Then
we arc to he a wedding party, you know. The marriage won't take
above ten minutes; and then Mr. Latimer can sct off in a chaise with
his lady, and we can follow immediately after. It will be the best blind
that we could have.”

Alfred Latimer had rcmained as silent as the grave while his mur-
riage was named ; but after a pause, during which Williams whipped
the horse on, he asked, in a low voice, almost & whisper, *“ Won't all
this marriage delay us too long? It can’t take place till nine o'elock.”

“ Oh dear! no,” answered Williams carelessly. “ Theyll not find
out anything of the job at the Hall till seven or cight, then they'll
have to carry the news to the magistrates, and then there will be all
the fuss of taking cvidence and examining the premises ; o that they
will not start upon any track till cleven or twelve. They know of your
being here, sir; but as they have no reason to believe you have any-
thing to do with it, and the only people left living to tell—I mean the
old women—saw no onc but Brown and me, there’s every chance in
life that they will take any road but the right one, especially if the
horse and gig are not heard of for some time—Ay, there's the pit; 1
see the rajling.”

CHAPTER LVIIIL

Ir was in the pretty little church of Si. Stephen the Martyr, in the
Jown of ——, at nine o'clock in the morning precisely, that the clergy-
man of the place waited calmly in his surplice near the door of the
vestry.

A:} he stnod within the vestry door, he heard a few words pass be-
tween the clerk and the strangers, and then the creaking of » pew.
'The rector was somewhat puzzled, but the minute after the clerk ap-
peared and nodded his head with a solemn inclination, to announce
that some, at least, of the wedding party had arrived. The rector then
came forth and perceived, nearest to the communion table, a young
man somewhat pale, dressed in fashionable attire, with an elder man
“by his side, stout, dark, and apparently somewhat inferior in station to
himself, while through the door of the church were scen coming a fair -
Young girl, leaning on the arm of a respcctable-looking old man,
dressed in his best, in whom the rector instantly recognised one of his
own parishioners. He was, as we have shown, in no humour for asking
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many questions: but still, as he was a conscientious person, before he
proceeded to perform his functions he drew the good gardencr aside,
and addressed some inquiries to him. What the other answercd mat-
ters not much ; bnt the rector was ratisfied, and advanced again, say-
ing, “Oh! very well.” The clerk arranged the parties in order, and
the ceremony proceeded. To those who looked on, aud knew not what
wag passing in the breast of any there present, it presented few inci-
dents at all remarkable. The rector, indeed. observed that the bride-
groom sometimes made the responses aloud, sometimes murmured
something, which might be assent or not, for no onc could hear what it
wag—that his eye looked wild, and that once or twice he turned and
gazed over his shoulder. But as forced marriages, by parochial or
other authority, were very common in those days, the clergyman con-
cluded that in this case the young gentleman had been compelled by
the fricnds of the bride to do her justice. The only objection he could
see to this supposition was a momentary indication of affection, which
the bridegroom had displayed towards the fair trembling being who
was 50 soon to be united to him by a holy tie, as they camne near the
communion table, when le suddenly grasped her hand, and murmured,
“ Dear Lucy,” in a tonc full of melancholy but of deep feeling. The
rector also remarked that when he was reading the warning to confess
if there were any impediment to their marriage, the bridegroom, at the
words, “ As ye will answer at the drcadful day of judgment, when the
secrets of all hearts shall be disclosed,” turned deadly pale, and seemed
10 stagirer where he stood. The concluding words, therefore, were pro-
nounced in a more solemn and urgent tone; but they produced no
further cffcet.  The banns had been regularly published, and the cere-
mony went on to its close.

But had the eyc of man been able to penctrate the human heart, and
sec all the dark things that it contaias, what a terrible scene would
have been discloged by the bosom of Alfred Latimer. There he stood
before the altar with the only woman he had ever loved, with the only
woman towards whom, perhaps, he had ever ¢ntertained onc purer or
higher fecling. He had loved her notwithstanding all the wrong he
had done her, notwithstanding all the evil he had inflicted, notwith-
standing the misery and wretchedness which he was ready, either from
caprice or passion, to inflict upon her afterwards; nay, more, he loved
her still, and the very desolation of his heart, the feelings of despain
that had seized upon him, made him cling to her affection—made him
feel that it was the only thing left to him in existence—made him look
upon it as a ruy of comfort in the midst,of the utter durkness that
surronnded him. He stood with her before the altar, but under what
circumstances? With her father's murder upon his head—with the
blood of him who gave her being still hot and recking upon Lis hand
—with the image still present to his eyes of her parent lying before
him struggling in the agonies of death. When her hand clasped his it
secmed ag if it scorched him with the touch; as if the fire of hell
spread along c¢very nerve, and flowed through qyery vein. And when
the awful adjuration of the pricst was pronounced, calling up the
vague images of death, and judgment, and eternal condemnation, and
the openiug of the book in which all the dire secrets of humanity
stand recorded, it secmed as if the everlasting doom was already ring-
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ing in his cars—as if the Almighty fiat had gone forth of unchanging
torture and despair. .

When the ceremony came to an end, Alfred Latimer seemed scarcely
to know that it had concluded. The monosyllable “Come!” from
Williams's lips, however, roused him, and paying the fees, he led his
bride to the church-door. A chaise was there in waiting, packed with
all the little articles which had been accumulated at the gardener’s
cottage, and the man Brown was standing by its side. Lucy got in,
ber husband followed, the door was closed, and the postboy, according
to hig previous orders, drove off’ at a rapid rate towards the nearest
sca-port. DPoor Lucy had not seen her lover since the Saturday before.
She had received a hurried note from him that morning, dated at the
inn, telling her to pack up everything, and have all prepared, and he
would join her at the church. The words were somewhat wild, and
the handwriting irregular, but yet the note had made Lucy very happy.
When she saw him in the church, however, his pale and haggard look
alarmed her much ; but still he had kept his promise; he had made
her his wife; he had even testified his strong affection for her in so
doing; and as they drove out of the town she laid her hand on his, and
said, “ Thank you, Alfred—thank you t”

Alfred Latimer cast his arms round her, drew her vehemently to his
bosom, and pressed his lips on hers,

But we must return to the charch.

Williams and Brown and the gardener walked away together. The
latter seemed inclined to stay and gossip with them ; but Williawms
throst a couple of guineas into his hand, saying, “There, my good
friend. The gentleman left that for you. C(lood-day,” and without
further ceremony he turned in another dircetion, and hurried off.

The rector hastened home to his breakfast ; and the clerk, walking
up to the door of a pew, opencd it, to give exit to Mr. Quatterly
and Dr. Western.

“ Well, my dear sir, that's all over,” said the worthy solicitor, “ and
80 you arc now satisfied on that score. She's bone of his bone, and
flesh of his flesh ; so we have nothing to detain us here for more than
an hour, I should think; and, with your good leave, we will order
a chaise, and be oft’ for Mallington.”

“Most willingly,” replied Dr. Western, “for I am anxious to
be back ;” and the two crossed the little burying-ground, and cntered
the street.

“Ha! who have we got here?” eried Mr. Quatterly ; “our sagacious
Dogberry, posting away as if for life. Good-morning, Mr. Higgin-
thorp; what news stirring? Anything from our young friend in quod?
‘Pon my life ! you had better let him out, or youll get into a scrape.”

“Let him out?” cried Mr. Higginthorp, tapping the side of his nose
sagaciously with his forefinger. *No, no; whatsomever any one says
I shall keep him safe. Why, sir, he’s confessed quite woluntary to
being a cessuary before the fack to an inhuman robbery as was to be
committed by the notorious Jack Williams this here last night as was
at Mallington Hall,”

“Jack Williams !” exclaimed Dr. Western; “ why that's the very
man who was here not a minute ago. He turned the corner with the
other fellow' just as we came out.” .
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“ Thems the men !” cried Mr. Higginthorp. “ Which way did they
go, your worship "
“P'owards the High-street, I think,” said Dr. Western.

CHAPTER LIX.

TrHE morning shone bright over Mallington Park and Mallington
village. The river glistened in the early sunshine, the trees waved
their lcaves, touched with autumnal yellow, in the light air, as
if secking for refreshment; a cloud or two, thin, small, and high
up, drifted away over head on the quick breeze. All was gay and
peaceftl ; but the windows of the Hall remained closed, the chimneys
gave forth no smoke, and the great door, which usually was flung back
soon after daybreak, stood firm as it had bLeen fastencd the night
before. These were unusual things, yet, strange to say, they remained
without notice 1ill near eight o’clock. 1t had heen the common
custom of poor Edmonds, since he had made « practice of slecping at
the Hall. to go upon his round straight from the house before he went
home ; the gamekecpers and workmen who had been lately taken into
employment went their several ways, sure to meet him or be visited
by him in the course of the morning; and old Blackmore, the gar-
deper, with the man who assisted him, procceded at once to the
garden, which lay at a little distance from the mansion.

Mrs. Edmonds, who had charge of the cows, usually milked them at
an early hour of the morning, and sent up what was wanted at the
Hall by her son: but for more than a fortnight she had been later
than before, for hers was a heavy beart lately. It was eight o’clock,
when the boy, carrying a small can of milk and a basket of buttcr,
walked lcisurely up to the terrace, and went round to the back door.
He looked up to the windows, and marvelled to see them all shut;
big was not the age of fears; but when he found the back door
fastencd, his surprise became mingled with alarm ; and, after trying
another entrance on that side, he knocked hard with his hand, and
rang the bell sharply, his heart beginning to beat with doubt and
terrar. Immediatcly there was a noise above, and looking up he saw
the face of the housemaid at a window, pale, haggard, and wild. For
a moment she did not seem disposed to open it, for fright had nearly
deprived her of her senses ; but when the boy moved a little way back
80 that she could sec him fully, and shouted to her, * What's the
matter --what's the matter?” she threw up the sash, having contrived
to get her hande free, and exclaimed, « il.‘lxey. bave broken into the
house, and locked us all in {” .

“ Where's my father !” demanded the boy, in terror. “I can't get
in; where's my father?”

At the same moment the old housekeeper, Mrs. Chalke, appeared at
the window, somewhat re-assured by the sound of the boy's voice.
* Run, and call somebody,” she said, “there’s a good boy, and try and
get in and let us out.” .

“ I will go and eall old Blackmore and Wilkirs from the garden,”
he S?lid; and sctting down the-milk and the basket, he ran off at full
speed. .



THE STEP-MOTHER. T e

His news carried consternation and alarm to the gardeners; but old
Blackmore recovered himself in a minute, and exclaimed, “ Come
along, Ned! Take a pickaxe; we’ll soon get in.”

The door, however, resisted all his efforts; and he was as far from
his objeet as ever, when Mrs. Chalke called from above, “Try onc of
the windows, John Blackmore. You'll get in casier s0.”

The gardener was just about to tollow her suggestion, when two of
the gamekeepers came running up, with young Edmonds following as
fast as his lesser limbs would let him. It then struck him that the
boy’s account of all the doors being fast might not be quite accurate,
and several were tried anew, till at length one of the gumckeepers
excluimed, “They must have got in somehow. Perhaps the door in”
the stable-yard is open. Here, hold my gun; T'll run and sec.”™

He first pushed the great gates, but they were shut, and then fol-
lawing exactly the course which Williams and his companions had
pursued, he got into the yard, and almost immediately after his voice
was heard exclaiming, *“ Here, here ! this is the way ;” and the whole
party serambling over, found him at the entrance of the passage, with
the door wide open.

“ Come along,” cried Blackmore ; “ open some of the windows as we
go, Ned. One of you fellows run and let the women out.”

But. notwithstanding this desire, there were husy feclings amongst
them that kept them altogether. The silence, the darkness of the
house, had something ferrible in it; but still they went on, opening
the windows as they passed, till they reached the hall, where Black-
more paused; but the boy, becoming more and more terrified in
regard to his father every moment, exclaimed, “ This way, this way,
Blackmore. IIc used to sleep in the room up here.”

*“ Stay » minute, my dear,” said the gardener, laying his hand upon
vouny, Kdmondg's head. “Tom, you come on with me; better let the
men go on first, my dear,” and walking forward with sad misgivings in
his heart, he opened the door of poor Edmonds’s room. The passage
was obscure the windows were closed, and the interior was quite dark;
but there was no sound, and the old gardener, advancing cautiously,
opened the shutters. ** My God!” cried one of the men who was
behind him ; and, tuming quickly round, the old gardencr saw the
floor covered with blood, and the dead body of his good friend lying
on the bed. The four men gathered round, and jt was long before any
one ventured to speak; but in the midst of the decp silence a loud
and wailing cry burst from behind them, and Blackmore, turning,
threw his arms round the poor boy, while the tears dropped heavily
from his own eyes.

“ Better go away, my dear, better go away,” he said. “ Here, Ned,
take him down to my cottage. Don’t let him go home just yet. FH
£0 to your mother, and comfort her as well as T'can.  Go away, there's
a good boy, this is no sight for you.”

The boy was quite passive in their hands, and taking him by the
arm, the under gardener led him away, while Blackmore whispered,
“ As soon a8 you have taken him to my wife, run over and fetch Dr.
Western. You had dbetter get the constable, too, and send word to the
other magistrates.”

“Shall 1 bring the surgeon ?” asked the man, as he was going out of
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the door. DBut Blackmore took up poor Edmonds’s hand, let it drop
“again stiff and cold upon the bed, and shook his head mournfully.

“You may as well, however,” he said; “the poor widow may
want him.”

They then procecded to cxamine the house, and to release the two
women who were shut up above. The objeet and proceedings of the
robbers, as far as any traces of them remained, were soon discovered.
Idmondy's gun wax found in the housekeepers room ; und as the door
lcading into the yard had been locked the night before, it was clear
that the lock had been picked, and entrance effected by that means.
The whole party immediately applied themselves to look for footsteps,

*«and, though they were somewhat puzzled by their own, which crossed
the yurd in a direct line, they found o number of others both going
and coming.

CHAPTER LX.

“Come, Louisa, my love,” said Mrs. Charlton, “do not be melancholy
and anxious ; I'm sure Mr. Morton is quite safe.  Indeed, | had an in-
timation last night that such is the case, from good Mr. Nethersole,
who heard it at Dr. Western's from Mrs. Evelyn-—nay, there’s no use
of colouring, you naughty girl. You did not suppose my eyes were
blind all this time, did you?”

Hal there been esteem, respect, or affection, Louisa would have cast
herself npon Mrs. Charlton's breast, and given way to grateful tears;
but as there was neither she repressed them.

“Ma'am, the housemaid wants to speak to you,” said a footman at.
the door ; and Mrs. Charlton, wondering what a housemaid could wish
to say to her, quitted the room.

After ‘reflecting for a few minutes, not without both doubt and
wonder, upon her step-mother’s conduct on the present occasion, Louiza
took up a book to divert her thoughts, and a minute or two after the
great bell of the door rang. A step then sounded upon the stairs,
which made Louisa's heart palpitate ; Mrs. Charlton’s voice was heard
welcoming somebody ; and in another moment that lady and Mr.
Morton entered the room together. Mrs. Charlton's face was all
radiant with the brightest and best-arranged smiles possible; and
Morton advancing towards Louisa at once, with very little restraint
upon the feelings of his heart, took her hand in his, and pressed his
lips upon it,

“Come, no explanations now,” said Mrs. Charlton, “well have
breakfast first, for I am very hungry; and then, my love, our young
fricnd and myself will have a conference upon matters of importance.”

With an casy grace, which bespoke the utmost composure, Mrs.
Charlton led the way to th¢ breskfast-room, Ieaving a sufficient space
between herself on the one part, and Mr. Morton and Louisa on the
other, to afford the lovers a few moments of private conversalion
as they descended the stairs. The whole evolutionswas performed very
neatly, Mrs. Charlton speuking near the door, and then immediately
taking her departure, so that it was impossible for Morton to be civil
enough to attend at her side. Not the most discreet chaperon could
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have done it better. When, however, tea was made and coffee brought
in, conversation became general, and naturally turned to the causes of
the visitor's unexplained absence.

It was a somewhat difficult subject to deal with; but Morton gene-
ralised as much as possible, stating, indeed, the facts of his strange
abduction, but withholding the namecs of the partics concerned in it.
Mrs. Charlton, however, was not to be #o satisfied, and inquired at
once, first, whether Mr. Morton kuew the persons implicated in so
eross an outrage? and, next, what were their names?

“My dear madam,” replied her guest, “my worthy solicitor, who
was the first to come to my rescue, advises a prosecution, and says thaf.
some of the parties might be transported; but nsg 1 am very, much
disinelined to such harsh measures, | think it will be better perhaps
not to mention any names tiil, after due deliberation, I have made up
my mind to my course.”

Bgrz Charlton merely replied, “Oh ! very well;” and breakfast pro-
cecded. ‘

When that important avocation was at an end, a slight and only
momentary tremor secmed to affect the lady of the house; but imme-
diately after she rose, saying, in a clear sweet voice, © Now, my dear
sir, I wish to speak with you for a few minutes; and, if you please, we
will go into the library.”

Mr. Morton, of course, acceded ; and Mrs. Chariton and her visitor
proceeded through the doors on the left, and were soon scated in the
library. A short pause ensued; but Morton, perversely, would not
break silence first, and at length Mrs. Charlton commenced with a
gay. short. merry laugh.

*“ Well, Mr. Morton,” she said, “ this is, perhaps, almost ridiculous
to speak about; but yet I feel myself called upon to say something
about our dear Louisa. You muyst feel that this eannot go on further
without some definite understanding between us upon the subject.
Not, indeed, that I imagine you to be a man to trifle with any woman’s
affections; but people will make obscrvationz. In a word, then, you
love Louisa-—is it not so?”

“ Most sincerely and devotedly, my dear madam,” replied Morton.
“T say at once I seck her hand, and am ready immediately to chter
into explanations with both her guardians upon the subject.”

This was not quite the reply that Mrs. Charlton desired. She had
expected to hear of difficulties—to reccive some excuses for presuming
to address a young lady of considerable wealth without equal advan-
tages. She had thought it would be so; several things that she had
seen, as well as the report of others, had made her imagine it, but
yet her contidence in that result had been somewhat shaken by other
circumstances. Nevertheless, she had a reserve which she fancied
quite sccure. If Morton was not seeking Louisa for her wealth, he
was evidently deeply attached to her; and she argued, if it be her
money that is his object, she has enough to make part a bait suffi-
ciently tempting ; if it be herself, the loss of a portion will be nothing
in his estimation. .

After a moment's pause, then, she answered, “ Nay, my dear sir, [
too must claim some say in the matter. In the first place as & mother
—and I am sure I regard Louisa with the affection of one—and, in the
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next place, as one especially appointed by her dear father, the best and
kindest man that ever lived”—and Mrs. Charlton took out a fine
cambric handkerchief, embroidered in the corners—* appointed by her
father, I say, to watch over her settlement in life. IPerbaps you are
not awarc, Mr. Morton, that, by her father's will, my consent is abso-
lutely necessary to her marriage, and, therefore, I am her guardian as
far-as that great step in a woman’s life is concerned.”

“My dear madam,” replied Morton, “ I have been fully made aware
of the terms of Mr. Charlton’s will—"

“Good !” thought Mrs. Charlton, “he has inquired into the matter.
It is her fortune he seeks, and he is prepared to aet like a man of
scnse.”

But Mr. Morton procecded, “T am quite ready to give every expla-
nation to ydursclf, if you think fit, but first—-"

“Oh! yes,” said Mrs. Charlton, interrupting him, “ it may first be
necessary, as you say, to explain all the circumstances of the case ; for,
of course, they do not exactly appear upon the face of the will ; and,
indeed, I have always felt that, in consequence of Mr. Charlton not
stating hig intentions clearly in that document, I am placed in a very
delicate and unpleasant position. It luckily happens now, however,
that I have to deal with a man of high feeling and honour, who will
understand my situation at oncg, and thus the task will be less difficult.
It had Dbetter be undertaken at once, therefore, and thus the casc
stands: Mr. Charlton and I had often talked over dear lLouisa's pros-
pects; and though he was at one time somewhat inclined—out of
regard for me T believe-—that a marriage should take place between
her and my son Alfred, I représented to him that the poor boy was in
no degree fitted to make her happy, and induced him to pui such a
bar against i, that it could never be thought of. He then, as yvou
know, made his will, leaving all his property to Louisa, with my full
consent and approbation ; but, at the same time, be said to me, " My
dearest Emily, while Louisa remsains with you, united as you are by
the strongest ties of aftection, there will be quite enough to maintain
your household in the style in which you are accustomed to live; but
it is my intention to render your conmsent to her marriage indispen-
gable, both for her own sake and yours, in order that if she chooses to
marry, which, pcrhafs, may not be the case. you may be secured such
a share if what I leave as will compensate to you for her seeking
another home.’” !

Murs, Charlton paused, and looked at Mr. Morton ; but that gentle-
man gat with his fine eyes bent upon the ground, without any move-
ment pf lip, nostril or eyebrow indicating what was passing in his
mind ; and she thengvent on in an easy natural tone, saying, “Iargued

inst this arrang§ment; but he still adhered- to it, though it was
hiaken beforc he diedy but that lamentable event was so sudden that
he had not thoe to make the better arrangements which I believe he
proposed, and, therefore, of course, we must abide Ly those that
exist.” .

“ Certainly, my dear madam,” replied Morton » “and may I now ack
what it is that you think those arrangements imply ¢”

Now was the tug of war. It was the most important cvent of all
those campaigns which Mrs. Charlton had carried on ageinst the
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poverty in which she was originally born. She bad hitherto been a
very suceessful general, but this was her Waterloo, and she felt all the
weight of the occasion. Nevertheless she would not, by the pause of
one moment, suffer Mr. Morton to see that she was caleulating. It
was her wish to impress him with the iden that all had been settled
long before, between her and Mr. Charlton, and she replied in an
instant,—* My dear hushand's wish was, that, if Louisa married, such
an arrangement should be made to securc to me one-half of the pro-
perty, for which reason he placed the whole at my disposal if she
married without my consent.”

Morton had well-nigh laughed. The murder was out, the whole.
scheme developed ; bat he restrained himself, and demanded, “ Pray,
my dear madam, is there any memorandum of this intention of Mr.
Charlton’s, any document by which the matter may be defined 1

“No, sir,no !” answered the lady, beginning to grow angry at his
coolnesg, and her cheek beecoming somewhat flushed with a yagpe per-
ception that he saw through her; ¢ there is no memorandum—there
is no document.  But, surely, Mr. Morton,” she added, in a less sharp
tone. “you can trust to my word ?”

“ Undoubtedly,” replied Morton; “but it would be much more
satisfactory to me, my dear lady, to have something tangible to satisfy
certain principles which I have within the last three days announced
so distinetly, that 1 fear I could not retreat from them without such
written proofs of Mr. Charlton’s intentions.”

The lady was in a state of high consternation and anger. She had
expected no such opposition ; but what could she do? Her own case
was urgent ; money she must have ; she had always caleulated upon
baving it; and even delay would be ruinous. In these cireumstances
she lost her usual caution, exposing her game more and more.  “ Such
a | have stated were Mr. Charlton’s intentions,” she replied: “but T
do not say, Mr. Morton, that I am by any means disposed to exact the
complete fulfilment of his wishes. A third of the property, fairly
catimated, is all that I expect; but that I think 1 have a right to
demand.”

My dear madam,” replied Morton, in the same quiet tone, “accord-
ing to your own showing you bave a right to demand half; and all I
require is, that the fact of Mr. Charlton’s intentions should be so
clearly shown as to justify me in acceding—having, as 1 said, within
these three days, distinctly expressed an opinion on the subject which
1 cannot retract.” .

“Within these three days!” exclaimed Mrs. Charlton, her check
growing very red, “to whom, sir—who has a right to meddle with
these matters but myself?”

“ To your own son, my dear madam,” answered her companion. “It
is now necessary to inform you that Mr. Alfred Latimer, with a gang
of not very respectable gentlemen whom he employed, was the person
to carry me off from Mallington, and that his object was to drive a
bargain with me to pay him certain thousand pounds on my marriage
with Miss Charlton. ~He also hinted that you would have something
of this kind to propose$ but I told him distinetly, and at once, that |
would never make a matter of merchandise of Migs Charlton’s hand,
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nor be a party to any such transaction ; that I would wed her with all
that her father left her, or with none, and therefore—"

“Then, then”—cried Mrs. Charlton, with fury flashing from her
eyes; but before she could finish the sentence, Wilkinson. the foot-
man, entered the room with a note upon a salver, saying, * Soamcs,
the constable, brought this, ma’am, and he is waiting to sce you.”

Mrs. Charlton took the note, and was twisting it round her fingers; .
but the man added, *“He says it's very immediate, ma'am, and very
important.”

His mistress tore it open, and read. At the first words a malicions

.and triumphant smile crossed her angry countenance, and at the end
she rose and hurried out of the room ; while Morton, supposing their
conference ended, passed through the side door into the breakfast-
room in scarch of Louisa.

CHAPTER LXI.

“Cax you tell me where T shall find Miss Charlton ?” demanded Mor
ton, as he entered the dining-room, and saw Mrs. Windsor's head
looking in at the opposite door.

*She i3 in the little drawing-room. sir.” answered the housckeeper ;
“hut I was looking for you, sir—I beg pardon for the liberty. I have
something very particular to say to you, if you would be good enough
to allow me five minutes’ conversation.”

“ Very willingly, Mrs. Windsor,” answered Morton, moving towards
the door, “ but [ fear if you desire any conversation with me, you must
come down to the inn, as, in consequence of something that has
Jjust passed, I do not propose to trespass upon Mrs, Charlton’s hospi-
tality any longer. At present I must speak with Miss Charlton imn-
mediately.”

1 guess what has passed, sir,” answered Mrs. Windsor, with a grave
face, *“and wish T could have spoken to you before, as it was just about
that I desired to say a word or two, for Mrs. Charlton has in reality no
more power over Miss Louisa, or her fortune either, than I have ; and
1 do not like to see my poor young lady made unhappy.”

Morton, on his part, harried on, and at once entered the little
drawing-room, where he found his fair Louisa gazing out of the window,
with a look of deep and anxious thought. She sprang to meet him,
howevcer, as soon as she saw him, and we must forgive Morton if he
took one cmbrace, ay, and one kiss. ¢

“ Listen, dearest,” he said,  for we may be interrupted in a moment
—1 shall bave to leave this house very soon. She wishes to make a
matter of merchandise of your hand. I will consent to no such thing.
It shall never be said I bought my Louisa. She has, she says, and so
says your poor father's will, the power of depriving you of all he left,

-if you marry withvut her consent, and for that consent she demands,
half your property. So be it—Louisa is to me m treasure which makes
all other wealth valucless.. T can settle upon you enough to compen-
sate for what you lose. Will you, dear one-—will you make this
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sacrifice for me, and be mine even at the risk of forfeiting ail that is
now your own?”

“Oh, Morton !” cried Louisa, sadly, it is you that will lose what
yon had a right to expect.”

“1 win all that I desire if I win you, Louisa,” answered Morton.
“Do you consent !—Will you be mine at any risk 1"

“ At any, at every risk, 1 will,” replied Louisa, “and try to com-
pensate, by my love and gratiiude, for such noble conduet. Dut what
must T do, Morton, i ”

“ (o down as soon as possible to Dr. Western's,” answered Morton,
before she could finish her question. “Take up your abode with hiuy
and Mrs. Evelyn till you can be mine. He is your guardian, apd his
house is your proper place of refuge, dcarest—some one is coming.
Will you promise me to do so?”

“ 1 will, Edmond,” she said, “1 will; nothing shall stop me.”

Almost as ghe spoke Mrs. Charlton entered the room; but the ex-
pression of that lady's countenance was so peculiar that it deserves a
word or two for itsclf. There was still a touch of anger about it, but
subdued and quicted, while a slight smile mingled an air of triumph
with the bitterness of expression, as if she had suddenly gained some
advantage over an enemy. Her tone, too, when she gpoke was cold and
decided, though with an affectation of perfect ease, which showed the
effect a little too plainly.

*So,” she said somewhat sarcastically, “you arc consulting about it.
Have yon made up your minds yet?”

“You are mistaken, my dear madam,” answered Morton : “ we are
not consulting upon it at all; and as to my mind, it is perfectly made

“Well, T have beerf thinking of other things,” said Mrs. Charlton,
" and we can talk of that afterwards, should it be necessary. Iray be
seated, Mr. Morton. You have heard, I suppose, what has happened in
our neighbourhood ?2”

“ No, indeed,” answered her guest: “I1 have heard of nothing cx-
traordinary, except what has happened to myself, within this last two
or three days.”

The words would bear two interpretations, and consequently Mrs.
Charlton immediately contrived to think that Morton referred to her
own conduct towards him. “ Oh! yes,” she answered, “ there has been
something both very extraordinary and very horrible happened last
night. 1 thought you must have known it—DMallington Hull was
broken into, the door of the plate-room forced open, and everything it
contained carried off.” .

Morton was considerably moved. His brow contracted, his cheek got
a little heated, and his cyes flashed. “ This is too bad,” he cried, “this
j$ really too bad.”

“1t is indeed,” answered Mrs. Charlton, coolly; “but that is npt all.
The worst yet remains to be told. However, the villains are not likely
to escape. They are pretty well known, 1 am told, and means have
been taken for theirinmmediate apprehension.”

“I am very glad fo hear it,” answered Morton ; “for the various
outrages that have lately taken place in this neighbourhood show that
ihere are some desperate characters down here.”
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“ Quite right, my dear sir,” replied Mrs. Charlton, keeping her eye
fixed upon his face. “The principal person suspected is a eertain
lawyer's clerk, who robbed his employer some time sgo and absconded.
There have heen bills stuck up all about the place regarding him.
Have you scen them, Mr. Morton ¢”

“Oh !—about that unfortunate fellow, Wilkins,” replied the gentle-
man to whom she spoke. *“ But if he be suspected of a robbery last
night an error has been committed, as [ happen to know that he wax
not in this neighbourhood.”

“ Are you acquainted with him, then, Mr. Morton ?” demanded the
lady, in the quictest possible tone.

“1 have seen him several times at Mr. Quatterly’s,” answered Morton.
carclessly ; “but T know that he could not have done this that is attri-
buted to him, as he was not here.”

“(Oh! then, you know Mr. Quatterly ?” rejoined the lady, with a
smile. .

“ Extremely well,” was Morton's reply ; though he began to be o
little surprised at Mrs. Charlion’s tone. “Mr. Quatlerly is my own
golicitor, and the money stolen happened to be my own.”

“Indecd !” exclaimed Mrs. Charlton. *“Then it has not reached
you?”

“Oh! yes, it has,” answered Morton. “Mr. Quatterly, of courze.
made it good to me.”

“Ahem !” said the lady; but Louisa-—who by long and sad ex-
perience knew more of her step-dame than Morton did—saw very well
that there was something kept back, which she expected to produce
at last with great eftect, and she demanded, “What is there more”
You said that the worst remained 1o be told.”

“Yes, indeed !” answered Mrs. Charlton ; “ihe worst docs remain
to be told, and a horrible story it is. It seems that an attempt was
madc upon the house some time ago; and that ever sinee poor Kd-
monds, the park-keeper—as good a creature as ever lived—you know
him, Mr. Morton, I think, for you've often been seen talking with him,
they tell me?”

“I know him very well, madam,” answered Morton ; “a highly re-
spectable and honest man. What of him ?”

Mrs. Charlton paused for  moment, with a somcewhat puzzled look ;
hut then she answered, “ Ever since that last attempt, it seems poor
Edmonds has slept in the house to protect it. The villains, whoever
they were, must have known all the rooms and passages—and it is a
difficult house, too—so they could have been no common burglars.
However, they made their way in by picking the lock of a back door:
and what were all their proccedings within, we, of course, cannot tell ;
but, the result is now elear enough.”

She paused again ; and 1t was evident, both to Morton and to Louisa,
that {~r some purpose of her own she was drawing her story out to as
great a length as possible. Morton, however, anxious to get at the facts,
inguired eagerly, “ But what wus that result, my dear madam? It is
that we principally desire to hear.” '

“ Why, that poor Edmonds was murdercd,” an$wered Mrs. Charlton.
“He was found lying on his bed, shot through the head.”

Both Louisa and her lover turncd as pale as death. “ Good God !”
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exclaimed Morton, starting up, “I must go down and sce about it. Thix
is horrible, indeed !

“Stay 2 moment, Mr. Morton,” said Mrs. Charlton; “we have, yvou
know, some business to sctile, and as I hate talking frequently upon
disagreeable subjects, we had better settle it at once.”

“ Ay far as | am concerned,” answered Morton, abruptly, “the whole
business is settled alveady. 1 think you could not mistake my
meaning, my dear lady.”

“Yet a moment,” said the nfistress of the house, heckoning him
towards a window. “ Louisa, you need not go; this businesy concerns
you, too. Mr. Morton, you are in a dangerous situation, which will
become more or less so according to your conduct to me.” .

“My dear madam, you arc pleased to be enigmatical,” answered
Morton, indignation beginning to master him. “ Will you huve the
woodness to explain yoursclf clearly, for, standing here comfortably in
the drawing-room of Mallington House, [ do not sec how I can be in a
dangerous situation at all.” *

Mrs. Charlton’s fair round cheek flushed, and she answered, “ T will
cxplain myself clearly. It is supposed, my dear sir, that the name
vou have heen pleased to assume in this place is not your real one.” A
slight smile came over Morton’s face, and the lady went on, “1 sce I
am right; but it is moreover suspected— mind, 1 don’t say that
it is so—that your name is more likc Wilkins than Morton. Do you
deny it?”

Morton paused for an instant, and then answered coolly, giving a
gay glance of his eye to Louisa as he did so, “ Perhapy it is, my dear
madam.”

Louisa, sud and distressed as she was, could not refrain from a smile :
and Mrs. Charlton thought, as she observed the whole, “ Then she hag
known it all the time. ’Pon my word, this is too bad { What crea-
tures girls are in thesc days {”

She then went on aloud, however, to say, “This is not all, Mr. Mor-
ton, or Mr. Wilkins—you are strongly suspected of having some
share in this dark dced at Mallington Hall.—Mind, I don’t say that it
is 80, but I tell you that [ have the power of confirming those suspi-
cions in a very strange manner.” She spoke sternly and reso-
lutely, fixing her eyc upon him as if she would have searched his
soul.

“Pooh, pooh!” exclaimed Morton, with his lip curling. “This i
carrying the matter too far.”

“Well, sir,” said Mrs. Charlton, pointing with her finger throuzh the
window down the hill, up which was seen coming at considerahle speed
a gentleman on horseback, followed by a servant. * You have two
minutes to decide upon what I propose to you, and not more. What do
you say t”

“ Exactly what I said before,” answered Morton, coolly ; “and allow
me to add, madam, that Mrs. Charlton does not raise herself in my
opinion by being ready, for a sum of money, to give the hand of her
husband’s daughter te & man whom she believes to be a swindler, and
suspects of being a murderer.”

“1 will have revenge, at least,” muttered Mrs. Charlton; and then,
raising her voice, she exclaimed, *Soames, Soames ! come in.”
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Louisa had been gazing down upon the carpet as if she had been
studying the gay flowers with which it was covered; but suddenly a
look of horror and consternation, decp and intense, overspread her
countenance, as if some startling and dreadfal fact had suddenly pre-
sented itsclf to her mind, and starting forward, she caught Mrs, Charl-
ton’s arm, cxclaiming, “ Stay, stay—for Heaven's sake stay ! you do
not know what you arc doing. You are destroying yourself.”

But as she spoke the constable entered the room, and Mrs. Charlton
cricd at once, “Take him in charge, Soames.”

* What is the matter, dearest Louisa?” asked Morton in a tone cf
gurprise.  ** You cannot suppose for a moment——"

“()h, no, no!” cried Louisa wringing her hands; “ but I fear she
will bring down destruction on her own head.”

“1 am the best judge of my own acts, Miss Charlton,” said the lady.
“Make him in charge, Soames. He owns that his name is Wilkins,
and not Morton.”

“ No, no, no !"" exclaimed Morton, laughing. ‘“Not exactly that. as
Miss Charlton can bear witness. 1 said, more like it. This is a very
serious business ; and yet, pushed to this extremity, I cannot but feel
that it becomes in some degree a jest.”

“You will find it no jest, I suspect,” replied Mrs. Charlton, not a
little puzzled by Mr. Morton’s demeanour, and only the more angry
from a vague apprchension that she had suffered rage to carry her
beyond the bounds of prudence; *however, the maticr is not in my
hands now. Louisa, you may as well retire, for Mr. Middleton must
be already =t the door, and the examination of this person will proba-
bly be proceeded with here. Such scenes are not fit for young
ladies.” :

“You will excuse me, madam,” replied Louisa. “1 ghall certainly
remain here.  No place can be more fit for me than by the side of my
future husband, when a false, I might call it a ridiculous, accusation is
brought against him.”

*Oh, ho! so bold !” said Mrs. Charlton; “but I have understood
you long, young lady. Nevertheless, it is as well, perhaps, that you
should stay to witness what takes place regarding the man of your
choice.”

“There can be nothing to witness, madam, that I am afraid of,” re-
plied Louisa; but even while she was speaking, the door opencd and
Mr. Middleton was announced. The constable had been talking for a
moment to Mr. Morton, and as soon as the magistrate had entered the
room, he spoke a few words to the servant in a low tone, to which the
man replied, * 11l send down directly.” Harry Soames nodded his
head, and then returned quickly to the side of Mr. Morton, towards
whom he seemed inclined to testify every sort of respect.

The air of Mr. Middleton was very grand and important indeed. He
felt that he was a man of consequence—that his bosom was the temple
of juslice, and that J. P. was written on his forehead, or ought to be.
With a sclf-satisfied smile, he crossed the room to shake hands with
Mrs. Charlton, and conversed with her for a few iminutes in a low
voice, and then observing that Miss Charlton and her lover were speak-
ing together, he exclaimed, “No conversing with the prisoner. ~Con-
.stable, sce that nothing of thiskind takes place.”
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“Then I am to consider myself a prisoncr, sir?” demanded Morton,
addressing the magistrate.

“Most assuredly !” answered Mr. Middlcton. with a look of cold
seorn.

* On what charge, and on whose authority ?” asked the young gen-
tleman,

“On the charge of fraud, robhery, and murder!” replied Mr. Mid-
dleton, ** and on my authority.”

His tone was intended to be very laconie and decided, but Morton
persevered. ¢ May I beg to know who it is brings the charge?” he
next inquired.  “ Of course you do not act without information 1° .

“Oh, no !” answered the magistrate; © I act upon very good,infor-
mation. You are in custody on suspicion, young man. You will hear
more by-and-by.”

“ At all events,” answered Morton, ©let me bring to your remem-
hranee that u person should always be looked upon as innocent till he
is proved guilty, and that it is sometimes inconvenicnt to forget that
you arc a gentleman or that another is so, as you may have occasion
afterwards to repent it.”

“ What, sir! do you venturc to thrcaten me, sir?” exclaimed Mr.
Middleton in fury : “to threaten a magistrate in the exceution of his
duty !”

“No!” replied Morton, calmly ; “ I do not threaten you at all, Mr.
Middleton. | only wish to call you back to a sense of propricty.”

“ This iy foolish nonsense,” replied the worthy gentleman ; *“ but we
shall soon have Sir Simon Upplestone here, and we can proceed to bu-
winess on the spot.  If yvou will have the kindness to let us use onc of
vour drawing-roums, Mrs. Charlton, I do not sec why we should ad-
journ.  Or we can go to the library, which, perhapy, will be more out,
uf” your way.” :

“Let it De here, by all mecans,” answered Mrs. Charlton; “ there
stands o young lady who declares she will be present the whole jme ;
and T rather imagine that I shall be forced to submit to examination as
@ witness.”

Mr. Middleton raised his eyebrows at the announcement of Louisa's
intention, and looked surprised at Mrs. Charlton’s hint of her own tes-
timony being important; but after a few moinents’ private conversa-
tion with that lady, he scemed still more surprised, and turning round,
cxclaimed aloud, “Is it possible! The whole seems 5o clear that we
might, T think, commit him for trial at once—Dbut here is Sir Simon,
I suppose. Who has he got with him, I wonder?”

The last observations of Mr. Middleton were produced by the sound
of steps and voices coming up the stairs; but, when the door opened,
he beheld not only his friend Sir Simon Upplestone, but Dr. Western
and another gentleman, with two or three pemons of an inferior class,
standing at the top of the staircase. The first who entered way the
baronet, who, without noticing any one ¢lse in the roum, advanced
straight towards his brother magistrate, and then said in a loud whis-
per, “ I am afraid there has been a great mistake here, Middleton.
You've been in too great ahurry.”

“Not a bit, Sir Simon,” replied Mr, Middleton, in a determined

17
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tonc. “You arc not acquainted with all the circumstances, my good
friend.”

‘“ Nor you cither, Middleton,” answered the other.

While he was speaking, Dr. Western entered the room, with an ex-
pression both of pain and indignation on his countenance, and ad-
vancing at once to Morton, by whose side Louisa was still standing, he
shook hands with them both, and then turning to the other magis-
trates, demandced aloud, “ What is all this folly, Mr. Middleton?”

“ Hush, hush,” said Morton in a low tonc. * Let the whole thing
procced, my dear friend. I wish particularly to see that worthy lady
Play her game out.”

In the meantime Mr. Middleton was answering Dr. Western's ques-
tion in a somewhat sarcastic tone, saying, “The folly, my revercnd
friend, happens to be no folly at all. An cxceedingly strong case of
suspicion has been made out against that gentleman, standing there,
as accessory, if not principal, in the robbery of Mallington Hall, and
the murder of poor Edmonds; and since [ have come here this morn-
ing additional evidence has been tendered, which must, 1 think, placc
his guilt beyond all manner of doubt, and require his immediate com-
mittal. I am glad of the ussistance of my two lrother justices, but if
they ::fad not been present I should have taken the responsibility upon
myself.”

A clear merry laugh rang through the roowm, and a good round voice
exclaimed, “ Ay, if ifs and ands were pots and _pans, there would be
no work for the tinkers,~~How do you do, 'my‘Se'&r sir ¥ how do you
do?  You scem to have had a pleasant time of it sincc we parted yes-
terday evening ; but when the cat’'s away the mice will play. As it
seems clear we are to have larks for supper, I may as well get ready
my knifc and fork;” and Mr. Quatterly, after having shaken hande
with Morton, and given a gay sparkling glance from his face to that of
Louisa Charlton, murmuring to himself, “ Devilish pretty ! devilizh
pretty !” pulled out of his pocket a note-book, a peancil and some
papers, folded up and tied together with red tape.

At the same time Dr. Western was advancing to speak with the other
magistrates and Mrs. Charlton, who were gathered together in a group
on the opposite side of the room; but Morton at this moment took
step forward, and said” aloud, “My dear Dr. Western, you must hear
me for a moment. This business cannot, and must not, be stopped.
A very horrible charge, perfectly unfounded, as you well know, has
been brought against me this morning, together with half a dozen
other minor insinuations, partly proceeding from malice, and partly
from stupidity, originating, 1 have no doubt, amongst the gossips of
this little town, and fostcred under the kind care of that lady and that
gentleman,” and he pointed to Mrs. Charlton and Mr. Middleton.
“ These charges and insinpations must at once be thoroughly and ac-
curately investigated, and 1 have to beg you, my dear sir, and also iny
friend herc on the left, not to bring forward any one particular to show
the persons concerned the absurdity of the accusation, till all the
charges themselves are fairly stated, and the evidence upon which they
are grounded adduced. I would rather, if it were necessary, sleep a
night in prison than that the whole of the business should not be made
quite clear.”
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830sisaw.  Ilis cyes icll first, however, upon the group comsisting ol
814,0uisa. Mr. Morton, and the constable, with Mr. Quatterly a step hefore
“them. as an outpost in advance of their camp ; and he bowed low to
F 1he young lady. and still more low and reverently to the voung gentle-
© man.  Mr. Quatterly, however, ghook hands with him, saying, “ Ah.
Skinner ! how do you do? These gentlemen are in a mess, 1 think ;»
and then, as he saw his fellow solicjtor raise his eyes to the group on
the opposite side of the room, he u{ldcd, ** There, Skinner, go across
Tom Tickler's ground, and tell their worships what they’re to do, for
thev don’t know.”

Mr. Skinner accordingly crossed over; and, after a brief consulta-
tion with the magistrates, decided that it was better all the witnesses
should be admitted.  Jt was their usual custom in that part of the
county, he suid, as it was merely a preparatory investigation, and truth
might be better obtained by giving general publicity in this stage ot
the proceedings.  Mr. Quatterly did not objeet, though he shook his
head, as i he had somge doubts of the soundness of the doetrine ; and
the door haWing been opened, a mixed multitude entered, consisting
of gamck}ccpcrs. wardeners, housckeepers, housemaids, Mr. Gibbs, and
Miss Mathilda Martin.® Mrs. Charlton, however, was somewhat sur-
prised to see her friend Mri. Windsor come in with the rest.

“What do you-want here, Windsor?” said Mrs. Charlton, in a sharp
key.

“To give my cvidence, ma'am,” said Mrs. Windsor, respectfully.

“Your evidence ! exclainfed the mistress. “ You can know nothing
about it.” '

“ 1 think I do, ma’am,” rejoined the housckeeper, drily.

In the meantime the., chairs and tables were arranged, under the
direction of Mr. Skinner, very much in the way that Mr. Quatterly
had proposed. The magistrate's clerk, however, contented himself
with an ordinary chair, and, greatly to Mrs. Charlton’s surprise and
disgust, placed the fourth arm-chair for Mr. Morton with his owm hands
close to the table, and opposite to the one which he himself’ was ahout |
to oceupy, while the magistrates were arranged on cither side. Pens,
ink, and paper having been procured—Dr. Western, as the senior
magistrate, placed in the chair--the witnesses arranged, some séated,
some standing towards the sides of the room,—the investigation com-
menced. :

Dr. Western looked around the circle; aud then, with a glance at
Mr. Quatterly, though his heart was very sad—for he was one of those
true Christians who mourn over the crimes of their fellow-creatures—
he could not furbear a faint smile at what e regarded as once of the
most absurd scenes he had ever beheld.  Mr. Quatterly caught his eye
and laughed merrily, rubbing his small fut white hands as if it were
the best, joke in the world, for he was more accustomed to such scenes,
and had so long given up the hope of mending human beings, that he
thought he had a right to be amused at their follies, whether solemn
or gay.

“ Let them go oh!” gaid the worthy solicitor, with a nod to th~
clergyman; “even ih a farce, truths will come out unexpectedly.”

Mr. Middleton and Mrs. Charlton were both nettled at Dr. Western's
swile and Mr. Quatterly’s laugh—surprised, indeed. and somewhat pu
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prehensive that they were not quite right, but more angry than either»d
and resolved to go on in their course only the more vchemently, ic
order (o prove that they had had good cause for guspicion. Mrs. Charl-
ton, it is true, was actuated by very different feclings from the worthy -
Jjustice ; for, as she found that she could not gain her original pnrpose
with Mr. Morton, she was resolved to have revenge; and being, as we
have shown, subject to much more scvere internal commotions than
her calm and sweet exterior usualfy suffered to appear, she would have
given onc of her own pretty white hands to have seen her lately-
cherished guest hanging by the neck from any picee of timber that
“was convenient.

“ [ think T had better read,” said Mr. Middleton, beginning the in-
vestigation, “the notes I took of the state of Mallington Hall, and the
adjacent premises, when I examined them this morning, on receiving
information of the crime that was committed there last night.”

* By all means,” answered Dr, Western ; “ 1 am as yet nearly ignorant
of the whole circumstances.”

“That is clear,” said Mr. Middleton ; and he then procceded to read
from a little note-book the memoranda which he had taken on the spot,
commenting, as he went, with that sort of routine of commonplaces,
which is 2 wonderful engine for obtaining a reputation for sagacity—
with the vulgar. Dr. Western listencd with horror and gricf, covering
his eyes with Lig hands, as if unwilling that all he felt should appear;
and the whole court, if it could be 8o called, heard the facts in deep
silence.

When he had done this, Mr. Middleton paused, and looked round
with the consciousness of having made a very ncat and compact state-
ment, descrving some credit.

Mr. Quatterly, however, stepped in to prevent him enjoying hissclf-
satisfaction too long. * Well, sir,” he said, “and how does that aflect
the gentleman before you *”

“Ye¢a shall hear in a few minutes, sir,” answered Mr. Middleton,
solemnly raising himself from his chair, and looking over the table at
Morton’s feet; “you -must have remarked that the footsteps which
were traced in the yard were of three distinct sizes. One very large
and long, onc somewhat smaller, and one very small and neat, precisely
what is usually called a gentleman’s footstep.”

“Well, sir,” said Mr. Quatterly, “what of that?” But Mr. Middle-
ton did not choose to take any notice of the solicitor, and went on to
say, addressing Dr. Western, “ You will sée here, my dear sir, the de-
position of one Gibbs, taken by mysclf and Sir Simon Upplestone on
the seventeenth of this month, by which it appears that on the very
night when Mallington Hall was before attempted, the notorious Jack
Willinms was seen in the park in earnest conversation with this very
Mr. Mcrton---in Mallington Park, I say, where neither of them had
any right to be at that hour, except for illegal purposcs.”

Morton smiled, and Mr. Quatterly, as usual, rubbed his hands, saying,
“A new dictum in law, 1 think—that men have a right to e in
another man’s park for illegal purposes. However?my dear sir, I deny
the whole position, and beg-that, before you assime that Mr. Morton
had no right to be there, you will prove it. Whether you do or not,
T'll prove the contrary.”
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“How go, sir?” demanded Mr. Middleton, growing furious.

su “By and by——by and by,” said Mr. Quabtcrly, nodding his head
hzlet ns have the whole case first. Pruy read the deporition, Dr.
pWestern, for, as the warrant I see is dated on that day, it may be of
plonsequence.”
a Dr. Western put on his spectacles, and read, smiling when he came
1to the assertion that his young friend was known by another name
than that of Morton, and saying, as a commentary, “1 am well aware
of th,at, fact; and am afraid I must plead guilty 1o being an acces-
sory.”
When he had gone on to the end, Mr. Middleton proceeded, in the
tone of a public accuser, rather than that of & justice of the peace.
“Tt is proved by numecrons witnesses,” he continued, “ that this gentle-
man, whoever he may he, was constantly seen lmngmg about Malling-
ton Park and Ma,lhnwton Hall—that he obtained admission more than
onee into the house, and examined it most curiously—that he made
himself acquainted with the habits of the people upon the estate, and
learned at what time they were least upon their guard. It was also
proved, or can be proved, that he absented himself from Mallington
without any apparent cause, or giving any notice of his departure,
from the morning of Saturday till the morning of Monday, in which
interval the robbery and murder were committed. We have seen that
the criminals who committed the act must have been well acquainted
with the house, and must have gained information of the usual pro-
ccedings of the servants: that onc set of footmarks was small and
neat, very like those which would be left by the prisoner’s feet; and
that he has been seen cousorting by night, and when he thought him-
self unobserved, with some of the most desperate characters in the
county. Now, I must say, and must contend,” and he thumped the
table with his fist, *“ that there is perfectly sufficient before ug to send
the case to a jury, even if there were no other evidence to be produced,
which I am informed there is, and evidence of a very important cha-
racter too.”

“I've scen an innocent man hanged upon less,” said Mr. Quatterly,
drily ; and Louisa Charlton started and looked at him for a moment
with fear and surprise.

The lady of the house had sat while all this was going on, with her
arm thrown over the back of her chair, her two pretty little feet ex-
tended, and her head drooping forward with an air of studied but
graceful attention. Slight, very slight indications of what was passing
in her mind floated over her countenance from time to time; but now,
when Mr. Middleton turned towards her, saying, “Mrs. Charlton, I
think "—she rose and advanced towards the table with a melancholy
and reluctant air.

“T have very little cvidence to give, sir,” she said, “myself ; and as
you all know what kindness and attention 1 have shown to Mr. Mor-
ton, and what esteem, and I may say regard, I once entertainéd for
hxm, you will easily conceive how painful that evidence must be, espe-
eially as it is confirmatory of the worst suspicions that are cntertained.
Mr. Morton has beeny as Mr. Middleton says, absent from my house,
where he wag on a visit, from Saturday morning 1ill this morning, at
about a quarter to ten-—~ut least, that was the first time 1 saw him,
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though T am afraid there is clear proof of his having been in the housd
previously, without my kuowledge.  Just before I met him coming u
the stairs, and apparently freshly arrived, I was called out of the drav:
ing-roown by the upper housemaid, who informed me that she had foune-
in Mr. Morton’s room, wrapped up in a bundle, and thrust under the
drawers, a sort of carman’s frock, stained with blood, and a jacket in
the same condition, with a good deal ¢f mud and dirt upon it, but
having the whole sleeve still wet with gore. Not having heard, at the
time, of the barbarous murder of poor Edmonds, and never dreaming
that there was any one in my house who would commit such an act, |
took no particular notice, but said that it must he tome aceident, and
ordered her to leave the things where she found them. She is here
present, and can give her own testimony. These blood-stained clothes
are, [ suppose, where they were first discovered t”

“Yes, ma'am,” said the houscmaid, dropping a courtsey.

“ A pretty little concatenation,” said Mr. Quatterly.  “ Pray, sir, let
us have the things down. You can take the evidence of the house-
maid while they are being brought.”

Mrs. Charlton inincdiutely ordered one of the men-servants to go
up and fetch the bundle, describing where it was to be found, and lay-
ing particular stress upon the words, “ In Mr. Morton's room.”

The housemaid was then called upon for her testimony, and fully
confirmed Mr«. Charlton’s account; adding, that she had found the
marks of some dirty footsteps up the stairs that morning. She was
Jjust concluding when the servant returned with the bundle, which was
speedily spread out upon the table.

“Liook to Miss Charlton,” cried Dr. Western, “she is going to
faint '™

“No,” said Louisa, rising; “but I wish to give my evidenec, ter-
rible as it is.”

“Stop a little, my dear,” said Mr. Quatterly, patting her gently on
the hand. “ Do not alarm yourself; this will all be made clear.”

 Not, without drcadful consequences,” said Louisa, taking her secat
again, and covering her eyes with her hand. .

Each of the magistrates examined the frock and jacket carcfully ;
and.then Mr. Middleton, rising, said in a solemn and pompous tone,
“Sir Simon, 1 think this is quite sufficient ; and that we arc not only
Jjustified, but called upon by our duty, to commit the prisoner for trial.
Is it not so, Dr. Western?”

* We can do no such thing,” answered the elergyman; for T happen.
to know, that it is utterly impossible that Mr. Morton can have had
any share in this transaction.” *

Mrs. Charlton fixed her beautiful blue cyes upon him with not the
sweetest expression in the world, and Mr. Quatterly, advancing a step,
remarked, © You arc in a mighty hurry, worshipful sir; I should have
thought it was to-day that the fox-hounds were to meet.  One story is
very good till another is told ; and, by your good leave. you must now
bear that other. You have made a very good story of it, and [ must
say that o capital special pleader was spoiled when nature turned you
into a country squire; bup now we will proceed in order, if you
please; for von have made various assumptions, and ., thrown out
various insinuations, of which I must clear the case.”
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28T heg, sir, that you would treat the court with respect,” exclaimed
s8I, Middleton, half rising.

bz With the most profound,” said Mr. Quatterly ; “as deep as a draw-
plall, though not perhaps quite so clear. We will admit almost all
POur premises ; hut strip them, if you please, of your deductions. In
ame first place, the prisoner, for reasons of his own, did choose, in
toming down here, to asgume a name different from that by which he
lisually goes, though still one that he has a right to, for his name is
‘Edmond Morton, as I can testify. In the next place. he was scen—at
least, I have no doubt that such was the ease—in Mallington Park.
speaking with that very notorious person Jack Williams, who ir, I am,
happy to tell you, now in enstody. I have no doubt ¢éither that, their
conversation was carnest, nay, perhaps, very vehement ; but as to your
assumption, thut neither of them had any right there, that 1 have
before denied. and do still deny.”

“Upon what grouuds, xir?” demanded Mr. Middleton, beginning to
find his ideas getting a little confused.

*“Upon the bhest of all possible grounds,” answered Mr. Quatterly;
“as you shall hear. Jack Williams, perhaps, had no right there-~1 am
not awarc that he had. Tt is not in evidence—and yet it might be so;
for if Mr. Morton invited him he had a right, and therefore your
assumption in his case is a3 unwarranted as in the other. But, in
regard to Mr. Morton, I not only contend that he had a right, but
that nobody on carth—Ilet his condition, state, rank, or calling be
what they may—had so zood a right to be in Mallington Park, at any
hour of the day or night which unto him might scemn expedicnt ; for
who can have so good a title to walk in a park, Mallington Park or
any other, as the owner thereof 7

* What " exclaimed Mr. Middleton. Has Mr. Morton purchased
the park? I did not know it could be sold.”

* You have got a capital case of circumstantial evidence,” continued
Mr. Quatterly, cnjoying the evident consternation and surprise of the
profound magistrate, ** and now I will tell you what you were going to
commit a man for. For breaking into his own house, robbing his own
plate-room, and shooting his own park-kecper. All these circum-
stances are very probable! Reason and likelihood gocs with them.
But stay a minnte—don’t be in a hurry, cither on one side or the
other.  We will have the whole matter elear before we have done with
it, if you please. You shall have full evidence that the gentleman
now before you is the proprictor of Mallington Dark, of Mallington
Hall, and of everything that it contains, and that the poor man who
lost his life there was his servant, and had been receiving wages from.
him for some time.” :

*“1 told you you were going too fast, Middleton,” whispered Sir
Simon Upplestone, across Dr. Western.

“Pish !” cried Mr. Middleton, in a high state of excitement; and
Mr. Quatterly went on, saying, “ As to Mr. Morton’s absence from this
place from Saturday morning till Monday morning, that can be casily
accounted for. Bute it may be sufficient for our present purpose to-
show where that gentleman was at the time the murder was com-
mitted, Now. up to the hour of half-past scven o'clock on Sunday
evening, he was, with myself and Dr. Western, at the distance of two-
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and-twenty miles from Mallington; he then set off fn a hack pid
chaise, and a dark night, intending, I believe, to sleep here ; butt
chdise unfortunately broke down some seven miles from thig ple
about ten o’clock. He reached a public-house, called the Hand- -
Hand, about four miles off, towards eleven, and remained there t
this morning, at about half-past cight, when he left it to walk hithe
without ever quilting the house in the interyal. It may secm to tL
sagacily of your worships somewhat extraordinary that I should c¢om.
here so well prepared to meet this case; and as Justice is a very sus
picious person, apt to pecp out under her bandage, just to scc that
,nobody is playing her a trick, this fact must be explained algo. The
iruth, then, is, that as Dr. Western and myself were driving over
hither from the town of ——, we came upon Mr. Morton’s post-chaise,
with the axle broken, and one of the wheels off, and with a man doing
his best to pull it further to picces for the purpose of mending it.
The post-boy who drove it was in the act of giving instructions to
that cffect, and by him we were informed that the late tenant of his
vehicle had the night before gone on to the Hand-in-Hand, two or
three miles further. and, stopping there to water the horses, we had a
{ull, true, and particular account from the landlady of the arrival and
departure of her guest, for whom we inquired. There sits Dr. Wes-
tern, who can corroborate my evidence.”

Dr. Western bowed his head and said, “ Entively.”

© And now,” continued Mr. Quatierly; but Mr. Middleton inter-
rapted him, beginning to find that he was in what is nsually termed
the wrong box. “Oh!” he exclaimed, “if all these circumstances
can be xo clearly explained, the great weight of suspicion is removed ;
but still it would be satisfactory to all parties if the wholc were cleared
up, and perhaps Mr. Morton will assign the cause of his meeting with
Williams, who is certainly not fit society for a gentleman of property.”

*“That is very easily cxplained, sir,” replied Morton. ¢ [t may be
in ypur recollection, and certainly is in Dr. Western’s, that 1 was
knocked down upon the common here, and on that occasion I lost a
pocket-book containing the certificate of my grandfather’s marriage,
and various other papers of conmsiderable importance. 1 sent for a
Bow-strect officer from London, and offered a reward for the recovery
of the papers. We found that the parties who possessed them com-
prehended their value, and thought that I might be induced to give a
much larger sum for them than T had offered. They opencd a eom-
munication with me to that effect, and.a place of meeting was ap-
pointed, first in Wenlock Wood, and subseguently in Mallington Park.
1 went to the rendezvous, as agreed upon, alone, and not having heen
able to come to satisfactory terms with the man Williams, the person
who met me there, I was walking back again when 1 saw somebody
scampering off, who, it now scems, was the worthy gentleman with his
Fragrant Balm of Trinidad. Such is the plain statc of the case, as
there are several persons here who know; and if there be anything
else that requires explanation, it must be given, as the whole of this
matter had better be cleared up at once, especially the placing of those
bloody clothex in the room which I lately occupicd. for I should wish
to be quite sure that malice had no part in such a proceeding.”

““Oh! hush, hush !” said a faint voice Lehind him.
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231t Mr. Middleton replied, without attending to those sounds,
8IGat is just what I was going to observe, sir,” he said ; “it is very

Segrary that the fact should be explained. It seems clear to me

PL. these clothes on which the blood is not yet dry, as you pereeive,
Pist have belonged to the person who committed the erime. Now,
Ay came they in this house ! How came they in that room?! That

Lhe question.  Soames, you had better call all the servants up, and

. my man and Sir Simon’s aid you, with any persons you can collect

ar, to ensure that nobody quits the house without permission.” )

Mrs. Charlton displayed at this moment a considerable degree of
neitation.  She moved about with a certain sort of nervous uneasiness
in her chair, and secmed twice as if she was about to speak. Shg did
not do 8o, however, and it was Mr. Quatterly who proceeded as soon
us the magistrate had done. “ There are onc or two other questions,
in the first place, I should like to establish,” he said ; “as the charge
iras been made against Mr. Morton, it is necessary to trace his whole
rourse, and therefore I wish to question some of the servants, if you
have no objection.”

* None whatever,” said Sir Simon Upplestone.

“ Not in the Jeast,” replicd Mr. Middleton, courteously.

“ I would fuin know, then,” continued Mr. Quatterly, *“ who it was
“nat let this gentleman in this morning ¢7

= I did, «ir,” answered the man Wilkinson, stepping forward.

* At what hour was that 7" demanded Mr. Quatterly.

* Tt might be hulf-past nine, or a quurter to ten,” was the servant's
seply.

* What did Mr. Morton then do?” inguired Mr. Quatierly.

“He walked straight up stairs towards the drawing-room,” an-
.»‘lwcrcd Wilkinson, *‘and mel my mistress st the drawing-room
door.” '

* You arc quite sure that he did not go up to his room?” said Mr.
Quatterly. -

* Quite sure,” replied the servant, “for I heard him speak to my
mistress immediately, and saw them go into the drawing-room to-
vether,”

 I'will only remark,” procecded the solicitor, «tihat, from the lady’s
evidence, these articles were found before she met Mr. Morton. I
will now ask, however, whether any onc saw that gentleman in the
house, or about the house, beforc he was admitted by the footman ?”

There was a complete silence; and he weni on, “Then, now, Mr.
What's-vour-name, which door did Mr. Morton come in by?! There
are more doors than one to the house, I supposc!” ’

“He came in by the great gates, sir.” answered the man. “ The
;'eﬂ rang, and I opened the door of the house, and went out to let
iim in)”

. *Then he was actually without the garden-wall wlien you first saw
him 77 said Mr. Quatterly.

Wilkinson assented, and the lawyer went on, ““ Was the house-door
iocked, or opent” ¢

-1t was locked wheh T got up, sir,” caid the honsemaid ; “ but T
opened it to sweep out the hall.”

“ Well, then, my pretty girl,” continued the solicitor, “since you
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are upon your legs, Il ask you a question or two, with their wor 38
leave. You said just now that you had found dirty fvotmarks ut
stairs. When did you make that discovery ?”

“ When first T got up, sir,” said the girl; “as soon as T had t°
down the shutters off’ the glass-door in the garden I saw them dirc
~—first upon the mat, and then upon the stairs, and upon the oil-cl
100, for that matter.” '

“Then they began at the glass-door going into the garden.” s
Mr. Quatterly, *and went up stairs. low far could you tr.
them !

“Why, as far as Mr. Alfred’s room,” replied the girl.

“Oh!” exclaimed Mr. Quatterly ; and Dr. Western suddenly raisec
his head with a look of horror and consternation.

“Were the marks plain there?” demanded the solicitor, still ad
dressing the housemaid. .

“There was a picce of mud and some gravel stones,
girl; “but they were not so plain as below.”

“Could you track them any further?” was the solicitor’s nexs
question.

“T didn't remark them,” she said.

“ Did you go into that roomn?” demanded Mr. Quatterly.

“ No, sir,” replied the girl; I had all the lower part of the house
to do first; and when I went up after our breakfast, I first went to Mr.
Morton’s room, to open the windows there, 1t lics at the other end of
the passage, you know.”

“ No, I don’t know,” answered Mr. Quatterly. “ What may be the
distance ! ”

“Oh! not ten steps,” answered the girl. Mr. Alfred's is just over
Miss Louisa's room, and the other is down two doors beyond.”

“ Was the glass-door open or shut?” inquived Mr. Quatterly.

“ It was locked, but not bolted,” said the hougemaid.

“1 bolted it last night with my own hands,” observed the butler.
who had c¢ntered the room, with the cook and several other servants, »
minute or two before ; but Mr Quatterly went on, still addressing the
housemaid, * Were you up first in the house ?” he demanded.

““No, sir,” replied the girl, beginning to get a little bewildered.
“I think Mrs. Windsor and the still-room maid were down before
me.”

*We were,” said Mrs. Windsor; “and I found the door unlocked
and locked it till the men got up. 1 have got more to say when it i
wanted ; but | think my young lady can tell more than any of us.”

Mr. Quatterly looked from the housckeeper to Louisa; but Mis
Charlton’s eyes were fixed upon her step-mother, who sat opposite
fixed, and imamovable as a statue, with her face pale and her hea
bent down. There was a pause for a moment, and then Louisa rose
and with somewhat trémbling steps advancing to the table, spok:
across the table to Dr. Western in a low tone, “ You had better tahi
her away,” she said: © you had better take her away.”

The worthy rector instantly rose, and going round to Mrs. Charltor
he said, 1 think it would be best for you to retire, my dear lady
You are not well.  This is too much for you. .

But Mrs. Charlton instantly raised her unead quickly, and sharpl)

replied the
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a?(r.a]aiming, “No! its all false; but I'll hear itall; TNl hear
1
he. Be advised,” said Dr. Westem, in a tender tone.
** No, I will not!” she cried; I understand it all—Go on, go on !”
I“d Dr. Western retiring from her side, resumed his seat.  Louisa
% by this time retired to the chair where she had been sitting, and
l0d “trembling beside it with a face very pale, and her lips almost
Ioodless
“ Yon said you had cvidence to give, my dear,” said Mr. Quatterly;
“will you give it now, or shall T examine this good lady first ¢~

Louisa hesitated, but Mrs. Charlton exclaimed vehemently, *“ I de-,
mand that one should be sent out of the room, while the othier speaks.
They will frame their stories one upon the other, 1 dare say, i’ they
have not done it already.”

Louisa said nothing, but moved towards the door. Mrs. Windsor,
however, replied, *“1 haven't spoken to Mist Charlton to-day, maam—
not a word—-and have only to tell the truth, though T am afraid what
| am going to say may offend her.”

*Tell the truth, Mrs. Windsor,” said Louisa, turning at the door,
“ whatever it may be—your so doing will give me no offence, be as-
sured.”

“ A pretty scene !” eried Mrs. Charlton, with a look of contempt.

“ Now ma'am, what have you to depose?” said Sir Simon Upple-
stonc. who was getting heartily tired of the affair, and wished it over.

* Why, merely this, sir,” said Mrs. Windgor. “ Last night as I was
lving awake in bed [ heard somebody walking in the g.mlen My
room is al the far corner just over Mr. Morton's. I can't tell what
o'clock it was, for I had gone to slcep for a short time when T first laid
down; but it could not be very late, for the moon was still far up.
However, thinking it might be sumcbody that wanted to rob the house,
{ got np and went to the window, and there T xaw a man below on the
eravel walk, who seemed to throw some stones up towards Miss Gharl-
ton's room. He then called out, but not very loud, ‘ Louisa. Louisa !’
which is her name. He then seemed to make signs to open the
window, and presently T could plainly hear it thrown up. After that,
he asked her to come down and cpen the door, for he wished to come
in.  After that, I could hear Miss Charlton say she would eall one of
the servants; but he answered not to do 5o on any account; but to
come down hcrself, and he spoke sharply and angrily to her; after
which she told him to wait a minute and she would. He seemed very
careful to tell her not to wake any one, saying that he did not wish it
to he known that he was there. After waitling a minuate or two, I
could plainly hear the door lelow unchained and unlocked ; and the
minute after a foot coming quickly up the stairs, stopped at Mr. Lati-
mer's door, and went in. It did not come as far as Mr. Morton's roomn
then, bat after about two minutes T heard it come along the passage,
»ml some onc opened the door of Mr. Morton’s room, wlmh iR just
elow ming—the bed-room, not, the dressing-room, I mean.’

“ Ay, it was in the bed-room, under the drawers, | found the thingz,”
said fhe housemaid.

“Whoever it was did not stay there a minute,” cogytinued Mrs.
Wmdsor, “and thcn went bfv.ck and down stairs. Hc sefmed to stop a
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nmioute at Miss Louisa’s door, and then went down and out into ¢
garden.  As soon as | heard the door shut I went back to the wind
again, and I saw the same man go along the gravel walk, and take
first turning to the left towards the wall. [ could sce him qguite pl::
for the night was clear.”

She pauscd, and Mr. Quatterly inquired, “ Did you ever see him
fore 2”

“ Yes, often,” replied Mrs. Windsor, in a firm hut solemn tone.

“ Do you sec him now ?” demanded Mr. Quatterly.

“No,” replied Mrs. Windsor, fixing her eyes full upon Morton.

“Was he the man before you?” asked Mr. Quatterly again.

“(ertainly not,” answered the housckeeper.

“Then that is all T have to do with the affair,” rejoined the solicitor.
taking a step back.

“Then who do you really think it was 2" demanded Mr. Middleton.

“] think and fully belicve,” replied Mrs. Windsor, “ that it was Mr.
Alfred Latimer. His person, perhaps, I could not swear to, for when
first he came he secemed strangely disguised ; and though, when he
went away, he was differently dressed, his back was towards me: but
his voice I could swear to anywhere, and he called Miss Charlton, sister.
too, which he sometimes did when——"

“Liar and hussy !” cried Mrs. Charlton, starting up and stamping
her foot; but Mr. Middleton, whose views were now altogether
changed, cxclaimed, “We must not huve anything of this kind,
madam. The case must be investigated fully. Shall we eall in Mixx
Charlton?”

“1 think you had better first inquirc how the person was dressed,”
said Mr. Quatterly, “and also call in the gardener, for footsteps muxt
have been remarked.”

All the magistrates assented to this course; and in regard to the
apparel of the person she had seen, Mrs. Windsor replicd, * That when
first .she saw him, he was dressed in a carman’s frock, such as that
which lay on the table; but that, when he went away, he had on a
dark coat such as Mr. Latimer usually wore.”

Louisa entered more calm than she had departed. She was still very
pale, and her steps still wavered. Her heart, too, sank, and she felt
afraid that her voice would fail her when she came to speak ; but she
had had time for thought, she had had time to ask herself what was
her duty, and the voice within at once answered, “ To tell the plain
truth.,” It was a terrible thing indeed to bear any part in destroying
one whose young years had been spent under the same roof with her-
self, who had been accustomed to call her’sister, whom she had often
aided and befriended, for whose wilfulness and vices she had often
mourned,—Dbut still she felt that she must not let such feelings take
from her her truth; and though she resolved not to offer aught in
cvidence aguinst him that was not drawn from her by questions,
she was determined to answer each question truly, without a shadow
of turning. :

If, however, she expected to escape close questioning she was mis-
taken : for as soon as she entered, Dr. Western having fifst requested
her to take a seat, Mr. Middleton proceeded to interrogate her in a
way that left no opportunity of passing aught over in silence, taking
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a¥ a texi-book Mrs. Windsor's account ; and having gained the admis-
sion that some onc had come under the window a little afier twelve,
had thrown up some pebbles against it, and called her by name, he in
plain terms dirceted her to state all that had occurred between that
period and her retiring to rest. Louisa told all truly, but as succinetly
as possible ; often stopped and questioned as she went, and still giving
true and atmu;h!forw ard answers, till at length, _]ust as she was replying
that Alfred Latimer was dressed when he cameé in a carman’s frock—
the very one, she believed, upon the table—Mrs. Charlton, seeing that
the proofs against her unhappy son were all too clear, and that, in her
own malignity and covetousness, she had been the person to bring them ,
all to light, exclaimed almost with a shriek, « OK, treacherous girl t”
and in a vain effort to rcach the door fell fainting almost at Mr.
Morton’s feet. She was immediately carried to the adjoining drawing-
room.

“ Now, Mr. Nethersole, we will take your evidence, if you please,”
said Mr. Middlcton after a pause.

Mr. Necthersole advanced, and Mr. Middleton proceeded to inquire
whether he had visited the Hall and examined the body of poor
Ydmonds, the park-keeper. Having replied that he had, he was
directed to state what remarks he had made, and what he supposced to
be the cause of hiy death, though Mr. Quatterly justly observed that,
this was evidence rather for the coroner’s inquest than the magis-
trates.

“[ found & wound,” he said, “in both sides of the head, which, from
the appearance it presented, must have been caused by a pistol-ball
fired from the right side, where it cut the temporal artery and passcd
through the anterior lobe of the brain, finding exit on the right side,
about two inches above the eyebrow.”

Sir Simon Upplestone had said nothing for some time, and he owned
to himself that Mr. Middleton was the dominant spirit; but still he
thought he ought to have his share of importance, and might asewell
ask a solemn question too, to throw light or darkness on the matter,
as the case might be. “IPray, Mr. Nethersole,” he said, “ did you usc
any means of resuscitation ?”

There arc some questions so utterly cenfounding that the wit of the
most ingenious man upon earth cannot find a ready answer to them,
and Mr. Nethersole, with the most profound respect for the worthy
bavoncet, and every desire to answer as fast a8 possible, could only stare
in silence for a full minute, at being asked whether he had attempted
to restore a man to life who had been shot through and through the
head nearly twelve hours before.

“We have, an authentic record,” said Mr. Quatterly, in a low voice,
“of a man having burnt his mouth by eating cold plum porridge, and
of another having bitten his own nose off, so that it is clear nothing ix
impossible ; and therefore, whatevcr others may think, [ hold the gues-
tion to be a very sensible one.”

My dear sir, 1 can't jest upon the subject,” said Morton, to whom
the words were addressed. But, as Sir Simon [pplestone evidently
waited for an answer, Mr. Nethersole at Iast made shift to say, “ Why,
no, Sir Simon,.[ di(l not think it would be of any avail, for 1 never
knew a man recover with his brains blown out; and, besides, the poor
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fellow had been dead many hours, the limbs were quite rigid, so it
could have answered no purpose.”

“ I think I would have tried something,” said Sir Simon, sagely.

Mr. Middleton contrived to occupy about five minutes more with
questions of somewhat greater sagacity, but net much more perti-
nence ; and at the end of that time the constable and the housemuid
re-appeared.

* Well, Soames, well !” cried Mr. Middlcton, ** what have yon dis-
covered 17

“Why I found this here candlestick, your worship,” answered the

. constable, putting one down on the table. It's hurnt out in the socket,
you see, sir, and scattered all the wax about. [t was a-top of the
drawers in Mr. Latimers room. Tt might have set the housc a-fire.
Then, as to the footsteps, we traced two or three of them in straighi
from the door up to the drawers, and one of the drawers had been
pulled open, for we saw the mark of a hand upon it, somewhat dirty,
and not quite dry, and the same is on the candlestick, if youw'll look.
and then on the floor, tumbled down, with the top off, was a hat-box,
which the girl says had a new hat in it yesterday ; but the hat is gone
10w, howsoever ; and there were two finger-marks on the top.”

~ Didl you find any steps towards Mr. Morton's room ?” asked Alr.
Middlcton. .

* Why. no, sir,”said the constable; “but the girl says she swept the
passage and the room.  We found nothing particular there, though I
went over it, just to see underneath the drawers, where the hundle had
been stowed away ; the earpet was somewhat bloody -not, much, just a
serateh of blood, like; Lut that shows that the job couldn’t have heen
long done, or the things would have been dry.”

“Very trne, very truec,” said Mr. Middleton: and, turning o
Morton, he said, “1 think, sir, the evidence given clears you of all
Luspicion.”

“Lhen you'll have the goodness to dismirs the warrant,” said Mr.
Quatterly.

I think we ought to have cvidence,” said Sir Simon Upplestone.
*that the gentleman is really the proprictor of Mallington Ilall, for
o1 that rests a great deal of the matter.”

“ Not a whit,” replied Mr. Quatterly. “If he had no other property
than a mortgage on the moon there is not dne suspicious eircumstance
against him., DBut the cvidence you shall have. There is your®
own clerk, a very respeetable solicitor, whom you all know. He can
testify to the fact.”

“1 beg leave to depose,” said. Mr. Skinner, rising and speaking
with due deliberation, “that this gentleman, commonly called and
known by, in thesc parts, the name of Mr. Morton, is the undoubted
proprietor of Mallington Hall, and the Mallington Park estate,
together with a1l the goods, chattels, houschold iurniture, books, pic-
tures, plate, and appurtenances therein contained, or belonging .
thereto ;” and down};]e sat, having said exaetly what lie thought suf-
- ficient, and not one word more. .

Sir Simon Upplestone was frustrated ; for, #f truth must be told, a
certain very ticklish propensity, casily excited in human beings, and
valled curiosity, was the true motive of the question he had put. He

1
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wanted to know, in short, who Mr. Morton was, and what. and all
about him ; and Mr. Quatterly saw through and through him as if he
had been a piece of rock crystal.

*“And now, Dr. Western,” said Mr. Quatterly, “1 think, my very
reverend friend, that it will be expedient for you to inform your wor-
shipful brethren of the facts which came to ofir knowledge thix morn-
ing regarding two worthy gentlemen named Thomas Brown and John
Williams, and also in regard to another personage called Mr. Alfred
Latimer,.against whom a slight case of suspicion has been made out
this morning. Your worships will remark that I say slight; because
it ir very slight indeed, and though, from the temper of the court, it
is evident that the young gentleman does not appear in a very favour-
able light, yet it must be recollected that nothing has been proved
against him whatsoever as yet; but that he entered his own inother’s
house clandestinely and in disguise on the same night that this
unhappy ecvent occurred. The disguise, however, might have been
assumed from a thousand different causes; the clandestine mode
of his coming might be accounted for in various ways: and the blood -
which was found upon the clothes supposed to be cast off by him may
he that of a hare, of a rabbit, or a harn-door fowl, for aught we know
to the contrary.”

“There, my dear,” he continued, turning to Louisa, “go and tell
that to your step-mother, it may he some comfort to her; and as for
vourself, your white face and trembling hand shows that you have had
quite enough of this business already.”

Louisa fclt that it was indeed as he said, and rose to depart, and
Morton very mnaturally accompanied her for a short time from the
room—not, indeed, that he had the slightest intention of visiting Mrs.
Charlton, as he was well aware that in the existing state of that lady’s
mind his presence was not likely to be peculiarly agreeable to her.

CHAPTER LXIL

* WeLL, madam,” said Mr. Quatterly, tapping the landlady familiarly
on the shoulder; = well, Mrs. Pluckrose "-—and immediately devi-
ating, as was sometimes customary with him, into an abominable pun,
be added, ‘“ though, indeed, my dear lady, I think your name ought to
‘be put into the plural, for you must have plucked two roses to blush
50 brightly on either cheek. But to rcturn. Has anybody been here
this morning inquiring for me? If so. 1 hope you have kept him.”

*Oh! yes, sir,” replied Mrs. Pluckrose, dropping a courtesy, * there
are two gentlemen waiting for you. 1 took the liberty of putting
them into Mr. Morton’s sitting-room, because the house is so full.”.

* Not so full as to prevent my having a bed in it, Mrs. Pluckrose?”
said the worthy solicitor; but the landlady reassured him on that
Joint, and Mr. Morton and hig friend walked up stairs, where they
dound waiting a middle-aged gentleman, who looked very much like a

olicitor, and a younger man, bearing a strong resemblance to a clerk.
"here was a great blue blyg upon the table before them, and the soli-
citor looked -out of the window, while the clerk sat with his hands on
is knees.
: I L
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“ Ah, Mr. Writham !” said Mr. Quatterly, rolling into the room as
fast a8 bis small legs would carry him, “1 hope I have not kept you
waiting, for we had a little magisterial husiness to go through here.
‘]indecd, I did not expeet to sec you yourself; a clerk would have

one.” -

“Oh ! nothing likc one’s own presence, my dear sir,” answered Mr.
Writham, who had a peculiarly clear, sharp, ferret-like expression of
countenance, with a long, pointed nose, the very look of which would
have made a flaw in a piece of parchment. “I came down to say,
that the whole may be considercd as definitively setiled and agreed,
-upon the hasis laid down between us at our last conference ; alwayx
provided, nevertheless——”

“ Anything hereinbeforc contained to the contrary, notwithstand-
ing,” said Mr. Quatterly, laughing, “1 thought there was an exccp-
tional clause, friend Writham. Well, what is it? Qut with it, man!
We'll soon deal win it.”

“1t is simply this, my dear sir,” answered Mr. Writham, “and you
will own that it's quite reasonable; namely, that your clicnt—I pre-
sume that T have the honour of being in his presence—do produce
lawful and sufficient proof of the marriage of Henry Morton Wilmot.
and Maria dei Pazzi, and also of the death without issuc of Charles
Francis Wilmot.”

“QOh ! the latter is easily proved,” replied Mr. Quatterly: “and,
bresides, with that you have notbing to do; for if he did leave legiti-

mate issue, it would bar your client as well as mine. Besides, I never |

heard of a boy seven years old having a son and heir. The law does
not contemplate such a case, Mr. Writham ; and we can prove his
birth and his death, with an interval of seven years between them.
As to the other matter, it is quite right that yon should have the
proof you require, and you shall have it. There may be a little delay,

from an awkward cvent which has removed the certificale to some

distince.”
Mr. Writham pricked up his cars, for there scemed to him a chance

of pleading still ; and he observed in a solemn tone, “ Of course, Mr. ~

Quatterly, proof is necessary. Full, legal, indubitable proof.”

4 And proof you shall have, my dear Writham,” answcred Mr.
Quatterly, “full, legal, indubitable proof, as you say; for where we
got the one certificate we can easily get another, even if the first
should be lost. But by your good leave, my friend, we will draw up a
little memorandum of the grounds on which we stand, stating the
proofs and particulars that you require, and guarding against any
future demands.” Mr. Writham secmed’ to pausc and hesitate ; but
Mr. Quatterly went om in a decided tone, saying, “It is absolutely
necessary, Writham ; it must be done, my friend; either sign and
get your costs, or don't.sign and go without them. T'm a solicitor, too,
you- know, Writham; and one time I had a window broken in

my house. A glazier was sent for, who put in the pane. Just when -
he had done I unfortunately walked into the room, and saw him neatly -

starring the next pane with his diamond, then placing his finger dex-
terously against it till it-gave a crack. I thought to myself * What an
image of a solicitor!” We are all fond of making little holes, that
we may mend them afterwards. It's the very nature and essence
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of our profession, Writham ;" and he took his fellow practitioner hy*
the arm and gave him a {riendly shake.

Mr. Writham did not attempt to resist his eloquence. The paper
was drawn up by Mr. Quatterly’s own hands. Mr. Writham suggested
some alterations ; they were discussed, and some were rejected, while
others were admitted ; after which the paper was signed. When tlie
wholc business was concluded, Mr. Quatterly began to feel the incon-
venience of his brother solicitor having been shown into that room.
He was naturally of a hospitable and jovial disposition ; and he would-
have Jiked very well to ask Mr. Writham to dine with him at Mal-
lington ; hut then he wanted a little private conversation with Mortop.
Mr. Writham, however, relieved him from his difficulty, by declaring
thut he must be off to Liondon as fast as possible, as he had at least a
Liundred and fifty picces of business to transact on the following day ;
and accordingly, as soon as a postchaise could be procured, away
lie went, taking his clerk and his blue bag along with him.

As soon as he was gone, Mr. Quatterly entered upon business with
his friend. * This certificatc must be procured somehow, my dear
sir,” he said. Tt may be difticult and unpleasant to wait for journeys
to and from Italy; and vet how we are to get it without sending, 1 do
not perecive.  You look mighty cool and indifferent ; but T can tell
vou it the cxhibition of this document be long delayed, it may encou-
rage these people to plead ; and then Lord have mercy on your purse!
—for it will hea fight with them for life or death—or for costs or no
costs, which comes to the same thing.”

I am not at all inditferent, my good friend, I assure you,” answered
Morton; “ but, nevertheless, [ feel very sure that we shall obtain the
paper speedily. T know it to be in the hands of the fellow Williams.
Mont, likely he has not destroyed it before he was apprehended, as you
have stated, for the only thing he could gain by it would be by keeping
it : and, therefore, doubtless, it will be found amongst the rest of the
things which be may have thought fit to leave hehind. 1 suppose we
shall soon have over some intelligence from Mr. Soames, the con-
stable, and you can send over dircctions to stop all that belongs
to me.”

“That shall be done,” answered Mr. Quatterly ; “but still T can't
help regretting that the paper is not forthcoming at once. 1 sec risk
and inconvenience, and a great deal of law; and no one who knows
much of the fresh eggs of Mrs, Themis, can doubt that the sooner
they are hatched the bettier ; for if they are left alone for a night, a
thousand to one they are found addled the next morning. But tell me
what you are going to do, noble sir, and I'll be no clog to you.”

“Iam going over to Mallington Hall, my dear sir,” replicd Morton,
“in order Lo see something of the scene of such sad cvents, and to visit
the poor widow of the murdered man; then 1am going to return here,
by your leave, to dine with you upon such fare as Mrs. Pluckrqse can
furnish ; and then I shall go and drink tea with good Dr. Western and
his sister.”

“Where you expect to meet somebody else,” said Mr. Quatterly.
“Well, then, my yourlg friend, my afternoon is laid ont also. "First, ]
will walk over with you to Mallington Hall, if you have no objection :
then I will return here with you and dine; then I will amuse myself
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by writing a few letters, and making a few notes, till it is tiwe to go to
what the young people call Bedfordshire. Thug will you and T both
consult our convenienee ; I shull not be in your way, and you will not
bLe in mine.  But pray order the dinner before yon go, or else we shall
have to wait for a full hour after we come back.  Now there is nothing
80 unpleasant on carth as waiting for an inn dinner.”

Morton praised the punctuality of Mrs. Pluckrose, the grentest
virtue of an innkeeper, but took his friend’s advice, and after the
dinner was ordered they both set out upon their expedition, although
the day had become cloudy as the sun crossed the sky.  Mr. Quatterly
admired the whole scene very much. With the park he was pecu-
liarly pleased, and noticed all those little beauties which well-directed
art had added to nature, in a manner that would have delighted poor
Edmonds, could he have heard his words.

* All that you so much praise, my dear sir,” said Morton. “ is owing
to the excrtions of one man, poor Edmonds, who lics murdered ap at
the housc there. He was a fine specimen of that very tine creaturce
the English peasant of the best class.  Not without his peculiaritics ;
he was perhaps, rather clevated by them than otherwise, tor they were
all of a fine and generous kind. He was blunt and straightforward,
but never rude or insolent, and rcsolute to do his duty to his master,
whether his master liked it or not; he was sometimes a little perti-
nacious, cspecially where the object required labour and exertion
on his own part. There was a certain degree of sternness about him,
but yet he was not without kindly and gentle feelings: and, indeed,
from all 1 have heard, I fear that his taking part with, and making ex-
cuses for, that wretched young man, Mrs. Charlton's son, when every
onc else avoided and condemned him, has heen the means of briuging
wretchedness to his home, and even death upon himself.”

* A fine character, but a rare onc in his class,” said Mr. Quatierly.

* Nay, I do not think so,” answered Morton : * I believe that there
arc mere of such characters in England than we imagine, and that
there would be more still if various circumstances in our state of
socicty did not tend in different ways to brutalise them. Here, in
this very case before ug, a man in the rank and station of a gentleman
is treated both respectfully and kindly by a person greatly superior to
him in mind; and what does he inflict in return, first upon the
daughter, and then upon the father?”

“What ! exclaimed Mr. Quatterly, with surprite, “ you do mnot
mcan to say that the poor girl I saw married this day to that
young vagabond Alfred Latimer is the daugbter of the murdered
man.” :

“ Yes, indeod,” answered Morton ; “and I know not whether to be
sorry or to rejoice that the marriage has really taken place.”

“Oh! rejuice, rejoice at all events,” answered Mr. Quatterly ; * but,
tosay truth, this offers me the first reasonable cause for doubting the
young man's guilt. Notwithstanding all my knowledge of human
-erime—and it is tolerably extcnsive, as I nced not tell you—I can
nardly belicve it possible that a man, however depraved, should go and
wed at the altar a woman with whose father's blood his hand was still
wet.  Truth, that most extraordinary thing, is the most difficult of all
ores to extract from the immense mass of dross with which it is
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mingled, and in this case we may have got upon a wrong scent. Cer-
tainly the circumstances are very suspicious ; buat yet nothing is clearly
proved.

Morton was silent, for he knew more of Alfred Latimer's character
than good Mr. Quatterly did, and he did not entertain the same hopes
as his friend.  In a few minutes after they, approached the great door
of the house by the gravel walk in front ; but [ will not pause to re-
count. all that took place on Morton’s visit to the 1all, or during that
which he afterwards made to the park-keeper's cottage.

After spending two hours on the scene of such sad events, he and
Mr. Quatterly returned to the village of Mallington and the inn, wheye
the good landlady proved herself worthy of the commendations Morton
had bestowed.

We will not stop to discuss the dinner which Mrs. Pluckrose set
betore her revered guests, nor descant upon the excellence of the roust
chickens, nor the insuflerable hardness of the bacon, by which they
were aceompunicd.  After the moderate meal was over, Morton left his
companion for the evening, and once more took his way along the
bank of the river from the inn to the rectory, a faint hope of secing
fuir Louisa Charlton at the recter's made him  hurry his steps.
Nor was he deceived, for the finst person he saw on entering was
herself.

“1 thought. dear Louisa.” he said, *that you would be driven to
this kind place of refuge. 1 hope yon had not much to endure before
you gought it.”

= A great deal more than ought to have been inflicted upon her,”
replied Dr. Western, speaking for his fair ward.  * But now, my dear
sir, my sister and I will do our best to make her happy whilst she
remains with us.  Yet I fear there arc still a good many difficulties
and discomforts to he encountered before her fate is more happily
fixed.”

* Discomforts, perhaps, many,” replied Morton ; “but difficylties, I
trust, none. my dear doctor.  Mrs. Charlton’s opposition, I know, we
wmust expect; but, if Louisa feels as T hope she doces, that opposition
need cause no delay whatever in our arrangements. The law must
afterwards take its course, and pronounce how far we may be affected
by the lady's decision.  But, after a scene which took place this morn-
ing before you arrived, I think you will see that it is nnnecessary for
us to pay any attention to Mrx. Charlton’s proceedings, as hey, opinion
of mec or any other person depends entirely upon our pliability in re-
gard to certain views which secem to me not of the wost honest cha-
racter.  However, of that hercafter.”

The conversation now turncd to other subjects, hut still the cvents
of the day formed, of course, the principal topic, and as all thoxe events
were sad—as they all showed, in different points of view, the depravity
ortolly of hnman nature, the general tenor of that evening's conjerence
was semewhat gloomy. Yet Morton did not love Louisa less, and
Louisa loved Morton, if’ possible, more, as that conversation came to-
wards a close. Theslighter things ot life have their effect perhaps in
first attracting, but it* is when the deeper and the sterner draw forth
the more profound and precious qualities that the heart becomes knit
to heart by ties that can never be broken : for the small traits and in-
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dications which are visible in ordinary society much more frequently
aftord a view into the faults and failings than into the virtucs and ex-
cellences of our companions.

As the hour of ten was approaching, Morton related to Dr. Western
his visit to the widow of poor Edmonds, and the short conversation
which had taken place betwcen them. “ I must ask you, my dear sir.”
he said, “who know so much more of her habits and feelings than I
do, to turn in your mind what sort of position will be best suited for
her. 1 will securc to her an independence; but I know that.it will
please her best, and I am sure that, under existing circumstances, it
will be best for her, to have some employment for her leisure time.
There arc occasions, as we all know, when labour is a blessing; and
such, I believe, it will be in her case. The boy we will easily provide
for; and as to poor Luey, I féar we must wait to see the course of
events before we can devise anything for her benefit.”

“] dread td Shink,” said Dr. Western, feclingly, “ what must be
the eficet on' Linicy’s mind when she knows the whole of this sad
history.”

“QOh, keep it from her!” cried Louisa. “If it be possible, never
let her know the worst of all that has occurred.”

Dr. Western shook his head. “It is the saddest part of sin and
erime, -my love,” he said, “that they bring misery to others who have
no participation in them. You, yourself, my dear child, will have to
bear your share of suffering from Alfred Latimer’s errors, and this
poor girl, who is now his wife, must endure her part of the same hard
conscquences. I see no possibility of preventing it. She must know
of his apprchension, which will doubtless be speedily effected ; and all
the circumstances will, sooner or later, be hcard, whatever be the
result.”

“]1 think it might be prevented,” said Morton, after a moment’s
thought. “ His apprchension, indeed, she must learn; but it seems to
me possible that by some one stepping forward to protect her in her
unprotected state the darkest fact of all—if it be a fact—that her hus-
band was an actual participator in her father’s murder, may be con-
cealed from her.”

“You say, if it be a fact, my dear sir,” replied Dr. Western, “ and
you speak in a tone of doubt. Has anything occurred to make you
hope that the opinions we formed this morning are groundless?”

“Little,” answered Morton. “Mr. Quatterly, indeed, has doubls;
but it seems to me——"

‘While he was gpeaking there was a good deal of bustle in the rector's
hall ; much more, indeed, than that usually quiet and well-regulated
place was at all accustomed to. Voices sounded, speaking low and
eagerly, and the tones of Dr. Western’s old butler, usually so grave and
calm, were at length heard rising powerfully.

“But I must and will see him this instant,” cried one voice, which

Morton theught he recognised.
*“ But I'tell you you cannot see him till I let him know, and ask him
whether he chooses or not.” - .

* Bat I know he will choose, and see him T will this moment,” re-
joined the first speaker. “I tell you it's matter of life and death ; and
there’s not a moment to be lost !”
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There seemed to come then a little scuffie in the hall, in which the
rector’s butler, being the weakest, as usual went to the wall, and the
moment after the door was thrown open. All eyes were turned towards
it——on the part of Louisa and Mrs. Evelyn with some degree of fear—
and instantly in rushed Mr. Gibbs in his own proper person, his
usually neat and somewhat ‘extravagant attire being a good deal de-
ranged, his Dlack and silken ringlets all confused and tumbled over
each other like a mob of corkserews ; but importance and vigour in
his countcnance.

“ Oh!sir,” he said, addressing Morton, as soon as he perceived him ;
“I have such news for you, though it has well nigh cost me my life—
come along-—there is not a moment to be lost—we've got them safe if
you like to have them.” ‘

Mr. Gibbs's mind was evidently over-excited, and Morton, fearing
that he might come harshly on some suljeet that would be painful to
Louisa, beeckoned him to come out of the room, saying, I will speak
to you in the library, Mr. Gibbs, by Dr. Western's perifission.”

* Let him come too,” cried Mr. Gibbs. “We shall want all the
assistance we can get, I can tell you, sir; but there’s not a moment to
be lost if yon intend to do anything effectual"—thus saying he fol-
lowed Mr. Morton out of the room. Dr. Western accompanied them
into the library.

The first sentence, after their entrance, spoken, was by Morton.
“ Well, Mr. Gibbs,” he said, “ what is all this? What have you dis-
covered ¥

“Why, 've got them, sir—I've got them !” cried Gibbs; “ but there’s
10 time to be lost if you want to have them.”

“ What do you mean, my good friend ?” exclaimed Dr. Western. “Do
you mean Mr. Latimer "

“No,no,no !” cricd the traveller, cagerly. “I mean the villaing, the
scoundrels, the chiefs of the whele gang, and I'm afraid every moment
that they should get away.”

“ But give us some connected account of who they are, and wifat you
mean,” said Mr. Morton, judging from the visitor's excited manner,
soiled and deranged dress, and whirling words, that he had drank too
much. “We have already scen to-day, Mr. Gibbs, how unjustly sus.
picions may be entertained, and of course can do nothing without
proper information.”

“Well, then, if Imust waste time,” exclaimed the other, “all that Thave
to say is that it is entirely owing to the Fragrant Balm of Trinidad. If
it hadn't been for that I should never have known anything at all. As
soon'as ever [ could get away this morning, I went over to Sturton, sir,
where 1 made a very convenicnt deal, and as I was coming hack
through the wood, just at the top of the hill on this side of Sturtom,
where 1 could look down over all the conntry, I saw two men ereepin,
up by one of the narrow paths, and, not liking their looks at all—for
thought I knew the villains—I went off as fast as I could. They came
nearly as fast, and, as the mischief would bave it, it grew quite dark in
the wood, and down, I fell, breaking my shin most desperatcly. Run-
ning was out of the question ; if I lay there I was sure to be murdered;
50 I took to my old trick and got up the tree. 1had not been there
two minutes when the blood-thirsty villains passed underneath, and I
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dications which are visible in ordinary sociely much more frequently
aftord u view into the faults and failings than into the virtues and ex-
cellences of our companions.

As the hour of ten was approaching, Morton related to Dr. Western
his visit to the widow of poor Edmonds, and the short conversation
which had taken place between them. 1 must ask you. my dear sir.”
he gaid, “who know so much more of her habits and feclings than T
do, to turn in your mind what sort of position will be Dest suited for
her. T will gecure to her an independence ; but T kunow that.it will
please her best, and T am sure that, under existing circumstances, it
will be best for her, to have some employment, for her leisure time.
There arc occasions, as we all know, when lahour is a blessing ; and
such, T belicve, it will be in her case.  The hoy we will easily provide
for; and as to poor Lucy, I fear we must wait to see the course of
evenis before we can devise anything for her benefit.”

“1 drcad to Fhink,” said Dr. Western, feelingly, “ what must he
the cficet on Laicy’s mind when she knows the whole of this sad
history.”

“Ob, keep it from her!” eried Louisa. “If it be possible, never
let her know the worst of all that has oceurred.”

Dr. Western shook his head. ** It is the saddest part of sin and
crime, any love,” he said, “that they bring misery to others who have
no participation in them. You, yourself, my dear child, will have to
bear your share of suffering from Alired Latimer’s crrors, and this
poor girl, who is now his wife, must endure her part of the same hard
conxcquences. I sec no possibility of preventing it. She must know
of his apprehension, which will doubtless be speedily effected ; and all
the circumstances will, sooner or later, be hecard, whatever be the
result.”

“I think it might be prevented,” said Morlon, after 2 moment’s
thought. “ His apprchension, indeed, she must learn ; but it scems to
me porsible that by some one stepping forward to protect her in her
unprotected state the darkest fact of all—if it he a fact—that her hus-
band was an actnal participator in her father’s murder, may be con-
cealed from her.”

“¥You say, if it be a fact, my dear sir,” replied Dr. Western, “and
you speak in a tone of doubt. Has anything occurred to make you
hope that the opinions we formed this morning are groundless !’

“ Little,” answered Morton. “ Mr. Quatterly, indeed, has doubts;
but it seems to me——"

While he was speaking there was a good deal of bustle in the rector's
hall ¢ much more, indeed, than that usually quiet and wellregulated
place was at all accustomed to. Voices rounded, speaking low and
eagerly, and the tones of Dr. Western's old butler, usually so grave and
calm, were at length heard rising powerfully.

* But I must and will see him this instant,” cried one voice, which
Morton thonght he recognised.

* But I'tell you vou cannot see him till T let him know, and ask him
whether he chooses or not.” . .

* But 1 know he will choose, and see Lim T will this moment,” re-
joined the first speaker. 1 tell you it's matter of life and death ; and
there’s not a moment to be logt t”
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There seemed to come then a little scuffle in the hall, in which the
rector's butler, being the weakest, as usual went to the wall, and the
moment after the door was thrown open. All eyes were turned towards
it—on the part of Louisa and Mrs. Evelyn with some degree of fear—
and instantly in rushed Mr. Gibbs in his own proper person, his
asually neat and somewhat extravagant attire being a good deal de-
ranged. his black and silken ringlets all confused and tumbled over
each other like a mob of corkserews ; but importance and vigour in
his countenance.

“Qh! sir,” he said, addressing Morton, as soon as he perceived him ;
“T have such news for you, though it has well nigh cost me my life—
~ome along—there is not & moment to be lost—we've got them safe if
you like to bave them.” '

Mr, Gibbs's mind was evidently over-excited, and Morton, fearing
that he might come harshly on some sulject that would be painful to
Louixa, beckoned him to come out of the room, saying, * 1 will speak
{0 you in the library, Mr. Gibbs, by Dr. Western's perfflission.”

* Let him come 100, eried Mr. Gibbs, “ We shall want all the
assistanee we can get, I ean tell you, sir; hut there’s not a moment to
be lost if you intend to do anything effectual "—thus saying he fol-
lowed Mr. Morton out of the room. Dr. Western accompanied them
into the library.

The first sentence, after their entrance, spoken, was by Morton.
“Well, Mr. Gibbs,” he said, “ what is all thist What have you dis-
covered 17

“Why, I've got them, sir—I've got them !” cried Gibbs; “ but there's
no time to be lost if you want to have them.”

*“What do you mean, my good friend ?” exclaimed Dr, Western. “Do
vou mean Mr. Latimer*”

* No,no,no ! " cried the traveller, cagerly. “I mean the villains, the
scoundrels, the chiefs of the whole gang, and I'm afraid every moment,
that they should get away.”

“ Bui give us some connected account of who they are, and witat you
mean,” said Mr. Morton, judging from the visitor's excited manner,
soiled and deranged dress, and whirling words, that he had drank too
much. “We have already scen to-day, Mr. Gibbs, how unjustly sus-
picions may be entcrtained, and of course can do nothing without
proper information.”

“ Well, then,if I must waste time,” exclaimed the other, “all that Ihave
1o say is that it is cntirely owing to the Fragrant Balm of Trinidad. If
it hadn’t been for that 1 should never have known anything at all. As
soon as ever I could get away this morning, I went over to Sturton, sir,
where I made a very convenicnt deal, and as I was coming back
through the wood, just at the top of the hill on this side of Sturton,
where I could look down over all the country, I saw two men creeping
up by one of the narrow paths, and, not liking their looks at. all—for I
thought I knew the villains—I went off as fast as T could. They came *
nearly as fast, and, as the mischief would have it, it grew quite dark in
the wood, aund down, I fell, breaking my shin most desperately. Run-
ning was out of the question; if I lay there I was sure to be murdered;
so I took to my old trick and got up the trec. Ihad not been there
1iwo minutes when the blood-thirsty villains passed underneath, and I
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held my breath, and listened with all my cars. Well, I heard one say
to the other, I could have sworn I heard something running and. the
bushes shake ;' and then the other answered, ¢ It's very likely a deer
got ont of the park ; the pailing is very bad in some places.” You may
faney how 1 trembled ; but then t'other one said, ¢ It was more like a
man’s foot than a deer’s,’ so that made me tremble more, till I thought.
they would hear mc shaking. But then one said to the other, < It's all
quigt enough now, however;’ and the other answered, * Ay, if it was
any one, he's.off by this time, and he couldn’t be looking for us, at alk
events.” That was Jack Williams that spoke.” )

“Jack Williams !” exclaimed Dr. Western ; “why, I thought he way
in custody.” :

“ Ay ! he's out, however it happened,” answered Mr. Gibbs, “and
Brown with him, too, doctor; I'll take my oath of it, by the Fragrant
Balm of Trinidad, and all I hold sacred! I knew who they were
pretty well when first 1 saw them, and then when I heard their
tongues | was quite sure. Besides, they called each other by their
names; that is to say, Brown called him * Williams,” and he called

- Brown ‘Tom.”” :

“ But where arc they, then ?” demanded Morton. “Tt would take
a \;']holc regiment to search that wood properly, even if they are there
still.”

“They are there still,” answered Gibbs; “but they won't be there
very long.  As to searching the wood, that's needless; for I can tell
you exactly where they are, and where they intend to remain till two
o'clock, for { heard all their arrangements just as plain as a sermon.
They stopped a minute close under the tree, after they had said whai
I have told you, ag if they werc listening; and then Brown said to
Williams, ‘! don’t hear anything, Williams, do you?’ upon which
Williams answered, ¢ No, Tom, I don’t; and at all events we had better
get into the cave, for we must have some rest before we go on, and we
are in less danger there than anywhere clse.” ¢So I think,” answered
Browti; * but if I once fall aslecp I’'m not likely to wake in a hurry, for
it's a tolerable long walk | can tell you, Williams, with all the round
we have made, and this bundle is devilish heavy. One of us had better
keep awake whilst the other sleeps, and so take it in turns.” But Wil-
liams replied, ¢ Never you fear, [ shall wake &t two o'clock. I always
do; for that's the time I used to go up on watch. I must have some
sleep, too, recollect : for I've had none these three nights. Aud we
musn’t be much after two in starting again, that we may get on ten or
twelve miles on the other side before daylight” <Well, come along
then,” answered Brown, ‘and let us have gomething to eat and drink
first. It's devilish little use having got the money, if we arc forced to
starve ourselves notwithstanding.’ After that shey walked on a little,
and I began to think how I should like to follow them, and sce where
the cave is they talked about ; but I very soon found that it was nearer
than Fthought; for I could hear that they did not go along the path,
but pushed through the trees'and bushes near towards the high bank,

-and then they scemed to come to a dead stop, for I could hear their
‘¥oices talking again without seeming to move. ,They were far enough
off to prevent me from knowing what they said, except when they
spoke very loud ; but near enough to make me quite surc of where-"
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abouts they were. Presently, too, there came a sort of crackling sound,
and I eould see a red light shining through the branches, which showed
me that they had lighted a fire.  The dogs did not know there was
anybody so near, or 1 dare say they would not have made themsclves
s0 comtortable.”

“This opportunity must not be lost,” suid Dr. Western, rising and
ringing the bell.  * We must secure these men if possible.”

“ [ would do me a great deal of good, your reverence,” said -Mr.
Gibbs “if you wonld just let me have a glass of wine ; for, to tell the
trath, I am somewhat tired, and a good deal cxhausted, not having
touched a it of anything for a4 good many hours; but still I am ready
to go the minute the others are.” .

* You deserve high praise for your courage and activity, Mr. Gibbs,”
replied the worthy clergyman : “ and you shall have anything that you
desire which the house can afford. Bring in some wine and some cold
meat,” he continued, as the servant appeared; “but, first, tell the
coachman to come here directly. Now pray, Mr. Gibbs, let us hear how
you cscaped from your very unpleasant situation in the trec.” .

“It was all owing to the Fragrant Balm of Trinidad,” replied his
vigitor ; *“for, having a specimen bottle in my pocket, as soon as |
found that the murderers were safely lodged at such a distance as not
to hear a Jittle rustle, I took it out, and pushing down my stocking,
rubbed my shin till the pain quite went off, otherwixe I couldn’t have
walked a step, I'm sure. T kept a sharp car upon my friends in the
cave, however, and rubbed and listened, and listened and rnbbed, for
full half’ an hour.

“When [ was quite sure they must be asleep, I got slowly down
the tree from knot to knot, making no noise at all; and then
erept quictly through the grass towards the chestiut-trees and bushes
under the bank, making as near as T could for the spot where 1 had
seen the light glimmering when I was up-stairs in the tree, for I could
not see it now for the brushwood, but I smelt it strong enougd not-
withstanding. I picked my steps like a cat over the wet ground ; and
presently, as 1 moved about, I spied a gap amongst the leaves and
branches, not bigwer than my hand, through which [ saw somcthing
red shining, and, getting as near ag I could, I peeped through.”

“ And what did you sce ?” asked Morton, as the coachman entered,
followed by the footman with a tray of cold meat and wine in hig
hands; and Mr. (fibbs paused in his narrative.

“ Why, Isaw the fire of sticks beginning to die out,” replied Mr.
Gibbs, “ and that great big hulking fellow, Brown, lying upon his back
with & bundle under his head, and Williams sitting with his back
against the bank, and his head leaning forward, sound asleep. Creeping
away again withont making the least noise, I marked one or two of the
large trees near with my knife, and then came down hack again as fast
as I could to old Blackmore, the gardener's cottuge. I had-to. knocl
the old man up out of his bed, for his boat was chained and padlocked ;
but when he saw me, and heard what 1 wanted it for—though I didn’t
tell him all—he let me have it willingly enough, and I punted mysclf
across here without mrore ado. The boat is just down by the bank
there, and I'm ready to go as soon as I have had something to refresh
me a little.”
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While Mr. Gibbs proceeded with great self-possession and satisfac-
tion to comfort himself with the good things set before him, a consul-
tation took place between Dr. Western, Mr. Morton, and the coachman,
a3 to what would be the best plan to pursue for the purpose of cap-
turing the two malefactors, whose place of concealment had been dis-
covered by the worthy traveller. Dr. Western was a man of peace;
but, nevertheless, his sense of duty as a magistrate led him at first to
resolve upon going in person, and it was with the greatest difficulty
that Morton dissuaded him. .

“ 1 shall go, certainly, my dear sir,” said the young gentleman him-
gelf, “you know that I have a personal stake in this matter; for, be-
sides Jorwarding the ends of justice, I would fain secure the papers
which one or the other of these men undoubtedly possess. But both
your age and your profession, my dear sir, should prevent you from
going ; and, doubtless, we shall be able to get enough men by the way
to render our proceedings secure.”

“J don’t know, sir,” said the coachman, scraiching his head; * but
if yon cross over in the boat you'll find nobody but old Blackmore,
and he's too lame to be of any good. You and I and the gentleman
there might be enongh it's true: but, depend upon it, the fellows will
ﬁght.h like mad, for I suppose they've got a rope round their necks
any how,” *

“Doesn’t Miles, one of the keepers, live up at the corner of the
park by Mrs. Hazlewood’s cottage?” asked Morton; “we can casily
take that in our way.”

“ Yes, pir,” answered the coachman ; “and a strapping chap he is
too. 1 didn't think of him.” :

“Then we shall be enough, my dear sir,” rejoined Mr. Morton,
turning to the rector with a cheerful smile. “ Four stout men will
certainly be sufficient against two. Though any odds are justifiable in
such a case, I should be almost ashamed of taking more. We had
bettey have some arms, however, if you have any in the house. 1f not,
I must send for my pistols to the inn.”

“Oh! the footman has & couple of brace in his pantry, and I have a
Jong-unused gun up stairs,” replied Dr. Western.

“T've got a pistol, too,” said the coachman ; and Mr. Gibbs chimed
in, announcing that he had his two little barkers in his pocket, never
baving gone unprovided since his head had suffered in the very wood
to which he was now destined. He started up at the same’ time,
declaring himself quite ready; and, indecd, he showed a degrce of
alacrity and resolution which raised him high in the opinion of Mr.
Morton. The gun and pistols were produred, and then a sufficient
quantity of cord was sought for and cut to convenient lengths, with a
portion of which each of the party furnished themselves.

“ Now, go out with the coachman and down to the boat, Mr. Gibbs,”
said Mr -Morton, as soon as all was rcady; “I will join you in a
minute;” and then turning to Dr. Western, he added, “ 1 will merely
go and bid Louisa and Mrs. Evelyn good evening. It will be much
better, however, that they should know nothing of this affuir till it is
over, as it would only rerder them uneasy during the night, and poor
Louisa has enough to grieve her without any further anxiety.”

Dr. Western agreed cordially in this view, but at the same time he
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added, “ You must return and let me know, my dear sir, for T shall
Lermlnly sit up till it is all over””

Morton promised to do as he requesied, and then cntering the
dramnw-room, laughed with lLouisa and Mrs Evelyn for a momcnt.
Yover Mr. Gilbs's strange interruption, and merely added that he
thought it would end in the capture of two notorious malefactors, took
uis leave with as light an air as if he werc going to a party of plea-
sure.

CHAPTER LXIIIL

Morron led the way at once towards the cottage of the man Miles;
but by this time it was past twelve o'clock, and the good countryman
and all his family were sound asleep in their beds, whence it was very
difficult. to rouse them. At length after long knocking at the door,
and tapping at the window, Miles himself awoke, and, as apprchension
was the order of the day, and he did not choose to give such nocturnal
visitors an opportunity of forcing their way in, he brought his face as
near as possible to the casement, and opening it, inquired, “ Who the
devil are you ?”

“Get on some clothes and come out, Miles,” replied Mr. Morton.

** Bring your gun with you, oo, with a ball or two fit for it, if you've
wot any.”

“Lord bless me, sir! T didn’t know you,” answered the man in a
respectful tone ; bui, rubbing his eyes heartily at the same time,
* What's it all about?”

“ I tell you presently,” answered Morton ; “but make haste, my
cood friend, for we have no time to loge.”

The man retired, promptly threw on some clothes, and calling one
of his little girls to shut the door after him, speedily appeared, with
gun and powder-flask in one hand, and some bullets in the other.,

“ You had better charge,” said Morton ; and the man obeyed without
hesitation. Mr. Gibbs he stared at heartily, but recognised Dr. Wes-
tern’s coachman, and asked him how he did in a scmn-somuambulous
manner, while he went on, craxmning his gun.

“The French haven’t landed, have they 1" he asked at length, as he
followe ‘% M_prt.on up the sandy lane under the park-wall.

* “Oh no,” answered Morton. “We have not such serious enemies
to deal with as that, my good fellow. We have discovered where two
of the men are lymw ‘hid, who are suspected of having broken into
Mallington Hall, and murdered poor Edmonds.”

“Oh,” ecried the gamekeeper, “if 1 catch them Tl knock their
brains out.”

“No, no,” answered Morton. “You must be so good as to follow
vour orders exactly. [I'll tell you what to do, when we get~negp the
;spot. and yon must do neither more nor less.”

“ Where be they 1" asked Miles, in an cager tone, which showed that
sleep was now quite thvrown off. “In the chestnut wood, I'll bet any
money.”

« No," answared ’\iorton “in a cave or hollow piece of ground in
Wenlock Wood, I understand.”
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“What ! Gammer Mudge’s Hole ?” exclaimed Miles, stopping sud-
denly. “ Well, that's the very place Yor them to hide, to be sure. 1
haven't been there this many a year, and I didn’t think of it. But
stop a bit, stop a bit. If they are in there you'll want some light, for
at the back part it's as black as the coal-hole, cven in the day-time,
and we may all get our throats cut before we know ijt.”

This was a point which had neither strnck Morton, Mr. Gibbs, nor
the }coachman, and for a moment or two it puzzled them all very
much. .

Miles soon came to their relief. “I've got a dark lantern at home,”
he said.  “You three go up to the common, at the back of the park.
and I'll run and fetch it, and be up with yon in a minute.” .

They reached the top oi the hill, however, some time hefore they
were overtaken by the gameckecper; and Morton took advantage of
the opportunity to arrange his plan of operations.

“Two of us had better go in first,” he said, “and two stay at the
entrance, in case the others should miss them, and they should run
out. As soon, however, as we have got hold of them the others can
rush in to help.”

“They were both closc at the mouth,” said Mr, Gibbs. “ But who's
to go in first1”

Morton mistook him, and thought that one of the qualms of appre-
hension which he acknowledged having felt in the tree, had now got
possession of him again, and he accordingly replied, * You and the
coachman had better stay at the entrance, Mr. Gibbs; you can hold the
lantern, so as to give us as much light as possible, and knock any ot
them down that attempt to pass.” :

But the safety that is in numbers had inspired Mr. Gibbs with the
spirit of a hero. “No, no, sir!” he exclaimed, “ on my life that's not
fair. I found the fellows out, and [ ought to be allowed my part in
taking them.”

“8o you shall, my good friend,” replied Morton ; “but only, as !
think that Miles is a stronger man——"

“Oh! I'm stronger than I look,” answered Mr. Gibbs, interrupting
him, “and devilish active. IL.et me once get my fingers on one of
their throats, and the fellow shan't throw, me off.”

“ Well, so be it,” answered Morton, who, rccollecting that Miles wax
a married man, with a large family dependent upon him, thonught. it as
well that the more dangerous part of the undertaking should fall uponf
the dapper traveller.

When the gamekeeper joined them, though he did not venture to
cxpress his dissent so boldly as Mr. (}ibBs had done, yet he grumbled
a little at the prospect of not being allowed, as he termed it, ** to have
a lick at the fellows who murdered poor Edmonds.” .

Morton replied, ““ You must remember that they are only suspected
my gond-friend, and, therefore, there must be no more violenec than
is necessary to secure them. Probably, however, we shall all have ag
much of it ag we desire. So now that we understand the whole, let ue
go on in perfect silence ; and remember, Miles, not to unshade the lan-
tern till we are closc to the entrance of the eave. Step as quictly as
possible also; and you, Miles. lead the way, as I suppose you know the
place best.”
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“Know Gammer Mudge’s Hole? Ay, that I do,” answered the
gumekeeper ; “but what am I to do if T am not to go in when I get
there 7
~ “Youn keep close to the right of the mouth. The coachman, wlo
must come last, will keep close to the left, and Mr. Gibbs and Twill go
in between you as soon as you unshade the lantern.”

“ Very well, sir,” unswered Miles, “just as yon like, though I think
you had better leave it to us, in case harm should come of it.”

“No, ng,” answered Morton. I never put other men upon tasks
that I am afraid to undertake myself. Now, go on, Miles.”

The man led the way across the common till he reached the edge of
Wenlock Wood ; but then, instead of taking the path which Mr. Gibbs
hag followed once before, he struck away to the left, skirting the wood
till he came ncarly to the spot where the high bank, in which the cave
was dug, fell away into the broken ground of the common.

There the gamckeeper turned into the wood, where a somewhat
hroader and less entangled path was found, under the shelter of the
sandy banke.

When they had gone about a quarter of a mile a bird of the raven

species—whether their steps had caught his watchful ear, or whether he
was already on the wing—{lew over their heads with a hoarse eroak,and
they could hear the strong fcathers of his wings flap amongst the
branches. These were the only sounds they heard: all the rest was
#till and solemm, and silent; not a breath of air was felt; the thin
branches of the birch waved not, and the light leaves of the aspen re-
mained av rest. Their own step was all that moved, and cach took
especial care to tread as lightly as possible, and to hold the cautions
hreath. At length a faint odour of burnt wood was pereeptible, hang-
ing about amongst the trees; and Miles, turning partly round,
iouched Mr. Morton on the shoulder, as an intimation that they were
approaching the place.

Morton instantly drew one of the pistols from his pocket and held it
in his left hand, giving a sign to those behind bim ; and, afier taking
about twenty steps further, the gamckeeper stood still. Though com-
pletely dark, and though the fire which Mr. Gibbs had seen had now
wone out, Morton could perceive distinetly enough the dark outline -of
the month of the cave, and when Miles paused and faced round on the
right-hand gide, the young gentleman did the same within about a
ward offliim. Mr. (ibls also approached, and then Morton touched
the gamekeeper as a signal to unshade the lantern.  Just at the same
moment there was a slight noise in the cave, as if some onc moved ;
hut the covering over the lantern was instantly drawn back, and the
figures of the two sleeping men were straight before them. The fecble
raye penetrated faintly into the cave, showing near the entrance the
rough smoke-begrimed sides, but suffering the further parts to rest in
obseurity. They flashed full upon the faces of Williamy and his com-
vanion, however, and while Brown rolled over uneasily on his side, but
without waking, the former started at once upon his feet, excluiming,
“ Ay, ay, sir!” as if suddenly called by some one in command over

m. »
Without giving him 2 moment's pause, Morton rushed in upon him



286 THE BTEP-MOTIHER.

and grasped him by the collar; but even in the short interval, roused
completely by the sound of feet, the miscreant was upon his guard.
and grappling tight with his aniagonist, a fearful struggle commenced
between them. At the same moment Mr. (iibby sprang upon Brown
and held him down, meeting at first but little resistance, for the man"
senses were completely buried in sleep. But, as the grasp of his as
sailant began to oppress his throat he oo roused himself and strucl
the traveller a tremendous blow on the head as he started up, but with
out inducing Gibbs to lct go his hold. Then seizing him by the wais
be endeavoured with his great strength to dash his head against the
side of the cavern; but with active dexterity Gibbs contrived to avoic
the blow, keeping fast to his throat, to use his own simile, like a bull
dog, while Brown raged and swore with every blasphemy that th:
vocabulary of crime could supply.

The contest, in the meantime, between Morton and Williams wa
more silent, and apparently less violent, but more deadly. They wer
better matched in all respects ; the gentleman was taller, as active, a
much inured to exercisc and danger ; but not so muscular as his oppo
nent. He had his pistol cocked in his hand, too, but that only embar
rassed him, for he was determined not to use it but in case of the las
necessity, and as he was presenting it at his head with a low threat t«
fire, a well-aimed blow knocked it out of his hand, and it went off’ w
it struck the ground. They then grappled with cach other mor
closely, and wrestling with all their power, each strove to throw the
other, till Williams finding that he had to contend with one as power
ful and as skilful as himself, relaxed his hold for a moment, and thrus
his hand into the pocket of his jacket. It was for life or death ; for he
knew that the withdrawal of his hand from Morton's shoulder woult
give his antagonist one fearful advantage, but he saw the two men a
the mouth of the cave, and beheld Miles sct down the lantern to star
forward. His only chance was in despatehing his adversary at once
and the next instant a pistol was in his hand. Morton perccived i
turned towards him, and put forth all his strength. Williams stag
gered, wavered, lost his balance ; but still, with the pertinacity of the
wolf, that bites cven in dying, he strove to aim the weapon aright as he
fell, still clinging to his enemy with his left hand. Miles beheld the
whole, a8 he rushed on; and he grasped at the felon's wrist, turning i
somewhat from its course; but at the same moment that Williams fel
headlong, the pistol went off; and Morton cast himsclf upoh him
holding his chest down with his knec.

“Arc you hurt, sir—are you hurt?” cried the gamekceper.

“Never mind! never mind!” answere¢ Morton. “Tie him! tic
h}ilmt!.” and at the same time he pressed heavily upon his antagonist’
ches!

With rapidity and skill Miles slipped a noose over Williams's arm:
(while-erton held him down), drew it tight, and tied it fast. “Now
help them therce ! help them !” said the young gentleman, rising: anc
- as Miles sprang away to aid Gibbs and the coachman, who were bot!
struggling with Brown, Morton drew a second pistol from his pocket
turned to the mouth of the cave, and sat down, keeping a wary eyt
upon Williams, The man stood for an instant with his eyes bent upor
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the ground, without turning cven a glance to the strife which weut on
for a moment near, ere his comrade was finally overcome ; but at length
with a slow step, he advaneed towards Morton.

* Stand back !” said the young gentleman, as he saw him approach,
raising his pistol at the same time; “1 have not strength to struggle
with you now, so [ must fire, however unwillingly, if you attempt to
escape.” .

“ 1 was only coming to say I am afraid you are hurt, sir,” answered
Williams, in a mild tone ; “I am sorry for it ; but my blood was up, and
[ could not help it.”

At the same moment Miles seized him by the collar, and dragged

* him back; but Morton exclaimed, “Do not ill-usc him—do not jll-usc
him, on any account!” and the other three gathering round the youny
gentleman, whose face had turned somewhat pale, saw the blood
strecaming rapidly over the breast f his shirt from the right side, as he
leaned upon his left arm.

CHAPTER LXIV.

THE postchaise which contained Alfred Latimer and his poor bride
rolled along as fast as two horses could draw it ; but yet not fast cnough
for his impatience, for remorse and fear were upon him.

Remorse, was doing its part bitterly and terribly ; and the struggling
feclings within his bosom strangely affected his demeanour. Some-
times he would fall into deep and gioomy fits of thought; sometimes
he would answer Luey sharply and angrily, sometimes be prodigal of
tenderness and caresses.  He loved her certainly better than he had
ever loved any human being. He had always done so; and now he
clung to her as the only solace left, and the only fragment that he had
saved out of the wreck of better things; and yet the impatience and
irritation of his mind would not suffer him to be wholly kind, But
she bore all with gentleness and affection, as she had been lately taught
to bear; and she now saw that something, she knew not what, weighed
heavily upon his mind.  For a moment at, one time she thought, with
deep grief, that it might,be his marriage with her that irritated him;
that he might regret it ; that he might feel that it had degraded him
but then came one of those fits of tenderness which showed her that
such could not be the case.

She little dreamed, poor girl! that she was sitting side by side with
the murderer of her father; and that the hand, the burning hand,
whicli clasped hers, was stained with her parent’s blood !

Onward, however, they went, and had gone near fifty miles of their
way before ITarry Soames, the constable, set out from Mallington in
pursuit of them. But though poor Lucy was tired, and Alfred Latimer
himself became drowsy with the exertions and the watchfulzes of the
preceding night, still he went on, till towards cleven they rcached the
town of Southampton. As soon as the chaire drove up at the door of
the inn, Alfred Latimer inquired when the packet would sail for
Havre ; and, to his great relief, heard that it got under weigh at four
o'’clock on the following morning.* He immediately sent to sccure
berths for himself and his wife; and, after a light meal, bade Lucy
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retire to rest for an hour or two. But he himself did not lie down,
fearful lest the people of the inn, notwithstanding all his injonetions,
should not call him in time; and he remained dozing by the fire of
the sitting-room in a half-delirious sleep. The horrors that he under-
went during the three hours that he thus remained are indeseribable.
Kearcely had he closed his cyes for five minutes, when the figure of
poor Edmonds, as he lay bleeding on the floor the moment after he
had shot him, presented itself to his sight, and he woke with a start of
agony. Then, when he slept again, he scemed to hear lowd voices
shouting, and people sercaming out his name, and calling “Stop the
murderer !” and again sleep was banished. Thus it went on all the
‘time ill, at the hour appointed. the punctual porter of the inn came
with a candle in his hand to call the gentleman and lady that were
going by the packet.

Lucey was soon roused, and ready to depart. The trunks and boxes
they had brought were put upon a wheelbarrow : the bills paid; the
servants fec'd ; and, with the daughter of his victim hanging on his
arm, Alfred Latimer took his way down through the dark streets to the
port.

Tt was a finc clear night, the wind was light and favourable, and no
obstacle or impediment presented itgelf. The carcless examination to
which goods going abroad at that time were subjected at the Custom
House was soon got over; one trunk was opened, and then all were
marked with chalk, and carried 1o the vessel. Alfred Latimer and
Lucy went on board at the same time, and both went down below to
wait, for the ship sailing.

In about twenty minutes after there was a good deal of noise and
swearing upon deck, and Alfred Latimer looked anxiously towards the
eabin-door; but presently a sort of swaying motion was felt, the ship
began to bend considerably to one side, and the noise of rushing water
showed him that they had got under weigh. It was a blessed relief,
but still he could not rest ; and as he and Lucy were the only cabin
passengers, he laid down for a short time on the sofa by the side of her
berth, and then started up again, saying he would go upon deck to sce
how they got on.

He found everything now calm and quict, the ship going casily
through the water, and the different lights that marked the shoals and
headlands in that part of the channel distinetly visible. Wq avished
1hat they were all pagsed ; but still it was some satisfaction to be at
xeq, and he gazed over for a few minutes into the water as the ship
sent it in foam from her sides. Iresently, however, the captain gave
some oriders, the speed of the packet was slacRened, and then apparently
she gtopped, without however letting down the anchor, and in reality
driving on slowly with the tide.

“ What is the matter?” asked Alfred Latimer of one of the sailors,
who cgmasp the gangway with a coil of rope on his arm.

* Nothing but & boat from Portsmouth, sir,” answered the man, un-
,fnisteitling the bolt where what is called the accommodation-ladder is
placed. .

.Alfred Latimer asked no xore questions, but instantly went below,
and there remained listening wita the cabin-door ajar in his hand.
Presently the sound of oars, a grating noisc against the ship’s side, and
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voices speaking, were heard. A good deal of hallooing followed, and
then some conversation upon deck ; but the urihappy young man could
uot distinguish anything that was said. In another instant, however,

steps were heard coming down, and he closed the door hastily, and

Iaid down upon the sofa again.

The persons who had descended went into what was called the
coentlemen’s cabin first; but then almost immediately returned, and
the door of that in which Alfred Latimer and his poor wife were, was
thrown unceremoniously open. The first who came in was the captain
of the ship, but two other faces appeared behind him, and in one of
them the wretched young man instantly rccognised a countenance
which he knew too well—that of Harry Sommes, the constable of
Mallington.

His fate was no longer doubtful ; a chill like that of death spread
over his whole frame, and though he shook not, nor uttered a word, it
seemed ax if all his limbs were changed into stone.

““ Ah, Master Alfred !” cried the constable, in a familiar tone, ¢“ I've

caught you at last, have T? "1 was devilish clever of you that doubling |

upon me at Andover, and taking to Southampton instead of DPorts-
mouth, where young John Blackmore said you were a going. Bat you
ust come along now, and I am sorry to say I must put the darbies
upon you, for you sec the offence is a big'un.”

Alfred Latimer stood betore him without word or motion, with his
Liycslgazing upon him, his lips quivering, and his cheeks as pale as
death.

“ What is the matter?” eried Lucy, rising in terror. “ What is all
this, in Heaven's namet”

“Why, it’s a bad job, Miss Lucy,” replied Tarry Soames. “I must
take vour lover here- -that’s to say your husband, for I hear you are
married outright—away with me. I've got nothing to do with you.
The warrant’s against him, and you can go where you like—to France,
it it suits yow.” )

“I will go wherever he goes,” answered Lucy, clinging to the &rms
of her husband.

“Can’t allow that,” said Mr. Soames, in a decided tone; “and, be-
sides, you sec it is impossible. T and the other cofistable have got to
take him back, and the shay will but hold threc anyhow. Howsocver,
you can come after us if you like, though I'd advise you not.” ,

“ Whe.oiwfe you going to take him ! cried Luey. “What are you
putting those things on him for!” and she gazed with terror upon the
handenffs that they were fagtening upon hisyunresisting arms.

“Why, we are going back to Mallington,” answered Harry Soames,
“and that as fast as we can go; and as for why we are putting these
things on him, you see it’s for murder "—he had very nearly added “of
your own father,” but he paused, thinking, “I will not say that.”

_“For murder!” exclaimed Luey, “for murder! Well, he is my
husband, and I will go with him, whatever he has done.™ =~ »

£ v But I tell you you can’t, marm.” answered Harry Soames. It’s
o use argufying, it can’t be done.”

*“Then I’ll tollow,” sailq Lucy, mournfully—* I'll follow, wherever he
goes.”

- *Come,” said-the captain of the vessel, “ you had better glc; him out
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of the ship as fast as you can. I can’t lay-to here all night. I thought
there was something wrong about him when first I saw him. Come.
take him away to the boat.” X

“QOh, take me with him—take me with him in the boat!™ cried
Lucy; “at least take me on shore with him!”

But Mr. Soames thought, fit to assume a harshness which, notwith-
standing his various faults, was not natural to him. * It’s a great deal
bétter she should be out of the way,” he thought, “she’ll only break
her heart if she comes in the midst of it, and finds how it all is.
Better the young dog should be safe lodged in the stone pitdher, and
her father's burial over, before she gets home, anyhow;” and, thercfore,

" upop these considerations he replied, “No, that can’t be permitted,
marm. You may just speak a word to him, if you like, before he
goes. There can be no harm in that, Stay a minute, captain, there’s
a goodsoul. They are new-married people, and this isa hard parting;”
and he walked towards the door.

“ And what am 1 to do with the girl?” asked the captain, in a Tow
voice, following the constable.

“Qh! you must take her over to Havre, and bring her back again
if she wants to come,” answered Soames. “ I'm not going to take her
ashore, I ean tell you, for many rcasons; but be kind to her, there's a
good man, for she comes of very good people, and he's a gentleman of
high family, although he bas played this here trick.”

«*“ Are they really married ?” agked the captain,

“ Yes they were, yesterday morning,” answered Soames ; “ 1 see the
gentleman that married them.” .

In the meantime Luey had cast her arus round her husband’s neck.
and given way to the tears she had long repressed. But Alfred
Latimer rccovered himsclf sufficiently to whisper, in a quick tone,
““ Put your hand in my waistcoat pocket, and take out the key of the
large trunk—all the money ix in it. Go on to Havre, and then come
back again if you like, Lucy. But on no account bLring that trunk
bacK with you, or anything that it contains, but what money you
want. Quick—quick !—don't let them sec you.”

Lucy did as he bade her; and the moment after Harry Soames
said, *Come, I can't give any more time, Mr. Latimer; you must
come along.” .

“Well, I am ready.” answered the youngman. * Farewell, Luey t—
farewell I” and he kissed her tenderly.

They were obliged to take poor Lucy's arms from his neck before
they conld lead him to the deck. Alfred Latimmer went calmly.
though elowly ; but, as he approached the ship's side, the overwhelming
impression of the dreadful situation in which he was placed, rushed
upon his mind more forcibly than it had done before. The horror %
being branded and tried as a wnurderer—the sight of all those he ha
known from his youth gazing upon him with horror, and the agony of
a pulin: execution—all seemed to flash upon his mind &t once, and he
thought knything would be preferable. He was near the ship’s side—§
onc of the men had him by the arm to help hjm down into the boat,
and his‘ hands were manacled ; but he contrived to dart away, and at
one sprmg cleared the bulwark. A dull splash was heard in the water.
and a loud shriek from Lucy, who had followed close behind ; but the
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instant after one of the boatmen exclaimed, I have got him—1I have
got him! Here he iz !” and as they held the lantern over the ship’s
s,}i]dci they saw two of the men below pulling the wretched culprit into
the boat.

“Oh ! let me go with him—in pity, in mercy, let me go with him!”
ericd poor Lucy; buf Harry Soames and his companion scrambled
down the ship's side without hecding her, and the next moment the
boat pushed off, leaving her upon the deck.

“ There, go down, go down, my poor young lady,” said the captain,
in a kindly tone—*go down and sleep. ~ Perhaps they won’t be able to
fn'ove anything against him after all.” .

Those were the first words of comlort that Lucy had heard, and,’
after gazing for 2 minute in the direction that the boat took, she did
go down into the cabin, hut not to sleep. Still the captain’s words
returned to her mind. .

* They may not be able to prove anything against him,” she repeated
to herself. “Oh! no—no—no, I am surc they cannot. Murder!
Alfred would ncver commit murder! Perhaps he has killed some-.
body in a duel ; they call that murder sometimes, but then they are
always pardoned, and [ am sure he will be.”

She gave up her mind, however, to bitterer thoughts, when she
remembered many of the circnmstances that had taken place—the
companionship of Williams, the long absence of her hushand for
2 day and two nights, the terrible agitation he had displayed, his
‘haste and cagerness to reach a foreign country, and the sort of dull
despair that had fallen upon him when Soamcs and his companion
came on hoard. “1 will return direetly,” she thought. “T will get
back as fast as I can. But where shall I go when I reach Mallington ?
My father would be angry and not see me, and my mother will not
venture to have me there. I will go to Dr. Western; he » . ¢ kind,
though he may be angry, and he will pity me and help me, I am sure.
But I must go back directly. I wonder if they could not Jand
‘me somewhere as they go.” '

As soon as this thought struck bher she looked forth from the cabin,
and called the steward, inquiring whether the captain could not put
her ashore on the Isle of Wight? The reply, however, was in the
negative ; and a few minutes after the captain himsclf came down,
saying, “ [ sha'n’'t touch anywhere till T get to Havre, ma'am, but I can
Wring fou back the day after to-morrow, if that will do. But I think
vou had a great deal better lic down, for we shall soon get into
rough water.”

“The day after to-morrow !” said Lucy. “That is a long time;”
but the poor girl had no other resource. Steam-packets in those days
1id not span the seas as with a flying bridge, and Lucy, after brief
élelibcration, agrecd to the captain’s proposal to carry her back again.
Then, lying down in her berth once more, she turned her fage, go that
no onc entering could see her, and gave way to her grief without
Yestraint,
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CHAPTER LXV.

GREAT was the bustle and confusion in Mallington, even at a late hour
of the night on which the notorious Jack Williams and the little less
notorious Tom Brown were secured.

Mr. Morton was assisted up stairs to his room in the Bagpipes, for
by this time he was greatly weakened by loss of blood ; and having
undressed himself with difficulty, he stretched himself on the bed, to

_wait for Mr. Nethersole. But & very few minutes elapsed before that
gentleman appeared, half dressed indeed, but having a large caxe
of instruments under his arm, and his assistant at his back. Without
asking any questions, and with a very quict, deferential manner, he
procecded to examine the young gentleman’s wound, and probed it to
the bottom.

“There’s the ball,” he said, “there’s the ball. That’s lucky—we
shall easily get at it. I fear, sir, I must put you to a good deal of
pain ; but it must be extracted immediately, and then we shall easily
take up the vessels that have been cut.”

“J do not mind the pain,” said Mr. Morton; “but you had better
get me a glass of wine, for [ feel faint.”

Mr. Nethersole, as we have said, was a skilful man, very dexterous
tn the manipulation of his tools; and while Mr. Morton had hcen
speaking, he bad continued apparently probing the wound with a
curious-looking instrument, somewhat like a pair of curling-irons.

“@Get a glass of wine, William,” he said ; and at the same moment,
Morton felt a sort of tug, by no means of a pleasant description, but
it was followed by instant relief from a sort of burning sensation,
which he had felt just between the right shoulder and the chest, some-
what below the claviele.

* Here it is,” said Mr. Nethersole, with a slight degree of triumph
in his tone, although it was low and mild; and he held up before
Morton’s cyes a pistol bullet, which he had drawn from the wound.
¢ Al wiafe, my dear sir,” he continued, “no bones injured ; and now we
will attepd to the haemorrhage.” Before ten minutes were over, the
bleeding had ceased ; and Morton felt himself comparatively comfort-
uble when Dr. Western arrived, with terrible consternatiqqp in his face.
Good Mrs. luckrose, who had been holding the light with Spartamy
fortitude, now hastened to relieve the mind of the worthy recior, ex-
claiming “It’s all right now, sir: the bleeding is stopped, and the
bullet's out. There it lies upon the table.” :

But Dr. Western, without examining the implement of evil.
advanced to his young friend's bedside, and took his hand quictly iy
his. “Oh! it's nothing, my dear sir,” said Morton ; * the loss of blood
made Joe somewhat faint, but that is all the mischief that has been
dond.™ T took the liberty of sending for you, because I knew that yow
were sitting up, and wished you to communicate the fact to Louisa i
such a way as would not alarm her. But I darc say 1 shall be able to
get out to-morrow.” . ‘

Mr. Nethersole shook his hoad. *“Perfect quiet, my dear sir,” he
said, “is absolutely nccessary. For threc days, at Jeast, [ shall nog let
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you quit your bed. The wound certainly is not dangerous, but we
never can tell the result of inflammation, and, as you are well aware,
some inflimmation must come on, even in order to cffect the healing
process. At present | would forbid all conversation. Tt is my invari-
able rule. Upon quict depends your recovery in ten days or a fort-
night, or you remain jll for six weeks or two months. You may, there-
fore, take your choice. We surgeons don’t object to a Jong case, yon
know; but still conscience, conscience makes us give the patient his
option. .

*Oh! the shorter time by all means,” answered Morton; “and,
therefore, 1 will merely speak a few words to Dr. Western, and bid,
him good-night.” 4

Mr. Nethersole, taking the hint, retired to the other side of the
room, wiped his instruments, washed his hands, and conversed a few
moments with Mrs. Pluckrose, while Morton requested the clergyman
to take every measure for sccuring the comfort of poor Mrs. Edmonds,
and arranging the funcral of her husband after the coroner's inquest
had taken place. Many were the messages, also, which he sent Louisa,
beseeching her not to make herself uneasy; hut Dr. Western well knew
that jt would be in vain to attempt to relieve Louisa’s anxicty till she
herself could see him.

With the earliest light of day Louisa was up ; and in less than half
an hour afterwards was down in Dr. Western's study. As always hap-
pens in such eases, the very tidings which Le wished to communieate
as gently as possible, were told by the housemaid in the most abrupt
and exaggerated form. Louisa might, indeed, guess that something
had been added to the tale over and above the truth, but still the fact
was clear—Morton was wounded ; and fear can be as great a magician
as hope, although in a sadder way. For a full hour Louisa continued
giving way to all the darkest fancies that apprchension could call up ;
and then, unable to bear the suspense any longer, she hastened to the
room of Mrs. Evelyn, and knocking at the door craved admission, The
tale was soon told, and the old lady endeavoured to soothe her as
much as possible, but as the best means of satisfying both, she went
away, hall-dressed as she was, to her brother's room.

Dr. Western did not pake them wait, for he was already up gnd
dressed ; and, hurrying out, he informed Louisa, kindly and tenderly,
but with pegfect truth, of the state of the case.

“ Morton is certainly hurt, my dear,” he said, “ but not dangerously.
I assure you there is not the slightest cause for apprehension, and you
know that I would not say 8o unless 1 had good grounds.”

“T am perfectly certain of that,” replied Louiss; “and your assur-
ance is o great comfort to me; but yet [ should be more happy if—do
you think there would be any harm or impropriety in my going with
you to sce him ?”

“No, my dear,” answered Dr. Western ; ¢ circumstancedsas you are,
and with your guardian ut your side, I think there would be none ; but,
there is an objection of another kind. Mr. Nethersole recommends
perfect quiet for the next three days. Now, I need not tell you, Louisa,
that Morton could not*see you without very different emotions from
those with which he would receive the surgeon, or the surgeon’s
assistant. Thercfore, T think you had better forbear.”
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Louisa was reasonable. “ Whatever I may feel,” she gaid, “ I will do
nothing to protract his illness ; but at all events, as [ supposc you wil!
go to sec him yourself, I may accompany you to the door. That will
be some satisfaction.”

To this there was no objection ; and it was arranged that about the
middle of the day Louisa, Mrs. Evelyn, and the good doctor,should go
together to the inn, and thence cross over to Mallington Park, on a
visit of consolation to poor Mrs. Edmonds. Before they set out, a
message from Mr. Nethersole brought the welcome intelligence that
Morton was proceeding perfectly well, and that he wished to gee Dr.
Western, to which the surgeon assented ; and when. after having
‘waitwd in the carriage for about a quarter of an hour, while the clergy-
man visited the wounded man, Louisa was again joined by her guardian,
she received the still hetter tidings, that her lover was apparently
better than the night before; and Dr. Western added, with a smile,
“The only danger is that he seems so well, it will be difficult to keep
him quiet.” .

The carringe drove slowly over the bridge; and, at the spot where
the roads erossed, was turning to the left towards the rectory, when,
suddenly, dashing down the hill as fast as four horscs could bring it,
appearcd a postchaise approaching the inn. Louisa’s eyes were turned
in that direction, when she naturally gazed at so unusual a sight in the
little town of Mallington ; but the first ohject she beheld in the vehicle
wag Alfred Latimer, seated between the constable, Harry Soames, and
another man, to whom she was a stranger. The face of her step-
mother's son, once florid and healthy, was now as pale as death ; and
therc was something in the position in which he sab, in the straitened
and forward posture of the anns, which showed her that his wrists were
manacled.  HHis eyes were bent down, so that, though seen, he did not
sce anything that wus passing around ; and Louisa drew back in the
carriage, and pressed her hand upon her brow. Dr. Western's chariot
rolleq on without pause; and the fearful sight of onc who had called
her sister brought past his own door as a captured felon was soon re-
moved from her eyes.

‘THE STEP-MOTHER.
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CHAPTER LXVL

Jost one week passed after the discovery of the murder at the Hall

and, at the usual hour in the evening, the London coach stopped at the
inn in Mallington with a heavier load than it ordinarily brought. The
burden, indecd, was not destined to swell even for a time the popula-
tion of ihe little town; for only one passcnger got out of the inside
and gave any indication of an inclination to remain. That one was a
Tady, simply, though nicely dressed; and one box, or rather trank,
which contained her worldly goods, was taken from the boot by the
coachman, and sct down at the door of the Bagpipes. Mrs. Pluckrose
was wailing, as she not uncommonly did, to see what, fortune fate would
send her by the coach, and, after eyeing the lady for a moment, for her
features were not clearly discernible through a thick veil, she ap-
proached with a courtesy, axking if she intended to stay in Mal-
lington.

* I will leave the trunk here, Mrs. Pluckrose,” said a voice the good
landlady knew right well; “but T must go down to Dr. Western’s
immediately.”

“ Dear me, Miss Lucy I" exelaimed Mrs. Pluckrose. ¢ Dear me! is
that you! You have come at a sad time, Miss Lucy-~Mrs. Latimer, |
mean to say-~I wish you had come at any other time.”

“T know it is a sad time,” answered Lucy, “ I know it too well,
Mrs. Pluckrose ; but, nevertheless, 1 muast go down to Dr. Western's
directly.” )

“Oh, don't go there jystnow, ma'am !” rejoined the worthy landlady.
“Dow’t go there just now, my dear child —or, at all events, stop a
little Yere. “Come into my parlour, there you can be quite quict and
private.” .

“No, no!” answered Lucy Edmonds: “I must not stop for any-
thing. . Only just take care of my trunk till 1 know where I can lic,
Mrs. Pluckrosc; I am determined to do just what Dr. Western tells
me ; and wherever he tellsme I ought to go, there I will go.”

“ Well, that's right—that's very right!” answered Mrs. Pluckrose ;
“Dut, yet, my dear, 1 wish yon would wait here for a little.”

Before Ipycy could answer, the coachman came up, withhis bill in
his hand, sying, “Four-and-twenty shillings, if you please, maam;”
and the landlady was called away to reckon with onc of the travellers,
who was about to procded. .

Luey paid the money, received the admonition to “remember the
coachman” with due attention, and then crossing over the way, fol-
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lowed the road by the river bank towards the rectory. Her steps were
wavering and uncertain—her eyes bent upon the ground, and, to tell
the truth, they were filled with tears, for exery painful memory of the
past, and every dark anticipation of the future, rose up before her, as -
she proceeded through the scenes of her carly days, with none to wel-
come her, with none to offer one kindly word, or greet the wanderer’s
return with an embrace. ¥From time to time she looked around, ax it
fearful that some one should see her whom she had formerly known.
She dreaded to meet her father's eyes, little dreaming that those eyves
were covered with the shroud. Even the mother who had so loved her
—~who had always been so tender and so kind—she would fain have
‘shunaed, little knowing that that mother was standing by a husband’s,
grave on the road directly hefore. ,

When she had advanced about a quarter of a mile, she saw a lady
and a gentleman coming slowly towards her, the latter very pale, and
apparently languid and ill; the former with her eyes anxiously
turned towards his countenance, and her hand resting very lightly
on his arm. Lucy instantly recognised Miss Charlton and Mr.
Morton, but she could not make up her mind to speak to them :
and anxious to avoid their notice- -though she might have passed
safely under the thick veil which she wore—she crossed the little
bit of green sward which lay between the road and the river, and -
gazed upon the passing waters, as if some seeret treasure lny hidden.
beneath their course. \

‘When they had passed by, she resumed her walk, and was approach- -
ing the rectory, when she canght a sight of Dr. Western’s figure coming ¢
by a private gate from the churchyard into his own grounds. But upon
the open road, before the rectory, there was another sight—two under-
takers, in black, were leading the way from the churchyard hefore a
long string of other persons, with all the signs of deep mourning in
their apparel and demeanour, who secmed to have been attending a
funerpl. Luey hurried forward, in the hope of avoiding them, by the |
gates which led into the garden of the rectory ; but, just as she did so,
her eye fell upon the form of a young boy, walking beside a womuan,
whose face was buried in her handkerchief. They were the two first of
the sad procession, the principal mourners, gnd in the one Luey recog-
nised her brother.  Who was the other? The poor girl eyed her with
a sinking dread at her heart, which made her whole frggue tremble.
The woman withdrew her handkerchief for a moment frotn her
streaming eyes to speak a word or two with the boy, and Lucy be-
held her mother.

A paxt of the truth—happily, only a’ part—flashed instantly upon
her mind. Her father was dead! She aceused herself of killitig him ;
and, giving way to the sudden impulse of grief and love, she darted
forward towards her mother; but ere she reached her, all the exhaus-
tion that, aweek of agonising suspense had produced, the weariness of
travelling, the lassitude of long-endured gricf, overpowered her corpo-,
real energies; she felt an indescribable sick faintness spread over heé
whole frame, the objects swam before her eyes, her brain seemed to
turn round, and she sank senscless at her mother’s feet.

It needed not the sight of hev face to show her mother who she
was; and Mrs. Edmonds stooped tenderly pver her while one of the



THE STEP-MOTHER. 207

men who had followed the body of the poor park-keeper to the tomb,
lifted the unhappy girl in his arms. There was no look of reproach
upon the widows countenanee—there was no reproachful feeling in
her heart.  She knew well that the grief and agony of her child, when
she came to learn the whole, would be far more than sufficient punish-
ment for any fault she had committed, althongh Mrs. Edmonds was
not awarc of how much there was to palliate Lucys conduct, or that
she was rather the vietim than the offender. While she was thns
hanging over her, with all a mother's feelings strong in her heart, and
while Luey’s brother was rabbing her hand, and gazing at the same
time at the wedding-ring upon her finger, the voice of Dr. Westegn
(who had been drawn to the spot by tlhe sudden halt of the fineral
party, and the little bustle that succeeded) was heard from within
;,he garden-fenee, desiring that Lucy might be brought into his
house. .

This was soon done; and under Mrs. Evelyn's kind management
the poor girl was speedily restored to consciousness; hut as soon
as Dr. Western saw the returning colour appear in her cheek he
took. her mother into the adjoining room, and urged upon her the
necessity of concealing from her daughter as long as possible, the
awful facts of which she herself had become by this time aware.
Mrs. Edmonds would willingly enough have yiclded to the good
rector’s advice, but she started a difficulty which he had not fpreseen,
for she knew her danghter better than he did.

“1 will do anything you tcll me, sir,” answered the widow, in her
humble manner ; * but I can't help thinking my poor girl is suffering
worye than she would do if she knew the whole truth. She fancies, sir,
that it has been her going away killed her father. T could see it in a
minute ; and if you will ask her you will fied it s0.”

“Such may be the case, indeed,” answered Dr. Western ; “ but we
will ascertain the fact, and act accordingly. et me speak with her
first, Mrs. Edmonds ;” and returning to the library, where Lucy still
Jay upon the sofa, though now much recovered, he sat down by her,

hile her mother held her hapd and kissed it.  °

*“You are all very kind to me,” said poor Lucy, “much kinder thamn
I have deserved ; and yet, indeed, indeed, if you knew all, you would
see 1 am not so muclf to blame as you think. O, my poor father ! if
he cquld bt have known >’ and she burst into tears.

""Luc,v. my dear child,” said Dr. Western, “we have no cause to
think that he believed you so much to blame as you suppose he did—
at least after his first anger was over. Doubtless, he would have been
casily brought to forgive you, especially when he heard of your mar-
riage, had not this fatal accident deprived us of him.”

“ A fatal accident ! ” exclaimed Lucy; “then it was not my doing !
—A fatal accident !”

“Yes, my dear child,” replicd the rector: “he met hig death.
by violence, it would seem; but as yet we know not the full qarti--
culars.” .

“By violence !” e¢xied Lucy, raising herself, deadly pale, and gazing
in the clergyman)s face. “By violence !—and my husband-—Oh,
Heaven! my husbapd !—violencd !'—murder !” and she fell back
again, as if life had uttarly departed.
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CHAPTER LXVILI

In the prison at Sturton, in which Alfred Latimer, with his two com-
panions in erime, Williams and Brown, were now confined, a good deal
of Jaxity existed. The prisoners were allowed to purchase anything
they liked, if ‘he governor of the prison did not judge it dangerous.
They were suffered to walk out in the yard, to converse together, to
arrange any plans they might think fit, and 1o see any one who might
come to visit them. favoured by a magistrate's order, or the governor's
caprice. The three persons I have named, all churged with the samce
crime, and committed very nearly upon the sawme evidence, were,
nevertheless, very differently dealt with. Alfred Latimer, undoubtedly
the most. criminal of the threc, knew little of the rigours of imprison-
ment but the name. e was a young gentileman, and was treated in
a very gentlemanly manner indeed. He had a comfortable room in
the governor's own lodging, u well-furnished table, wine at will, books
to read, paper to write, and occasionally a gaine at piquet with another
favoured culprit committed to the same gaol. When he walked out in
the vard, no clanking irons announced the felon; and had it not heen
for the downcast look and gloomy brow, the quivering lip and the
abstracted air, one might have sapposed him a visitor, brought by
curiosity to cxamine the interior of the gaol.

Neither was Williams manacled, though the disperate resistance he
had made when he was taken, and the wound he had inflicted upon
Mr. Morton, might have well justified such a precaution. But since
his confincment he had shown himself perfectly calm, tranquil, and
obedient. His resistance, in the first inst?ncc, he shrewdly ®xplained
away, saying, that, suddenly startled out of his sleep, after a long and
fatigning walk, he did not know what his captors wanted, and cxpress-
ing great and apparently sincerc regret that he had hurt the young
gentleman, who, he added, had always been very civil to him. He
frequently as'ted after his health, and seemed well pleased to hear that
he was recovering rapidly, displaying a grcat wish to see him, and ask
his pardon for having wounded him.

Tom Brown, on the contrary, never appeared without being accoutred
with what he himself called the *“darbies;” but, to say trath, he had
given cause for severity, having kinocked down and nearly murdered
one of the turnkeys two days after his committal. He thought him-



THE STEP-MOTHER. . 200

self very 1Il used, indeed, when, walking out in the yard, he found
Williams left to the free use of his limbs ; and a fecling of rancour was
generated in his bosom by the distinction.

For scveral days after their committal, Alfred Latimei did not
appear in the yard at the same time with themselves, and at first
Williams concluded that he had ecffected his escape. expressing to
Brown some satisfaction that such was the case. Brown gave no
answer but by a savage laugh ; and, as secrets will find their way out
even in,a prison, they soon found that their comrade in erime was
within the same walls.

Williams accounted for his non-uppearance by the supposition that
he was purposely kept apart from themn by the authoritics of the prlson,
which, as the management of unconvicted prisoners greatly depended
on eapricc, was not improbable. But the facts of the case were very
different.  Alfred Latimer, on his committal. had affected to desire no
communication with the persons under the same charge with himself,
and had requcsted, as a favour, to be allowed to walk in the yard at a
dificrent hour from that assigned to them. He said, and said truly,
though not for the purpose of trath, that his acquaintance with Wil-
liams, and having suffered himaself to be led into several wild adven-
tures by that man, had been the cause of all the evil taat had befallen
him, and he added that he wished for no more of his society. Bat
very speedily a change eaute over his views, after speaking in private
with u shrewd solicitor who had been brought from London to prepare
his defence.  He then saw that the evidence of Maltby, which clearly
established the fact of his having been in company with Williams and
Brown, would require a combination of measures with them, and he
thenceforward became ns anxious to speak with them as he had before
been desirous of disclaiming any connection with them at the period
when the offence took place. He so contrived it the next day that at
the hour assicued for his own walk he was apparcntly busy in drawing
up notes and memoranda for his lawyer; and afterwards, at thye hour
when he knew they would be in the yard, he pretended to be suffering
from headache, and requested to be permitted to take some exercisc.
The governor informed him in reply, that the two men, Williams and
Brown, were then out; bpt Alfred Latimer affected a tone of indiffer-
ence, answering, “ OW! I don't care for meeting them—I am not
afraid to mwget anybody ;” and having obtained leave, he went forth,

There were several people in the yard, besides the turnkey who was
watching them at the door; and the young gentleman, on first enter-
ing, had to abide,all the insults and annoyances which usually await &
new prisoner on first mingling with his fellow-captives. As soon as
he could free himself he crossed over direct towards Williams, who
was pacing up and down the yard with Brown, as if keeping watch on
the deck of a ship ; and, after a slight hesitation, he shook hands with
him, and entered into conversation with him as they wadked. A They
could pursne no topic long and uninterruptedly, for many of their
fellow-prisoners either crossed them, or eame up for the express pur-
pose of teasing the new comer, but from time to time they spoke of
the suhject that was natuml]v uppermost in the thoughts of each,
though in low tonés, and with anxious looks around.

*[ don’t think it will,do, Mr. Latimer,” said Williams, in reply to
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some obscrvation of the other; “I think they have got us tight, which-
cver way we turn, unless they break down at the indictment. You
gee that cowardly blackguard Maltby has sworn that he saw us all to-
gether on the very night that we came over the river, just after the
time when the thing was done.  Then, there’s that unfortunate job of
your bloody clothes heing found, and a dozen other things will come
out besides, if they haven't come out already. No, there's nothing for
it,” he added, “ but to get out of this place, if we can. I've a scheme
on hand, which would be casy cnough done, if it weren't for these
irons on Brown : but we'll talk abont it to-morrow, for it will soon be
shutting-up time.”

AMfeed Latimer returned to the room in which he way confined more
gloomy than he had been since he had entered those walls.

I will not recapitulate all the dark images that faney called up
before him, but only say that there lic sat for more than one hour,
with the thought of a dreadful death before him.  The chance of
escape from the walls of the prizon seemed so faint that it gave hinx
no relief. e looked upon it merely as a thing to be justified by
despair, and he gazed trembling on into the future, tasting all the
bitter fruits of erime.

At length, however, he heard the bolts undrawn, and the door un-
locked, and the next instant the governor himself entered with the
turnkey, who bore the candles.

* “ Your mother, sir,” said the officer, “ is in my room, wishing to see
you. I don’t know any reason why she should not; the magistrates
have given me no directions.  So if you like to see her, you can.”

To the governor's surprise, and it must be added to his horror,
Alfred Latimer's first exclamation was, ** Curse her ! she has done me
more mischief than any one else. I don’t want to sec her. 1 should
like to see my wife, indced, but I don't carc about this woman.”

The governor was turning away in some disgust, and without reply
bLut then the hardened villain seemed to think better of it, and ex-
claimed, “ Well, never mind, let her come in; she may as well see
what a terrible state she has brought me to.” And in a minute or
two after Mrs. Charlton entered, supported by the governor.

i I'will not pause upon the first part of the scene that ensued, for it
‘s too horrible to be dwelt upon. Bitter, Yorrible, and impious
invective, was all that the mother heard from the lips of ler son; and
strong as was the spirit of Mrs. Charlton herself, it was completely '
cowed under his wild and outragcous violence. She strove to pacify
him ; and, with her usual skill, she soon divined that the only means
of doing so was by holding out hopes. 'That quicted him a little ; and
when she went on to speak of the means to be taken for his defence,
he listened sullenly, and answered from time to time in few words and
in a bitter tone. ilis mind was led on, however, by several things she
said, tp think over some cunning scheme for evading the grasp of the
law. Neither mother nor son for one instant took into consideratiorn
the truth or falschood, the justice or the iniquity; the right or the
wrong, of anything they proposed to say or do. «To save him from an
ignominious death by any means was all that they considered. Mrs.
Charlton never inquired whether lte was innocent or guilty ; but, after
scveral schemes had been rejected, she said, in a low tone, “ Don’t you
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think I could bribe some of the jury? Three or four thousand pounds
would tempt any common man to do more than that.”

“ ITow the devil will you know who the jury are till the very day
exclaimed Alfred Latimer. But then, a moment after, he said, “ Stay,
stay ! I have thought of something. Perhaps you could bribe the
fellow who draws up the indictment-—the Clerk of the Arraigns, I
believe, he is called—to put in a flaw, and that would be sure work.
Bat it will take a great sum, depend upon it.  You must not offer less
than five or ten thousand pounds.”

“ But where am I to get it?” exclaimed Mrs. Charlton. “1f T were
to sell all my jewels and plate, they would not produce more than four
thousand.” ) L™

“You must get it from Morton,” said her son ; “he will give treble
that, 1 am sure, to marry Louisa.”

“He won't, he won't !” cried Mrs. Charlton. 1 tried that before
all this happened. He is as proud and hanghty as Lucifer, and will
not enter into any bargain whatever. If he would not do it then, 1
am sure he will not now.” )

“You must try,” replied Alfred Latimer, doggedly; “or sec me
hanged—that’s all. I don’t suppose yvou care much about that. Still,
vou won't like to have it said that your son died on a gibbet, for that
would not suit your own purpose. So you must try; and if you can’t
get him to do it any other way, set Louisa to axk him. He will do it
for her, if not for you, for I suppose you have quarrelled with him by
this time.”

“ Quarrelled with him !” exelaimed Mrs. Charlton.  “ T hate him, |
abhor him. Oh! if 1 have to permit that saucy girl to marry this
conceited, mercenary upstart, it will break my heart—it is well nigh
broken already.”

“No fear of that,” answered her worthy son, “ it’s tough cnough, or
clse you wouldn't hesitate when your son's life is at stake. 1 dare say
you think that under your new name of Charlton it will never be
known that the accused person is your son ; but I'll take carc df that,
for T'll call you as a witness at the trial, and have the whole story in
my last dying speech and confession, that you may have it hawked
about under your windows for a penny—ha, ha, ha !” and he Jaughed
bitterly. B :

“Do not, do not—for Heaven's sake, do not, Alfred!” exclaimed

“Mrs. Charlton, wringing her hands ; “ you know 1 would do unything for
vou—I'will do even this, let it cost what it may. The girl will surely
never refute me; but I will try him first. If I could but drive them,”
she continued, in a lower tone, after pausing, and thinking for a mo-
ment—“if I could but drive them to a sudden marriage, without my
consent, then the whole property would be mine.” )

“That’s all nonsensc,” answered Alfred Latimer, “therc's no time
for such manceuvres. You ‘talk as if you and I were to live for ever.
Better take what you can get at once, and drive a bargain with Mor-
ton. He’s a very good fellow, in spite of all you may gay, and gave
me help once before, when you wouldn't.”

“1 could not, Alfred, I could not,” answered his mother. “You
know very well I lrad not the mecays.”

“I know mothing of the kind,” said her son, harshly; “and all I

L
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now know is, that your son will be hanged if you don’t do as I tell you.

So you can finish the work you have begum, if yon like. And after

having contrived to bring me here, you can go on, and take me to the

g&llowe; but I shall say there, and tcll everybody, that it is all your
oing.”

“My doing !” exclaimed Mrs. Charlton; “what had I to do with
it?”

“ A great many things,” answered her son; “cdncation and ex-
ample, too. I know & good deal that there is no use talking abont.
now ; but it shall come out. by-and-by, if my mind is not made casy.”

He spoke in a threatcning tone, and his mother was profoundly
g,

After an instant she replied, however, “I do not know what you
mean, Alfred, and T certainly do think you very ungrateful. But that
does not matter; T will do all that you wish, all that I can, to deliver
you. 1 will sacrifice cven my just resentment, and condescend to scc
this man. 1 will ¢ven suc to an ungrateful girl who, forgetful of all
the benefits I have conferred upon her youth, now turns upon one who
has been more than a mother to her, 1 am sure; and if 1 fail there, ]
will contrive, notwithstanding, to raise the money in some way to
save my son, I will sell everything—T will even pledge my income.
and live in penury, if he too will not show himself ungrateful.”

“ Ay, come now, that is something like !” answered Alfred Latimer:
and, after some further conversation in regard to the means and the
agent to be employed in this scheme for frustrating the ends of justice.
the mother and her son parted apparcntly better friends than they had
met. Alfred Latimer remained revolving a new plan which had oc-
curred to his mind for making all doubly sure, and preparing sach a
defence as would meet all the evidence against him; but Mrs, Charl-
ton, enticring her carriage, rolled away towards Mallington with
thoughts which would not have been very pleasing to him if he could
have seen into her heart. Self, self, was ever uppermost in her
thoughis, whatever were the circumstances in which she was placed,
and not even maternal affection could act pure and unmingled.
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Tue gloom which had spread over the little party at the rectory, in
conscquenee of the dark and terrible events which we have lately re-
corded, had passed in a degree away. Checrfulness bad, to a certain
extent, returned ; and the feclings of all were at that point, where
amusement of any quiet and tranquil kind is sought by the mind, to
relieve it from the painful consciousness not only of the sad things
gone, but of others that arc to come. Gaiety, indeed, was yet far
away, and with Louisa Charlton, perhaps. would never wholly return.
But still there was light beyond the: cloud; and hope, having good
ground to rest upon, waved her on into the sunshine of coming years,
yhen the storm should have passed by.

The worthy rector had dined somewhat later than usunal: and he
and his sister. and their fair guest, were still sitting round the table,
evidently waiting for some onc who was expeeted, but who did not.
come.  Louisa seemed somewhat uneasy, and her kind old friend
jested with her on her apprchensions without a cause.

“Well, perhaps it is foolish. and perhaps it is wrong,” angwered
Louisa, “but I am afraid it is natural too, when we have scen such
terrible and fimexpected things take place. to lose, as it were, our con-
fidence in the future, and never sce a friend depart from us without
asking oursclves, ‘ Shall we ever behold him again?  Will he be safe,

wel injured, whens*he is going t*~
, 5 not that solnething very like our losing our confidenct in God ?”

it r. Western, in a graver tone. *‘If, my dear child, it is our
duty ¥ any griefs or adversities that He may send us with tran-
quil* sion to his will, depend upon it that it is no less a duty te
lgok forward to all his dealings towards us with trust and hope, in the
11 knowledge of his goodness and mercy. One of the best and most
beautiful exemplifications of faith in ordinary life is, the serenity with
which a good man waity for the future devclopments of God’s will.
We have no right to anticipate one evil, except as a céhsequence of
it own bad acts; and he who has a conscience clear of offence, may
‘well feel sure, that if advrsity befall him, it will provg ultimately a
henefit rather than ay inflijtion.”
“Well,” said Mrs, Evclyfl, who perhaps did not take quite so high &
view as her brother, agd anxious to cheer Louisa by more human




means, “ there can be no danger to Mr. Morton in thik case; and here
T think he comes, to show that no evil has happenced.”

The sound of wheels grating through the gravel was heard as she
spoke ; and in another minute Morton himself appeared. He was
still pale, and somewhat languid from his wound, but his face was
bright and cheerful.

“Here is a fair lady who has been frightening herself about you,
my voung friend,” said the clereyman. “Indeed, you must take carc
to e;ct no more wounds and brmaeh, or her courage will all wo—md
she had once  good deal.”

“There was no danger in this instance, at least,” replied Morton,
“for I had a phalanx of jailers and turnkeys about me sufficient to
Lavt protected a monarch. My journey has been successful, too, my.
dear sir,” he continued, putting a small pocket-book into Dr. Western's
hands, and seating himself by Louisa.

While the worthy rector opened the pocket-hook, took out one
paper after another, put on his spectacles, and examined them care-
fully, Louisa Charlton inquired somewhat timidly of Morton, whether
lie had scen Alfred Latimer.

“No,” he replied. * On asking for him, I found that his mother
was with him; and, of course, I could not break in upon their con-
ference. But 1 will go and see him some other day, dearest girl, and
offer him every means of defence; for it is but right that he should
have the full opportunity of proung his innocence, if posslblc.

“They are all here, then,” said Dr. Western abruptly, raising his
head from the small scraps of paper he had been studying—* There is
no link wanting?”

“The only one that was missing is there supplied,” replied Morton,
“gso that every difficulty is removed.”

* Well. then, you have no objection now,” said the worthy reetor,
rising from his chair. “ Sister, allow me to introduce you to a new
acquaintance. Mrs. Evelyn, the Earl of Mallington—My Lord, my
sister, Mrs Evelyn.”

Morton took the old lady's hand, laughing at her brother's formal
introduction, and saying, “ You must forgive me for my concealment,
my dear madam ; but as long as there was any doubt whatever remain-
ing of my being able to prove my title, I did not choose to assume a
name that might be taken from me; and haMag, when I first eame
down here in search of different, documents, judged it bess to le“)‘ LV
final name of Wilmot, retaining only the two first as Jdfpona
Morton, 1 could not well resume the other withont bc;n@xg the
whole seerct.” v

“ And do you think you deceived me" " asked Mrs. Ft'u)n with. a
quiet smile.  “I can assurc you, my dear lord, I have been well awaip
of the fact for the last fortnight. From the time when you were de-
clared the owner of M'tllmgt.ou Park, T settled the matter quite quictly
in my own head that you were the heir of the peerage.”

“ \"av, answered Morton. * 1 might have been the owner of the,
Park, my dear lady, without Ieing the Licir of the peerage.  But yous
have certainly concealed your knowledge very avell, for 1 never ima-
gined that you even suspected how the cane, stobd.? .

“Oh! a woman can keep a secret notwi hgtending alj man's libels
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pon her,” replicd Mrs, Evelyn.  “ There is Louisa,—who sits smiling

rere as if it werea great relief to her to be freed jrom the burden-—-

he has borne it most heroically, | can assure you, and never hinted it
ven to me, her oldest friend.”
;" From her I felt bound to have no concealments,” answred Mortone
»and never will. . Though I won her as a simple gentleman, yet when,
pnee won, she had a right to share all my thoughts.”
I Louisa gazed at him with dewy cyes. brilliant, yet moist, like a
andscape in the carly morning.  Buat bhefore she could reply, Dr.
Vestern's old servant opened the door, saying, “Mrs. Windsor, sir,
wishes to speak with you.”
i The words were addressed to Morton; and Dr. Western added;
¥&hie has been here twice before this afternoon, and scems burdened
vith her sceret also, for she scemed very anxious indeed to hestow one
apon you, asking particularly when you would return.  You will find
a fire in the library, and we shall be in the drawing-room, when vou
liave done with the good lady.”
| *She mentioned ouce before she had gomething to tell me.” an-

wered Morton, going out. “Oh! come into this room, Mrs. Windsor,””
pe continued, finding Mrs. Charlton’s housekeeper in the passage.
- Mrs. Windsor followed him into the library, and closed the door he-
hind her, looking, as usual, perfectly prim and quict, as if she had
come about, the most ordinary business in the world.  “I remember
vou told me, when last I was at Mallington Iouse,” said Morton, lean-
kg ou the table, “that vou had something to communicate to me. Is
} upon the same subject you wish to speak with me to-day, or another
Mrs. Windsor?”

“The same, sir,” replicd Mrs. Windsor, in her urual quick, brief
ranner. “I heard you had been wounded, sir, and did not like to
atrude ; but now you are well again, and things must come to a con-
lusion, 1 thought it best to come down, because there is no reason
yhy Miss Charlton,—who has always heen good and kind to cvery-
sody—should be made a bit more unhappy than necessary.” .

“ Certainly not, Mrs. Windsor,” answercd Morton. *“ But may 1
nquire what you allude to, or why you think your young lady is likely
0 be made unhappy at all?” .
& Why, sir,” replied the ‘housckeeper, “[ know my mistress very
wisll ek 110 Vi r for a grcat many years. One can't do that
uty seeingnd 1 nderstanding what she means just as well as she
With regard to you, sir, and Miss Louisa, [ have under-
g from the beginning, though I don’t think you did.”

Cpftai®gy not from the beginning,” replied Morton ; “ but 1 very
‘10 found that there was something to be discovered, Mrs. Windsor.”
: “40h yes, sir.” answered the abigail, with onc of her axioms, which
were rarely without a eertain portion of good seasc. ““It's a very casy
thing to conceal a great deal, but a very difficult thing to cunccal that
§£ are .conccaling something. However, as Mrs. Charlton never
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ought that I saw anything but what she wished me to see, T saw a
at deal, as you may supposq, and I very guickly made up my mind
s to what was her game® yithfyou.”
“And pray what méght itfbe, Mrs. Windsor?” asked Morton, de-
srous that the good lady 1d develope her own views.
20
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“Why, sir, she took it into her head when first you came uown, tnat
you were a painter,” replied the housekeeper ; “and she held to that
opinion hecause she was fond of it—long after she should bave known
better,  She thought, because you did not bring down servants and*
horses, and a carriage of your own, that you must be a poor gentleman,
at all events, who would be glad to marry a young lady with a good
fortane, at any price. She had heen laying it out in her head for a
long time, [ know, and you weve just the sort of person that suited
her, for you were introduced by Dr. Western, and had the sort of air
with you that would give her a good excuse for letting you be always
with Miss Charlton, without, pledging her to anything in case yon did
20t come up to her price.  So yon were quile 2 godsend in her way.” .

Morton smiled to find how accurately Mrs. Windsor had caleulat®d
all her mistress’s steps, and he inquired, * What might be the original
cause of all this, Mrs. Windsor 2—f{or taking it for granted that yoar
view iy quite correct, it secms to me that she has somewhat hurried all
her proceedings.”

“ Aye, sir, that's beeause she's hard pressed just now,” replied Mre
Windsor. “ She owes a great deal in different quarters, and people are
getting impatient.  She intended, some months ago, to have gone to
London, and played the same game there, but there was a difficulty
about money then, and you came down just at the time, and saved her
the trouble.  So she did everything in her power to promote matters,
and when she found out that it all went on as she wished, she was
quite delighted.  She got in a little fright, indecd, when she found owt,
that you had more money than she fancied. But as she had sat down
to the game, there was nothing for it but to play it out—which she did
1 suppose, the last time you saw her?”

Morton was not, satisfied with such vague explanations, and deter
mining to bring M. Windsor to the point, he said, * Why, what do
you supposc she did, my good lady?”

“1 wuppose, sir,” said Mrs. Windsor, with a smile at the question, a-
if it were quite superfluous to put it, * that she told you she woula’
be very happy to see you MissCharlton's husband provided you gave
up onc-half of her fortune; that if yon didn’t she would not give her,
consent ; and if you married without it, it would all come to herself.
I am sure that wus her plan, whether she put it in execution or not.”

Morton meditated, but the subject of his Yu, wvie w~- ..2. b."}ctly
what the reader may suppose. He was considering with h'm,;sc]ﬁ‘ 0
cxact topography of Mallington Housc, and calling to mi}ff: 2 rela-
tive positions of the drawing-room, the library, the dinindy wm, angd
the hall, with a view to ascertain whether Mrs. Windsoy, soulu- have
overheard what passed between him and Mrs. Charlton:™ He settiyd ita
al length, however, that such a thing was impossible. “ You are hot
very far wrong, Mrs. Windsor,” he said., ** But before we speak further
on these rather delicate subjects, it will be as well for you to tell me
what the. intelligence you have to give me is, and how it bears upon
these matters.” ; .

* Certainly, sir,” repliecd Mrs. Winds%-r’ “] am sure I ought to beg
pardon for speaking upon them at all. ' Bug Vou see, 1 came into the
house when Miss Charlton wus very yomk‘_;, and d have scen her grow
up as nice a young lady as any in the ', U, and I ¢annot bear that
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he should be wronged. All Ihave therefore to say is, that Mrs.
‘harltou has no more to do with Miss Louisa’s marriage than I have,
whatever she may say.”

* But,” said Morton, *“there is a codicil to Mr. Charlton's will, by
which it is provided that if Louisa marrics without her step-mother’s
consent, the whole property fulls absolntely to Mrs. Charjton.”

“Pooh! sir,” exclaimed Mrs, Windsor, ** that codicil is not worth a
picce of packing paper.”

Morton smiled at the boldnes< with which she spoke, though far
from being convineed that she was right in her assertions. “ Women,
T am afraid, are not the hest judges of the law. The codicil is all
Jrittenin Mr. Charlton’s own hand. signed with hix name, and though
fiot witnessed, is as good as any other part of the will.  Howevef, sct
vour mind at case about your young lady ; it luckily happens that I

m not 85 poor as Mrs. Charlton supposed ; and to one thing [ have
serfectly made up my mind -not to drive any bargain whatsocver as
o her fortune. She shall have all or none.  Her hand is too precious
% thing to be bought or sold.”

“I was quite sure you wounld think so, sir,” replied the house-
keeper. “ otherwise I should not have said a word. Bat with regard to
the will—I am certain you are mistaken : and as I faney things stand-
ling as they do, Mrs. Charlton will not be long before she begins the

atter with you again, [ think you might as well ask her onc or two
r:]’:mstions, and see what she answers,  First, sir, I would ask,” replied
Mhe housekeeper, “whether she way in the library for an hour and a
half, when everybody clse was in bed, on the night that Mr. Charlton
dicd ? and whether she didn’t write o great number of papers there,
and burn several of them that were mnot quite done to her mind?
:}l‘hen, I would have you ask her where Mr. Charlton was on the 25th of

uly, 18~—1”

“Why, that was the day that the codicil was signed,” rejoined Mor-
ton, with the light beginning to glimmer in upon him.

“That is the day it is dated,” answered Mrs. Windsor. “ But what I
want to know is, where he was on that day, for it is dated Mallington
‘too, | think, and there must be a mistake somewhere.”

i Morton gazed at her steadily for a moment; but the woman's face
was all ealm and quigty 4dding nothing whatever to her words, * I
1h e vl | " he said at length,“ ] had better call in Dr,
cstarn,to h¥ar our consuliation, as he iv one of Louisa’s guardians,
and~dax) vecutor under the will.”
tnow, sir,” rcplied Mrs. Windsor, in the same quict but
K tot/_ “ You are the best judge ; but perhaps, till you luve con-
ered the_hatter, it would be as well to keep it quict. Dr. Western
amagistrate you know, and may think himself bound to take strong
measures; which, when ouce they are begun, must be gone on with,
don't wish to do my mistress any harm: and 1 think if fou wgre to
talk quictly with her, and just ask her the questions I have told you,
21l would go right. It would be a sad thing, sir, to have mother and
“son in jail both at once ; esgfbeinlly for Miss Louisa. when it is herown
father's wile that she Hgs tofilo with.”

“ Yon are right Mrs. Wifidsor, untl 1 thank you,” answered Morton.

“Tt will, indepd, be ad™e# to say no more upon the subject than is
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absolutely ncecssary. s there anybody elge besides yourself who
knows any of the facts?” .

“ A fellow-servant, rir,” answered Mrs. Windsor, “ knows that my
mistress wag in the library a Jong time that night, and that she burnt
several papers; but no one ever thought of the date of the codieil, us
it is called, but myself. Whenever it was read 1 thonght, < Why,
master and mistress were both away at that time, or I am mueh mis-
taken ; and when 1 went and looked at my books 1 found if, was just !
g0, They went away four days hefore, and did not come back till the
week after.” ,

Morton mused. The first question he put to himsell was, “Might
it mot e better to do anything this unhappy woman demands, rathen
than expose so disgraceful an affairt” But the moment after.he W
plied to himself, “ No ; 1 sce not why she should be sufiered to trivmph
in her knavery. If she escapes prosccution, she ix perhaps too le-
niently treated.™-“Well, Mrs, Windsor,” he continued aloud, * I am
very much obliged to you for the information you have given me. |
will soon hring the question to issue with Mrs. Charlton, even if she_
docs not do so herself; and, should need he, I will send for you to
gpeak with me further. At all events your services shall not be for
gotten, you may depend upon it.”

“] thank you very much, sir,” replicd Mrs. Windsor, with o low
courtesy, “Dbut I wish for nothing but to sce right done; and I am
quite sure that ncither you nor Miss Charlton will see me sufler for
speaking the truth.” And thus saying, she courtesied again, and
quitted the room.
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CHAPTER LXIX,

WiuEeN Morton entered the drawing-room, after his conference with
‘Mrs. Windsor, he found Dr. Western with a note in his hand, which
the rector handed to him without, comment. Morton took ii, and
instantly recognised Mrs. Charlton’s handwriting. The contents of the
present epistle, however, were of a very different character from any
note of hers he had yet seen ; and as he read, a smile came over his

« countenance, the internal causes of which I will leave the reader to
divine, when he sees the substance of the lady’s note, which was as
follows :—

MY DEAR SIR,

“ T must, really remonstrate npon the conduct which Miss Charlton
pursucs, and is suffered to pursue. You must be well aware that I have
no false or affected prudery about me; and I trust that thongh my own
conduet has always been governed by propriety, I have ever shoswn full
consideration for the foolishness of young people. 1 learn, however,
that Louisa, since yon thought fit, as her guardian, to remove her from
my house, has been permitied to walk about the whole neighbourhood
with Mr. Morton, along; when that gentleman has not cven yet! ob-
o eumgpnscaen® his cngagement—as | suppose it must be called
topMiss Citflton ; whom you must know I have always looked upon
andTreated as if she were my own daughter. | should have thonght

leman’s own good sense and good feeling-—of which he is by
eafe destitute—would have shown him the impropriety of such
nduct.” .But [ cannot sit hy and negleet my duty, by suffering it to
roceed any longer without some explanation between himself and me.
1f, therefore, he is now at your honse,—where T understand he iv mmally
to be found,—I beg you will communicate to him what Isuy, and hint
‘that it will be expedient that we should have some conversation with-
-out delay.

# Pelieve me to be, my dear sir, yours, &e."

Such was the welkgl}c(f:tcd epigtle which met Morton's eyes; and



returning it to Dr. Western, still smiling, he said, “ Well, my dear sir.
what do you think of it?” :

“ Very bad, very bad,” said Dr. Western, shaking his head. “You
must act as yon think flt my young friend.” :

“Perhaps the best way will be to see the lady at once,” observed
Morton, after some consideration ; “for though [ must speak with
Louisa fully upon the subjeet, before T can finally determine upon any-
thing, it may be as well to hear what Mrs. Charlton can say, in the firet :

lace.”

! «T will abide by anything you determine,” replied Louisa, “for [ am
sure, Morton, you will remember that she was my father's wife, and
will not do anything that is nnkind.”

« Undoubtedly I will nol, Louisa,” answered Morton. “ Bat yet, my*
love, yon do not know the whole. T wish much that my good {riend
thtcrly was down here still, for I want a little of his lc-m] hdp in !
judging of these matters. T am afraid there is a certain perversity in
wy nature which nmluccs me to resist desperately one part of the fate
of all human bung

“ What part is that, Morton 1" asked Jouisa.

“ Being cheated, d(‘dl girl,” answered Morton, laughing.  “ But now
I will run away, lcbt I be tempted to use any more of bll(,ll hard words.”

Taking his hat, Morton walked slowly up the hill to Mallington
House. 1lc had twice to ring at the bell hefore he was admitted ; and
there was something in the w vhole appearance and siate of the hou%
a'negligence in the air of the servants, and a number of little cirenm-.
stances very nearly indeseribable, which showed Morton that a great
change had taken place since Louisa had left lier own dwelling, and
that the respect as well as aflection of the inferior persons it contained,
was gone from those above them.  The butler. who opened the door,
replied in answer to his questions, that Mrs. Charlton was at hiome, and
disengaged ; and Morton, as he followed the man, said, deliberately,
“ Iave the goodnmx to tell her that the Barl of Mallington wishes to
see her.” The butler instantly put on a deferential air, and while
Morton remained for a moment or two without, he could hear his name
announced, and Mrs. Charlton exclaim in a sharp tone, * The Earl of
Mallington ! What Farl of Mallington ?”

“Mr. Morton as was, ma'am, if you please,” gnswered the butler.

«Oh!” cried Mrs, Charlton, with a dry and sOlze eohat Sm‘!ﬁx\,lf\(\-
longation of the sound ; “ show his lordship in.’

Morton was a,ccordmwlv introduced ; and the fair lady, risin Made’
him a profound and 100 ceremonious conrtesy, saying, “ I am jgformed
that I have the honour of secing the Eamrl of Mnlhngton—-pnv, he
scated, my lord.”

“The same, my dear madam,” replied Morton, calmly ; for he easily®
understood that it was not particularly agrecable for Mrs. Charlton to
find his rank,and station such as would aftord no reasonable ground of
objection to his marriage with Louisa. As she remained silent, how-
ever, he coutinued, “ My friend, Dr. Western, informs me, that you
wished for some conversation with me, and&:,hought it better to come’

»

up at once, notwithstanding the latencss of \the hour

“Aund thinkivg, perhaps,” added Mrs. Charltan, who had rapidly



arranged her plan, “that the Karl of Mallington might find my views
different from those expressed to Mr. Morton. In that, my lord, at
least, you are mistaken; for, taking it for granted that your present
vank is mot, like your former name, assumed, that fact will only
strengthen the opinions 1 before expressed.”

“Let me correct onge error,” raid Morton, ax she paused for an instant ;
“neither my present rank nor my former nanie was assned, my dear
madam. My vame is simply Kdmond Morton Wilmot, or Wilmot
Morion ; and, as 1 uever axsume anything that is not clearly my own,
[ did not, tuke the title of Larl of Mallinglon, s0 long as any onc could
entertain a doubt of my vight to it. Awx all doubts and difliculties,
however. are now removed, I should e deceiving you were 1 to give
myself any other name.” .

“Lam glad to find, sir, that you did not deccive me hefore,” véplied
Mrs, Charlton, somewhat sharply : ©and [ only wish you had carried
your candour further, and informed me of your pretensions, as 1 should
certainly, nnder those eircumstances, have negleeted the honour of
vour acquaintance. I have, I may abmoxt say, an insuperable objection
to yonng women of an inferior rank marrving persons of family. |
have yayself experienced all the evils which result from such unequal
conneetions, and am most indisposed to sanction them in any case.”

“1am very sorey to hear if,” replied Morton; * but I fear, wy dear
madam. there is no help for it in this instance, as 1 have no power to
give up my rank, and no inclination 1o give up lLouisa.”

© “You speak with prodigions coviness, my lord,” answered Mrs.
Charlton, with her eyes gleaming; “ and | doubt not. in the least, that
your fortune is =0 cnormons as to inake six or seven thouwsand a year
with your wife o matter of no consequence to you at all. But, one thing
1 must say. that Miss Charlton’s guardiang will not do their duty, unless
they see, when such o sacrifice is made, that a scttlement guite equal
to the loss ix secured to their ward.”

“That will all be easily arranged.” answered Morton, in a tone of the
most provoking indifterence. I have the consent of hoth her guar-
dians, which is, T helieve, all that s necessary.” .

*“To her marriage with you, sir, perhaps it is,” answered Mrs. Charl-
toi; © but to your obtaining a penny of her fortune something more
is required— my consent.  You take her a beggar, if you tuke her at
all without my aprrolfation : pray remember that.” Y

A ortoR g stovoked more than he had lancied his contempt would
sufftr him to be. “If what you say, my dear madam, is truc.” he
re.(xlic‘d, “T think, takiffg the whole matler in a mercantile point of
view, you would be very foolish to give your consent at all.  Yon keem
W forget that it would be a great loss to you; and 1 canuot conceive
liow a lady of such correet calculations can cven consider the matter
at al--unless, indeed, you cntertain the opinion, which some people
have, that the grounds of your pretensions are not quite so sure as they
seem atb fivst sight.”

* Not sure !” exclaimed Mrs. Charlton, vehemently, “ What says

have seer .
registered—acted upon. ‘How will you get over that, 1 should like to

know 1”



“ There are two or three ways in which I might answer that ques-
tion,” replied Morton. *1In the first place, my dear madam, a Court of
Chancery gives the means of putting a right and lawful construction
upon wills; and it would be for that court to consider whether the refusal
of consent, which would entitle you to the whole of Mr. Charlton's pro-
perty, must not absolutely be made upon reasonable grounds.”

“There it nothing to that cffect in the codicil !” exclaimed Mrs.
Charlton. *The word is simply-—consent.”

“True,” replicd Morton ; “but the codicil premises that it is made
on the consideration that heiressess are too often the dupes of sharpers,
and that the power given to you is to prevent that result in this
instance. Such being the case, and T not being a sharper, the con-
struction of the will may perhaps afford a curious and intricate question
to the bar.”

Mrs. Charlton remained silent, and very pale, for 2 minute or two:
but at length she answered, “ 1 see, my lord, that you wish to frighten
me with the idea of & long lawsuit ; but T am not casily frightened.”

“1 should think not,” replied Morton: “and, therefore, what 1 am
woing 1o say will probably produce no alarm. The law proceedings
Mos. Charlton, may perhaps be reduced withina very narrow compass ;
for there are other questions, conneeted with this will, which may be
much mere easily decided than its construction.  The first will be-- is
the codieil genuine *”

“Genuine!™ exclaimed Mrs. Charlton, grasping the arm of the xofa
- genuine ! .

“Yey, my dear madam, genuine !” replicd Morton. There are
two minor questions affecting that greater one, which it will be well
for you to consider hefore you proceed further in the course yon have
thought fit to adopt. The first question is, * Whether, on the night.
after Mr. Charlton’s death, and in the possexsion of all his keys, you
did or did not pass a considerable time, when the whole houschold
were in bed, in examining different papers, and writing others, in the
library * The next question will he,  Whether the codicil to Mr.
Charlton’s will is not dated Muallington, on a day when Mr. Charlton

, himself was many miles distant from the spot ?” T would recomnmend
these subjeets to your attention ; und, nntil you have considered them,
T thiuk we had better delay any further conversation ; for there are
acts which place people in very great danger, anfl svhich nong, ofthyse

conneeted with them can wish to be inspected too clogt,? )

Thus saying, Morton rose, and walked towards the door. Shetgat,
however, on the sofy, still and silent as a statue, with her horrified exes
fixed upon the table, and the agony of detected guilt at het heart.
Notwithstanding the contempt he felt for her, Morton was moved with
compassion when he beheld the intense sufferings which his words pro-
duced ; and, after pausing for an instant at the door, he turned back,
and, ipproaching close to Louisa’s stepanother, he said, * Mrs. Charl-
ton, listen to the for a moment.”

She remained perfeetly silent and motionless, however, as if she
were deprived of all thought and sensation., “Listen to e, 1 beg of
you,” he continued.  * Louisa and myself are disppred to do anything
that is kind towards you.” We canyot recognise' a_claim that we do
not believe rightly exists; and, therefore, un_v%‘,’,"'lg you desire must



not be put in such a shape. We have no inclination to stir this ques-
tion of the will, unless it be forced upon us; and farther, allow me to
say, that, out of affection for her, I am ready now, or at any tiwe, to
do all T can to assist or befriend her father's widow. Pray think of
this, and let me hear from you.”

A ray of consciousness came into Mrs. Charlton’s ¢yes, and she held
out her hand to him. Morton took it for 2 moment, then released it,
and left the room.



CITAPTER LXX.

THERE are times and scasons when infense corporeal suffering is a re-
lief; for mental agony is far more terrible to bear; and it fortunately
happens, in the strange, mysterious union between soul and hody, that
in general the powers of the human frame give way when the pangs
of the spirit reach a certain point, affording either a diversion or a
cessation of thought. At her mother's carnest request, Luey Edmonds
was conveyved to the park-keeper's house at Mallington Park, under
strict promisc on the widow’s parl, not to say a word that would give
her any certainty upon the terrible suljeet of her suspicions.  Caution,
however, was not. very long nceessary : for though Lucy was kept per-
feetly tranquil, yet before mightfall she hegan to show sympioms of
fever. Her thoughts wandered, her cheek grew flushed, her hreathing
quick. and about miduight delirium eame on, in which she seemed Lo
Jose all conscionsness of her actual situation.  Sometimes, indeed, she
would rave of Alfred Latimer, bul then it was as connceted with the
past—not, with the present.  For nine days this state continued ; and
then, carefully and tenderly nursed, yvouth and a good constitution he-
gan to trinmph over discase and grief. The delirium ceased, she be-
came quict and more at case, but it would scem that, for a time,
mewory of more recent events was altogether obliterated.  She spoke
little, and only uttered a word or two at u,\gime, but. those words
showed that she had forgotien her marriage, and aibtfjc tegrilile events
connceted with it—her hushand’s situation ; her father’s'ite ; her kope-
less journey with Alfred lLatimer, and her own sad return to the scenes
of her yonth. There was a blank in memory, o cloud over o partt of
the past. Dr. Western visited her ofteh, watching with the xlost
kindly carc every change that took place, anxious to seize the right
moment for administering the only rort of consolation she could re-
ceive. One day it seemed to him that the time was fast approaching,
for Lucy wasmuch better. She was up ; shc could hold a conversation ;
she lidtened with attention, and apparently with deep thought, to all
he said ; and he ventured to dilate in general terms upon the duty and
necessity of submitting patiently to the will of God under all afflic-
tions. He made no personal application of his words, and left her, as
he thought, calmer and better prepared. Bujivhen he was gone,
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Lucy fell into o fit of deep meditation, and then gave way to bitter
tears. Her mother, who slept beside her, perceived that she wept
through a great part of the night; and though her health did not
sufler, as might aave been expected ; though she rose the next day,
and dresged hereelf with apparcutly greater strength than she had yet
displayed since her illness ; though she took food and everything that
was recommended fo her, yet a deep glésm hung upon her, and in the
evening she spoke with her mother for the first time, of her hushand
and of her father.

Mrs. Edmonds endeavoured to turn the conversation; but Luey—
though, from the agitation she perecived in her mother, she would not
vress the subject of her father’s death- - could not be brought to refruin

“from askiug further questions in regard to Alired Latimer. ot

“ Where is he, my dear mother?” she said. Do not be afraid to
tell me, for [ now recollect all.  They took him away from me-—they
put him in prison, T know. You must.tell me where he is confined,
Jor I must write to him—when 1 am able.”

The widow, sceing that she would not be satisfied without informa-
tion, thought it hest to tell her the truth, that her hoshband was in
Sturton jail.  But about ten on the lollowing morning shic set out to
inform Dr. Western of what had oceurred, leaving her son to sit. with
Luey during her absence.  When she went the poor girl was up and
dressed, and apparently tryving to amuse herself by reading; but as
soon as Mrs. Edmonds had guitted the cottage, she called her brother

»to her, saying, “John, 1 want vou to tell e one thing, and then I
won't ask you any more—Who kitled our father?”

Iler voice was perfectly eahn, though low ; and her manner displayed
little or no agitation.  But the boy, who had been warned heforchand,
replied, with glistening eyes, © Indeed T dow’t know, Lucy. People
say that tall wan, Brown; or the other, Jack Williams; but nobody
ean tell rightly yet.”

Luey was silent, and looked at the hook again, but her eve did not
move along the line; and had the boy been very watchful, he must
have scen that her thonghts were basy with objects beyond her sight.
About five minutes afterwards his sister Jooked up, and said, 1 wish
you would run up to the lall, John, and axk Mrs. Chalke to lend me
the great ook full ofy pictures that she once showed me. Bring it
down carsnliv.” '

Tprhaps hér brother might have hesitated to obey before his mother
reifirned, if it had not been for the thought of the pictures in the
bk, which he was well inclined to look st hiwsclf. 1le paused an
instent, indeed, but Lucy repeated her request : aud tuking his hat he
set off’ as tast as he could for the Hall.

As soon as he was gone, his sister rose suddenly, went into the other
room for her honnet and shawl, and having found them, hastened to
the door and looked out; then darting away with a qujek stcg, she
made a circuit round the house, gained the shelter ot the wool, and
hurried along one of the paths which led along towards the stile near

' Dame Hazlewood’s cottage. As she approached, however, ghe heard
voices in the road, angd turned away to the left to another stile further
up the hill, and thezyjssued from the park, and bent her steps on the

?

L



- LN STEP-MOTWER,
high road to Sturton. She walked on for some way with much greater
strength than might have been expected—but when she had gone
about half the distance, however, her strength failed her, and she saf
down to rest for some time by the way-side. In about twenty minutes
she rose again, and with tottering steps hurried on till she came op-
posite to a little public-house, on the other gide of the road, where she
paused and looked up with a hesitating and uncertain air. But she
felt that she could not proceed further on foot without refreshment, and
knowing the peopie to be good and honest country folks, well acquainted
with ler family, she crossed over and went in. At first the landlord
and hiy wife did not recolleet her, for she was much changed, both in
dress and in appearance—but when they did call her person to mind,
théy showed her such kindness as their somewhat unpolished nature ,
permitted, and sccming to divine whither she was going, set hefore
her some refreshments without asking any questions.  The good man
and his wife talked together, indeed, for some time, in a low voice;
and Lucy, terrified lest any one should stop her, remarked, that their
eyes were directed towards her as they spoke, and rose sooner than she
would otherwise have done, to depart, asking what she had to pay.

“You arc not fit to go, my dear,” said the landlord, coming forward
to her.  “ | suppose you are walking to Sturton—bhut it's a long way
for a poor sick girl like you on foot. 1 wonder your mother let you
come, aud alone too!”

A1 must see my hushand, vou know,” auswered Luey, judging from
the man’s words that her whole bistory was known.

“Well, 1 don't say but you must,” replied the landlord, “ I supposc
that's but right, whatever may have happened.  But T tell you what,
my dear, you had better have our chaise-cart.  Bill will soon drive you
over.”

It may casily Le conceived that this offer was a great relief to the
poor girl's mind. The little tax-cart was poon brought out, and in
about three quarters of an hour poor Lucy was at the gates of Sturton
gaol.  Her heart sunk when she approached them, and gazed up at the
awful and gloomy masses of stone, which seemed to harmonise but foo
sadly and darkly with all the crime and sorrow which from time to
time they contained.  She rang the bell, however, and on the wicket
being opened, asked to sce her husband, Mr. Badimer. The man gazed
at her with a cold look, but a picce of money slipped, inde his hand
soon softened him ; and bidding her wait a minute in th&lodge, While,
he asked the governor, he hurried away, leaving Lucy with one of \the
turnkeys, who was smoking a pipe at the table. Both remained sil;at,
and the porter returned in a minute or twd with the tidings that‘the
governor had no objection.  With cyes bent down, and wavering steps,
and a heart beating wildly at every door they passed, poor Lney followed
the juilor along the passages of the prison to the room where her hus-
band wag confined. By the time the two large bolts were drawn back,
and the door unlocked, she could hardly stand, hut the moment after,
the sight of Alfred, sitting at the table, revived her, and running for-
ward, while the jailor, said, “ Here's your lady, sir, come to sec you,”
she cast her arms round his neck and wept. .

Alfred Jatimer's eye was haggard, and his wbo-b look anxious and
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despairing, but nevertheless he was truly rejoiced to see poor Lm.y
again. In the moment of his afiction “and his danger, her coming
was a true consolation and comfort to him, reviving for the time the
faint light of better feelings in his dark and obdurate heart. He
pr(.‘sbed her warnly to his breast; he soothed, he caressed her, and
even so far forgot himself, as to remark her altercd appearance, and
sy, “ You look very ill, 10\ ¢, You must have suffered a greatdeal, I
am sure, my poor Lucy ”

“] have been ver 'y ill,” answered Luey. “They thought me dying, I
believe, for I quite lost my senses after 1 came back ; and thc.y would
not lm.vc let me come now, 1 wm sure, it thcy had known it.”

“They have no right to stop vou!™ exclaimed Alfred Latimer, -
sharply 3 *are not you my wife! They can’t stop a wife coming’ to
sce her husband {7

* No: it was because 1 have been so ill, and am so weak,” replied
the poor girl. 1 feel ax if I shonld faint now.”

“Here, take some wine,” said Alfred Latimer, placing her in a
chair, and reaching a bottle from the mantel-picee.  You must keep
np, Laucey, for I may want vou to help me - I am sure you will, Luey,
von't you !” )

“Oh, yves, T will!” answered Luey. T will help you what-
ever be the case, Alfred, for that is my duty now: yet, [ would fain
ask you one question, Alfred,” she continued, in a sad and hesitating
tone, *“only oue question.”

A dark and fiend-like scowl came npon his face, and he replied,
“ Ask me no questions at all, for T <hall answer none—that’s to say at
present—for small words often do great mischief. Your only business
i, if you really love me, to do the best you can to get me out of this
scrape.”

Lucy was silent for a moment, with her eyes bent down in Dbitter
thought; but looking up the instant after, she said gravely, “1 will
do all 1 can.”

“That’s a dear girl,” answered her husband, “and I'll tell you
what youmust do. In the first place, you must know nothing about
this business at all; and if any one asks youn, say so.”

“ | do know nothing,” answered Lucy, ** they have told me notlung
yet.”

T o“Well, that's all rwht answered her husband, sitting down beside
her,jand putewmg his arm round her waist. Take some more wine,
‘my“ove. That has done you good already. Tl tell you how it all is,
L%ﬁa My mother, somehow or another, got together ten thousand

otads, and tried to bribe one of the clerks to put a flaw in the in-
dictment against me. It was the lawyer Hazzard who managed it all;
bui the fool of a clerk would not take the money, and threatened to
peach besides. My mother told her lawyer not to tell me that it had
failed—some of her own cunning schemes made her want to keep it
from me—Dhut he was here this morning, and let it all out ; so thé only
,chance is——But you do not listen, Luc,} .—Would you, too, help to
Tuin me ?”

Lucy had remained with her eyes bent down: but she instantly
raised her head, saxivg, “1 do listen, Alfred; I hear every word, and



you Xnow 1 would give my .life to save you. Only tell me what T
have to do, and I will do it, if T have stren_gth, but | have very little.
Alfred, and I fear what little T have will fail me very soon.”

« Pooh. nonsense !” answered Allfred Latimer, all whose selfishness
had returned upon him in full foree again; “yon must get a chaise,
dear Liucy, and that will save you; then bid the post-hoy drive you
over by the bridge here, round to the common behind Mallington
House. Make lhim stop near the gravel-pits; and then seek oui
Mother Brown, who has a cottage there—you know Mother Brown?”

Lucy shook her head. * Why, hers is the cottage close by the pits,”
continucd Alfred Latimer; “ where 1 was taken when [ got such a
fall. But you mugt find her out at all events, and tell her. if she avould
save her son's life, she must get some pheasants or hares, or game of
any kind, and hide them away in the very back part of the cave in
Wenlock Wood—she'll know the place guite well.  You munst give her
gome money to pay for the game—for T dou’t think the old wreteh
would spend a penny, it her own life depended on it—and tell her
you will give her wore when you know that it is done,—~1 don’t carc
what the game is like, and the Jonger it has Leen killed the better,
especially if there be a good deal of Dlood about it.”

A sharp shudder passed all over poor Lmey's frame, but her hus
band did not remark it, and went on tosay, *Simpkin, the poacher.
will get her as much as she wants, and the more she gets the better—
do you hear?”

*Yes,” answered Lucy, “1 hear. and I will go and do it dirvectly.
Can I do anything else, Alfred!”

“ No, my love,” he replied ; * but bring me some money the next
time you come. What have you got with you now?”

“Seven or eight guincas,” answered Lucy. “ I Dbrought two hun-
dred over with me from France, thinking you might want some, and
I have spent four or five.”

* Well, bring me a hundred next time you come, and take care that
no one,sees you with it, for most likely they wonld stop it.”

He paused and thought for a mowent, and then added, thought-
fully, * 1 wish to Heaven I could see Tankerville—he would soon help
me to get out of this place. Couldn’t you write to him, Lucy, and
tell him my mother will give him a thousand,pounds if he can get
me over safely to France?”

*But where is he to be found?” asked luey, leaning Ter head ypon
her hand. R

“ Aye, that's the question,” answered her husband. “ Well, th/ege’s
no help for it—if you can find out where he is, tell him what L4ay,
but at all events do the other, and come back and see me as soon as
you can—there's a dear girl. I'll tell them to get you a chaise here,
and you can bid the boy drive towards Mallington House, then they'll
think you urg going to my mother.”

. Lucy made no answer, and her husband rang the bell, which was
one of the convenicnces granted in those days to a prisoner who
could afford to pay for good accommodation. A turnkey speedily
appeared; a chaise was oxdered, and quickly brought to the gates. for
it was not allowed to enter the court; and Alfred Latimer took leave
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of Lucy, embracing her and kissing her tenderly. She suffered him
to do so, for it cannot be said that she returned his caresses; a great
change having come over her demeanour towards him since she ftirst
entered the prison. 1t is needless to enter into any long explanation
of the cause, for a few words which she murmured to herself, as the
vehicle drove rapidly away towards the bridge over the river, will be
sufficient. The unhappy girl sank back in the scal, clasping her
hands together. and saying, " Oh. my father! I am helping your mur-
derer—but he is my husband, he is my hushand !



CHAPTER LXXIL

‘ON the evening of the same day, the woman called Mother Brown
might be seen returning from the common to her own cotiage, < «len
with a large bundle of broken sticks and dry gorse. As soon as she
had entered the hovel, she deposited her load upon the floor, bolted
the door, and then, taking a quantity of the thorns and wood, laid
them upon the nearly extinet embers which glowed faintly upon the
hearth. The dry faggots speedily caught fire, and blazed up; and
then, hanging her pot upon the hook, she filled it with water, and
returning to the bundle spread the furze and sticks abroad, drawing
out, from the very heart of the whole. a fine barn-door hen. stripped of
the feathers. The neck hung down limp and pliant ag it it had not
beeu long killed, and the old woman, with a low chuckling laugh,
muttered, as she raised it, “ Ah! thou'lt lay no more eggs for Dame
Johnson.”

After certain preliminaries, such as cutting off the head. the fowl
was consigned to the pot, and the old woman continued to hover
about, moving now this thing and now that to very little purpose, and
talking to herself the while in a rambling incoherent sort of way.

As slic was thus speaking, some one from without lifted the latch,
and pushed the door sharply. Up started Mother Brown, giving an
apprehensive look towards the door; while the personage without
shook it again and again, exclaiming, “Come, open it, or I'll burst it
in. 1 see you quite plain, you old jade!”

Finding her castle likely to be stormed, Mother Browsthought it
best to surrender at diseretion ; and. opening the door, exclaimed o
tone of wurprise, as Captain Tankerville walked in, * Lord ! sir, is that
you? T could not think who it was, and I was afraid; for T am quite
a lone woman now, since they nabbed my Tommy.”

“ Well, you may shut the door if you like now,” answered Captain
Tankerville, “for T have come for a night's lodging, and I -aut to
hear about your Tommy, as you call him, and my friend, Alfred
Latimer.” °

“Lauk, sir ! I can'’t take you in,” answered Mrs. Brown.

“No, that you can't, granny,” answered Tankerville, playing on the
wordg, “though you have tagken many « onc in, in your day, } dare say.
But I'm not casily done; and I infend to stay here all 1, i, I can
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tell you. You sghall have half a crown for your pains, so don't say
anothes --ord about it. Now tell me about your son Tommy, and
where they've put him, and Jack Williams, and young Latimer.
I shouldn’t wonder if there’s a penny to be made out of that blade
yet.”

“You've just got out yoursclf, T dare say, captain,” said Mrs.
Browr. “My son told me, when he brought you here, that you are a
famous one for diddling the beakics. And so you waunt to lodge here,
not to be seen ?”

“Ng; you're out, old woman,” answered Captain Tankerville, who,
whether her surmise was true or false, was not willing to make her
his confidant. “ The old gentleman who had me in couldn’t make out

‘s+his case.”

“ 1Tush !” eried Mother Brown ; “there’s some one a-coming.

“Is there, by Jove?” eried the worthy captain, “then I'll make
myself searce;” and away he went into the other room, closing the
door _arefully bebhind him.

Scureely had he disappeared, when a gentle knock was heard at the
door, and Mother Brown cxclaimed, in a gruff and indiflereut tone,
* Come in, whoever ye be.”

The person who appeared, as the reader may suppose, was no othe
than poor Lucy ; who inquired, as she entered, ** Is your nune Brown
ma’am?”

“ Yes, wmy pretty lady,” answered the old hag; “and I'm not
a ghost either, though you look as pale as if you seed onc.”

“I am very tired,” answered Lincy, “and have been il But L
want you to do me a scrvice, Mrs. Brown ; and you shall be well paid
for it.” .

. The idea of moncy always had an immense effeet upon the person
to whor these words were addressed ; and she became cxtremely
civil, eyeing Lucys shawl with a certain sort of glance which was
in itself un evident breach of the tenth commandment. Lucy’s
business was soon entered upon ; and she was going on to tell all that
Alfred Latimer wanted the old woman to do, when Mother Brown
raigsed her finger, with a monitory gesture and elevated eyebrows,
saying, in a whisper, “Hush ! there is some onc in there. We had
better go ont before the door and talk.” But before her suggestion
could e followed, Captain Tankerville walked in, with his usual
swaggering air, wishing Luey good evening as an old acquaintance.
: ‘)‘?')h, this is fortunate, Captain Tankerville!” said the poor girl;
“for T was told to write to you on the part of my poor husband.”

“Husband !” repcated Captain Tankerville, *Oh, ay !—Very
well; but we bad better shut and bolt the door, and then we can talk
without being interrupted.”

Lue ' cheek had flushed at his first words; but she replied at
once, .0, there is no need of that; I have very little o say;” and
she drew nearer to the door, in order to get out if he attempled
tghclose it, for there was something she dreaded exceedingly in that
#fian ; and then, going on, she gave both to him and the old woman
tha,* - 7 with which she had been charged by her husband.

not o(h-' . nkerville for hiy part, #nused in silence for a moment or
- 21

»
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two; but the old woman at once éxclaimed, “ But the money ! One
can't buy swish tails, or lions’ either, without money.”

“Here is enough for that purpose,” answered Lucy, drawing forth
her purse, and giving the old woman all that it contained, except
what was just sufficient to pay the expenses of the chaise. “When
you have done what I tell you, and I am sure that the game is there,
you will receive five guineas more.”

“Five guincas!” said Mother Brown ; “ that's very little, considering
I have to walk so far.”

“ Why, you old besom !” said Captain Tankerville, “you wouldn’t
hang your own gon for the sake of a walk, would you?t”

“] don't care whether he’s hanged or mot,” answered the hag.
“ Howsomever, I'll do it ; but where am I to get the five guincas, my*
pretty lady ?”

“Come down to me, at Mallington Park,” answered Lucy, “and you
shall have it. Comec to Mrs. Kdmonds’s, but remember you do not
speak a word of this to any one but myself. Ask for Mrs. La-
timer.”

The old woman answered only by a low unpleasant chuckle, and
Lucy took a stcp towards the door, but turning again to Captain Tan-
kerville, erc she went out, she added, in a trembling voice, “I hope,
sir, you will be able to do what 1 asked. You had better see Mrs.
Charlton soon, for no time is to be lost.”

I suppose not,” answered Tankerville, dryly. “ 1 will do my best :
for, to be frank, a thousand pounds is something wortk having ; and I
like Latimer too. He's a devilish good fellow.™

“ He's quite sure you can do what he wishes, if you please,” replied
Lucy. “1 trust—I hope, he is not guilty.”

“Oh! as to guilty or not I have nothing to do with that,” said
Captain Tankerville, with a laugh that made the poor girl shudder.
“But as to getting him out, that may be a different affair. Stone
walls are stone walls. If I were in myself, I could manage it, I
dare sy ; for then I would direct the whole, but now it can only be
donc by a good lot of money.” :

“That will not be wanting, I am sure,” replied Lucy. “Mrs.
Charlton will supply all that ig nceded.” .

“ Well, well, I dare say we shall manage it,” said Tankerville, whose
imagination warmed at the idea of the thousand pounds, and who saw
the prospect of extracting considerable sums from Mrs. Charlton at all
evente. “I'll do my best, Lucy, and I'll come down and tell youhow’
it all goes on; for we may want your help to tell him news, and let
him know what we are about.”

There was a familiarity in his tone that pained Lucy, and with
a brief word or two of reply, she hurried away, got into the chaise, and
drove back sadly to her.mother's house. She had gone through the
fatigue and the exertion of the day with resolution that corquered
even “bodily weakness; but the moment that she had crossed the
threshold, and was clasped in her mother’s arms, she fainted away, and
lay for some time as if she were dead. When she recovered, Mrs.
Kdmeonds asked no questions; and Lucy herself was the first to speak
of her going. “ My mother,” she.said, “1 havé been to ses my-i
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band, you must forgive me, for whatever he has done, 1 am his wife,

and must do my duty to him. T must go again, too, and you must not

try to stop me, for if you do, I shall dic.”

“It’s only for your own sake, I would try to stop you, Luey,” replied
her mother, “you have almost killed youraoll now.’

“ It would do much more harm to stuy away,” replied Lucy ; “but I
will not go to-morrow, 1 will take that day to rest and recover.” Much
indeed did she need it; and till the following evening she remained in
bed.

In the meanwnile Captain Tankerville sat for morc than an hour in
Mother Brown’s cottage, spending part of the time in cogitations, and |
part in devouring his full share of the old woman’s stolen fowl. Assoon
ras it was quite dark, the worthy captain set out for Mallington House,
and ringing at the bell, desired to see Mrs. Charlton. His appearance,
just having come out of prison, was, to use a very expressive, though
somewhat valgar term, rather seedy; and the servant, after eyeing
him for a mowent, told him that Mrs. Charlton was cugaged, and could
not sec him. Captain Tankerville, however, was not a man to take a
refusal easily; and assuming an authoritative air, he replied: “Go
in and tell her, that | must sce her on business of importance. I
have not a card with me, but my name is Captain Tankerville, of the
royal navy, a friend of her son’s, from whom I havea message.”

The servant obeyed ; but took care to inform his mistress that the
applicant was *rather an odd-looking fellow.” Nevertheless, there
was something aristocratic in the name, which proved a passport to
Mrs. Charlton’s presence. Captain Tankerville was accordingly ad-
mitted, and, though very different people, perhaps no two persons were
ever better qualiﬁcd to deal with cach other, than that worthy gentle-
man and that fair Jady. The captain opened his business with the ut-
most coolnesy, informing Mrs. Charlton that he had received a message
from her son, with a promise of a thousand pounds from her, if he
suceceded in cffecting his liberation.  “ Now, my dear madam,” he con-
tinued, “I think I can manage the matter; but the first thing: to be
ascertained is, whether you are disposcd to ratify the engagement, A
thousand pounds ! You know promises from a man in priron are
worth nothing, and you may view the matter very differently from my
friend Latimer.”

“1 shall not grudge the thousand pounds, sir,” replied Mrs. Charl-
ton, “if my son is actually liberated, but I certainly shall not pay
# beiore.”

“That's very prudent,” replicd Captain Tankerville, who seemed to
have an instinctive appreciation of the lady's character. “ It would
not be pleasant to give a thousand pounds and have him hanged too.”

“ Good Heavens! sir, you need not use such shocking cxpressions,”
exclaimed Mrs. Charlton; “I trust there is no chance wha.tever ot such
a dreadful event!”

- “I don’t know, my dear madam,” replied Tankerville, dryly i he
ms to think there is, and he's the best judge, I fancy. But business
business. Although, of course, I do not expect you to be such a

goose as to buy a pig in a poke, and pay before your son’s out, you will

not object to gign a littie memorandum that 1 am to have the thousand
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pounds if I get him out? Then we shall both be pinned fast, you see
If you don’t pay me, you might chance to be required to visit New
South Wales for your share in the transaction ; and then again you have
got a hold upon me, for I can't peach of you without subjecting my-
self to the same voyage, which, though a mnaval man, would not e
agrecable to me.”

Mrs. Charlton considered the matter with due deliberation, but at
length she made up her mind to consent; and before showing his
game any further, Captain Tankerville thought it best to have the
paper drawn up and signed, which was accordingly done.

“ And now, my dear madam,” he continued, as soon as he had got
the Jocument in his pocket, “ the next thing to be considercd is the
means.”

“The means,” repeated Mrs. Charlton, “I thought you had arranged
all that already. You told me you thought it could be done.”

“True, true,” replied the worthy captain.  “ But when I say means,
T would imply the sincws of war, my dear madam. I am a poor cap-
tain on half-pay, and I cannot be supposed to supply all the finances.
The sum required won't be a trifle, I ean tell you; and you can judge
yourself what your son’s life is worth, as well as if you kept an insur-
ance office. There are jailors to be bribed, and turnkeys to be feed.”

“Then | am very sorry that it can’t be done,” said Mrs. Charlton, in
a low but decided tone. “The thousand pounds I can command, but
I cannot go much further, for the truth is, I have not the money ; and
besides,” she added, with a slight smile, *“ how could I tell in what way,
the money was applied? I could not be sure it was used at all for the
purpose intended.”

Mrs. Charlton’s mind rose highly in her guest’s estimation, and he
mentally observed, “ A very different lady from her daughter in-law !
We must try to give her some security.”

“ Quite right, my dear madam.” continued Captain Tankerville
aloud. “You had better come over to the place yourself; I can pre-
pare the way for you, and when the turnkeys are off duty, can have the
honour of introducing them to youn quietly when you can pay them with
your own hands; for they must be trusted. even if you don’t trust me.”

“ Ay! but | must have some hold upon them, Captain Tankerville,” re-
plied Mrs. Charlton. “If | can prove that wny; have taken money from
kme and they don’t do what they promise, they can be punished you

now.”

“ Well, 8o be it,” answered the captain. “ Yqu may be quite gure |
shall do my best to get, the thousand povinds ; but some money must be
had;3n hand, even to begin with, They will never risk coming to see
_you,por talking much with me either, without having something to
make it worth their while.”

“ TTow much will be'required, do you think ?” asked Mrs. Charlton.

“ Why, there will be the porter, and the principal turnkey, and one
of his fellows,” replied Tankerville thoughtfully., “I should think
three hundred pounds would do.”

“Three hundred pounds!” exclaimed Mrs. Charlton. “What ! b
begin with {” ) ,°

*You can’t expect men to risk" transportation for nothing,” replied
the captain.

.o
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“ There is no risk of trangportation for coming to speak with a lady
at an inn,” rejoined his fair companion. “In one word, Captain Tan-
kerville, I must sece my way clearly in the business. 1 am not a per-
son easily deceived ; and, besides, I have not got more than a hundred
pounds in the house.”

“ Well, we must make that go as far as it will,” he answered, per-
feetly unconcernedly. “ We will mect at this place, Sturton, as coon
as you like, Mrs. Charlton ; and I trust with the hundred pounds, if
you wiJl have the goodncss to fetch it, I shall be able to get two of
them at least to come and see you.”

Mrs. Charlton went away, and returned in a minute or two with the

! money.

“Oh! very well ; this is the money,” he said, holding out his hand
as soon a8 Mrs. Charlton appeared. But the lady, instcad of giving
him the notes, took up the pen, dipped it in the ink, and proceeded
to write a regular receipt for one hundred pounds, specifying, in good
set terms, that il was to be applied to the purpose of bribing the
jailors and turnkeys of Sturton gaol to®ucilitate the cscape of Alfred
Latimer, Esq. Mo this she requested Captain Tankerville’s signature,
but that gentleman hesitated ; and Mrs. Charlton then added, grasping
the notes tight in her hand, “ Our hold must be mutual upon each
other, Captain Tankerville. 1 shall not pay a single penny without a
similar receipt.”

The captain laughed, and signed the paper; saying, in a compli-
mentary tone, “ Well, you are the cleverest woman I ever had to deal
with.” And after some further conversation, in the course of which it
was agreed that M¥§. Charlton should go over to Sturton on the fol-
lowing day and sleep at the inn there, the worthy captain took his leave,
assuring her that he would lose no time in commencing the prelimi-
nary negotiations.
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CHADPTER LXXIL

TrE yard of the prison was not so full as ordinary, and the greater
part of the prisoners who tenanted it at the time were busily amusing
themselves in one corner, with different games, which were in thosc
days permitted to the unconvicted. While onc part of the prison-yard
was thus engaged, the other displayed Jack Williams and Alfred
Latimer—the former taking his short walk up and down, the latter
keeping by his side, and talking with him eagerly.

“It won't answer, Mr. Latimer; it wou't answer,” said Williams, in
reply to something that his companion had just communicated. *They
have proofs enough against us all, that's the truth; and we had better
look at it straightforwardly. 1 bhad a hint yesterday afternoon that
they have got hold of everything in the place where we hid them
away.”

“Thex haven't got what [ had,” answered Latimer, cagerly ; “ that's
all safe in France, and they found nothing upon me that they could
swear to.”

Williams looked at him steadfastly for a moment, and then suid,
“You are thinking of getting yourself out 6:7'be serape, and leaving
us in; but it won't do, Mr. Latimer.”

“1 am thinking of no such thing," answered Alfred Latiruer, sharply,
with the colour mounting in his cheek ; “such a thing never crossed
my thoughts—Dbut | was thinking it was a pity you hadn't been as
careful as 1 was, Kven now I dun't sec, if they cannot prove-that
you put the things there, how it can tell against you or Brown either.
Any one who took the things might have hidden them as well as you.”

“There’s some truth in that,” answered Williams thoughtfully.
“Well, et us hear what's your plan with this business of the game.”

“ Why, the object is,” answered Alfred Latimer, whose wit had becn
sharpened by his danger, *“to account for two or three of the strong
points against us. In the first place, if we are all in the same story,
that we were just out bagging a few pheasants—which is very likely,
seeing that we have all been in the same serape’ before—it will show
how we all came to o across the water together, and will knock down
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that cowardly rascal’s, Maltby’s, evidence. Then again,” he said, “ it
will show a cause for the blood on my clothes; and almost everything
else will be affected by it onc way or another. So you sec 1 was not
thinking of getting out of the scrape and leaving you in it, though I
cannot fancy what good it would do you to have me hanged as well as
yourself.”

“ Perbaps not,” answered Williams, with a grim smile ; “ but we are
all in the same boat, Mr. Latimer, and mnst sink or swim together—
not that 1 mean to say, if judge or jury were inclined to let you oft for
any want of proof, that I would speak a single word to stop them.
That's all fair. But if yvou were to contrive any plan for saving your-
self without giving us a chance, I would spoil that for you, T can tell
you.—Now let’s think of this scheme alittle more.  It's net a bad one,
and we may as well let it go on, for it may make the folks doubt, and
that's something ; but the hope is so very fuint a one, that we must
Jeave nothing else untried.”

“ But why is it so faint " asked Alfred Latimer. < Maltby did not
kee us go into the house —nobody ®aw you and Brown hide the
rings and things; and on me they have found nothing but ten
guineas in my own purse.”

“Well, the game had better be left there,” said Williams, afier
some meditation, “and we can keep to that story, if the worst
comes to the worst.  But the first thing to be done g, to try tc
get out of this place.”

*“ Ay, but how is that to be done?” asked Alfred Latimer. « 1
should be glad enough to get out, if T saw any chanee of it.”

Williams gave his under jaw a twist as if there had been something
in his mouth, and then answered, “It's to be done, Mr. Latimer:
and as you must have some share in the thing, and must give us some
help, I may as well tell you part of the plan now, especially an we are
never sure how long we may have an opportunity of talking over it, for
if these fellows in the gaol knew what they were about, they would
not I¢t youand 1 be walking up and down here, laying our heads toge-
ther in this way ; and if the visiting justices hear of it, they ‘1l havea
finger in the pie—that’s clear. Now look. sir. That wall's a good
height, you sce; bue's®t a ladder could soon be made that’ would
reach to the top, if we.could only get sowme thin bLut very strong
eqrd.”

“] could easily get that,” answered Alfred Latimer; “my wife
would bring that in—what sort of cord do you want—how thick t”

“1t does not much matter,” answered the man, “ how thick, so that
she can carry it without bheing seen, and it be strongly twisted. I shall
have to work it up myself. That would he soon done, if 1 could sit to
it long enough at a time, but the people are always coming into my
cell, and as I have got no light to work at night, 1 shall be obliged to
do it by the feel.”

“Oh! I'll get her to bring me in a phosphorus hox and some can-
dles,” gaid Alfred Latimer. * Bat when you have made the ladder, I
don’t gee how yousgould usc it. You are locked up at night, I sup-
posc, a8 well ag myself; and if you were to try it in the day, you'd be
stopped iy five minutes.”

"
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“There’s such a thing as mortar between stones,” answered‘Williams,
dryly, “and such a thing as working the mortar out.—Drown’s at it
now, and T shall take my turn by-and-by; we are haif-way through the
wall already, as near as I can caleulate, and in two days more we shall
be within half an inch of the outside.”

“Why Brown and you aren't in the same ccll, surcly,” said the
young gentleman.

“No! not at night,” answered Williams; “ but during the airing
time, as they call it, as our cells are close by the yard-door, and as
there is no means of getting out that way, they don’t much wateh if
we go.in for a minute or two, and then nobody notices if he goes into
his cell or mine.”

“ But how will he get into your cell when you want to start ?” asked
Alfred Latimer.

“We've a plan for that,” replied Williams; “that won’t be difficult
to manage.”

* And how am I to manage, Williams ?” demanded his companion.
“ It seems to me that you two®have been laying out for yourselves to
get out of the serape and leave me in it.”

“1 shouldn’t be telling you all about it if I had,” answered Williams.
“But you must do something for yourself, Mr. Latimer. You shall
kunow whenever all is quite ready, and the time fixed ; then you must
pay one of the turnkeys well to let you come at night and have a little

rivate talk with me. You know a stout, swivel-cyed fellow, with a

ooked nose —he's the man you must speak to. Just give him a hint
that you want to consult me about our defence. Now, for ten pounds,
he won't mind letting you do that, for they think that’s all fair; and,
to make everything sure, you can tell bim he may lock you in, and
come for you in a couple of hours again. He did so for Brown two or
_three nights ago, for the little sum which 1 could give him, which was
but two guineas.”

“How did you get that?” asked Alfred Latimer. “They took all T
had from me, and now let me have what I want on my mother's ac-
count. The blackguards searched me to the skin.”

*“8o they did me,” answered Williams, “and if I had had two
guineas about me they would have soon touné < but I had what was
worth more than two guincas—some bits of paper belonging to a friend
of yours, one Mr. Morton—for which, at one time, he offered a reward
of fifty pounds. 1 had slipped them in between my jucket and the
lining, where they never thonght of looking ; and, after I had been in
for & while, I sent for Mr. Morton, on pretence of wanting to confess
something to him, and then agked him if he was willing to give the
same sum for the papers as ever. He was glad enough to doit; so I
got the money, and he got-the papers. But that'’s nothing to do with
what we were talking gbout. 1 wanted to try that turnkey ; for I've a
strange notion of picking out men by their faces, and I thought I was
pretty sure of my mark. You may talk to him, therefore, quite safely,
the first time you can get him into your room. ~Then, when 1 tell you
all's ready, you can get him to bring you to my cell, about one or two
in the morning ; and, while you are locked in there, as he thinks, we
can be walking away towards Portsmouth.” ‘



THE STEP-MOTHER. 329

“But won't he sec the hole you have made in the wall ?” asked Alfred
Latimer. .

*“No !” replied Williams. “In the first place. there is never a stone
out of its place when they come in; and, besides, the bed-head is
against it.”

The scheme seemed feasible to Alfred Latinter, and he had heard of
such things being attempted with success; but yct the risk appeared
to him so great that he said at length, “ Won't it be better, Jack, to
keep this shift till the Jast-—I mean till the trial is over?”

“Wihy, you fool,” answered Jack Williams, sharply, ““we shall be in
irons then.  It's & wonder we arcn’t now; only there are one ¢r two
old women amongst the justices, who are trying what they call a new
system here, in order to reclaim us, as they say. Devilish little chance
of reclaiming me, I think, irons or no irons.” IIe and his companion
langhed ; and he procceded, ** Brown got his darbics off yesterday by
good behaviour, and we must take care to use our arms and legs while
they are at liberty ; so you get the cord, and the phosphorus-box, and
the lights-—one of those long rolls of taper will be better than candles.
Furnish yourself with all the money you can scrape together, and we
shall do the matter easily enough. If I were you, Mr. Latimer, how-
ever, | would not negleet the other scheme. That can do no harm,
and we might be stopped, yon know. Another thing is—I don’t see
why you should be worse off] if it does come to a trial, than any of us
—and, as things stand now, you arc so; for that young lady—that
Miss Charlion—knows nothing of me or Brown, but her evidence may
be devilish unlucky for you. I should think, when you are so nearly
related to her, that you could easily get her out of the way.”

“Not so easy,” answered Alfred Latimer, thoughtfully; “but Tl
try—ycs, I'll try. She's kind enough ; but there's a great deal of de-
termination about her too, when she taukes a thing into her head.”

“T'd try every way,” answered Williams. * But here comes Dick,
the other turnkey, as if he were making for us. Don’t say g word to
him, mind ; for though he's devilish civil, yet you'll find him a dogged
fellow, who won't take a sixpence.” .

The turnkey beckoned to Alfred Latimer, as he approached, and
told him that his ladvewasweiting to sec him, in very reverential
tones. There must ¥e something most cxtraordinary in gold, that the
very name and reputation of wealth, even when joined with crime,
should oblain the respect that virtuous poverty cannot command.

Alfred Latimer followed the worthy jailor into the prison, and, in a
few minutes, was in his room again with Lucy, who scemed to have.
gaincd strength, notwithstanding all she had suffered. Lucy had a
long tale to tell; for, since she had last scen him, many things had
happencd. Mrs. Charlton had opened a communication with her—
had been to see her—and, upon the strength of the occagion, had been
as gentle, and kind, and sweetly maternal as possible. Not choosing
to visit the prison again too soon, the lady had instructed her son’s
wife to communicate to him secretly the efforts that were making to
liberate him, and to warn him to be prepared to take advantage of
ithem at a moment'ssnotice. Lucy, had been instructed, too, to convey
to him the means of disguising his person ; and, over her own ordinary
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dress, she now wore a second gown and shawl, which she had been told
to leave with him. She had reccived all these dircctions, and pro-
mised to follow them, with her natural gentleness; but Mrs. Charlton
remarked, in their interview, a sort of apathetic coldness, which she
attributed, pcrhapi to the right cause, and feared that it mwht, inter-
fere with Lucy's exertions on Alfred Latimer's behalf.  Mrs, “Charlton
never sernpled, when she had an object in view, to say what was not.;
and, therefore, in taking leave of her daughter-in-law-- whorn she
might have treated at any other time as the dirt beneath her [eet, or
as a politician treats an elcetor who has served him, and can serve him
no more——she kissed her tenderly, adding, “ You must be very wcll
aware,'my dear Lucy, that nobhmv could induce me to take all these
steps, even for a son, were I not m]ly convinced that he is perfectly
innocent. The truth is,” she continued, secing some surprige in Lucy's
face, “poor Alfred had engaged to go out with these men to shoot in
the preserves here—it was very wrong and very foolish, certainly, but
more 4 boyish frolic than anything clse. However, he had nothing to
do with the rest of the sad affauir. That they did alone, when he left
them ; but, as he was seen with them just before and just after, there
is no means of proving his innocence, unless they would confess the
truth—and, cven then, their words would not be believed ; besides,
these people arc .ﬂwa)s 8o malicious. But 1 have heard qmbc cuough
to show me the true state of the case, and that poor Alfred was never
nearer to the house than the willow-ground, by the water.”

Had Luey been very Ll(,dl‘-bl"ht(_d had bhe had a full knowledge of
all the evidence that hind been given, she would easily have perceived
that Mrs. Charlton’s story could not be true.  But what we wish for, that
we belicve - at least, in nine cases out of ten--and she gladly caught
at the idea that her suspicions had done her husband injustice. She
thus returncd to her husband with warmer feelings, and a more eager
desire to serve and save him than when she left him; and she detailed
ail the information she posscssed as rapidly as pobmble, stripped off
tho l"own ‘and shawl in haste, and aided to hide themn amongst his
ciathes

It may easily be conceived that the tidings were joyful to Alfred
Lat,uucr, and le loaded poor Lucy with ocresges, calling her the best
and dearest girl in the world. He did not forgd, however, the con-
versation which lad taken place between him and Williams; and
directed Lucy to bring him the phosphorus-box and taper, and mqmred
cagerly for the money which bad been spoken of at their last intervicw.
It was instantly produced by Lucy, neatly rolled up into the smallest
possible compags. But Alfred Latimer had still directions to give;
and, after meditating for a moment, he said to himself, “ Even if the
scheme of Tankerville's succeeds, T must not let Wi]liams and Brown
know what is going on; and, to hide it all, I must scem as busy about
their plan as ever.  But, in ease both fanl 1 had better try to get the
evidence against me out of the way.” 'He then proceeded aloud—
“There’s one thing, dear Luey, I wish could be done. If you could
iwe my mother a hint that, at all events, sho had better persuade

ouisa to marry, and go abroad for a while, I shduld be very glad.
Louisa would do it, 1 am sure, if she's asked ; and my mother can
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always coax her to do a thing, if she takes the right way. If young
Blackmore, too, were gone, it would be all the better. Malthy, 1 am
afraid, they can't get hold of ; for I have heard that they have shut
him up.”

“ Bllx)t do you think Miss Charlten will consent!” asked Luey,
doubtingly. “She's not with Mrs. Charlton now, yon know.”

*“The devil she isn't!” cried her husband. ‘1 suppose, then, my
mother has quarrelled with her, like a fool; Lut I'm sure, after all,
Louisa could be persuaded ; for she could never wish me to be con-
demned, when 1 am innocent.” .

He said the words boldly enough, for he had accustomed himself to
the assertion.  Nevertheless, there was some slight hesitation observ-
able as he spoke: and Lucy asked, in a low and anxious tone, while
her heart sank with doubt.—* And are you really innocent, indeed,
Alfred ?”

Not more than a fortnight before, ruch a question would have cast
him into a fearful state of agitation—for remorse, at that time, had
mingled with apprehension ; but selfishness had now resumed her full
sway, and his ouly thought was to save himself. Ile auswered, then,
vehemently —almost cagerly—To be sure I am; how could you ever
doubt it, girl? 1 can tell you, Liney, there’s many an innocent man in
England hanged upon what they call circumstantial evidence; and
here, beeause two or three things are proved, whieh could be casily
accounted for, I am already treated like a guilty person, and should
very likely be found guilty by a jury.”

Lncy replied nothing, but muarinured to herself, “ Thank God ! thank
God {7

“Thank God that I am likely to be hanged !” exclaimed Alfred
Latimer. .

*No, no!” she eried, placing her hands upon his arm; © thank God
that you are innocent, Alfred.” o

“You should never have doubted it,” he answered, pushing her from
him : “but that does not matter.  You tell my mother what [ say-¢-
bid her go on with what she’s abont with Tankerville ; but, in case the
worst comes to ihe worsty led hex get Louisa out of the way as soon as
possible.  $he can cufuy munage it if she tries, and then it will be
pretty nearly all sure.”

Jdsucy was pained, for every moment showed her more clearly that
he thonght of nothing but himself; but still, the increasing assurance
that he was innocent was the greatest of comforts to her; and, after,
having made him repeat all his instructions, she again took leave of
him with a lightened heart. A momentary fit of tendcrness seized him
at the lust instant of her stay, and he even so far forgot himself as to
ask her to remain a little Jonger.—Did 1 say he forgot himself?
Perhaps it was wrong to say so; for, after all, it was but a softer kind
of sclfishness, less hard—less brutish than the other. He felt a com-
fort—a relicf in her society. There was something in the clinging
affection of the poor girl—in her devotion to him .in that hour of
sorrow and of peril,*that scemed to cheer and mitigate the dark soli-
tude of crime. He seated himself’by her—he threw his arms round
her—he leaned his head upon her shoulder, while her hand lay clasped
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in his; and, as they were thus placed, one of the jailors suddenly
-entered— perhaps with some doubt as to what m*~ht be the object of
Tmey’s visit.  All scemed natural and easy, however. DBoth started at
the interruption. Alfred Latimer withdrew his arm ; and the turnkey,
making some cxcuse for his entrance, returned to the rooms of the
governor, from whence he had come. Shortly after Lucy quitted the
grison 5 but this time she went on foot, and took her way towards the

est inn of the place.
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CHAPTER LXXIIL

ONE mght——about the period of which we have just been writing,—to-
wards half-past ninc, the great bell—the bell at Sturton—rang vche-
mently. The roll of wheels had previously ealled forth the ostler, and
now out of sundry chambers rushed two or three waiters, in black silk
stockings, like spiders darting along the toils at the first touch of a
fly’s feot. The glass-doors were thrown open, the Tandlord himself was
summoned, and the housckecper lighted a bed candle.  The first object
that presented itsell to the eyes of landlord and waiters, when they
came out upon the steps, was a travelling chariot, apparently of a
green colour.  The lamps were lighted, and the post-boy stood beside
his horses, alleady undoing the harness. OUstler was in a hurry to call
out “ horses on,” but the head waite? opened the door of the \chlde,
politely saying, “ Won't you plcase to alight, sir?”

“ What's o'clock ?” said a voice from within.

The waiter took a step back, looked at his watch by the light in the
hall, saw the time, added half an hour, to give the inn a better chance,
and replicd, “Ten o’clock, sir.”

“Then T'll stop here for the mnight,” replied the gentleman from
within: * though dickery, dickery dock, the mouse must have run up
the clock, for it was only cight when we left ——, and that's but ten
miles.”

“This way, sir, this way, sir,” sail the waiter, without any reply to

the gentleman’s last observation.  But our good friend, Mr. Quatterly,
who stepped out of the carriage as the man spoke, remained for the
space of about three minutes, paying the post-boy, and seeing sundry
tin cascs and small leathern boxes, which he had with him in the in-
terior of the carriage, safely lifted out and carried on before him. He
then duly followed where the waiter led, Mr. Gatlon’s housekeeper ex-
claiming, “ Number 42, Jackson,” as the party passed. Mr? Quatterly
was introduced into a sitting-room, the necatness of which, together
with the sparkling fire in the grate, were very satisfactory to his cor-
porcal feelings. He logked +f, his watch, nevertheless; and shaking.
his finger at the waiter, he exclaimed, “ You vagubond, you satd it was
ten o'clock, and it wants twenty minutes.”
. “Bless my heart, sir!” said the waiter, twitching out his own chro-
nometer, as if horribly shocked.at the thought of such an error; and
then lookmrr confounded, he added, “Really, I Leg pardon, sir, I made.
a-mistake. 'That light there Lelow is so werry bad. Will you take téa
or supper, sir?”

“ Ay, I understand,” said Mr. Quatterly, good-humouredly, ““ but you
shall have sixpence less for cheating me. [ thought we couldn't have
taken all that time, or that I must have been dreanting, like David
Dribble, who ‘drecamed he drove a dragon i’ for it scemed as if the
horses were going as fast as they could.—Tea or supper? TIl have
ditner first, if you please, for I have not put a morsel between my
grinders-since seven o'clock this morning. Let me have what can be
soonest ready—a little soup, no fish—1I hate fish in the midland connties
—and anything else that the house can afford, together with a bottle
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of gherry and an apple-tart—not baked above three days, if you please,
Mr. Waiter.”

“ Baked this morning, sir,” said the waiter.

“ At ten o’clotk ?” inquired Mr. Quatterly, slyly. ¢ Now be so good

. a8 to put these boxes in order upon that table—-regularly, regularly—

the big ones behind, the little ones before, the light companics in front
and the grenadiers in the rear. And now show me my bed-room. I
always like to sce the thing I have got to lic upon.

“This way, sir, this way,” said the waiter. “ Chambermaid, forty-
nine.” And candle in hand, he lighted Mr. Quatterly about ten steps
along the passage, towards the door of a bed-room on the opposite
side. JIn ten steps, however, very wonderful things may happen, and
in this instance something did happen which surprised Mr. Quatterly
a good deal. A door opened on the same side as his own sitting-room,
and a head and face. with part of the body, appcared at the aperture.
Mr. Quatterly saw the countenance distinctly, for the waiter held the
light in a very illuminating direction, and there were the identical
features of his worthy and accomplished friend, Captain Tankerville,
which, though withdrawn again as soon as scen, produced from Mr.
Quatterly’s chest the significant interjection, “ Ah, ah !”

“8ir,” said the waiter.

“ Number forty-five,” said Mr. Quatterly, *“ who's staying in forty-five,
waiter?”

“Mrs. Charlton, sir—the Honourable Mrs. Charlton,” replied the
officer in black silk stockings.

“Oh! when the pic was opened, the birds began to sing,” said Mr.
Quatterly ; and without any more peliucid comment, the worthy soli-
citor followed the waiter and the chambermaid, by whom they were
just then joined, into the bed-room, examined the bed, gave some
orders, and then returned to his sitting-room, pausing every second
step to think for a moment. When he had reached the door, his co-
gitation scemed to have arrived at some resnlt, for he turned to the
waiter, saying, * Get the dinner and serve it. I shall be back by the
time it is on table.” And going into the room, he took his hat, and
issued forth from the inn on foot.

In the streets of Sturton Mr. Quatterly walked on, looking to the
right and left at the different houses hé pas®d,.as if he were enjoy-
ing a strange town, one of the greatest pleasures to a thoughtful man
that can be conceived. Ilowever, Mr. Quatterly, it would appear, was
differently occupied, and after having gone for a couple of hundred

_Yards, or somewhat more, he crossed over ta a chemist’s shop, which
was one of the few that was open in the place, and walked in with a
low bow to the proprictor thercof, who was standing taking leave of
his goods and chattels for the night.

“Pray, sir.” he said, “ can you inform me where the mayor is to be
found, and if nnt, which is the house of the nearest magistrate}” The
chemist did both, and the magistrate’s dwelling being ncar at hand,
the'mayor’s far away, Mr. Quatterly proceeded to the door of the for-
mer, and was soon after admitted. 1lis visit was not long, for in about
five minutes he issued forth again, and in all was about a qua**or of an
hour absent from the inn. Ilis dincer did not Seem to have made
much progress during his absence, for the cloth was still unkid. But



all was bustle as soon as he summoned the waiters by the bell ; and X
about ten minutes more the soup was before him.- That part of ¢!
feast was discussed, and Mr. Quatterly was entering upon the wing of ¥
fowl, when one of the host of waiters came in and inquired, “Pra
sir, is your name Quatlerly ?” b

“1t used to be,” replied the worthy solicitor; “and if it hag bee
changed, it was done without my consent.”

“ Mrs. Charlton, sir,” said the waiter, * would be glad to speak wit
you for a few minutes, with her compliments.” }

* Well, then,” answered Mr. Quatterly, * pray tell Mrs. Charlton
that T am particularly occupicd at this moment, but that.I will wait,
upou her in a quarter of an honr, with my compliments;” and Mr.
Quatterly applicd himself to his meal again with all due devotion.
After having thanked Heaven for a good meal, he directed the waite
to inform Mrs. Charlton that he was ready to atlend her. The lady;
gent back word that she was cager to see him, and the moment after
Mr. Quatterly entered the sitting-room, No. forty-tive. ‘

With one of her sweetest and most engaging smiles the lady re-
ceived her guest, and declared that she was delighted to see him,
besought bim to take a scat by her on the sofa, and spared no blan-
dishments to produce a favourable impression.  But, as we have shown
before, Mr. Quatterly combined, with very great simplicity of manners
and a peculiar fondness for many very juvenile things, a shrewd and
keen intelleet, great knowledge of the world, and a vast experience of
rogues and vagabonds of every class and degrec; and all Mrs. Charl-
ton’s arts were lost upon him.

* Delighted, my dear madam,” he replied, “to renew my acquaint-
ance with you under less disagreeable circomstances than those with
which it commenced. T trust [ see you in good health.”

“Aswell as I can be expected to be,” replied the Jady. “Ah! that
was a terrible day, indeed, Mr. Quatterly; I wax quite beside myself.
But even the timid pigeon, you know, will peck when itssyoung ones
arc assailed.” R

“The hen pigeon, madam,” replied Mr. Quatterly, somewhat dryly.
“But 1 did not think you were beside yourself at all ; you secmed to
me to do it all very well.” -

Mrs. Charlton did not altogetherlike his answer; and, after pausin,
for a moment and nibbling her pretty lips, she said, “ I was very gl
to hear from a friend that you were here, Mr. Quatterly, for 1 thought
4hat you mjght be the meang—"

“1 beg your pardon for interrupting vou,” replied the solicitor;
“but the friend, I presume, is Captain Tankerville.”

** Yes,” said Mrs. Charlton, with some hesitation. “ Poor man! he
is, he is—~-" and there she stopped.

* Exactly, ma’am,” rejoined Mr. Quatterly, ending the sentence for
her, “he is a swindler, ma'am, and a felon.” »

*“Good gracious ! I hope not,” exclaimed Mrs. Charlton, in affected
surprise and consternation. * He secmed to take a great deal of in-
terest in my son, and so ——7

“It vct]y as I suy, my dear madam,” replied Mr. Quatterly.
“Your s0M I beg feave to say, he pigeoned in the most egregious
manner, and wag one of those who greatly aided to lead hix, or drive

-
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into acts which Iave yvoduced his present unpleasant situation.
8 for your son, he has been but a tool in the hands of others, T ax
re.”
“1 can assure you he is perfcctly innocent,” said Mrs. Charlta;
roestly ; “that is to say, of the offences with which he is ohargL
at he was very culpable in going out at mg,ht to shoot the e» ..
me, I admit, bui that was his only offence.” K
" +Then let it be his defence likewise, my dear madam,” answered 1'¢
‘solicitor. “Prove that, and he's quite safe.”

“But how can we prove it?” demanded the lady. “Meeting with
‘t-hese men.on his way back.he crossed over in their boat without know
ing anything of what they had done. But who could suppose fou
a8 moment, my dear Mr. Quatterly, that any one would go and
matl':'y in the morning the daughter of & man he had murdered at
night ¢

" Tt is not a usual proceeding, indeed,” answered the solicitor; “ and
I trust it may be, as you say, impossible. Nevertheless, his situation
is indeed very awkward, and how he is to get out of it J don't see.
will depend upon thirtecen contingencies, nawmely, twelve jurors anc
the judge. A hanging judge and a hungry jury are hard things
deal with. Bul we may have something more favourable in this case
and I trust such may be the result, not alone for your suke, but fo.
that of Miss Charlton, to whom the whole business must be most
painful.”

“ Ay, that is just what T wanted to speak to you about, Mr. Qua:
terly,” said the lady. “ It will be very terrible to poor dear Liouis:
and still more so to Alfred, who has ever looked upon her as a siste
to see her appear as a witness against him, whose testimony will b
very likely to turn the scale, and doom him to death. Do you ne
think, Mr. Quatterly, that it would be much better for her and for al.
-parties, if she weve al once to give her hand to Lord Mallington, «
take a littla tour on the Continent? It would do the health of bot
good, I am sure.”

“ May [ ask, madam, if you consult me as a friend, a lawyer, or a
physxcmn ” inquxred Mr. Quatterly.

The -hatural impulse of Mrs. Charlton’s art—if [ muy use such a
contradnforv prrcmmn——would have led her to reply ai onee, * Oh !
88 a friend of course ;" bul a moment's thought stopped the words on
'her lips, and she said, “ As a solicitor.”

“ Bix-and-eightpence, then, madam,” said Mr. Quatterly, dryly; » i
‘Mrs. Charlton with a smile took out her purse, and laid seven shill' s
on the table. The worthy solicitor swept it up, put it in one -
pocket, and drew forth fourpence frow the other, which he duly hax .-
across to the ludy.

“ Now, madam,” he said, “ T am your lawyer; and in that eapac
beg leave to reph that the very best thing for your son, be he !
or innocent, would Le to get some of the witnosses out of th
especially Miss Charlton. The lad Blackmore is another who ms”
disposed of with advantage; and those are the only two ‘you can -
with. But you must excuse me if 1decline to undertake the Abra*
part of the affair, as it is out of mwy way of practice, I Tin't bl
you if you do it; but I shoukl blame myself very much if } dld.”

»
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't surely, my dear Mr. Quatterly, vou will not refuse lo take a
e from me to Louisa and the earl,” siid Mrs. Charlton, “or to
‘hem most strongly to hasten their nuptuls, for which Lhcy have
w08t consent ; and, and—-—"
A} go to the Continent,” gaid Mr. Quatierly. “ Well, my dear
b, 1 will take the message ; and though I do not prowmise to urge
most strongly, yet I will say nothing against it.” N
‘h! pray, do urge them,” said Mrs. Charlton, eagerly. “1 am
a word {rom you would do o great deal.”
{y dear madam,” rejoined the solic ‘itor, “1 mnever yet saw a man
2 o it wag necessary to urge to take a glass of wine if he was thivsly
»p1 tiked wine: or Lo take a walk, if it was a fine day and he liked
walsang; no, nor any two young people either, who were in love with
sach other, to marry at once, if there was not. the slightest impediment
fn aature. § therefore think your proposition has a very géod chance,
ev-u if it come plain and unadorned from my lips.”

L Charlton mused for an instant, and then replied, as Mr. Quat-
yovvose and stood belore her alout 1o depart, “ 1 am sare you will
de ot you can.  Bul, now, tell me about (.;l])full)] Tankerville.”

1ve nothing to tell you, my dear madam,” replied Mr. Quatterly;
“y shave his character according to my Dt powers of portraiture ;
ks a swindler and a felon. Ile fleceed your son, and he's now fleecing
you I suspect—or at Ieast would be if le weren't in gaol ; which he is
3, thoatime, if the magistrates have done their duiy.” .

X ;vod gracious !” eried Mrs. Chariton, “ 1 can h.mlly believe he iy
. - character.”

Jqe powers of eredulity required are not very great,” replied the

1w or. * And now, my dear madan, good-night ; for 1 have a great
sipapers to look over.”
"l thank God !” said Mrs., Charlten, as soon as Mr. Quatterly
wi Ane, “I have seen both the porter and the turnkey myself, and
chow where to find them, and how to deal wnth them : 50 it's no great
mutter if he is in gaol—it will save money.”

e T IETE
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CITAPTER LXXIY.

THE morning was bright and beautiful, though an occasional sk wee
more like ouc of those which chequer the runshine of an April Jay,
swept over the sky, and passed away again, leaving the whole w nld
sparkling. Breakfast was just over al the Rectory—Dr. Wester
gone into his library to speak to some of his poor. Mrm. Evc:
retired from the breakfast-room -whether on business or from -

tion, Ttunnut tell -and Morton and Louisa stood together .
window, gazing towurd the Park and the Hall. It was nat.
Louisa's mind to be led on by the sight she beheld, into the

with which it associated itself. There was to be the dwelli

after-y .ars, there was the ancestral mansion of him she |

deeply, there the spot in which all the bright imaginations

all the fond visions of affection, congregated themsclves 1

eye of hope. Was it unnatural, that with so many damk an
clrcumstances as then surrounded her, she should feel a yeau

the coming time, a longing t» hurry forward to the period w

cloud should be passed away, and the sunshine all bright again

Morton, on his part, sunimed up all his feelings towards L
saying that he had come to Mallmgton in search of an idle na:.,
had found a real treasure by the way. Loved her, he certain
from a very early period of their acquaintance. 1le had soon
to think her the most beautiful, and, what is of more 1mports
&ost interesting beiug he had ever Leheld © but now sueh g
hi.d warmed by intimacy into a passion as ardent as it was deep
& be stood there, and gazed with her from the window on the seene™
have described, he felt even a more eager longing than she dud, to
hasten forward to the time when the tic that was 1o unite them for
ever should be theirs, and every ccldorestraint and worldly ba rer
done away.

Certainly & more propitious moment could not have been foun  fur,
any proposal that might tend to hasten their uniou, but as thoy .
still gazing forth, and speaking of the changes and improvements th.
were by this time going on at Mallington Park, the gree: chariot of
w'g!;&y Mr. Quatterly drove in through the gates, and stopped at the
goar before their eyes. 1lis voice was then heard in the hell givior
¥arious directions for tho safe custody of the numecrous little buxk
which the chariot contained, and the next mowent he w wgd
fnto the room by Dr. Western’s old scrvant, one of wh
heavily laden with the cases by which the worthy sol
store. With an air of mock ceremony and reverence, wit. Qua
advanced towards the young nobleman, bowing profeungdsh

+“ My lord,” he said, “I have the honous of info yudg your
thip, that all your lordship’s affuirs‘are finally WOULI{ UD,HEL,












