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CHAPTEE I.
WHICH INTRODUCES SUSAN TO THE GENTLE BEADEB.

WORTHY, excellent Susan! methinks I see her now, in her neat,
plaited cap, snuff-coloured stuff gown, clean white apron, and
spectacles on nose, plying her knitting needles, whose labours were
to result in a comfortable pair of lamb's-wool stockings for my
next winter's wear, or a warm waistcoat for poor old Jeremy; or
in something, be it what it might, that was to contribute to the
welfare and benefit of some human being; and I beUeve, if it had
so happened that the whole human race had been miraculously
provided to repletion with warm stockings and waistcoats, that
Susan, rather than let her fingers be idle and not be doing something for somebody, would have knit jackets for the shorn lamba
and blankets for the early calves.
Excellent Susan! she is dead now; and sadly, sadly I miss her;
for when, by the death of my wife and the marriage of my children, I grew a lone old man, she became my companion, as well as
my housekeeper. During the day, whilst I looked after my farm,
or wandered over the fields with my gun in my hand, or wrote or
read in my librarj^, she was engaged with her household affairs,
and superintending the servants; but with the tea-urn, in the
evening, came Susan, so neat, so clean, with her honest, benevolent face, which although it was not handsome, was the pleasantest face I ever looked upon; and whilst she made my tea
—by the bye, the flavour of teas is sadly falling off, I observe ;
it's nothing hke what it was in Susan's time—but whilst she
poured me out the ]Dleasant beverage, and sweetened it exactly to
my taste—it's very odd; one would think a man ought to know
his own taste, but I always put in too much sugar or too little;
and in trying to repair the error, I regularly make things worse—
but, as I was saying, whilst she presided at my tea-table, or pUed
her knitting needles, sometimes I read aloud, but more generally
we used to talk over old times and past adventures—and pleasant
chat it was! Some people, if they had listened to us, might have
thought there was a sameness in our conversation—-a repetition of
old stories—^but they never wearied us; I think I liked them better
every night; and so did she,
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At length, one evening, i t occurred to us that what amused us
so much, might perhaps amuse other people. " Suppose, we write
our histories," said I , " Susan; I think we could make out three
folumes of adventures before we settled down into this quiet hfe,
ffhich furnishes nothing to tell. I n t h e evening, wc can collect
our materials and arrange our plan: and on wet days, when I
can't get out, I'll p u t it all on paper: and we shall then be
able to judge how it reads. I've a notion it wouldn't be a bad
story. The world don't want extraordinary events, and improbable incidents, to amuse it now. They have found out t h a t , ' the
proper study of mankind is man;' and he who can paint real life
and human nature, has the best chance of being read. I t has often
been said that few biographies would be uninteresting, if people
would or could disclose the exact t r u t h with aU its details. Let us
make the experiment, and relate simply, without addition or subtraction, the events of our early years. Nearly all are dead now
who would be pained by the disclosures; and we have but t o conceal the names of places and of people, and wait a few years, and
perhaps when you and I are both gone, some kind friend may revise our manuscript, and give it to the world; and we may thuSj
by furnishing our quota to the amusement of mankind, pay back
some part of the pleasure we have derived from the excellent tales
that have cheered our evening fireside."
Susan liked the idea; and accordingly we lost no time in putting our plan into execution. W h e t h e r the result of our labours
will ever see t h e light—whether it will be considered worth publishing " by the trade," or worth reading by the pubhc, is more
than I can foresee ; but this I know, that the occupation it furnished, afforded Susan and myself many a pleasant hour: and that
come what may of it, it wiU not be aU lost labour.
H A E E Y LEESON.

CHAPTEE IL
wnicn GIVES AN ACCOLNT OF SUSAN'S BIRTH, EDUCATION, AND FIRST

SERVICE.
SrsAK HoPLEY was a native of the village of ]\Inpleton—at least
so wc choose to call it—in tlic south-eastern part of England;
where her father was a day-labourer on the farm of a Mr. Whitehead. H e was an iiKhistrious sober man, his wife a worthy
Woman, and their family consisted only of Susan, and a boy named
Andrew, who was a lew years younger. B u t the mother was
weakly, and unable t o undcrtaliu anything more tlian the care of
her house and children ; and the fiithcr's wages-nas only just sufficient to supply his family ^^•ith t h e necessaries of life; leaving
nothing t o spare for education, which was then much more expen-
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sive and of much more difficult attainment than it is now. So
;\Irs. Hopley brought up her children in the fear of God, taught
them to spell out; words in the Bible, and to be honest and true,
and love their neighbours ; and trusted in Providence for the rest.
Thus they lived happily enough tiU Susan was thirteen, and
Andrew ten: but then the always infirm health of the mother
began to give way; and with the expense of doctors, and one thing
or another, the family were beginning to fall into diilieulties ; wlien
the cleanly appearance and orderly conduct of the children at
cliurch, happened, fortunatel.y. to attract the notice of Mrs. Leeson.
This lady ^'^-as the daughter of a former curate of Mapleton, where
slie had been born and bred; and when very young, had fallen in
love with an officer of the king's trooi^s that were quartered in the
village. As the regiment was ordered abroad, and the young lady
could not part with him, they were married; an ' she followed him
about the world for several years, and was near him in manj^
battles. It was even said, that she had o n e saved his life, by
seeking him out amongst a heap of bodies where he had been left
for dead. He had been desperately wounded, and was lying there
so far gone, that he could never have survived the night, had sb'
not stretched herself beside him on the ground, and, by foldin
him in her arms, contrived to keep some warmth in his blood, till
she could get assistance in the morning.
At length. Major Leeson, who was a good deal older than his
wife, beginning to feel some effects from the hardships he had
undergone, they resolved to leave the army, and set themselves
down for life in the villag'e where they had first met. They had
not much money; he had his half-pay, and she had two hundred
a-year allowed her by her mother's brother, Mr. Wentworth, of
Oakfield; but as they had no children, and a great deal of love for
one another, they had enough. However, after they had lived in
this way for some time, Mrs. Leeson, to her own surprise and that
of everybody else, found herself in the family way, and was brought
to bed of as lovely a little boy as eyes ever looked upon. Great
was the joy at his birth, and a happy family they were till the
chnd came to be about six or seven years old; but then the expenses of his education, and the means of setting him afloat in the
world began to be thought of; and after much deUberation, and
many hard struggles, it was resolved that the major should applj
to be placed on full-pay again, in order that, at the end of a few
years, he might obtain leave to sell his commission, and thus secure
something for little Harry against his parents died.
Sad, sad was the parting, for the husband and wife had never
been separated before; and they still loved each other as they had
done in their young days. But they trusted in God and their constant love; and the major sailed for the West Indies, wherethe
regiment he was appointed to was stationed.
He had been gone some time, when the illness of the labourer's
wife, and the consequent distress of the family, reached the ears
of Mrs. Leeson; who thereupon went to the cottage to see how
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she could be of use to them. Little as she had to spare, there was
nobody in the village so serviceable to the poor as she was, particularly after the major left h e r ; and, indeed, aUeriating their distresses, and superintending the education of her dear Harry,
seemed to be aU that constituted her pleasure in hfe. " I do believe, poor lady," said Susan, whose own words we shall frequently
take the liberty of using, " I do believe that she sought to wia the
prayers of the poor, and to make Heaven her friend, for the sake
o t h e r dear husband that was far away."
Many were the comforts and alleviations she afibrded M r s .
Hopley, whose health continued daily to decline: but the greatest
of aU. was, that she undertook to have Andrew and Susan taught
to read and write; and to procure them such other instruction as
was likely to be useful in their situations, and enable them to earn
their bread respectably. " Heaven bless her for it!" Susan would
say, when she came to this part of our story: " many's the day I
have had reason to say so!"
I\Irs. Leeson had a worthy, excellent servant called Dobbs, who
had been brought up in her father's family; and who, when the
young lady married, had followed her fortunes, and accompanied
her through all her dangers and difficulties; and who was still fast
by her side, watching over little Harry, and as fond of him as if
he'd been her own.' " I often think, sir, when I remember Dobbs,"
Susan would say, " that there are few friends more valuable than
an attached and worthy servant. People that don't think it worth
their while to make a friend of a good servant, lose more in life
than they think of."
Now, Dobbs had had a very good education from Mrs. Leeson's
father; and as she did not forget that part of her catechism which
taught her to do to others as she would they should do to her, she
very willingly undertook, at the request of her mistress, to impart
to Susan and Andrew such instruction as was needful.
Whilst Mrs. Hopley Mved, the children only spent certain hours
of the day at ]\Irs. i e e s o n ' s ; devoting the rest to the care and
attendance of their sick p a r e n t ; but AA hen the poor mother died,
whoso passage to the grave was smoothed by knowing that they
had found a friend, and were rescued from the peril she had most
apprehended—namely, that when slie was {.'one, they would be
thrown amongst the idle and disorderly children of the vdlage,
and forget all the good and virtuous principles she had taught
them—then, when she was laid at rest in the bumble churchj-ard,
]\lrs. Lccsi.m took Susan altogether to be under Dobbs, and do
what litt Ic she was able in the house, till she had learned the duties
of a servant. .Andrew li\ etl w ith his father for a time, earning a
trifle when he could, by weeding or picking stones; but he still
punctually attended Mrs. Dobbs's instructions; and often, when
they A\ci-e (iver, was allowed to play a game at marbles or trap-ball
with blaster Harry, or take a walk with him in the fields; for
Anilrew ^vas a steady, well-behaved boy, and to be depended on.
As for Harry, his education ^ us superintended by the clergyman
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of the village; at whose house he spent a considerable part of
every day, and under whose instructions he made great progress.
As soon as Andrew was old enough, Mrs. Leeson completed her
kindness, by procuring him a situation in the establishment of her
imcle, Mr. Wentworth, of Oakfield; and there, by his good conduct, he rose from being stable-boy to be footman; and a great
favourite with his master he was, as well as with honest Mr.
Jeremy, the butler.
Susan had been living about five years in Mrs. Leeson's service,
when she learned from Dobbs that the major's regiment was
ordered home. For several weeks before, both she and Dobbs had
observed an alteration in Mrs. Leeson; her step was hghter and
quicker, her face brighter, and sometimes as she went about the
house, they heard her sweet voice carolling a few snatches of some
old song; and Dobbs would say," There she is, bless her! singing
the major's favourite tune as blithe as she used to be in old times."
She had her husband's picture over the mantelpiece in the dravfing-room, and her first glance in the morning as she entered the
room, and the last at night when she left it, was towards that face
she loved so dearly. I t was most times a melancholy look—a look
of fond affection, and of deep regret for the precious hours of hfe
so wasted; for, by her, aU that were not spent with him, were
scarcely counted. But now the expression changed; she met his
eye with a joyous greeting; and there was a brightness in hers,
and an involuntary srnile upon her lip, that told of pleasant
thoughts and glad anticipations.
" It's my opinion," said Dobbs to Susan, " that there's been
some good news from the major in that last letter! for I saw her
sitting before the glass to-day trying a new way of dressing her
beautiful hair; and yesterday she went into the village and bought
some pink and blue ribbons to trim her morning caps. I shoulcui't
be surprised if we see him soon."
" I declare the same thought struck me," said Susan, " for since
she's given orders to have the carpets taken up, and the house
cleaned, I remark, that whenever she's directing what's to be
done, she keeps glancing up at the picture every moment, as if she
was asking his opinion."
" And then do you see," said Dobbs, " how she flings her arms
about little Harry every now and then; and laughs a gay laugh, as
if there was a hidden fountain of joy in her heart that was running
over. Mark my words, we shall hear news of the major before it's
long."
Dobbs was right. " One day soon after this," (and here we shall
let Susan tell her own story,) " we saw Mrs. Leeson come hurrying up the little garden that was in front of the house with flushed
cheeks and an eager step; and presently afterwards her bed-room
bell rang twice for Dobbs. We guessed directly that she had been
out to meet the postman, and that there was news; and so it
proved. The major was coming home directly; but as the colonel
'vas absent, and he had the command of the regiment, he was not
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sure whether he should be able to leave it immediately on landing
or not. If he could not get away, he promised to send her a line
the moment the vessel got into port, that she and Harry might
hasten to meet him. He added, too, that he had made a very
advantageous arrangement for parting with his commission to a
young nobleman, who didn't care for money, but who wanted to
get into a regiment that was not likely to be sent to a foreign
station for some years.
" Oh, Mr. Harry, there was joy! I shall never forget her sweet
face when first I saw it after she had got the news. Beautiful she
always was; but now, as Mr. Poppleton, the curate said, she was
radiant, and looked ten times younger and handsomer than ever.
She told Dobbs that the major had before hinted that there was an
«arly prospect of his coming home; but that she had not courage
to mention it tiU. she was certain, fancying she could bear a disappointment better if she had never communicated her hope to anyiDody.
"As this letter had been written immediately before the fleet
was to sad, of course the major himself, or the summons to meet
him at Portsmouth, might be hourly expected; and there was such
preparations—such a joyous bustle!—and dear Harry, he was so
busy too! There was the house to be got ready, the clean curtains
to be put up, the carpets to be laid: whatever was much worn or
looked shabby to be replaced; and there was her own dress, and
Harry's dress to be thought of; and the garden to be trimmed,
and the trunks to be packed. Oh, heavens! the joy of much
loving! But, oh! the pain!
" Well, sir, all was ready, and we rejoiced that time had been
given us to complete everything: but now it was all listening and
watching; every sound of a wheel that was heard approaching,
every coach that passed through the viUage, even the latch of the
garden gate being lifted, brought us aU to the window. Master
Harry's lessons were laid aside, for he had too much to ask, and
too much to hear about his dear papa, to give his mind to them;
T^hilst the mother, anticipating the pride and delight of the father
when he looked at his noble boy, had not the heart to chide him—
and every morning when the sun rose, it was to be to-day; and
every night when he set, it was to be to-morrow. With the
earliest dawn, we could hear Mrs. Leeson opening her window to
observe the weather; and Harry spent half the day T\ aving his
handkerchief in the wind, to be sure it was stiU blowing from the
right quarter. And it did blow from the right quarter; and calm
beautiful siunmer weather it was, as ever shone out of the
heavens!
" Well, at last wc saw the postman coming with a letter, and
we all felt certain it was the right letter, for there ^yeve not many
came to the house; and sure enough it bore the Portsmouth post
mark; and Harry, who got hold of it first, and A^ho did not know
his papa's hand, cried out, 'He's come! he's come!' But the
letter was from Mr. Wentworth. Happening to be in London, he
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had heard that the telegraph had announced the fleet was in sight,
and he had gone down to Portsmouth to meet the major. But the
letter said, that although the fleet was come in, the transport in
which jMa;jor Leeson had embarked had parted company with the
others, and was not yet arrived, but it was expected hourly.
" I was in the room when my mistress read the letter, for we
were all too anxious to keep out of it; and I shaU never forget her
face. Oh! the change that came over it! The faUing from the
great hope to the heavy fear ! She said nothing, but she turned
very pale; and her lips trembled, and her hand shook; and Harry
looked at her with an amazed and serious look, for the child felt
damped too—' What, ma?' he said. ' Soon, love; soon!' she murmured, as she kissed his forehead, and the words came with a deep
gasp and a great swelUng of the heart. Then she rose and went
to her bed-room; and Dobbs and I knew that she passed almost
aU that day upon her knees. Sometimes we could distinguish her
foot pacing the room; but whenever there was sUence, we knew
that she was prajdng; and at night it was the same. I don't think
she ever passed another night in her bed tUl she laid herself down
in it to rise no more.
"Well, sir, the sun rose and set—^but still no tidings came. For
her, the blow had been struck the first day by Mr. Wentworth's
letter; there was something prophetic in that deep love of hers—
she saw it aU from the beginning. Poor Harry couldn't believe it;
and he hoped on, and we hoped on; but she hoped no more.
" She seldom spoke; sometimes she would throw her arms roimd
Harry, and utter such a cry! Surely it was the cry of a broken
heart. I never heard anything like it but from her lips. Few,
I hope, ever suffered what she did. Then she would bid Andrew
or me take Harry out into the fields and amuse him as well as we
could. She didn't like to cloud his young days with sorrow, or
inure him to the sight of wretchedness so early. Then the picture!
oh that picture! One day I happened to be passing the drawingroom door when it was a little ajar, and hearing a deep sob, I
turned my head that way. She was on her knees, and her arms
were stretched out towards it, as if she was inviting him to come
to her. Her hair was pushed back from the forehead, her Hps
were apart, and her eyes staring with such eagerness on the countenance, that she looked as if she expected the energy of her grief
and love could animate the canvas, and impart life and being to the
form she loved so dearly.
" WeU, sir, she drooped and drooped from day to day; I am
sure she prayed for death, and her truest friends could not wish
her to hve.
" I t was not many months afterwards, that we knelt by her
bedside and closed her sweet eyes—and we that loved her best,
thanked God when we did so."
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CHAPTEE i n .
SUSAN I S PFIOVIDED WITH ANOTHER SITUATION, AND HABKT! MAKES TWO
NARROW ESCAPES FROM IMMINENT DANGER.

As soon as Mrs. Leeson was dead, Mr. Wentworth, and Miss
Fanny his daughter, who had neglected nothing they could think
of to comfort her during her lifetime, took poor httle Harry with
them to Oakfield, which they had promised his mother should
henceforth be his home; and when she was laid in her grave, and
the house at Mapleton was given up, Dobbs and Susan foUowed.
Dobbs was only to stay tiU Harry was somewhat reconciled to his
loss, which he felt bitterly, poor chUd; and tUl she h^d met with a
situation to suit her; but Miss Wentworth took Susan into the
family altogether, and appointed her to the situation of underhousemaid.
Mr. Wentworth was a gentleman who had made a very large
fortune in the wine trade; and he had his house of business still
in the city, where affairs were conducted imder the superintendence of an old and much valued clerk, of the name of Simpson;
whilst he himself resided chiefly with his daughter at Oakfield.
She was his only child, and the pride and debght of his heart; and
weU did she merit all the affection he bore her.
Most fortunate Susan thought herself, on aU accounts, to obtain
so exceUent a situation; and one which placed her near those she
most loved, her brother and little Harry. Andrew now wore a
livery; he was grown a nice young man, and had won the goodwill of all the family by his dihgence and good temper. As soon
as Harry was considered sufficiently recovered, he was placed at a
boarding-school about ten miles from Mapleton; and then Dobbs
(juitted Oakfield, and accepted a situation as cook and housekeeper
in a gentleman's family in London.
Harry had been at school between three and four months, and
Susan was looking forward to the approaching midsummer vacation, when she was desired to prepare a room for Mr. Gaveston,
who was expected on a visit: and she soon learned from the
servants, that the visit was to terminate in a marriage. This
gentleman Avas a distant relative of I\Ir. ^>Veiitworth's, -n-ho had
brought him up, and provided handsomely for him hy giving him
a share in the wine business. He had hitherto resided a good deal
at Bordeaux, where ^Ir. WentwortJi wa's connected \\ ith several
houses of eminence; always, however, spending some months of
every ^ear in England; and during these visits, he had contrived
to make himself so completely master of the aSections of poor
Fanny, that though (heiress as she was to all her father's wealth,
and endowed with many charms of mind and person into the
bargain) she had hosts of suitors, she would hsten to none of them,
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but persisted in giving her young heart, and engaging her fair
hand, to Walter Gaveston.
It was pretty evident to everybody but herself, that Mr. Gavc.ston was not the husband her father would have selected for her;
but he was too indulgent and too just to oppose her wishes on a
subject so material to her happiness, unless he could have given
her convincing reasons for his objection; and this he could not.
He had originally been very fond of Walter, who was a clever,
handsome, forward boy; but of late years he had felt a sort of
growing dishke to him that he could hardly account for; and that
he was himself half inclined to look upon as idle antipathy or weak
prejudice. He had nothing exactly to aUege against him; and
sometimes after examining his own mind, and searching for the
motive of his own alienation, he would end by saying, " D—n the
feUow! I believe it's only that I don't like the expression of his
face." Nobody did hke the expression of his face, that looked at
it with unprepossessed eyes; but poor Fanny's were witched—and
if she ever remarked that the prospect of her marriage was disagreeable to her father, she attributed the dissatisfaction wholly
to his dread of parting with her, and not at aU to the nature of the
aUiance she was about to form.
In spite of the displeasing expression we have aUuded to, there
could be no doubt that Mr. Gaveston was a very fine looking man;
and one likely to attract the eye and admiration of the fair sex in
general. His features were regular and manly; he had a beautiful
set of teeth, dark hair and eyes, a complexion bronzed into a very
becoming hue by the sim of the South, and a figure that formed a
perfect model of strength and agUity. And, accordingly, there
were few men who excelled so much in aU manly exercises;
whether he walked, rode, or danced, the performance was perfect;
he was the best cricket-player about the country, the most fearlesshuntsman, and the best shot. He was equaUy remarkable for his
proficiency in all games of skill—cards, bflliards, nothing came
amiss to him. Then he was an exceUent judge of a horse, very
fond of attending races, and understood aU the intricacies of betting,
edging, and jockeyship in general. Of classical learning or deef
reading he had very little; but he had a great deal of general in
formation; knew something of most people that were making any
sensation in the world; and was seldom at a loss upon any subject
of fashionable or popular discussion.
Such was the man that had won Fanny Wentworth's affections,
and to whom she was to be united in the ensuing month of August.
Many preliminaries, of course, were to be arranged. Dresses to
be prepared, settlements drawn up, and entertainments given; and
when Harry returned to Oakfield for the vacation, he found the
house full of gaiety and commotion.
" I think it right to inform you," said Mr. Wentworth one day
to Mr. Gaveston, when the subject of settlement was under discussion, " that since the death of Harry Leeson's parents, I liave
adopted him, and look upon him as my son. I was always fond
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of the boy, who is as fine a little feUow as ever lived; and I loved
his father and mother, and would do it for their sakes if I did not
do it for his own. The arrangement I propose to make is this—
and I have given OUiphant directions to prepare the settlements
a n d my will at the same time. You are at present possessor of a
sixth share of the business—I wUl make that a fourth. Whatever
fortune I give my daughter now, or whatever I leave her, I shaU
vest in trustees for her use, to descend from her to her children;
or if she have none, to be disposed of as she pleases, with the exception of ten thousand pounds, of which you wiU have the liferent, should you survive her. This, with a fourth share of the
business, will, I hope, be considered sufficient. Are you satisfied
with that arrangement?"
" Quite, sir, quite," replied Mr. Gaveston; and he endeavoured
t o look very satisfied indeed.
" W i t h respect to H a r r y Leeson," continued Mr. Wentworth,
" he wUl be entitled by my will to two shares of the wine business, and to ten thousand poimds, to be paid free of all deductions.
The fourth share I intend giving to old Simpson, on whom the
management of the whole must rest. I shall also appoint him
guardian and trustee for Harry. All this I do with Fanny's
entire approbation."
H o w far these arrangements were agreeable to Mr. Gaveston
may be doubted; but, at all events, he reiterated the assurances
of his entire satisfaction, and ]\Ir. W e n t w o r t h did not trouble himself to investigate further.
Mr. Gaveston's pursuits—riding, cricketing, sporting, and so
forth—were naturally very attractive to H a r r y ; and, as he was a
spirited boy, he was glad enough to be aUowed to share in them
whenever he was permitted. Mr. Gaveston seemed wUUng enough
to encourage this disposition, and, amongst other things, he took
upon himself to teach H a r r y to ride; but, on the plea that a boy
should be afraid of nothing, he one day set him on a young horse
of his own, before the child had anj' seat, and allowed him to
foUow the hounds; the consequence of which was, that the horse
ran away, and if Andrew (who, happening to see H a r r y start, had
felt imeasj-, and gone after them to observe how he got on) had
not been at hand, and stopped the horse with one hand, whilst he
caught Harr\' -with the other to break his fall, it would in all probability have proved the poor little fellow's first and last hunt.
]\lr. Gaveston charged Harr^- not to teU his u n d o , " for," said he,
" if you do, you'll have a log tied to you for the future, and there'U
be an end of your sport." H a r r y did not tell; but Andrew, who
thought the boy's life would be in jeopardy if this sort of thing
went on, did; and ]Mr. Wentwortli set his veto against any future
lessons in equitation from Mr. Gaveston. " H e hasn't caution
enough," he said, " to be trusted with a boy of that age. H a r r y
shall have projjer instruction, and a safe pony to begin with."
I t Mas not long after this that a second accident occurred to
H a r r y , no less Ukely to have proved fatal than the first.

SUSAN HOPLET.

13

There was in the grounds at some distance from the house, a
large pond or lake on which lay an old boat, which was rarely
used, except Harry sometimes got leave to take a row in it with
one of the men-servants, but he was strictly enjoined never to
enter it alone.*
" One day, as I was standing at Miss Wentworth's bedroom
window," (for here we shaU let Susan once more tell her own
story,) " I saw somebody coming through the trees towards the
house. He was a good way off when I first caught sight of him,
but I observed that he was walking slowly, and that every now
and then he stopped and seemed to be looking all round as if to
see whether anybody was at hand. When he emerged from
amongst the trees, and got upon the open lawn, he began to run;
and I then perceived that it was Mr. Gaveston, with his coat off,
and looking very pale. He approached the house rapidly, and 1
was just wondering what could have happened to him, when I
heard a loud scream from Miss Fanny, and a great bustle below;
and on running down to see what was the matter, I overtook her
rushing out of the house, followed by Mr. Gaveston, and aU themaid-servants, crying out that Harry Leeson was in the pond.
" Now, it happened that it was hay-making time, and as theweather was considered unsettled, every man about the estate was
in the fields, at least a quarter of a mUe from the pond, and quite
in an opposite direction from the house; but there was a shorter
cut across than going by the water; and Mr. Gaveston said he
would run there as fast as he coidd and send assistance; and aa
he set off Miss Wentworth called after him, ' For God's sake,
despatch somebody to the village for a surgeon!' So away we aU
ran—we to the pond, who could be of no use in the world when we
were there; and Mr. Gaveston, who perhaps might, to the hayfield, in search of aid which never could have arrived in time.
What chance little Harry had of being saved by either party may
be imagined; but Providence sent him help.
" My brother Andrew, who, like me, doted on Harry, for his
dear mother's sake as weU as his own, was always glad when he
could invent anything to amuse him; and, having something of a
mechanical turn, he often employed his leisure hours in contriving
toys and playthings for him: and it chanced that the day before
this accident happened, he had been down with the child to the
pond, to try the sailing of a little vessel that he had been at work
on some time. On first launching it, it turned over: but, after
hewing it away a little, he brought it to do, and much delighted
Harry was with it.
" In order that no time might be lost with the hay, Mr. Wentworth, who had gone to town in the morning, had desired that the
men slaould have a luncheon of bread and cheese and beer in the
• This incident has some resemblance to one in the Third Number of
" Master Humphrey;" but it was written many months before Mr. D.'s work
nppeared.
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fields, and not retm-n tUl the day's work was over. This the
maids had carried out to them; but, finding the beer run short,
M r . Jeremy, the butler, told Andrew to step to the house and
fetch another can.
" Now, when Andrew had sat down with the others to eat his
bread and cheese he had missed his knife; and as it was a very
nice one, that H a r r y had saved up his own pocket-money to buy,
and which he had given him as a birthday present, he would have
been very sorry to lose it. ' I dare say,' thought he, ' I left it at
the pond yesterday;' and as it would not make many minutes'
difference, he resolved to run round that way and look for it.
" J u s t as he came in sight of the pond, he fancied he heard a
cry t h a t proceeded from that direction, and he hastened forward;
b u t when he reached it he saw no one, nor indeed anything unusual, except that the boat was reeling from side to side as if it
were on the waves of the sea. Now, there was no motion in the
vrater, for, as I said before, though it was deep, it was but a pond;
and the day was calm, cloudy, and still threatening rain, but not a
breath of wind was stirring.
" A n d r e w looked at the boat—thought of the cry—and jumped
into the water. H e could not swim; b u t he didn't stop to remember that. Fortunately the boat was at hand, and he was
active and strong. H e caught the chUd by the jacket, and when
the water threw him up, he struggled to get hold of it. Once he
failed, and they went down together; but the second time he succeeded; and when we reached the pond, we found him sitting in
the boat with H a r r y in his lap, rubbing the child's chest and
stomach, and doing the best he could to restore him.
" ' D o n ' t be frightened,' he cried to us, ' Master Harry's coming
to, but look for the oars amongst the grass, and push them toward^
me.'
" W e did SO; and then he brought the boat ashore, and carried
t h e child up to the house in his arms, where he was soon in a warm
bed, and so far recovered that there was nothing to fear for his
health.
" I t was nearly an hour after this. I dare say, that Miss Wentworth and I, who were sitting by Master Harry's bedside, beard
Mr. Gaveston's foot entering the hall below, and coming hastily
up stairs. H e was now as red as he had before been pale, and
bursting open the door, he exclaimed, j\Iy dear Fanny, I am
sure you'll never forRive me; and if you do, I never can forgive
myself. If it hadn't been for Andrew's providential arrival, the
dear boy must inevitably have been drowned.' W i t h the noise
he made, Harry, who had fallen asleep, opened his eyes; and
holding out his hand and smiling on him, he said, ' I t was an
accident, nobody could help it; but wasn't it brave of Andrew to
jump into the water to save nic when he couldn't swim ?'
" ' I thought you could swim, Walter,' said Miss Wentworth.
" ' N o / rephed h e , ' I never could learn.'
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" ' But how in the world did it happen ?' said Fanny. ' How
came you in the water, Harry ?'
" ' i can't think,'said Harry. ' W e had got into the boat to
sail my httle ^'es^el, and I was leaning over the side, when all at
once the boat dipped down, and I went over. What made it dip
down so suddenly I can't tell. Perhaps you came too quickly to
my side?' said he to Gaveston.
" ' I'm afraid I did," answered Gaveston. ' I thought you were
leaning over too far, and without reflection I stepped across to
take hold of you. However, you know, those that are born to be
hanged will never be drowned. It's all very well as it has turned
out; and the less that's said about it the better.'
" ' I think we'd better not tell my uncle,' said Harry. 'He'U
forbid my going to the pond any more, and then I can't sad. my
vessel.'
" ' That he certainly will,' said Mr. Gaveston. ' You'U be tied
up. depend upon it, if you tell him.'
•'' He must be told,' said Fanny. ' He detests concealments;
and if he finds it out afterwards, he'll be much the more displeased.'
" ' How should he find it out?' said Mr. Gaveston.
" ' Everything is found out sooner or later,' replied Fanny."

CHAPTEE IV.
SUSAN H A S A N EXTEAOEDINABY DREAM, WHICH IS THE FORERUNNEE OF
l l i l . NEWS.

THE period of the wedding was fast approaching, and a day was
already appointed for signing the settlements, when Mr. Gaveston
received a letter from a confidential friend at Bordeaux, intimating
that the bankruptcy of one of the houses with which Mr. Wentworth was connected, was supposed to be impending; and that it
was of the last importance that he, Mr. Gaveston, should lose no
time in repairing to the spot.
The serious consequences that might arise from a neglect of this
caution, induced Mr. Wentworth to consent to the immediate
departure of his intended son-in-law, and the postponement of the
wedding; though, at the same time, he declared that he did not
beheve there was any foundation for the report,
" Eaoul and Bonstetten are much too steady men to fad," said
he; " however, you may as weU go; the marriage can as well take
place in October as now." Perhaps Mr. Wentworth was not sorry
for the respite. " I have an idea," continued he, " of going down
to the sea for a couple of months; and you can join us there on
your return. The doctor says, that that poor fellow Andrew will
never recover perfectly till he has undergone a course of warm
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sea-bathing; and as he got his iUness in doing me a great service,
the least I can do is to contribute aU I can to his recovery."
Andrew had never been well since the day he jumped into the
water to save Harry. He was very warm at the moment from
working in the hayfield and running on his errand; and having
remained some time in his wet clothes, being too anxious about
Harry to think of himself; the chill had brought on a rheumatic
fever, from which lie had not perfectly recovered. Nothing could
exceed the attention shown him by the family during his iUness;
and as for Harry, he could scarcely be induced to quit "his bedside
to take needful rest and sleep. And signal as was their kindness
appeared Andrew's gratitude; he "only hoped," he often told
Susan, " that he might find means during his hfe of testifying his
sense of their great goodness to him."
Mr. Gaveston departed; when the young man got better, Harry
returned to school, and not long afterwards, Mr. and Miss Wentworth, accompanied by Andrew, set out on their excursion. There
had been, at one time, an idea of taking Susan; Miss Wentworth
happening just then to be without a maid: the one that was to
attend her after her marriage not having arrived. However, this
was finaUy given up, and they went alone.
" It was a lovely morning when they set out," said Susan; "just
the last week in August; and we aU assembled in the portico to
see them off. I shall never forget it—Miss Fanny looking so fresh
and so pretty, in her grey silk pelisse, and httle straw bonnet
lined with pink; and the dear old gentleman, with his broadskirted brown coat, and his wide-brimmed hat, looking so smiling
and so benevolent as he bade us good-by; and then handing his
daughter into the carriage as proud as an emperor—he'd reason to
be proud of her, for she was a sweet creature; and as good as she
was pretty!
" ' We shall bring back Andrew to you quite weU, Susan,' said
master, putting his head out of the window.
" ' God bless you, sir,' said I, ' and my mistress too; and I wiped
the tears from my eyes with the corner of my apron.
"'Good-by, sister,' said Andrew, giving me a last kiss, and
jumping up behind. ' All's right!' cried he: the postilions cracked
their whips, and away they went. Lord! Sir; how little we poor
mortals know what is before us 1
"Well, Sir, nothing particular occurred after this till we received a letter to say the family would be home on the evening
of the sixteenth—we were then in the month of October. The
letter was written by Andrew at his master's desire; and he
concluded by saying that he had quite recovered his health, and
was as well as ever he had been. Then there foUowed a passage
which I did not well understand, and which I promised myself to
ask him the meaning of when he came back. He said, 'Mr.
Gaveston is arrived, and the marriage is to take place in No
vember; but if I had courage to do something, I think I could
prevent it; but I don't know how to act without assistance."
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" On the mornmg of the IGtli, when we were all prepared, there
came another letter from Andrew, to say that they should not be
back tiU the 18th. Mr. Gaveston had a bet on a boat-race that
he wanted to see the result of; they had therefore arranged to
start on the 17th, sleep at Maningtree that night, and reach home
the next day to dinner.
" O n the same evening, that is, on the 16th, as we were sitting
in the servants' haU after supper, there came a ring at the backdoor. I remeinber we were all talking about Mabel, the dairymaid, who had just got up and left the room, as she usually did,
the moment meals were over. It Mas very weU known that
Andrew was in love with her; and as she was a beautiful creature,
there was not a man in the house but was his rival; and they were
not a little jealous because they fancied she showed him more
favour than the rest. But, for my part, I always saw that Mabel
had no thoughts of Andrew more than of the others; and that she
was much too proud to listen to a poor boy who had nothing but
his livery. However, more out of envy, I believe, than because
they thought it, they insisted that she liked him, recaUing several
little kindnesses that she had shown him during his illness, and
prophesying that now he had recovered it would soon be a match.
But J\Ir. Jeremy, the butler, was of a different opinion. ' No, no,'
said he, ' them little knows Mabel that looks to see her married
to a footman. Mabel comes of a proud family—they were gentry
once, as I've heard—howbeit, they never knew themselves nor
their stations. Mabel was rocked in the cradle of pride, and she
fed upon the bread of pride—and she'll have a fall, as aU such
pride has.'
" ' Well, she'll fall to Andrew,' said the coachman: "that'U be a
faU.'
' " N o , no,' said Mr. Jeremy, 'it'U be a worse faU than falling
to an honest young fellow like Andrew. Mark my words. I was
never deceived in no man, nor woman neither; and I ar'n't now.'
" Just as the butler had said those words, came the ring I spoke
of; and as I happened to be going up stairs to look at my fires, I
said I would see who it was.
" When I opened the door, I saw by the light of the candle I
held in my baud, a stout man in a drab coat, with his hat slouched
over his eyes, and a red handkerchief round his throat, that
covered a good deal of the lower part of his face; so that between
the hat and the handkerchief, I saw very little of his features
except his nose; but that was very remarkable. It was a good
deal raised in the bridge, and very much on one side; and it was
easy to see that whatever it had been by nature, its present
deformity had been occasioned by a blow or an accident. He did
not look like a common man, nor yet exactly hke a gentleman;
but something between both; or rather like a gentleman that had
got a blackguard look by keeping bad company. However, sight
is quick, or I should never have had time to make out the little
that I teU you; for whether he thought that I looked at him more
B
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than he liked, or what, I do;i't know, but he dropped a stick he
had in his hand, and in stooping to pick it up, he contrived to
knock the candle out of mine, and there we were both in the
dark.
" As I did not quite like his appearance, and could not help
fliinking he had done this on purpose, I got frightened, suspecting he wanted to make a rush and get into the house, so I
pushed the door and tried to slam it in his face; but he was
stronger than I w a s ; and putting his hand against it, firmly, but
without violence, he said, in a quiet sort of a voice, that had certainly nothing in it to alarm me, ' W h e n do you expect M r .
Wentworth home ?'
" \^'ell, sir, the way he spoke, and his asking such a natural
harmless question, made me think myself a fool, and that his
putting out the candle had been an accident; so answering him as
civilly as I could, to make up for my rudeness, I said that they
would be home on the 18th to dinner, adding that we had expected
them sooner, but that they were to sleep upon the road.
" ' Thank ye.' replied he, turning away. ' I don't know exactly
which way 1 should go, amongst aU these buildings,' he added,
looking round—' I suppose that's the stables, with the h g h t in the
window?'
" ' N o , sir, that's the dairy,' said I , "the stables are on the other
side. But if j-ou go straight across you'll find your way ' ' Good
night,' said he, and away he went, whilst I proceeded up stairs to
look after my fires. W h e n I returned to the servants' hall, so
little did I think of the matter, that I only told tlieni -when they
asked who had rung, it was a person called to inquire when master
would be home.
" On the foUowing day, which was the 17th, nothing particular
occurred; and on the 18th we were all prepared i'or the family,
with the cloth laid, and the fires blazing, and everybody on the
watch for the carriage. But the dinner hour came r.nd passed,
and tea time came, and supper time came, and .stiU no signs of
those we were looking for. The servants sat up till half-past
eleven, wondering and guessing all manner of reasons for the
delay: and then thinking all chance was over for that night, they
went to bed. B u t for my ])art, I somehow or other felt so uneasy,
that I was sure I shouldn't sleep, so I fetched a liimlc, and sat
myself down in an arm-chair by master's bed-room lire, which, as
weU as jMiss Fanny's, I resolved to keep in, in c;ise they might
have been impeded by accident, and yet arrive, cold and uncomfortable, in the course of the night.
" I scarcely know how it was, but my thouglits, in spite of
myself, took a melancholy turn. All the misery that had foUowed
the disappointment about Major Leeson's arrival recurred to my
mind, and I coidd not help anticipatintj; that some iU news was to
follow upon this. I thought of the odd passage in Andrew's letter,
wondering what it could mean, and what it was he wanted to do.
I knew he disliked Mr. Gaveston A^ery much, and that the dislike
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was mutual. Andrew <»ould not forgive him for having exposed
Harry Leeson to so much danger; and, one day, when he was not
aware that he was within hearing, he had called him a cowardly
rascal for running away and leaving the child in the water. This,
together with Andrew's having told Mr. Wentworth of the hunting accident, had made Mr. Gaveston his enemy; and I was often
afraid of my brother's getting into some trouble through it; for
much as he was a favourite with his master and mistress, of course
he could not have stood against Mr. Gaveston's influence if it had
been exerted against him.
"^Ul these things now took possession of my mind, and I kept
pondering upon them, till insensibly my waking thoughts became
dreams, and I gradually sunk into a siumbcr, in which the same
train of ideas seemed to be continued. At first, the im:iges were
all confused and mingled togctlier—there was something about
my master, and mistress, and Mr. Gaveston, and Andrew—there
was trouble and strife—but nothing which I could reduce afterwards to aiiy form; but what foUowed, was as distinct on my
mind when I awoke—ay, and is so still, as any circumstance that
ever occurred to me in my waking hours.
" I thought I was sitting in master's arm-chair by his bed-room
fire, just as indeed I was, and that I had just dropped asleep when
I heard a voice whisper in my ear, ' Look there! who's that?
Upon that I thought I lifted up my head and saw my brother
Andrew sitting on the opposite side of the fire in his grave clothes.
and with his two dead eyes staring at me with a shocking look ol
fear and horror—then I thought he raised his hand slowly, and
pointing with his thumb over his shoulder, I'saw two men standing close behind him; one had a crape over his face, and I could
not see who he was; but the other was the man with the crooked
nose, who had rung at the bell two nights before. Presently th6y
moved forwards, and passing me, went into my master's dressingcloset, which was behind where I was sitting. Then I fanoied
that I tried to rouse myself, and shake off my sleep, that I might
look after them, btit I could not; and when I turned my eyes
again on the chair where Andrew had been sitting, instead of him
I saw my master there with a large gash in his throat, and his
eyes steadfastly fixed on me, whUst he pointed to something at my
back; he seemed to try to speak, but his jaw feU, and he could
make no sound. Whilst I was staring at this dreadful sight,
shivering Avith horror, I thought that, though I could not see
them, I was yet conscious that the two men had come out of the
closet, and were standing close behind him, one with an open claspknife in his hand, and the other with a lantern; then I thought
my brother Andrew suddenly came between us, and whispered,
' No, no; let her sleep! let her sleep!' and with that the light was
suddenly extinguished, and I could see no more.
" WeU, sir, the moment the light seemed to go out, I awoke in
reality; and as I did so, I fancied I heard a door gently closed,
and the sound of feet moving softly away; but I was almost io
«2
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darkness, and could distinguish nothing. The bit of candle I had
taken up with me had burned to the socket and gone out; and
the fire, though there were some red ashes yet in the grate, shed
b u t a faint glimmer on the hearth.
" W h a t between cold, and fear, and horror, I felt as if my
blood was frozen in my veins; and although I ' d have given the
world to move, and call the other servants who slept over-head, I
iound it impossible at first to stir my limbs; and there I sat with
my eyes staring on the imperfect outline of the chair where I had
seen Andrew and my master sitting Just before, expecting to see
them there again; and my ears straming for a sound with that
dreadful intensity that fear gives one, till I fancied I distinguished
the approach of a horse's feet; presently, I became sure of it; I
thought there were two horses ; they drew near as if they came
from the stables, passed under the window, turned the corner of
the house, and then receding, I heard no more of them.
" TUl the morning light began to peep in through the chinks of
the shutters, I couldn't summon courage to move. Gradually,
when it iUuminated the objects around me sufficiently, I forced
myself to survey the room, and with a great eflbrt to turn my
head and look behind m e ; but everything, as far as I could see,
was just as it was when I went to sleep. By-and-by, as the light
grew stronger, I arose and opened the door that lecl out upon the
stairs; but nothing unusual was to be seen or heard. Then I went
to the dressing-closet; there, too, I could perceive no change.
I tried my master's drawers and boxes, which had been all locked
when he went away—and locked they were stUl. Finally, I
examined the other rooms, both on that floor and below; but all
was right. Nothing could I find to induc'e the suspicion that my
dream was anything but a dream.
" 'S^'eU. sir, .^'ou know how differently one feels about things in
the broad daylight that have frightened and puzzled us in the
dark; and you may imagine that the lighter it grew, the more
absurd my terror appeared to me; till at last. b>- the time the
sun was up, I was ready to laugh at myself for my foUy: and
when the servants came down stairs and found me wanning myself
by the kitchen fire, and lookini;- A'er.y pale, I merely said that 1 had
faUeu asleep m master's arm-chair, and had awakened shivered
and uncomfortable. I did not mention my dream, for I knew it
must appear ridiculous to others—and I had no ple:isin'e in recalling the disagreeable images that thi' \iix\it had dispersed.
However, I did remark to ^Ir. Jerem>-, that i had heard horsel
assing under the window in the night; but he said it was proably nearer morning than I had imagined, and that it was the
farm horses going to their work; and this I thought hkely
enough."
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CHAPTEE VILIi NEWS.

Ox the morning succeeding the night Susan had passed so unpleas:intly in her master's bed-room, when the servants assembled
at breakfast, it was remarked that Mabel had not made her
appearance; and I\Ii's. Jeremy, the housekeeper, who was a precise personage, sent Susan to teU her, that if she did not attend
at the appointed hours, she must go without her meals. Mabel,
however, was not to be found in her dairy, nor anywhere about
the house; and it was concluded that after doing her morning's
work, she had gone to visit her sister Grace, who lived in the
vUlage, a couple of mUes off. Nothing more, therefore, was
thought of her tiU the gardener came in some time afterward, and
said, that being attracted by the lowing of the cows, who had aU
assembled close to the park paling, he had been to see what was
the matter, and discovered that they had not been milked.
Further inspection of them and of the dairy proved this to be the
case. Mrs. Jeremy vowed vengeance against the delinquent, and
desired Susan, who understood the business, to supply her place
for the immediate occasion. But when several hours elapsed and
jNIabel did not appear, her absence began to excite surprise as
well as displeasure; more especiaUy, when one of the men who
had been to Mapleton with a horse to be shod, returned saying,
he had called at Grace Lightfoot's to inquire if she was there, but
that Grace assured him she had not seen her sister since the
morning before. Upon this, Mabel's room, which adjoined the
dairy, was examined, and, from various indications, it was concluded that she had not slept there on the previous night. Her
clothes were aU found, except her bonnet and shawl, and such as
she might be supposed to have worn; and there was nothing discovered that could throw the smallest light on the cause of her
absence, except it was, that a man's glove was found on the floor;
but whose glove it might be, remained an enigma that time only
could solve. Mabel Lightfoot, beautiful and haughty as we have
described her, had never been known to countenance the attentions of any man, either in her own station or a higher; nor was
it suspected that any of the latter class were in pursuit of her.
Andrew Hopley was the most favoured, or rather, the least disdained, of her admirers; and even to him she had never shown
anything that amounted to encouragement.
Conjecture was therefore at a fault; and no one could suggest
any probable solution of the mystery, as hour after hour passed,
and the messengers that had been sent in search of her returned,
and brought no tidings.
One circumstance recurred to Susans mind, but it seemed
almost too vague and unimportant to draw any conclusions from.
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and therefore she made no mention of it. I t was, that on the
night the man with the crooked nose had rung at the back door,
she had heard Mabel in conversation with some one as she passed
her room: it was as she was returning to the kitchen after she
had been up to look at her fires, and consequently not many
minutes after she had seen him. The voice was that of a man:
she thought nothing of it at the time, concluding it was some
member of the famUy; but it now recurred to her that t h e
stranger's saying he could not find his way, (in which there Avas
certainly no difficulty,) and inquiring what place that was with
the light in the window, might be a ruse to discover the dairymaid's quarters.
Susan, however, kept these reflections to herself; and, indeed,
her thoughts were very much diverted from the mystery of
Mabel's departure, by her anxiety for the arrival of the famUy
and her brother, from whom the morning's post had brought no
tidings; _ and when she had finished her household duties, she sat
down with her neecUework at one of the windows that looked
towards the park gate, to watch for the first approach of a
carriage.
I t was nearly three o'clock in the afternoon, when the sound of
wheels announced an arrival. N o t doubting it was the family,
Susan started from her seat, but before she ran down stairs to
meet them, she waited a moment to catch a glimpse of her brother
in the rumble; but great was her disappointment when t h e
vehicle drew near, to perceive it was not the expected carriage,
but a hack post-chaise, in which sat a single traveUer—a man,
and a stranger.
Concluding it was some one seeking Mr. W e n t w o r t h about
business, as was not uncommon, she had reseated herself and
resumed her work, when the door opened, and Mr. J e r e m y the
butler entered with a face announcing " a s a book Adhere men
might read strange matters," that he had something extraordinary
to communicate.
_ " I s there anything wrong, sir ?" said Susan, whose apprehenlions of some unknown disaster were so much excited as to require
i t t l e prompting.
" I am afraid there is," replied Mr. J e r e m y ; " b u t what, I don't
know. The man t h a t ' s come in the post-chaise is a constable
from Maningtree; and he says you, and I, and m}- wife, are to
accompany liim back immediately; and that you are to take with
you all the letters you have received from Andrew since he went
away."
" But what can be the meaning of t h a t ? " said Susan.
" I can't make it out," replied .Jeremy. " However, we must
go, that's certain; and as it's getting late, the sooner we set ofl'
t h e better. So tie up AT hat you'll want in a handkerchief, and
make haste down. Mrs. Jeremy's gone to get ready."
I n a state of amazement and confusion indescribable, Susan
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proceeded to obey Mr. Jeremy's commands; and in a very short
time they were prepared to set off.
'• I hope nothing has happened to my brother ?" said she to the
man when she met him in the hall below.
'• Are .A'ou the footman's sister?" said he, eyeing her curiously.
" Yes, sir," replied Susan. " There's nothing wrong with him.
I hope, is there?"
" "Wait tiU you get to Maningtree," replied the man, shaking
his head significantly; " y o u ' U hear it aU soon enough."
The unexpected summons, the mystery attending it, and these
hints and inuendoes, whilst they perplexed Mr. and Mrs. Jeremy,
threw poor Susan into an agony ot alarm. That something had
occurred in which Andrew was concerned was evident: and again
the strange passage in his letter about the marriage, the visit of
the man with the crooked nose, Mabel's disappearance, and her
own dream, all presented themselves vividly to her mind; and
although she could not tell how, nor see the links that united
them, she could not help fancying that all these circumstances
belonged to the same chain of events.
I t was towards nine o'clock in the evening when the chaise
drove up to the door of the King's Head I n n at Maningtree.
Several persons were lounging about the street; and when the
carriage stopped, and the constable, who was seated on the dicky,
jumped off to open the door, there appeared a manifest desire on
the part of the bystanders to obtain a glimpse of the travellers;
and Susan heard a voice in the crowd say—" I believe one of
them's the young man's sister;" whilst some cried, " W h i c h is
she?" and others ejaculated, " P o o r thing!" Mr. Jeremy, with
whom both Susan and Andrew^ were great favourites, heard all
this too: and leaving his wife to the care of the constable, he
kindly gave the poor girl his arm; vrho, trembling, and ready to
sink into the earth with fear and agitation, could scarcely support
herself, as, preceded by a waiter, they were conducted to a small
parlour at tue extremity of the passage.
After procuring her a glass of water and a vial of hartshorn,
the butler desired to be conducted to his master; to which the
waiter replied, that Mr. Vigors the constable had gone up to let
the gentleman know they were arrived; and presently afterwards
Mr. Vigors appeared at the door, beckoning Mr. Jeremy to foUow
him.
W h e n Jeremy entered the room above, he saw seated round
a table, on vi-hich were decanters, glasses, and the remains of a
dessert, four gentlemen, one of whom was Mr. Gaveston, the
other three were strangers. On missing Mr. Wentworth, his
first words were, " I hope nothing has happened to my master, sir ?"
" You have not heard ?" said M r . Gaveston, with an appearance
of surprise.
" Nothing," answered Jeremy. " The constable wouldn't tell
us why we were sent for."
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" Y o u desired me not, you know, sir," said Vigors, who stiU
stood by the door, with his hat in his hand.
" V e r y true," answered Gaveston, " I had forgotten. I think
you may go now, M r . Vigors, we shall not want you for the
present;" and Vigors withdrew. " Take a glass of wine, Jeremy,"
continued Gaveston, "you've bad news to hear."
" I should be glad to know what it is at once, sir," said Jeremy,
w h o was a straightforward sort of man, and entertained the most
entire distrust of Mr. Gaveston's sympathy or civilities.
" N o t h i n g less than the death of your master, Jeremy," replied
aveston, taking out his pocket-handkerchief and covering_ his
ce with i t : " that rascal Andrew has robbed and murdered him."
_ " A n d r e w ! " cried Mr. Jeremy. " L o r d , sir, the firing's unpossible!" for, grieved as the honest man was to learn the death of
his master, his astonishment and incredulity at an accusation that
appeared to him so monstrous, for the moment overpowered his
other feelings.
" I fear it's too true," observed one of the gentlemen, whose name
was Sir Thomas Tajdor, and who was a magistrate for the county.
" W h e r e is Andrew, sir?" said J e r e m y ; " does he confess it ?"
" G o n e off! escaped with his booty!" answered Gaveston, removing the handkerchief from his face.
" W h e n did it happen ?" inquired the butler.
" The night before last," answered h e ; " and though pursuit has
been made in every direction—I myself have scoured the country,
and hav'n't been off my horse till this evening—yet we can gather
no tidings of the rascal. Once I thought I was upon his track;
the description answered him exactly, and there was an evident
desire of concealment; but the young man had a woman with
him, therefore that couldn't be Andrew, you know, Mr. Jeremy."
Mr. Jeremy was sUent.
" Andrew was never supposed to be connected with any woman
that ever I heard of, was he ?" repeated Mr. Gaveston.
" N o t that I know of," answered Jeremy. " A n d r e w Hopley I
take to be as good a young man as ever lived; and I should as
s o o i suspect myself of such an act as I ' d suspect him."
•"But the thing's certain," replied Mr. Gaveston, " w h y else
should the fellow make off?"
" I t can't be denied that appearances are strongly against
him," said Sir Thomas Taylor; " at the same time we know that
these are sometimes fallacious—and previous good character is not
without its weight."
" I remember a remarkable case of circumstantial evidence,"
said the coroner, "where appearances were quite as condemnatory
as in this instance, and yet the suspected person was innocent;
and what was extraordinary, the real criminal ultimately proved
to be
"
" But, I repeat, is there any other way of accounting for the
fellow's evasion than by supposing him guiltj-?" said Gaveston.
" T h e r e ' s no teUing," answered Sir Thomas. " I remember a
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ease in which the supposed criminal proved himself to have been
one of the vie
"
" Oh, no doubt such mistakes do occur occasionally," interrupted Gaveston: " but they are rare, and cannot by any means
be admitted as precedents; or the consequence would be to throw
so much discredit and uncertainty on circumstantial evidence,—
which, remeinber, gentlemen, is very often all the evidence we
can get at,—that the march of justice would be altogether embarrassed and impeded. But to pursue what I was saying—Andrew
was never suspected of an attachment to any woman: was he,
Jeremy ?"
•• There's few young men as have reached Andrew's years
without," answered Jeremy. " Andrew may have fancied a girl
as weU as another; but there's no harm in that."
"Oh, none—none in the world!" exclaimed Gaveston, with an
air of extreme candour. " No, no; all I wanted to know for, was
because, as I mentioned, a suspicious person was observed on the
road in company with a woman."
Jeremy was silent. There was something in all this inexphcable to him. He was an uneducated, but a very clear-headed
man, and one who, to use his own phrase, was rarely deceived in
man or woman. Of Andrew he entertained the highest opinion,
founded on observation and experience, having known the lad
from his childhood; whilst to Mr. Gaveston he had an antipathy
so decided, that he used to liken it to the horror some people have
of cats; and declare that he always felt an uncomfortable sensation when he was near him. Then, as for Mabel's having gone
off with Andrew, which appeared to be the conclusion that
would be drawn when her absence was known, and which, in
short, he could not help suspecting was the insinuation Mr.
Gaveston was driving at, he was as sceptical about that as the
young man's guilt. He not only believed her incapable of countenancing or taking a part in the crime, but he was satisfied that
she cared very little for Andrew; and was altogether actuated
by views of a very different nature. He was even aware that
Mr. Gaveston himself had offered to pay her more attention thau
was quite consistent with his engagement to Miss Wentworth;
and he had observed them more than once in private conversation.
" To what amount is the robbery, sir?" said he.
"Forty or fifty pounds," replied Gaveston. " A t all events,
whatever money Mr. Wentworth had in his portfolio is gone; as
weU as my pocket-book and watch. Is your wife below?" added
he.
" She is, sir," answered Jeremy, " and Susan also."
" I should like to ask her a few questions—Mrs. Jeremy
mean. I think we may as well have her up?"
" Just as you please," said the other gentlemen.
"I'll fetch her," said Jeremy, " if you wish to see her."
"No," said Gaveston; "stay where you are; I'U send the
waiter for her."
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" M r s . Jeremy," said he, when the housekeeper made^ her
appearance, " I suppose you have heard what has happened?'
" The waiter has just told me as I came up stairs," said Mrs.
Jeremy, weeping—"Good Lord! that one should be so deceived in
anybody! I ' d have staked my life Andrew was as honest a lad as
ever lived."
" And how do you know but what he is still?" said her husband.
" Y o u ' d a good opinion of him, too, then; had you, M r s .
Jeremy ?" said Gaveston.
" A n excellent one, sir," replied the housekeeper. " I never
knew a better young man—at least, than ho seemed to be."
" It's strange," said Gaveston, " and almost staggers one; only
that his making off' tells so decidedly against him. If we could
onl.v get upon his track, and find where he's gone—by the bye,
3Irs. Jeremy, Andrew was not connected with any woman that
j'ou know of, was he?"
" N o , sir," answered the housekeeper. " A n d r e w was a very
virtuous youth, as far as ever I knew. I believe he was fond of a
young woman—one of his fellow-servants, but there was notliing
between them more than should be."
" You're sure they were not married?" said Mr. Gaveston.
" O h , no, sir," replied Mrs. Jeremy. "Indeed, I don't think
Mabel had any mind to him."
" D i d he correspond with her during his absence?" inquired
Mr. Gaveston.
" I believe he did write her a letter," answered the housekeeper.
" I f I had known this before, we should have sent for her also,"
said Mr. Gaveston; " a n d I think it would be right to do so stUl,
"MTiat do you say, gentlemen?"
" Perhaps it might be as well," said Sir Thomas; " a n d desire
her to bring the letter with her."
" We'll despatch Vigors again," said Mr. Gaveston; " a n d we
may get her here time enough for the inquest to-morrnw."
" I'm sure I don't know whether he'll find her," said Mrs.
J e r e m y ; " for we missed her this morning, and she wasn't come
back when we left Oakfield."
" H o w ! " said Mr. Gaveston, suddenly turning roimd on his
chair vath a look of astonishment, and glancing at the other
gentlcn;en—"missed her? v.-hat do you mean?" Whereon ]\Irs.
Jeremy narrated the pai-ticulars of 3; :i1)crs disappearance, and the
ineflbctual search that had be^n made for her.
" A n d you've reason to believe that she did not sleep in her
own apartment last night?" said j\Ir. Gaveston.
" So we think," replied the housekeeper.
" Pray, what sort of a girl is this Mabel ?" said he. " If I recollect, she's rather pretty."
" She's Ycry handsome," replied Mrs. Jeremy.
" She was
thought the prettiest girl in the county, high or low."
" J u s t describe her person," said M r . Gaveston. " 'What was
the colom- of her hair ?"
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" H e r hair is black," replied Mrs. Jeremy, " and her
"
" Stop a moment," said Mr. Gaveston, whilst he appeared to be
searching for something in his pockets, whence he presently drew
a scrap of white paper. " This is a memorandum I made from
the people's description of the two persons that had attracted
observation: the man answers to Andrew exactly. Now let us
hear about the woman. Perhaps you'll compare as she goes on,
Sir Thomas," and he handed the paper to the magistrate.
" She has black hair and blue eyes," continued M r s . Jeremy.
" And what's her complexion?" said M r . Gaveston, " a n d her
height?"
" H e r complexion's a beautiful white and red; and she's neither
taU nor short—much about my height," replied the housekeeper.
The description and the memorandum tallied exactly; and the
consequent conclusion was, that Andrew and Mabel had gone off
together; and that the persons Mr. Gaveston had heard of were
the fugitives. Upon which he declared his determination to spare
neither trouble, expense, nor personal exertion, to discover t h e m ;
and announced his intention of mounting his horso the moment the
inquest was over, and never to relax in the pursuit till he had
traced them to their concealment. I n the meantime, a messenger
was despatched to Oakfield, to ascertain if Mabel had returned,
or if any news of her had been obtained.
Poor Susan first learned her misfortune from the lips of M r .
Jeremy: and it would be needless to enlarge on her amazement,
grief, and incredulity; and the only consolation she had was in
finding that the butler, of whose discernment she had a high
opinion, was as unwillinsi to believe in Andrew's guilt as she was.
StiU, the question of " W h e r e the devU is h e ? " which the worthy
man blurted out ever and anon, in the height of his perplexity,
was a most confounding one, and " W h e r e is Mabel?" not much
less so.
Susan suggested that he too might have been murdered; but
then his body would have been found as well as Mr. Wentworth's-,
or he might have been carried off for some purpose by the criminals; but Mr. .Jeremy objected that carrying off people against
their will in England was no easy matter in these days. Finally,
she suggested that he might have become aware of the murder,
and of the direction taken by those who had perpetrated it, and
have gone in pursuit of them. This supposition appeared, at once,
the most probable and the most consoling; and to it tiiey ultimately inclined.
Still, through the sleepless hours of the ensuing night, strange
thoughts would find their way into Susan's mind; and again and
again her dream, and the visit of the man with the crooked nose,
recurred to her, though how to connect them with the catastrophe
she could not tell. However, the following morning was appointed for the inquest, when it was possible some light might b e
thrown on the mystery; and in tears, prayers, and interminable
conjectures, she passed the intervening hours.
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CHAPTEE VL
THE INQUEST.

T H E particulars elicited on the inquest were briefly as follows:—
I t appeared that on the evening of the 17th, about eight o'clock,
M r . Gaveston had arrived at the King's Head I n n on horseback,
and inquired what beds there were for a famUy that was following.
H e was informed that, being baU night, there were none in the
inn, but that the party could be well accommodated over the way,
in a house that, being unoccupied, the host had the use of during
the full season. H e inspected the rooms, and approved of them;
b u t expressed a wish that, as the weather was bad, the young lady
might be provided with a bed in the inn if one became vacant.
H e then'went away, and no more was seen of him tiU towards
nine o'clock, when the famUy arrived, and he met the carriage at
the door. I n the meantime, a person had called to say, that " the
bed engaged some days before for a Mr. Smith, who purposed to
attend the baU, would not be wanted:" and Mr. Gaveston immediately secured this apartment for Sliss Wentworth.
I t next appeared that Mr. W e n t w o r t h had inquired for his
servant several times in the course of the evening, but that Andrew
was not to be found; but on interrogating the waiter, he admitted
that the house was so full of servants belonging to the gentry
attending the baU, and he was himself so busy, that he had taken
little pains to seek him. At length, on Mr. Wentworth's becoming impatient, he had discovered him standing amongst others at
the ball-room door, where he declared he had been the whole
time.
About eleven o'clock the family had retired to bed, and nothing
more was heard of them tiU the foUowmg morning; Tvhen Mr.
Gavest(Mi came over to the inn in a state of considerable agitation,
and said he had been robbed of his pocket-book and watch. On
hearing this, the chambermaid, waiter, and boots, had accomxianied
him across the T^ay, where they searched every part of his room
without discovering the missing articles. Mr. Gaveston then
inquired A\ here that fellow Andrew was; and they had proceeded
to the servants' apartment, but he was not there; and, on investigation, no one appeared to have seen anything of him since the
night before,
M r . Gaveston then proposed their visiting Mr. Wentworth, to
learn if he had been robbed too; and after knocking and receiving
no answer, they opened the door, and discovered the unfortunate
gentleman lying on the floor, with a stream of blood issuing from
a wound in his throat, and a severe contusion of the head, which,
it was the o])inion of the surgeon, had been occasioned by a blow
that had rendered him insensible before the wound in the throat
was inflicted. From the appearance of his bed it was supposed he
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Lad quitted it in haste on being alarmed. Ilis watch was gone;
and his portfoho, which lay on the dressing-table, was found open
and rifled.
'When Andrew's room came to be examined, there were also
evident indications of his having left his bed precipitately. The
clothes were dragged nearly off, and, as well as the pUlow, were
lying on the floor. A chair that stood by the bedside was overturned, and under it were found a leathern purse containing a few
shUlings, and a silver watch, which Susan recognised as belonging
to her brother. No clothes were found in the room but one
stocking, which lay near the window, and appeared to have been
dropped. The window was open, and as the room was on the
ground-floor, there was every reason to conclude he had escaped
that way. At the door of his bed-room were found his boots, which
the man, whose office it was to clean them, said he had taken
away the night before, and placed there himself in the morning.
But the strongest circumstance against Andrew was a letter
found on the table in his room, addressed to A. B., Post-office,
Maningtree, and which ran as follows:—
" All's right-house full—no bed to be had but Mr. Smith's—
skj^ as black as heU. I must cut tUl after dark. At eight o'clock
I'll be hanging about the Checquers—word. How far to London?"
The letter was written in a good clerk-like hand, and weU spelt.
This circumstance led to inquiries of the waiter as to who had
engaged and given up Mr. Smith's bed; but he could give no
information on the subject. He believed it to be the same person
that had called on each occasion; and, as he wore a drab coat, he
had supposed him a servant: but both visits were after dark. He
had only left the notes at the door, and he could not say he should
know him again.
However, he was able to produce the second note; and, on
comparing it with the letter found in Andrew's room, the writing
appeared to be the same.
The woman who kept the post-office was then interrogated, and
admitted that she remembered on the evening in question that a
man had knocked at the window and inquired if she had a letter
for A. B. She knew it was a man by his voice, but had not seen
him, because she had only opened a single panel in the window,
and he had stood rather on one side. There was no post-mark on
the letter, and it must have been dropped in on the spot. The
man said, "How much?" she answered, "A penny," which ho
handed to her, and departed.
AVhen all this evidence had been adduced, Mr. Gaveston and
^Ir. and Mrs. Jeremy were called to speak to Andrew's character.
The two latter avowed the most favourable opinion of him; but
Mr. Gaveston said he knew too little of the young man to have
formed any; but he did not omit to mention Mabel's disappearance, and his conviction that she and Andrew were the persons he
had traced on the road.
This circumstance, together with the letter found in the yoimg
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man's room, and the mysterious passage in the one he had written
to his sister, combined with his evasion, seemed to point him out
eo decidedly as the criminal, that even Susan herself could not be
surprised at the verdict which was brought in of " WUful murder
against Andrew Hopley;" more especiaUy as the messenger that
had been sent to Oakfield returned without any tidings of the
dairymaid.
A considerable reward was then offered to any one that would
give such information as would lead to the detection of the delinquent, or of that of his accomphces, as, from the letter addressed
to A. B., it was concluded he had some; and hand-bUls were
printed and distributed over the country with a description of hia
person and that of Mabel. But little or nothing was elicited by
these proceedings. A coachman who drove one of the London
coaches, came forward to say that on the morning after the murder, a man wearing a drab coat, and mounted on a bright chestnut
horse, had passed him soon after dawn about twenty mUes from
Maningtree. H e was going at full speed, and the horse was
covered w i t h foam; but the man having taken off his hat to wipe
his head, he perceived that he was quite bald behind. This,
therefore, could not be Andrew. And we may here observe, that
although every effort was used, and Mr. Gaveston devoted his
time for several weeks to the pursuit, no further information was
obtained; and it was finaUy concluded that Andrew, and hi."
paramour Mabel, had succeeded in making their escape from the
countrj-.
" '\"\'^ell, sir," poor Susan would sa>-, when we came to this part
of our story, " you may imagine what my situation was! A few
days—but a tew hours before, I had been as happy as a person in
my circumstances could be. I was in a comfortalile service, enjoying tjie favour of my master and mistress, and the good-will of
my fellow-servants; and I had a dear brother who was all the
world to me, and who had the good opinion of everybocty that
kne^v him; and as we both meant to do our duty to our employers,
we had no fears for the future, nor any anxiety, except latterly
about Andrew's weak health. Now, how difl'ei'ent was it! My
brother, my only connexion in the world (for our fatlur had died
the year before), was declared a robber and a murderei'—the worst
of murderers, for he had murdered his benefactor—he was a fugitive, hiding from justice, and a price was set upon his head—our
name was branded with infamy; and I not only knev,- that I must
lea\& the service I was in, but I doubted verj' much whether I
should be able to get another. W h o woulcl trust their life or
property to one of such a family? T\'hat signified my character
or my past conduct? They could not be better than Andrew's
had been ; yet one night—one single night, had proved him the
most barbarous of villains. "\Miy might not I prove the same ?
H o w could I hope to earn my bread honestly when nobody would
trust me ? W h e r e could I look for a friend, having no natural
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claim on any one, and knowing that my very name henceforth
would be a terror to those that heard it? Would it not be better,
I said to myself,' to end my life at once, than drag on a miserable
existence, exposed to insult, want, and every kind of wretchedness, tUl a lingering death terminates my sufferings, or till the
cruelty of the world forces mo to some act that might justify the
Ul opinion it entertains of us ?"
" But then, again," I said. " if I could clear Andrew's character?
I f I coiUd live to see the day when we might lift up our heads
again, and cry to the world. ' You've wronged u s ! ' F o r my heart
stUl told me he was not guilty ; and that if he were alive, he would
surely come forward and vindicate himself; and if he were dead,
his body would yet be found, and his wounds speak for him.
W o u l d it not be worth while to live through all the wretchedness
the scorn of the world could inflict on me, to hail that day at last ?
But how was I to live if nobody woulcl employ me? without
money, without friends, without a roof where I could claim shelter,
or a board where I could ask a bit of bread?"
Overwhelmed with these mournful reflections, Susan was sitting
sadly in her room debating whether to live or die, when the housekeeper, who had been attending Miss Wentworth, came in, and,
with tears in her eyes, bade her go to her young lady's room,
who wished to speak to her. " I was so glad," said Susan, " to be
permitted to see her, for it was what I had not expected, that I
started up and foUowed Mrs. Jeremy immediately.
" ]Miss Vv'entworth was still in bed, for she had been seized with
faulting fits when she heard of her father's lamentable end, and
had never been able to rise since. I approached her bedside,
weeping bitterly; but I met her eye without fear or shame; for I
felt certain that neither I , nor mine, had ever injured h e r ; and
that mucli as she deserved pity, I deserved it still more. She
held out her hand to me, and said, ' Poor girl! God help you!'
and then her tears choked her voice. ' Amen! ma'am,' I sobbed
out, ' for I have none else to help me now!'
" ' D o n ' t say that, Susan, don't say t h a t ! ' said she. ' I ' U help
you; why should you suffer that are innocent?'
" ' I believe in my soul that I am not more innocent than my
brother, ma'am,' said I . ' I f you can think that Andrew did this
cruel wicked deed, think that I was privy to it—for one is as likely
as the other.'
" ' God in heaven only can know t h a t ! ' said she.
" ' A n d I on earth, ma'am!' I replied; ' a n d though I may
never live to see it—though I may have starved on a dunghill or
perished in the street before that time comes—it will come,
ma'am. God will justify u s ; the day wUl come that Andrew wUl
be cleared.'
" ' I wish it may, Susan,' said s h e ; 'for your sake, and for the
Bake of human nature. I had rather believe it was any one than
Andi'ew, to whom my poor father had always been so kmd.'
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" A sad thought crossed me then—one t h a t would intrude—
that I could not keep away—a dreadful thought—and as I looked
on her sweet, unsuspecting face, I w e p t / b r her.'
" ' H o w e v e r , ' said she, ' w e must leave it to heaven. If your
brother is innocent, I believe, with you, that the truth wUl some
day come to light and prove him so; but in the meantiine, my
poor girl, what is to become of you P I cannot keep you in my
service; and, indeed, I should think you would not desire to
stay.'
" ' I should desire it, and prefer it to aU things,' I replied, ' if
it were possible; b u t I know it is not. I am aware that, not to
mention your own feelings, the world would blame you; and that
for many reasons it cannot be.'
" ' I scarcely know what to recommend you to do,' said Miss
Wentworth, ' and I fear no one in the neighbourhood of Oakfield
would be willing to take you into their service. But I have been
thinking that if you were to engage a room at Mapleton, where
you are known, and where your father and mother lived respected,
that you might, perhaps, support yourself for the present by
needlework, tiU time and your own conduct have somewhat
abated the prejudice that I am afraid will be excited against you.
At all events, you can consider this plan: and in order to preserve
you from immediate distress, I have desired Jeremy to give you
ten pounds, besides your wages; and, as long as I hear you
deserve it, you shaU always find me willing to befriend you.'
" All the tears I had shed before were nothing to what this
kindness drew from me. I could scarcely find voice enough to
bid God bless her; and to pray that the day might come when
she would be convinced that neither I nor my poor brother were
ever guilty of ingratitude to her or hers; or were capable of doing
anything to render us unworthy o t h e r goodness."
I t was arranged that Susan should go back to Oakfield on the
following morning, for the jmrpose of gathering together what
belonged to her, that she might be away before Miss Wentworth
returned. An elderly lady connected with the famil.y had come
down to stay with her; and Susan saw too plainly that the
stranger did not regard her with such indulgent eyes as her kind
young mistress did. " Good heavens ! Fanny," she heard her say,
as she closed the door, " h o w can you think of countenancing
that horrid woman?" whilst she shrunk away as the poor girl
passed her, as if she feared to be polluted by the contact of her
skirt.
The most earnest desire Susan had, after she had been dismissed from Miss Wentworth, was to go over to the house that
had been the scene of the catastrophe, and inspect <,>ver,y part of
it herself. But after Mr. Wentworth's body had been removed,
which was at the close of the first day's inquest, the house was
shut up, and the gate that led to it locked; and when she hinted
her wish to Mr. Jeremy, he advised her to say nothing about it,
as he was sure it would not be comphed with.

SUSAN HOPLET.

33

Exhausted with fatigue and grief, poor Susan forgot her
troubles for some hours in a refreshing sleep; but early in the
morning she arose to prepare for her melancholy journey to
Oakfield. When she was dressed, finding no one was yet stirring
in the house, she opened her window and sat down near it to
think over her projects for the future. Immediately beneath the
window was a pump, to which, with the early dawn, came the
housewives of the village to fetch their daUy allowance of water:
withered crones, and young maidens, and lads who, before they
went to their labour in the fields, carried their mother's pails to
fill, and little chUdren, who tottered beneatli the yoke they bore
on their shoulders. Some, busy or diligent, did their errand
and hastened away; while others, less occupied 'or industrious,
fingered to talk over the gossip of the day.
The morning was tolerably bright and fine now; but it happened that the previous day's rain had affected the water, which,
looking thick and muddy, drew forth many complaints. " Kain
or not rain, it never was over-good water to my mind," observed
a middle-aged woman. " We'd much better at Totcombe, where
I come from, than any to be got here."
" Na, na," said an old crone, putting down her pails, and
setting her hands on her hips; "there's no better water at
Totcombe than there is at Maningtree, if we had the right use
on't, but they took it away from us ; and this here pump, 1 grant
you, was never good for nothing. When I was a girl, everybody
in the viUage fetched their water from the well, at the old house
there, over the way; but they were fine people as lived there in
those times—mighty fine people, with carriages and horses, and
ladies in their sUks and their satins, and their hoops, and what
not; and one day they found out that our slopping about in the
grounds with our pails was a nuisance, and not to be tolerated no
how; so they took the privilege from us, and gave us this here
pump in exchange—but the water never was the same thing."
"And Tshat came of it!" said another; "why, they never had
no luck arter. The very next summer the little boy, that was the
only son they had, feU into the well and was drowned afore ever
they missed him; and then, when it was too late, they boarded it
up."
"Ay," said the crone, "they went to the dogs from that time,
and many said it was a judgment on 'em for taking away the
privUege of the poor, that we'd had time out o' mind. First, the
boy was drowned, and the mother pined away after him of a
broken heart—then one went, then another. At last. Squire
Eemorden, as owned the place at that time, brought home a beautiful foreign lady—some said she was his wife, some that she
wasn't; howbeit, she sung like a robin-redbreast. But one night
there came a carriage with four horses, gaUoping through the
street hke mad, tUl it stopped at Eemorden's gate, and out
stepped a dark man—they said he was her father. Then shots
were heard, and presently the dark man came out, dragging the
u
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lady by the arm, and after flinging her into the carriage, away
they went as fast as they came. Soon after this, Eemorden went
away across the water, and we never saw him again: and then it
came out that he had spent more than he should, and was obUged to
live abroad tiU things came round. However, he soon died; and
then the estate fell to George Eemorden, his nephew. a wUd one
he was. At the end of two years he hadn't a rap to bless himsel?
with; and then the house was shut up, and has been going to ruii?
ever since: and this here last business'U do for it entirely."
"And who does it belong to now?" inquired one of the
auditors.
" T o that same Squire_ George, if he's alive," replied the
woman; " but it's years sin' we seen him here. He was a fine
young gentleman as you'd wish to see before he took to gaming
and bad company—and there wasn't a girl in the viUage but her
head was turned for him. There was Judith Lake—Lake the
carpenter's sister — she drowned herself for love of him. I remember the day, as if it was yesterday. We were going to
church—for it was a Sunday morning—and there was Mary
MidcUeton, and Bob Middleton, and Job Lake, and I; and Mary
was dressed out in a fine new bonnet, with sky-blue ribbons,
that Eemorden had given her; and Bob was sulky about it,
and so was Job, for he had a mind to her himself; and when
we were going through the meadow by the mill-stream, Mary
called out, ' La! what's that in the water ? I do think it's a
woman!' and sure enough, when they pulled her out, who should
it be but Judith Lake. But that didn't keep Mary from going
the same road. We soon missed her from the viUage, and Bob
saw her in London, where he went to seek her, dressed out like a
duchess, sitting in a play-house with Eemorden. Bob waited for
him tiU he came out; and then what did he do but fetch him a
blow across the face that broke his nose, and laid him his length
on the pavement; but Mary wouldn't leave him for aU Bob
could say to her, and we heard she died at last upon the streets.
But the Squire'U carry Bob's mark with him to the grave. Na,
na; the family never had no luck after they took the ^^ ater from
us—serve 'em right, I say—devil help 'em!" and with this charitable conclusion the conclave broke up.
But now that the stage was clear, another dialogue became
audible, which was carried on by two girls that were leaning,
against the house, immediately under the window.
" How much are you to have of it ?" asked one.
"Mother says she'U give me ten shillings out of it," replied the
other; " a n d I don't know whether to buy a gown or a shawl with
the money."
" W h a t luck!" said the first; " what sort of a gentleman was
he?"
" I didn't see him," said the other; " a t least, l a m not sure
whether I did or not; I wasn't at home when he came; but I
think, from mother's description, I did see him when I was
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standing by the post-office talking to Lucy Walters. A stout
gentleman in a drab coat came up and dropped a letter in the
box. I dare say that was to the lady."
" I wonder whether it was one of the Miss Eoebucks he corned
after!" said the first.
"Like enough," said the second, " for they say one of'em's got
a sweetheart that the old gentleman don't like. And he told
mother when he came, that he wanted to get speech of his sweetheart as she went to the baU without anybody's seeing him; and
that was why he left his horse at our house and wouldn't ride
into the town."
" I wonder if he did see her!" said the other.
" I don't know," said the second. "When he came back, it
was the middle of the night, and I was in bed._ Mother said h3
saddled his horse himself, and threw her the guinea, and away he
went without saying a word. But, come along up to Thomson's;
he'd got a beautiful gownpiece in the window yesterday, but I
couldn't make up my mind whether to have that or a shawl for
the ten shUlings;" and away went the two girls to inspect Mr.
Thomson's goods, and enjoy the luxury of indecision between two
objects so desirable.
When Susan had had her breakfast, she sat down in a room
that happened to be vacant, to wait tfll the coach came up; and
as it was in the front, she had an opportunity of inspecting the
fatal edifice over the way, more at her leisure than she had
hitherto done.
It was a large square brick budding, and it had a heavy, antiquated, formal look, that suited well with the name it bore, which
was the Old Manor House. The place was encircled by a lowish
wall, and there was a paved walk which led from the gate to the
door; and Susan perceived that one of her objects in desiring to
inspect the place would have been defeated. She had a notion
that she might make some discovery by examining the ground
under the window of Andrew's room; but the pavement extended
to a considerable width aU round the house; so that no footmarks
could remain. Beyond this there appeared a largish wilderness of
a garden and orchard, neglected and overgrown with weeds,
shrubs, and fruit-trees past bearing.
" It's a dismal-looking place," said Susan to the cha,mbermaid,
who happened to come into the room; " but I should like to have
gone over it, if they would have let me."
" You'd have seen nothing," replied Betty, " t o throw any light
on it. There wasn't a corner we didn't look into; but except the
young man's watch, and purse, and stocking, there wasn't a
thing left behind."
" And his boots," observed Susan.
"That's true," answered Betty; "and unless he'd a pair of
shoes in his pocket, he must have gone away barefoot; for he
didn't take a single article over with him when he went to bed,
that I saw; and I lighted him to his room myself. The only
c2
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thing I found at aU," continued the chambermaid, " was an old
Bhirt-button, such as gentlemen fasten their wristbands with; it
was on the pavement under the window of the footman's r o o m :
but it may have been lying there weeks before, for a,nything I
know. Here it is," and she drew it from her pocket—" if you like
to have it, you're very welcome."
" I should," said Susan, as she examined it. I t was a pair of
little studs united by a chain, with a bit of coloured glass in each;
on one was inscribed W . G., and on the other J . C. The first
were the initials of Mr. Gaveston; and though, even if the thing
Were his, the discovery amounted to little or nothing, yet Susan
felt anxious to possess it, and accepted Betty's offer with thanks.
Whilst they were yet talking, they heard voices and the sound
of a horse's foot under the window; and on looking out, she saw
the ostler was bringing out Mr. Gaveston's mare, as he (Mr.
G.) was about to start, as he had announced, in quest of the
fugitives.
I t was a beautiful animal of a bright bay colour, and had a coat
that, as the ostler remarked, you might see your face i n ; and he
led her admiringly up and down, patting her sleek sides and
stroking her taper legs, waiting tUl her master was ready to
mount.
" A nice bit of blood that," remarked the blacksmith, who had
been summoned to look at her shoes before she started, and was
now with other idlers lingering about the door to witness the
traveUer's departure; " but them high-bred critturs arn't fit for
the road—it shakes the bones out of their bodies."
" I t do," returned the ostler; " it knocks 'em to pieces. Two
years on the road tells sadly agen a oss. She's shook in the
shoulder, surely, sin' I seen her last. She was a nice crittur
then."
" "VMiat, she's an old acquaintaice o' yours, Jem, is she?" said
the blacksmith, winking to the bystanders; for J e m was famous
for his recognition of the animals intrusted to his care.
" I never forgets a oss," replied .Jem. " W e Newmarket lads
never do, none on us. Bless you! they be a deal more memorable
Jike than Christ'i,as, to them as is used to them. She was a nice
crittur two years agone. She won a sweepstakes of a hundred
guineas agen some of the best cattle on the course—I mean to say
them as wasn't quite thorough-bred, but she's good blood in her,
'^oo."
" And did she belong to this here chap t h e n ? " asked the blacksmith, pointing with his thumb towards the house.
" I can't rightly say," answered J e m . " I remember there was
two or three rum coveys came down from Lunnun the night afore
the Darby, and bilked the knowing ones ; and this here mare was
one on 'em. I worked at the Spread Eagle then, where they put
up. There war a chap among 'em as went by the name o' Nosey,
that I ' d seen afore at Ne^^ market—my eyes ! how he cleaned 'em
out!"
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Mr. G aveston now came from the house, accompanied by the
landlord, and as they stood on the steps, the latter was heard to
say—" No, no, sir, depend on it, nobody in this neighbourhood had
any hand in it. I have lived here man and boy these forty years,
and know everybody high and low about the place, from his honour
Sir Thomas, down to black Cuddy, the born idiot. That letter
may have been dropped into the office here, and as there was no
postmark on it, I suppose it was. But you see, sir, on a ball night
there's a concourse of people about, gentry and servants; and nobody knons who's who, nor thinks of asking any questions. Depend
on it, sir, it's been some of them London chaps that have got hold
of the lad, and planned the whole thing. But it'U come out, sooner
or later. Some on 'em 'U peach^when a man's going to be tucked
up, he likes to make a clean breast of it. He don't care much for
his pals then."
" I believe you are not far ^\Tong," said Mr. Gaveston, as he
moved off the steps.
" A fine mare, sir," said the landlord, inspecting the girths, to
ascertain that all was right—" and a nice 'un to go, I'll warrant
her. Had her long, sir ?"
"Almost since she could carry a saddle," replied Gaveston.
" She's something the worse of hard work now—ar'n't you, Bess ?
Your ostler has done her justice, however," added he, drawing
some sUver from his pocket.
" I always take care to have a man in that situation that knows
his business," answered the landlord—" this is a Newmarket lad,
and I'll back him against any ostler in England."
" From Newmarket, are you?" said Gaveston, eyeing the man.
"Ees, sir," said Jem, "but I lived at the Spread Eagle at
Epsom since that — and I think I've seen this here mare
afore
"
" Very likely," said Mr. Gaveston, drily; and returning the
sUver to his pocket, he drew out a guinea, which having handed to
the ostler, he mounted his horse and wishing the landlord " Good
morning," rode away. " Humph!" said the blacksmith, winking
at the ostler, "you be Newmarket, sure enough, Jem!"
" I war bred there," said Jem, with a knowing leer, and putting
his tongue in his cheek.
Upon this the loungers dispersed; and the coach that was to
convey Susan to Oakfield presently coming up, she took a friendly
leave of Mr. Jeremy, who promised to caU on her when he returned,
and with a heavy heart, and a last look at the old Manor House,
she mounted the roof and departed from Maningtree.
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CHAPTEE V n .
eusAN RESOLVES TO SEEK HER FORTUNE I N rONDOir.

SUSAN had a lover, as what young housemaid, or any other maid
at twenty, has not ? His name was WiUiam Dean, and he was the
son of the mUler of Mapleton—a man reputed weU to do in the
world. I t would, therefore, have been a great match for the
humble and parentless Susan, who had only her own two hands,
and her good character, to make her way withal. But now, alas!
the good character was gone, or at least under suspici9n; and it
was to be feared that the two hands, however industriously disposed, might not be able to earn her bread.
Before reaching Oakfield, the coach had to pass througli
Mapleton, and as Susan cast her eyes towards the miU, she cotdd
not help feeling some anxiety as to how WiUiam Dean would
meet her. As her arrival was not expected, and as the coach did
not stop in the viUage, few people recognised her; but she fancied
that in the demeanour of those few she could already perceive a
difference. They looked at her, she thought, with more curiosity
than kindness; and there was something in the cool nod of the
head, and the nudging the elbow of the next bystander, that made
poor Susan's cheek burn, and inspired an earnest wish that there
were some spot in the world where, unknowing and unknown, she
might earn her subsistence, however hardly, and hide her drooping
head tUl death relieved her from her sorrows, or justification from
her shame.
When the coach reached the stUe that led across the fields to
Oakfield, Susan got down, and with her bundle in her hand,
trudged onwards towards the park gates. No one could be on
better terms with her feUow-servants than she was, and yet now
she dreaded to meet them; and as she drew near the house, she
slackened her pace, and the big drops chased each other down her
cheeks at the thought of her altered fortunes.
" Susan!" cried a well-known voice, and she felt a friendly
hand laid on her arm—" Susan, how are you? Let me carry your
bundle; I have run aU the w;:y from the village to overtake you."
I t was William Dean, the faithful man.
"Oh, WUham!" said she, giving free vent to her tears—"I
little thought you'd ever have seen me brought to this trouble."
" Keep a good heart, Susan," said the young man. " You're not
to be blamed for others' faults."
"Sure, you don't think Andrew guilty, WUliam?" said Susan,
indignantly.
" I hope not," answered he. " But we heard here they'd proved
it against him, and that he'd gone away with Mabel."
" I have no right to be angry at anybody's believing it," replied
Susan. " But it's hard to bend one's mind to it. It's one ot the
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greatest trials I have to go through—^but I must bear that with the
rest, till it please God to bring the truth to hght. In the meantime, William, I am very much obliged to you for this kindness.
I know it's what few would have done in your place; and I am
very glad you have done it, because it gives me the opportunity of
saying something that I had made up my mind to say the first
time we met—that is, if I saw occasion—for I thought perhaps you
would not wish to speak to me."
" That was a very unkind thought, Susan," said the young man.
" Itwould have been like the world, WiUiam," answered Susan;
"but tiiough you and I must keep company no longer, it will
always be a pleasure to me to remember that you did not forsake
me in my trouble."
" I have no intention of forsaking you, Susan," answered
WUliam; " I don't know whether Andrew's guUty or whether he
is not—but as I said before, there is no reason why you should
suffer for other peoples' faults."
"But I must suffer for them, WiUiam," answered Susan.
" When one member of a poor family does a bad act, he takes the
bread out of the mouths of the others."
" Then you'U have the more need of friends," replied WUliam.
" Need enough," returned Susan; " but that's not the question
now. What I wish to say is—and there's no time like the present
to say it in—that we must keep company no longer. I'U bring no
honest man to shame; and unless I live to see the day that I can
hold up my head again, I'll live and die Susan Hopley."
Man.y were the arguments WUliam used to shake this resolution,
but Susan felt that she was right, and she remained unmoved. I t
was doubtless a severe trial to resign her lover, and to renounce
the support and protection she so much needed; but the pain was
much less severe than it would have been had he forsaken her; and
she was sustained by the consciousness that she was giving him
the best proof of her affection. " H e may think himself strong
enough to brave the world for me now," said she to herself, "but
in after years he might meet many mortifications on my account,
that would make liim repent of his generosity, and biame me for
taking advantage of it."
Susan remained at Oakfield but one night, and on the following
day she removed to Mapleton, where she engaged a room, and
gave out that she wished to take in needlework. A few charitable
people sent her some; but she soon perceived that, from the smallness of the neighbourhood on the one hand, and the prejudice
against her on the other, she would be obliged ere long to seek a
iivelUiood somewhere else. In the meantime, she eked out her
scanty gains by drawing on the little stock of money Miss Wentworth's liberality had supplied her with, and bore up against her
troubles as well as she could.
One day, about a fortnight after she had been settled in her
lodging, she heard a heavy foot ascending the narrow stairs, and
presently Mr. Jeremy threw open her room door. I t was hia
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second visit, for he had called on her the day after he returned
from Maningtree, and she saw by his manner and his portentous
brow that he now came charged with ill news.
" What's the matter, sir?" said she, "for I'm sure by your face
there's something wrong."
But Mr. Jeremy only threw himself into a chair, placed his
hands on his knees, pufl^d out his cheeks, and after blowing like a
whale, folded in his lips as if he were determined the secret should
not escape him; so Susan, who knew his ways, looked at him in
sUence, and waited his own time. " No will!" said he, after a
pause of some duration, and rather appearing to speak to himself
than her—" No wiU I 'Whew! they may tell that to them as knows
no better, but it wont go down with John Jeremy."
"What, sir," said Susan, " hasn't master left a wUl?"
" So they say," said he; " but I'U take my oath there was a wUl,
and that I was by when it was signed; and not one only, but two
—and what's more, to my certain knowledge, master took one
with him when he went away, and left the other at Oakfield; for
I was myself in his dressing-room the last morning when he took
one of them out of the escritoir where they both lay, and put it
into the portfolio just before I carried it down to the carriage."
" Then whoever took the money out of the portfolio, took that
also ?" said Susan.
" No doubt," answered Jeremy. " That's as plain as a pikestaff,
though one can't see of what use it could be to them—but where's
the other, Susan? That's the question. Master had his keys
with him; and after Miss Wentworth came back, nobody ever
opened the escritoir tiU Mr. Eice and Mr. Franklyn, who were
appointed trustees and executors, went to search for the will."
Again Susan thought of her dream; but as she never mentioned it before, she felt that to do it now would be useless; and
perhaps subject her to the suspicion of having invented it for the
purpose of shifting odium from her own famUy to others.
"As they can't find either," continued Jeremy, "people say he
must have taken both with him; but I know better."
"But after all, it wont signify much, wiU it?" said Susan.
" The whole fortune will go to Miss Wentworth; and I'm sure
she'U take care of Master Harry."
" Miss Wentworth wont be of age these two years," replied
Jeremy, "and if she marries that Jackanapes before she's her own
missus—whew!"
The marriage, however, was deferred for a twebemonth; and all
they had to hope was, that in that interval the lost document
might be recovered.
The day before Christmas day, Susan's door was suddenly burst
open, and in a moment she found Harry Leeson's arms about her
neck. "Oh, Susan," he cried, bursting into tears, " do tellme
the truth about Andrew. I wont believe it—I can't believe it—
—^Andrew that was always so good—and that went into the water'
to save my hfe—and that was so kind to poor Eover w hen he •
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broke his leg—nobodj' shaU make me believe it—but tell me Susan,
where is he?"
" In heaven, my dear boy, I believe," answered Susan; "for I'm
sure Andrew never did a thing in the world that he need hide his
head for; and if he were alive, he'd have come forward before this
to prove his innocence."
" B u t , perhaps," said Harry, "some wicked people have got
him, and shut him up in a dungeon. I've read of such things."
" I thought of that too," replied Susan, "but they tell me that
couldn't happen now, in this country at least."
"But if he's dead, what made him die?" said Harry. "Did
anybody kiU him? What should they kiU poor Andrew for?
He'd no monej-, had he?"
" N o , dear chUd," said Susan; "if they kUled poor Andrew, it
was not for money."
" Then what was it for ?" asked Harry.
" It's hard to say," replied Susan. " Perhaps he had discovered
their wicked intentions—or perhaps he was killed in trj'ing to save
" That's'it!" cried Harry. " I'd bet anything that's it! But,
Susan, where do you think they put him when they'd killed
him?"
"Ah, there's the thing. Master Harry,"said Susan. "They've
made up their minds that he's a thief and a murderer, and they've
offered a reward for his apprehension; but if, instead of that, they'd
offered a reward for his body, perhaps the mystery might be
cleared up. And there's the misfortune of being poor, Harry. If
we were rich gentlefolks instead of poor servants, they wouldn't
have been in such a hurry to condemn him; and if I had plenty of
money, I might find out the truth yet."
" When I am a man," said Harry, his cheeks flushing and his
eyes sparkling at the thought, " I'U find out the truth, I'm determined. Fanny says I shall be anything I like, and I mean to
be a lawyer, or a doctor; and when I'm rich, I'll put in the paper
that I'll give a hundred pounds to anybody that wUl tell me the
truth about Andrew Hopley."
'_' Although I had little hope," Susan would say, " that the dear
chUd would ever have it in his power to do what he promised, or
that if he did the truth would be discovered by such means, yet it
was a great comfort to me to hear him talk in this way; and I shed
tears of joy to see the confidence his innocent mind had in Andrew's
goodness; for I was sure if my poor brother was in heaven, and
knew what was doing on earth, that the words of the chUd he had
loved so much would rise up to him sweeter than the odour of the
frankincense and myrrh that in the old time was offered to God
upon the altars."
About a fortnight after this, Harry, who, since he came home
for the vacation, had seldom passed two days without paying
Susan a visit, entered her room with a countenance that plainly
denoted something had haopened to vex him. His cheeks were
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crimson, the heavy drops still stood on his long dark lashes, and
his pretty lip was curled with indignation.
" Oh, Susan," he cried, throwing himself into a chair, " I wish
I was a man."
" What for, dear?" said Susan. "Don't be in a hurr;^ to wish
away time. We know what is, but not what is to come."
" I do, though," he said, " that I might be revenged on Mr.
Gaveston!"
" Hush, Harry!" answered Susan. " We must leave vengeance
to God. But is Mr. Gaveston come to Oakfield?"
" Yes," said he; " he came the day before yesterday; and now I
shall be very glad when my hohdays are over, and I go back to
school. I hate him!"
" But what has he done ?" inquired Susan. " You didn't use to
Late him, did you ?"
"No," replied Harry, "for he didn't use to give himself such
airs. When my uncle was alive, he wouldn't have dared to treat
me as he does, or to say anything against Andrew."
" And what does he say against Andrew, dear?" said Susan. _
" Why, when I told him I was coming to see you, he said,
* Upon my word, young gentleman, you show a delicate taste in
the choice of your society, and remarkable gratitude towards your
benefactors! A promising youth, certainly!' And, oh, Susan, he
said it in such a spiteful, scornful manner, that it was worse than
the words; and I would have knocked him down for it if I had had
strength to do it."
" And what did you answer?" inquired Susan.
" I said," rephed Harry, " that I loved my uncle and Fanny
too as well as ever he did, and better too, perhaps; but that I
wasn't going to forget that Andrew had saved my life at the risk
of his ow^, when other people had left me in the water to be
drowned; nor that you had helped Dobbs to nurse my poor
mamma through all her sickness; and that I should go to see you
as often as I hked."
"WeU, and what then?"
" Then he said, in the same spiteful, disagreeable way, ' Pray
do, sir, by all means; I should be sorry to balk your inclinations.
But I shaU take care that if you choose to keep up a connexion
wdth that rascally family, you shall pay your visits to them
elsewhere, and not in this neighbourhood. Pretty associates,
truly, you've selected, for a chax) like you, that depends on charity
for his bread-and-butter. Now, I dare say,' said he, ' if you
choose, you could tell us where that scoundrel is hiding from the
gallows—of course you're in the secret.'—'Yes,'said I, '1 do believe
I know where Andrew is, and that's in heaven, where spiteful
people can't hurt him—but when I am a man, and have got money
of my own, Mr. Gaveston, I'll spend it aU to find out the truth,
and get justice for Andrew and Susan; and I'U advertise in the
papers a great reward to anybody that'll tell me what's become of
him.'—Oh, Susan, if you had but seen his face when I said that I

SUSAN HOPLET,

43

He turned as white is that muslin you're hemming, with rage; and
I do believe, if he dare, he would have killed me. He did Hft up
his hand to strike me; but though I am but a boy, I wouldn't
stand stiU to be beat by him, for I'd have given him blow for blow
as long as I could have stood up to him. But then he seemed to
recoUect himself. I suppose he began to think how Fanny would
like his treating me so, if she heard of it; and he said, in a taunting,
jeering way, ' You're really a nice young gentleman! It's a pity
your mother had no more like you. Go your ways, sir—to the
devil, if you please! and the sooner the-better;' and then he turned
away. But one thing, Susan, I'm so glad of—though I couldn't
keep from crj-ing as soon as he was gone, I did keep in my tears
whUe he was speaking to me. I wouldn't have had him seen mecry for a hundred pounds!"
This conversation alarmed Susan a good deal, for she saw in it
the confirmation of what she had always feared, that whenever
Gaveston had the power, he would show himself no friend to
Harry; so she told him, that though his visits were the only real
comfort she had known since her misfortune, she must forbid
his coming; "for," said she, "remember, dear, you have only
Miss Wentworth to look to for your education, and for everything; and although she might not herself object to your visits,
yet husbands and lovers have great power over women, and can
not only oblige them to do as they please, but very often can
make them see with their eyes, and hear with their ears; and if
you offend Mr. Gaveston, there is no telling what may happen.
He may do many things that you can't foresee, nor I neither. By
and by, Harry, when you're a man, and your own master, it will
be different; then, perhaps, we may meet again."
"And then," said he, brightening up with the glowing hopes of
a young heart that could not believe in disappointment—" and
then, Susan, when I have got a house of my own, you shah come
and live with me, and be my housekeeper. Wont that be nice ?
I'll go back to school the very day the holidays are over, and
take more pains than ever to get on, that I may soon be able to
go into a profession, and keep a house;" and then he ran on with
aU sorts of plans for their little establishment, amongst which he
proposed that Susan should be treasurer; " for," said he, " I am
very bad at keeping money; somehow or another, I always spend
it in nonsense, and things of no use, and afterwards I'm sorry-yand so, by the bye, I wisli you'd do me the favour to accept this
half-crown that Mr. Gaveston gave me the other day. I don't
want it; and besides, if I did, I shouldn't like to keep any present
of his:" and as he said this, he laid the half-crown on the table.
"Keep it, my dear," sa/d Susan, "you'll be glad of it at school,
and I assure you at present I am not distressed; if I were, 1.
wotddn't scruple to accept of it, for I know I should be welcome:"
but as she pushed the piece ot money towards Harry, she perceived something on it which led her to examine it more closely.
Over the royal effigy was cut the foUowing inscription: "6th
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.Tune, 1765." The characters appeared to have been made with R
knife, and Susan felt perfectly sure that she had seen that halfcrown before, and under circumstances that induced her at once
to alter her mind, and accept of Harry's gift.
I t happened, the day before Mr. Wentworth left home on his
last fatal journey, that she was in his dressing-room when he was
arranging some papers in the portfolio he took with him. He had
emptied it of most of its contents, and laid them on the table
beside him, when in turning round he jerked the table, which was
but a small one, and they all fell to the ground. Susan assisted
him to pick them up—and when she had done so, he asked if that
was all.
"Yes, sir," rephed she—"it's all I see; but I thought I heard
something roU away like money."
" No," answered Mr. Wentworth—" don't trouble yourself further—there was no money here."
" Yes, sir," said Susan, " there was; here it is under the drawers.
It's a half-crown."
" Keep it, then," said he, "for your pains," and he locked the
portfolio and left the room.
Whilst Susan was yet looking at it, however, he returned.
" Show me that half-crown," said he. " Is there anything on it?
Ah!" continued he, with a sigh, as he examined it, " I must not
part with this. Here's another, Susan, in its place;" and then he
folded the one she had found in a bit of white paper, and replaced
it in a corner of his portfolio.
Now Susan felt perfectly satisfied that this was the same halfcrown; but how it should have come into Mr. Gaveston's possession she coidd not imagine. That Mr. Wentworth had no design
of parting with it, was evident; and from the manner in which he
had put it away, there was no possibility of his doing so by mistake. It seemed almost certain that it must have been taken
from his portfolio at the time of the murder; but it was inexplicable, not only that Gaveston should have had it, and kept it so
long, but still more so that, if he knew whence it came, he should
have given it to Harry.
Susan, however, who was resolved to neglect nothing that could
throw the faintest light on the mystery she was so anxious to
penetrate, consented to keep the half-crown, and after making
Harry observe the inscription, she folded it in paper, and deposited it in the same little box with the shirt-studs.
Much did she debate whether or not to mention the circumstance, but the apprehension of not being believed, on the one
hand, and of injuring Harry stUl further with Gaveston, on the
other, decided her to remain silent for the present. Indeed,
although from foregone conclusions, she attached much importance to the accident herself, she could not expect it to have any
weight with other people. Gaveston would naturally deny any
xcquaintance with the previous history of the half-crown; and his
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having given it to the boy ^^•ould be a jtrong confirmation of the
truth of his assertions.
The displeasure she found she was likely to bring on Harry by
remaining in the neighbourhood of Oakfield, quickened a determination she had been some time forming of trying her fortune
in London, where, her unhappy story being less known, she hoped
she might get employment. With this view she wrote to her friend
Dobbs, explaining her motives, and requesting her advice; and
Dobbs, whose kindly feelings towards her were in no way diminished by her misfortunes, recommended her to come up without
delay, assuring her that " Lunnuners were not so nice as .country
people, and that she did not doubt being able to get her into a
respectable situation."
With this encouragement, Susan, glad enough to leave a place
where she was looked on coolly, and where she had no tie but
httle Harry, lost not a moment in preparing for her departure;
and, having with many tears embraced her dear boy, and taken
a kind leave of Mr. Jeremy, she mounted the coach that passed
through Mapleton, and, bidding adieu to the place of her birth,
and the scenes of her childhood, she started to try her fortune in
London.

CHAPTEE V I I I .
SUSAN'S ARRIVAL IN L O N D O N — S H E FINDS A FRIEND IN NEED.

As Susan understood that the coach would not reach London
till between ten and eleven at night, she made up her mind not to
trouble her friend tUl the following day: and, with this view, she
requested the coachman to set her down at some inn where she
would be able to get a bed, as near as he could to Parliamentstreet, where Dobbs resided.
In compliance with this request, when they reached CharingCross, the driver suddenly pulled up; and calling out, " Now,
young 'oman, here you are !—Quick, if you please! Help her
down. Jack! Box in the boot—that's it!"—Susan in a moment
found herself standing in the middle of the area, with her luggage
beside her.
"Which is the inn, sir?" said she.
" Please to remember the coachman," said he.
In her confusion, Susan put her hand in her pocket; but, in
truth, «he knew she had nothing there; for she had only kept out
the money she expected to want on the road—the rest she had
acked for security in her box; and the expenses having exceeded
er calculations, she had not a single sixpence left.
" If you'll show me the inn, and wait tiU I have unlocked my
trunk"—she was beginning to say to the man—but without stay-
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ing to hear the conclusion of her speech, he mounted his box,
ejaculating "D—^n aU such passengers !" and with a smack of the
whip, the coach was gone, and out of sight before Susan had
recovered her astonishment. " And there I stood," she used to
say, " in the middle of the place, close to the figure of the king on
horseback, with my luggage beside me, perfectly bewildered, and
not knowing in the world which way to turn, or what to do next."
Coaches and carriages whisked by her, but no one paused to ask
her what she was standing there for; and there were plenty of
foot-passengers going to and fro on the pavement, of whom she
might have inquired her way; but she had heard so much of the
dangers and dishonesty of London, that she trembled to turn her
eyes from her boxes, lest they should vanish from her sight for
ever. Just, however, as she had made up her mind to encounter
this peril, and venture as far as the pavement, rather than stand
where she was aU night, a man who had been observing her from
a distance, crossed over and inquired if she was waiting for a
coach.
" No, sir," replied Susan; " I have just left the coach; but I am
a stranger in London, and 1 don't know which is the inn."
" Oh," said he, " if that's aU, I'U show you the inn in no time.—
Is this your luggage ?"
"Yes," replied Susan; "but I want somebody to carry it." _
" I'll carry it," said he. " The inn isn't two minutes' w^alk—just
hoist up the trunk on my shoulder—that's your sort—now give
me the bandbox."
" I wont trouble you with that, sir," said Susan, grateful for
this unexpected aid—" I can carry it myself."
" No, no," said he—" give it to me; you do not know London.
Somebody 'd snatch it out of your hand before you got the length
of a street;" and so saying, away he trudged with the two boxes,
and Susan after him, as hard as she could go. But with aU her
efforts she found it impossible to keep up with him. Whilst he
held along the Strand, as the way was straight, and the lamps
pretty thickly set, she contrived to keep him in view; but when
he approached the neighbourhood of Drury-lane, and turned up a
street to the left, that was rather on the ascent and worse lighted,
he got the advantage of her, and she soon lost sight of him
altogether.
Poor Susan caUed out" Stop! stop!" and ran as fast as she could;
but little thought had he of stopping, and after being nearly
knocked down several times, and getting repeated blows from
people she ran against in her confusion, out of breath, frightened
and exhausted, she gave up the chase, and sitting down on the
step of a door, she burst into tears. They were bitter tears, for it
was a sad beginning—all her little stock of money gone, how was
she to live tiU she obtained a situation! And when she had found one,
how was she to go to it, when she had not an article of clothing in
the world but what she had on ?
I t is admitted that no loneliness can be worse than the loneliness
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of a great city; and Susan felt it so, as passenger after passenger
assed, hurrying on their eiTands of pleasure or of business, or
astening to the shelter of their own roofs, heedless of the poor
stranger, houseless and homeless, whose sobs met their ears. A
few turned their head to look at her; but none stopped or spoke;
for there, ^yhere vice and misery walk the streets by night, or keep
unholy vigils in unblest abodes, the sight of woman's -wretchedness
is too common to excite either curiosity or compassion.
At length the cold and damp—for it had come on to rain hard—
.forced her to get upon her legs and move on; and considering her
desperate condition, without a ijenny in the world even to procure
a night's lodging, she thought, unwilling as she was to disturb the
famUy, that she had better try and find her way to Dobbs, late as
it was. But the difficulty was to find the way. Some to whom she
ventured an inquiry abused her—some insulted her; one man
flung his arm round her waist and said he'd go with her anywhere
she hked; and she had much ado to get rid of him; and another
told her if she did'nt leave him alone, he'd call the watch. As for
the women she addressed, they were stUl worse; and one, who
being very gaUy dressed, she took for a lady, swore a big oath, and
bade her go to h—U!
After running the gauntlet in this way for some time, without
advancing in the least towards her object, Susan gave up the point;
and resigning herself to what seemed inevitable, faint and weary
as she was, she once more seated herself on a door-step, and folding her cloak about her, resolved to wait there tiU morning.
She had sat some time, and had nearly cried herself to sleep,
when she was aroused by the opening of the door behind her, and
looking round, she saw a lady stepping out, who, however, paused
upon the threshold to speak to some one that, with a candle, appeared to be standing within the passage.
" Be sure you're ready in time," said the lady. " Eemember the
coach starts at six."
" Never fear that," replied a voice that struck upon Susan's ear
as one not unfamiliar. " I am too glad to get away from this place,
to risk staying an hour longer in it than I can help."
"WeU, good by," said the lady. " I hope you'll have a pleasant
journey, and meet with no disappointment."
" Good by!" answered the voice within. " I wish you were going
with me." " I wish I were!" said the other. '' Oh, I forgot to say,
that you are to be sure and travel in the veil Mr. Godfrey sent
you."
" Yes, he told me," replied the voice. There was another " Good
by!" and a shake of the hand; and then the door closed and the
lady stepped forward.
She was attired in a sUk dress, red shawl, and straw bonnet;
and by the hght from the lamp which fell upon her face as she
advanced, Susan discerned that she was young and pretty. Her
voice, too, was gentle; and emboldened by that and the coimtenance, the poor wanderer deteraained on making a last attempt to
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obtain the information she needed. Eising, therefore, to let her
pass, she dropped a curtsey, and said, " Would you have the goodness, ma'am, to teU me the way to Westminster ? I am a poor
stranger from the country, and am quite lost."
At first she was about to pass on without heeding the question,
but at the last words she paused and looked back. " To Westminster!" said she; " you're a long way from Westminster. W h a t
part of it do you want to go t o ? "
" To Parliament Street, ma'am," replied Susan.
" And don't you know your away about London at aU ?" said she.
" N o t a bit, ma'am," answered Susan. " I never was in it tiU
about two hours ago, when I got ofl' the coach that brought me
from the country; and since that," she added, giving way to her
tears, " a man that offered to carry my luggage has run away with
my boxes, which contained all I had in the world; and here I am,
without money, or a lodging for the night, and but one friend in
the whole place, and I can't find my way to where she lives."
" It's impossible you should, without some one to guide you, and
it's not my road," answered the lady. She hesitated a moment,
and then drawing nearer to Susan, she looked hard in her face
under her bonnet, as if to see whether she were speaking the
truth. The result of the investigation appeared to be satisfactory;
for she added, as if moved by a sudden impulse of compassion—
" Come with m e ! I'll give you shelter for a few hours; and in the
morning you can find your friend. There was a night in my life
when if some charitable soul had done as much for me, I mightn't
be the miserable wretch I am now. Come along!" And with that
she turned and walked rapidly up the street, Susan keeping close
by her side.
As she was young, pretty, well dressed, and according to Susan's
notions appeared to be a gentlewoman, the poor girl was so surprised at her last words, that she forgot everything else in wondering what they could mean; and as the lady herself seemed to be
in a reverie, they proceeded for some time in silence, which she
at length rather abruptly interrupted by saying, " W h a t ' s your
name, and where did you come from?"
" M y name's Susan Hopley, ma'am; and I come from Mapleton,"
answered our heroine—"And as I sjioke the words," she used to
say, " I fell rather behind, her; f o r i expected notliing else but that
she would have driven me away from her directly, and left me to
pass the night in the street. But, to my great relief, the name
didn't seem to strike her at aU ; and I felt much comforted to see
t h a t the people in London were not so much occupied about
Andrew and me, and what had happened in the country, as I had
supposed."
" And what was your employment there ?" said she.
_ " I was a servant," replied Susan. " But latterly, being out of a
situation, I took in needlework."
" A n d you are come to seek a situation here, I suppose?" said
the lady.
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Susan answered that she was; and after this there was no more
conversation till they reached the neighbourhood of Oxford-street,
where she lived, and then slackening her pace a little, she said,
" I'll put you into the room with my little girl; but as my husband
might not be pleased at my taking a stranger into the house, you'U
make no noise tiU I come to let you out in the morning. He'U be
gone away before that."
She then, having stopped at a respectable-looking house, drew a
key from her pocket, and let herself in; and beckoning Susan to
follow her up stairs, she conducted her to the second floor, where
there was a candle half burnt down standing in a basm.
" Take this," she whispered, giving her the light, and opening
the door of a room which she motioned her to enter; and laying
her finger on her lip, once more to enjoin silence, she closed the
door and disappeared.
On looking round, Susan found herself in a comfortable, weUfurnished apartment, with a four-post bed on one side, and a child's
crib in the corner, in which lay sleeping as lovely an infant, of
about fom' years old, as eyes ever looked upon. I t was enjoying
a sweet, calm sleep, with one httle hand under its rosy cheek, and
with a half smUe playing round the pretty red hps, that showed its
baby dreams were pleasant.
" "What," thought Susan, as she hung over it admiringly, " can
make the mother of such a cherub call herself a wretch ? She cannot be very poor, or she coiddn't afford to live in such a house as
this. B u t we poor people are too apt to think there's no evU so
great as poverty. Perhaps there are many as bad, and worse—and
I ought to learn to bear my own trouble patiently, when I see that
this pretty, kind young creature is not without hers. Heaven bless
it, sweet soul!" she added, as she stooped down to kiss the infant's
cheek; and as she lifted up her head again, she saw the lady standing beside her with a piece of bread and a glass of wine on a
plate.
" M y husband is not come home yet," said she, lavdng her hand
kindly on Susan's arm, as if she were pleased at finding how she
was engaged—" take this, it will do you good." She then kissed
the chUd, and once more bidding the grateful Susan '" Good night,"
left her to her repose. W i t h o u t undressing, the weary traveUer
sfretched herself upon the welcome bed, and was soon in a sound
sleep.
This blessed oblivion, however, had not lasted long, when she
was aroused by the sound of a man's voice, which, although proceeding from the next room, reached her distinctly through the
thin partition. I n the confusion of first awakening, she started
up, imagining herself still on the top of the coach, and that the
man was abusing her for not paying him; for the ffrst words she
distinguished were, " D—n i t ! no money! Don't teU m e ! "What's
become of the last ten pounds ?"
" Gracious, George," said a voice which Susan recognised as that
of her compassionate hostess," how can you ask ? W h y , you know,
D
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we owed every farthing of it, and more; and I was obliged to
divide it betweeen the tradespeople just to stop their mouths."
"'Well, if you can't get any money from him, you must walk the
streets for it," replied the man ; " for devU a rap I have to give you.
I suppose he gave you the allowance for the child? If he stops
that, you can have him up before the magistrates, and he wont
like that just now, I can tell you."
" Y e s , " answered the lady, " he has promised me the allowance;
but that is not enough to pay the rent, and all the other things we
owe. Besides, how are we to get on when that's gone? I dare say
I shall get no more from him tiU you come back."
" I'll be d—d if I know what you're to do," answered the man,
" unless you choose to do what I tell you. I can't afford to pay
the piper any longer, and I wont, that's fiat. And now I'll thank
you to let me have a little sleep, for I must be up at daylight to be
ready for the coach. I hope that girl wUl be ready. Did you teU
her to be punctual ?"
" Oh, yes, she'll be ready," answered the lady. " But before you
go to sleep, do hsten to a few vords I have to say to you; for,
perhaps, it may be long before you return. I have been thinking
that if I could contrive to get money enough to set me up in some
sort of little shop that would provide me and my child with bread,
that I needn't be a burden to you or anybody else; and I want
you to help me to this."
" I can't help you to what I haven't got," answered the man, in
a drowsy tone.
" Yes, you could," answered she, " i f you would persuade him
to do it. Tell him that I would on that condition renounce the
aUowance for the child, and undertake to maintain her myself.
WiU you, George ?"
" V e r y well," said the man, in a tone that denoted he was half
asleep,
" 1 say, George, listen to m e ; wUl you ask him to do this?"
persisted she.
" D — n it, woman, hold your tongue, wUl you, or I'U make
y o u ? " exclaimed the man, in a louder key.
" Only promise to do •^^ hat I ask, and I'll not speak another
word," returned she. " I know very well, George, you're tired of
me now; but you did like me once, and then you promised that
I should always share whatever you had. I don't complain that
you have changed, and I have no right to reproach you. But do
me this one fa\'our; it's all I'U ever ask of you!"
" Very well," replied the man, in rather a softer tone. " P e r haps, I'U try what I can do; but he's devilish hard to deal with.
H e was a different sort of chap when he wanted me. And as to
my wishing to get rid of you, Juha, you know as long as the
game lasted, I've kept you like a lady, and you've wanted for
nothing; but now it's up, I teU you, and you must shift for
yourself."
" And so I wUl," replied she, " if you could oidy get him to put
me in an honest way of getting my living."
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._ " WeU, I'U see what I can do," said the man ; " and now, d—n
it, do let me get a little sleep."
Here the conversation terminated: and, much as Susan was
impressed with it, her fatigue soon put an end to her reflections,
and in a few minutes she was again buried in a profound sleep,
from which she did not a«ake till she was roused by the joyous
mfantin.' laugh of the child in the morning. The mother was
dressing it, and between every article of clothes she put on, it
was running away, and hiding itself behind the curtains of the
bed. " I t would have been a pretty sight to look on," Susan
would say, " the fair young mother and the lovely child, if I had
not had in my mind the conversation I had overheard in the
night;—but that spoiled the picture, and I could have wept to
think of the misery that was gathering round them. ' And that
sweet face of thine,' thought I, as I looked at the infant, ' may
be but a snare to thee, as thy poor mother's has doubtless been
to her!' She was a pretty young creature, the mother, with
delicate features, and soft, dove-like eyes, but already, although
she was not more than twenty years of age, there were traces of
melancholy and deep anxiety in her countenance. Perhaps, if I
had not been so much in her secret, I might not have understood
them so well; but as it was, I fancied I could read her story in
her face."
"VSTien she had finished dressing the chUd, Susan arose and
wished her good morning. She answered very kindly, hoping she
had rested weU, and had recovered her fatigue.
" Quite, ma'am, thanks to you," replied Susan; " and I am sure
I shaU never forget your goodness the longest day I have to hve.
It's what few would have done for a poor stranger."
" Y o u are very welcome," replied J u h a . " I wish I could do
more to help you out of your difficulties. B u t I suppose when
you have found your friend, you'U do pretty well; so alter we have
had some breakfast, I'll -walk part of the way with you and put
you on the road."
They then adjourned to the front room, where there was a fire;
and Susan having assisted her to prepare the breakfast, they sat
down together.
" And what made you leave the country, where I suppose you
had friends, to come to London for the chance of doing better
among strangers ?" inquired Julia.
" I had plenty of friends in the country, ma'am," answered
Susan, " and very good ones; and six months ago, I never expected to be as badly off as I am now, or to be obliged to look
further for a home; but a circumstance happened that threw a
suspicion on one of my famUy, and since that, I found people
began to look coldly on me."
" A h , " said she, " t h a t ' s the way of the world; at least,
towards the poor;" and then she fell into thought and was
sUent.
As soon as breakfast was over, she put on her bonnet and shawl,
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and they set off towards ParUament-street, leading the chUd between them, who, pretty soul, went skipping and prattling along,
as gay as the morning.
They had walked some distance, and had reached the neighbourhood of Soho, when, in passing through a narrow shabby
street, Julia requested Susan to take charge of the child a moment
(vhilst she caUed at a shop, and presently she turned into, one
'that, by the watches and trinkets in the window, Susan concluded
was a jeweUer's; but a longer acquaintance with London life
would have taught her to recognise it as a pawnbroker's. She
had a smaU parcel in her hand when she went in, but she came
out without it; and, after walking a few steps, she said, "Here,
Susan, take this; it's not much, but it's better than nothing:"
and she had placed five shiUings in her hand before she knew what
she was doing.
" M y dear lady," answered Susan, who, after what she had
heard in the night could not bear to think of accepting her bounty,
" pray take it back again: I don't fear but I shall do very weU
when I have found my friend. And, at all events, I am alone,
and able to bear up against a deal of hardship, but you have this
dear child to provide for, and I could never find it in my heart to
spend the money if I took it."
" She turned a sharp eye on me," Susan used to relate, " when
I said this, and I saw in a minute that I had betrayed myself;
for certainly there was nothing in her appearance or way of hving
to justify me in supposing that she could not spare so smaU a
sum. The colour came into her cheeks, for she guessed how I
had gained my information; and I turned away my head, for I
felt my own getting red too. 'No,' she said, when she had recovered herself, though her voice was slightly altered—' no, keep
it; it wont make my situation better or worse, but it is awkward
for you not to have a shUHng in your pocket in case of need.'
" I couldn't keep the tears that were already in my eyes from
running down my cheeks at these words, to think of her goodness, her youth, her troubles, and her sweet young child, and I
thought what a blessed thing it would be for anybody that was
rich to put her in the decent way she wanted to earn her bread,
and so perhaps save her from being driven by poverty and want to
more misery, and a worse way of life; but I could only bid God
bless her, and look down upon her with pity."
When they had reached the neighbourhood that Dobbs inhabited, and there was no further danger of Susan's losing her way,
Julia stopped, and said, " Now you are within a few doors of your
friend's house, and I may leave you."
"Dear lady," said Susan, "it's not likely that such a poor
creature as I am should ever have it in my power to make any
return for your goodness but my prayers, but if there ever should
be anything that a poor servant can do, be sure that I would go
as far to serve you or your dear httle chUd here, as I would for
myself."
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" I don't doubt it," rephed Julia, " for I see you've a grateful
heart, and I wish I was so situated that I could keep you with
me. Such a friend would be a great comfort.. Heaven knows I
want one! But that's impossible; so good-by, and God bless
you!"
" Amen, madam, and you!" said Susan—" and so shaking hands
kindly, we parted, after a few hours' acquaintance, with our hearts
as warm to each other, and as much trust and good-wiU, as if we
had been friends all our lives."

CHAPTEE I X .
liOVE

AND

MURDER.

I N an old chateau on the banks of the Garonne in the neighbourhood of CadiUac, and about fifteen miles from Bordeaux,
dwelt an antique cavalier, caUed Don Querubin de la Eosa y
Saveta. As his name imphes, he was a Spaniard by birth, and
was, in fact, a native of Upper Navarre; but a rather premature
explosion of gallantry having brought him into perilous collision
with a powerful and vindictive family of Arragon, his parents
despatched him across the Pyrenees, to the care of Monsieur
.Eaoul, a worthy exporter of claret, and an old acquaintance.
Although Don Querubin could show some quarters of nobUity,
he was the youngest son of a very indigent family; and after residing some months in the house of Monsieur Eaoul, he began to
discover that there was better fare to be met with at the table of
an opulent Bordeaux merchant than cow-heel, onion-broth, tripe,
or unsavoury stews, and that it was more agreeable to relish his
fricandeaux and salmis with a good glass of Chateau Margaux
than with the poor produce of the paternal vineyard. Overlooking the degradation, therefore, he consented to defUe his pure
blood by connecting himself with commerce, and in process of
time became a partner in the house of Eaoul, Bonstetten, and
Company, of which firm he was stiU a member, although, being
now advanced in years, an inactive one.
His Spanish pride, which, although subdued to his interest, was
by no means eradicated, caused him to prefer inhabiting in solitary
state the old castle we have mentioned, which he had christened
the Chateau de la Eosa, to residing in the more gay and bustling
city, although he sacrificed a great deal of comfort and society to
his dignity. But in Bordeaux he was simply called Monsieur
Eosa, whilst in the neighbourhood of his castle he was style(?
Monsieur le ilarquis—a variation of nomenclature that made ai-,
incalculable difference in the old gentleman's happiness and self,
complacency, and fully compensated for all the advantages he was
content to forego to enjoy it. Besides, after the vengeance of hi*
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enemy was supposed to have relaxed, he frequently revisited the
place of his nativity; and he found it more agreeable to his
naughty relations to be invited to the Chateau de la Eosa, where
his remnant of nobility stiU adhered to him, than to busy Bordeaux, where it was neither esteemed nor acknowledged.
Now, it happened that Monsieur le Marquis had the misfortune
to be fitted by nature with some rather incongruous attributes;
he was very ugly, very vain, and, withal, an inordinate admirer of
beauty—of beauty of all shades and countries, but more especially
of English beauty. H e had been in love all his hfe, but he had
been one of the most unsuccessful of lovers, particularly amongst
the goddesses of his peculiar worship, the fair Englishwomen, not
one of whom had he ever been able to persuade to hsten to his
vows. Nevertheless, he did not despair; he loved on as sanguine
people live on, through a thousand disappointments, reviving
again after each overthrow, ready to enter with fresh vigour on a
new pursuit; and willing to attribute his failure to any cause in
the world but his own want of merit; although with an extremely
tall, spare figure, a sallow complexion, high aquiline nose, and
long, yeUow teeth, he certainly made but an iU representation of
Cupid, especially as these charms were usually attired in a black
velvet skuU cap, called a calotte; a crimson damask dressing gowp,
and yeUow slippers. But h e . found his consolation and his
encouragement in his favourite song, which, with a cracked voice,
he daily and hourly caroUed out of tune:—
That Love his triumphs dear should sell.
Is sure most just and fair,
Since none but he rewards so well,
With joys beyond compare.
Besides, 'tis clear the urchin's wise.
For what is cheap we never prize.

" H e r e is a letter for Monsieur le Marquis," said his servant,
entering his dressing-room, one morning, where he was shaving,
and singing—
That love his triumphs dear should sell.
" L e t us see, Criquet," said the marquis ; " where does it come
from, e h ? "
" I c comes from England," said Criquet, holding it up to the
light, and compressing the sides, that he might get a peep into it.
" Give it me," said Don Querubin, laying dovv n his razor, though
but half shaved.
" Stop," said Criquet, still endeavouring to x^enetrate the contents of the letter, " I see the words, 'beautiful girl.'"
" Hovi ? you see that ?" said the marquis, turning briskly round
on his chair.
" ' Beautiful girl,'" repeated Criquet, slowly, " 'her eyes a r e ' —
ah! I can't make out the colour of her eyes."
" B l u e , Criquet!" cried Don Querubin, smacking his lips.
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" Blue, by my marquisate! F o r doubtless she's an Englishwoman.
But let us see; give me the letter, that we may ascertain what
it's about."
" It's about, a pretty girl," said Criquet; " that's clear."
" Nothing better, Criquet," said the marquis, with a knowing
wink, whilst he broke the seal. " A-h!" continued he, drawing a
long breath, as he threw himself back in his chair, and stretched
out his lei^s, that he might the better relish a communication on so
interesting a topic—"now, let us see;" and he commenced reading aloud as follows :—
" ' Dear Sir,—In compliance with your request, I have, ever
since my return to England, been looking out for something likely
to suit you'—(" How?" exclaimed the marquis, a little puzzled
by this beginning); ' a n d I trust I have at length been so fortunate as to discover an object exactly to your taste.' (" W h a t
can it be, Criquet ?" said the marquis. " Go on," said Criquet.)
' T h e young l a d y . t o whom I have ventured to promise your
favour and protection is exceedingly desirous of travelling and
visiting foreign parts.'
(" That shows her sense," observed
Criquet. " Softly," said Don Querubin; " where were we ? Ah, I
see—' travelling and visiting foreign parts.') ' She is a most
beautiful girl'—"
" Didn't I say so?" said Criquet.
" ' H e r eyes—'" continued Don Querubin.
" A h ! now for the eyes!" said Criquet, rubbing his hands.
" ' H e r eyes are of a heavenly blue—' By the blood of my ancestors !" exclaimed the marquis, " I was sure of it. ' H e r hair
is perfectly black, and her complexion positively transparent.'
Heavens! what incomparable charms!" cried the marquis, dropping
the letter, as if paralyzed by the force of the description.
" Let us see the rest," said Criquet, picking it up, and proceeding to decipher its contents. " ' H e r t e e t h are like pearls,' (that's
good;) ' h e r figure graceful, and her hands and feet models for a
sculptor.' A thousand miracles!" " W h y , she's an angel, Criquet,"
exclaimed the marquis. " H i k e the hands and feet," said Criquet.
" But stay, there's more to come. ' This younsr person,' " continued he, ' " i s remarkably prudent, and entertains a peculiar
preference for individuals of a certain age.'" " T h e very thing
we want," said Criquet. " I admire her taste," said the marquis.
" G o on, go on."
" ' But,' " continued Criquet—(" Ah, here comes a but, as usual),
' hut 1 wUl not conceal from you, that this lovely creature is
ambitious.'"
" And why n o t ? " said the marquis.
" ' Ambitious,' " repeated Criquet, " ' and desirous of raising
herself to an elevated rank.' "
" She shaU be a marchioness, Criquet," said Don Querubin..
" I hope that wUl content her. De la E o s a y Saveta, e h ? "
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" ' Nevertheless,'" continued Criquet, reading, " ' being very
young, for she is but seventeen-^-' "
" K i e tender lambkin!" exclaimed the marquis.
" ' Knowing little of the world, and being entirely ignorant of
all foreign languages and customs—'"
" I'll teach her the language of love," said the marquis, sentimentally.
" ' Or customs,' " reiterated Criquet, " ' some shght ceremony,
and a few unmeaning words read from a missal by our friend
Criquet, who wUl make a capital priest'—(" The devil I shall!" said
Criquet — ' will be all that is necessary on the occasion.'
_ " The end spoUs the beginning," said Criquet, nodding his head
significantly.
" But that is villanous!" said the marquis, in an indignant tone.
" And pray who does the letter come from ?"
" I t ' s signed Walter Gaveston," answered Criquet. " Here's a
postscript too."
" E e a d it," said Querubin.
" ' I have addressed the young lady, whose name is MademoiseUe
Amabel Jones, to the house of Monsieur Eaoul and Co., Bordeaux, where I expect she wiU arrive, escorted by a particular
friend of mine, shortly after this reaches you.' "
" That's all," said Criquet, as he closed the letter, with a strong
expression, of contempt on his countenance.
" W e shaU marry her in reality," said the marquis.
" To be sure we shaU," replied Criquet. " W h a t do they take us
for?—wretches without principle, without honour, to deceive a
young creature that puts her trust in u s ! The very idea shocks
me."
" Y o u are an honest fellow, Criquet," said the marquis. " Y o u
are a man of honour."
" I hope so," said Criquet. " A s for that rascal, Gaveston, he
was never much to my taste. I'd never much opinion of him."
" N o r I , " replied the marquis. " He's a hard m a n ; he has no
heart, no susceptibility. I cloubt whether he was ever in love in
his life."
" A n d it is said some a-\vkward misunderstandings arose at the
card-table when he was last here," said Criquet. " I know some
gentlemen refused to p^ay \\\ih him."
" A man that will deceive women, will deceive men when he
hopes to do it with impunity," said the marquis.
" I have al Aays remarked it," replied Criquet.
" True honour," continued the marquis, " is for every day's
wear—for all times and for all places ; it is not to be put off and
on at pleasure."
" That's tiue," said Criquet. " H e was not a man to employ on
so delicate a mission."
" I t ^^ as rather a jest than anything else," returned the marquis.
" I have never thought of it since."
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"But since she is coming," said Criquet, "we must make up
our minds what we are to do."
" ilarry her, of course," rephed Querubin.
" With all my heart," responded Criquet, " provided always—**
" Provided what?" said the marquis.
" A^ hy, there are certain points to be considered," said Criquet.
" Suppose, for example, she was not exactly—hem!" and he
shrugged his shoulders significantly.
" W h a t do you mean, Criquet?" asked the marquis. "Isn't
she as beautiful as an angel?"
"There's no denying that," replied Criquet; "at least, if she
answers the description: but what's to become of us if she should
not happen to be as virtuous as one ?"
"But he particularly mentions her prudence," observed the
maniuis.
"That's true," replied Criquet; "but what is his word good
for?"
" Fie, fie, Criquet," said Querubin. " We must not suspect the
lovely creature."
"But, unfortunately, lovely creatures are not always as irreproachable as they should be," said Criquet.
" For my part," said the marquis, " I have always found their
virtue impregnable."
" I fancy that depends on circumstances," said Criquet. " But,
however, supposing that's all right, there's another question.
What are we to do with Ma'm'seUe Dorothee?"
" But if she does not love me ?" rephed Don Querubin. " Have
I not persevered for three years without a shadow of'success? I
am satisfied she has some other attachment, or the thing would
be impossible."
"That may be," answered Criquet. " I don't dispute it; but
there are certain little emoluments that the young lady has
touched occasionaUy, which she may, perhaps, be less wiUing to
dispense with, than with the vows that accompanied them.
Besides, if I mistake not, it was only yesterday that I found you
at her feet."
" I can't deny it," rephed Querubin. " And, moreover, I promised her a new shawl, which I was to give her this morning."
"And here she comes to claim it," said Criquet. " I hear the
pattering of her feet in the corridor."
"Open the door, my friend, open the door, and we'U confess
the whole affair to her with honour and candour," said the
marquis.
"Come in, Ma'm'seUe Dorothee," said Criquet, as he threw
open the door, and admitted a pretty, arch-looking, black-eyed_
grisette, who walked into the room with all the consciousness of
power in her step.
" Good morning, marquis," said Dorothee: " how are you
to-day?"
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" Quite weU, my love—hem! that is, Ma'm'seUe Dorothee, I
mean."
" H a ! h a ! " thought Dorothee. " H e ' s angry because I
wouldn't let him have a kiss yesterday. I must coax him a bit.
Gracious! how blooming you are looking this morning! Stay,
just let me set your cap a little on one side—there, so. Now,
whip me, if you look more than t h i r t y ; you don't, indeed; and
you know I never flatter you."
" N o t often, certainly, Dorothee," replied the marquis. " B u t
the good news I have just received has cheered me, I confess."
" From Spain, perhaps ?"
" No, it's from England," replied the marquis. " I t announces
the approaching arrival of a young lady
"
" A young lady!" said Dorothee, raising her eyebrows.
" As beautiful, Dorothee, as yourself."
" And I hope a httle more amiable," thought Criquet.
" I t ' s to try me," thought Dorothee. " A n d pray what is she
coming for?"
" F o r the sole purpose of honouring me with her hand and her
affections," rephed Don Querubin.
" B a h ! " said Dorothee. " Before she has seen you ?"
" I t ' s true, however," replied the marquis. " This young lady
is gifted with a remarkable degree of prudence; she has very
proper notions about things, and entertains a decided preference
for gentlemen of a certain age."
" That is, she says so, and you are flat enough to beheve her,"
said Dorothee.
"Besides," said the marquis, " s h e is ambitious, and aspires to
a distinguished alliance."
" F o r that part of the story, it's likely enough," said Dorothee.
" And what do you mean to do with her when she arrives ?"
" Marry her, assuredly," said the marquis, in as firm a voice as
he could assume, for he felt rather awed by the thunder-cloud he
saw gathering on Ma'm'seUe Dorothee's fair b r o w ; there was
something very like truth in the marquis's manner, and she did
not quite admire the aspect affairs were taking.
" Y o u ' r e telling me this to put me in a passion; I'm sure you
are," said Dorothee, as the ancry blood suffused her cheeks.
" By the blood of my ancestors, n o ! " answered Querubin.
" H e r e is the letter, let Criquet read it to you. You will there
learn her qualifications, and the favourable disposition she entertains towards me."
N o t too much delighted at the office, however, Criquet undertook i t ; since the art of reading formed no part of Ma'm'seUe
Dorothee's accomplishments. She waited quietly tUl he reached
the end of the epistle, (a certain passage of which, regarding the
false marriajic, he had the precaution to omit,) and then settling
herself firmly on her feet, putting her two hands in the pockets of
her apron, and fixing her bright black eyes on the marquis, she
said, " N o w , listen: if this woman comes here, I'U poison h e r ! "
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" B a h ! " said the marquis. " You're joking."
" You think so ?" said Dorothee. " You had better not put
me to the proof For three long years you have been courting
me—it was but last night you entreated me to accept your
hand—"
" And you refused it," said the marquis.
" N o matter," answered s h e ; " I mightn't always have refused
it. Perhaps I came here this morning with certain intentions—I
shall not say what, now—I might have owned that t loved you, for
anything you know; but you shaU never know now whether I do
or n o t ! " And passion here supplied the fountains that grief
would have left dry.
" Naj% nay, Dorothee!" said Querubin, who was at a loss to
find an argument against the tears. " Queen of my soul!"
" I am not the queen of your soul," sobbed she. " You never
loved m e ; I see it plainly, now that it's too late."
" By heaven! but I did, and do," said Querubin, quite overcome.
" Then you wont marry h e r ? " said Dorothee.
" But if she come to me all the way froin England on purpose ?"
said the marquis. " W h a t can I do, as a man of honour, but
marry h e r ? "
" Very well!" said Dorothee: " l e t her come, that's all. I ask
no better. But mark me, for what I say, I'll do. If she comes
here, I teU you again, I'U poison h e r ! " and so saying, she quitted
the room.
" By the great gods!" exclaimed Don Querubin, throwing himself back in his chair, and dropping his arms, " I pity her! She
loves me to distraction!"
" I t ' s to be regretted she never mentioned it before," said
Criquet.

C H A P T E E X.
T H E DUKE AND THE DAIRYMAID.

O N a certain evening, nearly about the period that the conversation detaUed in our last chapter took place in the dressing-room
of Don Querubin, in the Chateau de la Eosa, the unwieldy dUigence from Harfleur, entering by the Barriere de Neuilly, roUed
into the city of Paris, containing in the interior of its massive
body its fuU complement of six goodly souls; and in the coupe,
two, a lady and gentleman, bearing in air and aspect the most
unequivocal symptoms of a recent importation across the channel.
The lady was very young, exceedingly handsome, and neatly
attired in the costume of her own country; and though without
any appearance of fashion or of artificial polish, there was an air
of simple and natural grace about her person and demeanour that
left no room for regret that art had done little where nature had
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done so much. H e r figure was light and agUe, her eyes of a rich
deep blue, her hair glossy black, and her complexion pure, dehcate, and healthy.
The gentleman was many years older, perhaps about forty, with
a countenance that yet showed some remains of beauty, and that
appeared to have suffered more from dissipation and bad company,
than from time. Its expression was so mixed as to be almost
imdefinable. There were some traces stUl surviving of good
nature, and of a disposition to enjoy and be happy, that occasionaUy
struggled through and Uluminated the dark and complicated mask
that puzzled the beholder; but then such a heavy cloud would
suddenly fall and obscure these gleams of light, that the spectator
felt as if a black crape veU had been unexpectedly interposed
betwixt him and the object of his contemplation.
The prevaUing expression, however, the one most frequently
pervading both the coimtenance and manner, was that of extreme
recklessness, mingled with a considerable degree of intrepidity.
W i t h respect to the costume, and general air and carriage of the
person in question, it partook, in about equal degrees, of that of
the horse-jockey, prize-fighter, and gentleman; and there was one
feature in his face which inclined an attentive observer to believe
that his society had not always been of the most peaceable description ; namely, his nose, which had evidently been broken across
the bridge, and. had consequently acquired a very remarkable
twist and elevation.
The evening was dark and excessively w e t ; and Paris, noisy,
dirty, and iU-hghted, as it then was, did not present a very aUuring
aspect.
" I s this Bordeaux?" inquired the lady of her companion, as
they drew up at the Barriere to deliver their passports.
" N o t exactly," replied he ; " we shall be there by and by.
B u t I propose remaining here to-night, and perhaps for a few
days to recruit, if you have no objection."
" N o t any," answered she; " I shaU be very glad of a little
rest, for I am very tired, and my head aches dreadfuUy with
jolting over those stony roads,"
" Come, ladies and gentlemen !" cried the driver, when he had
safely lodged the cumbrous vehicle in the court of the coachoffice, in the E u e Notre Dame des Victoires. " N o w ! we are at
the end of oui journey. Have the goodness to get down. Give
me leave to helji you," added he, taking the fair traveUer round
her slender waist, and placing her on the ground.
" V\\' want a Iodising," said the gentleman, in indifferey''; French,
and addressing himself to one of the clerks, " I s therf anything
to be got near here ?"
" I liavt' a splenclid apartment at the gentleman's service," said
a respectable looking man, advancing with his hat off, and bowing
to the ground. " Allow me the honour of showing you the way ;
it's not five minutes' walk from this." And the luggage being
intrusted to a commissionaire, the party immediately moved on.
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and were conducted by the stranger to a respectable looking
house in the Eue des Petites Ecuries; where, after ascending a
considerable number of dirty stone stairs, they found themselves
in a very tolerable suite of apartments, decorated with faded yellow
damask, and a due proportion of cracked mirrors, tarnished gilding,
and marble slabs; and when the stove was heated, the girandoles
Ughted, and a good supper from the kitchen of a neighbouring
traiteur was placed upon the table, accompanied by a bottle of
Vin de Bordeaux, the travellers began to find themselves tolerably
comfortable and disposed to conversation.
" You 've heard of Paris, I dare say ?" said the gentleman.
" Yes," replied the lady. " It's in France, isn't it?"
"Precisely," returned he. "The chief city, as London is of
England; only much'gayer and more agreeable."
" I t may easily be that," replied she; " at least, for all I saw of
London."
'' That was not much, certainly," answered the gentleman,
smiling. " But you '11 see Paris under different circumstances."
" Is it on our road ?" said she.
" Why, to say the truth," returned he, " it did not make much
difference, a u d i thought it a pity to lose the opportunity; so here
we are
' In Paris ?" said she.
_ " In Paris," returned he; " where I think we may kUl a httle
time pleasantly enough. You must not judge by what you 've
seen yet," added he, observing that the impression made by the
dirty streets and dim lights was not altogether favourable. "You'U
see things under a different aspect to-morrow. Besides, we are
not in the fashionable quarter, exactly."
" I should hke to hve in the fashionable quarter," observed the
the lady, " if we are to make any stay."
" By aU means," rephed the gentleman. " I t ' s precisely what
I intend. There is no place in the world where beauty sooner
attracts notice than in Paris, especiaUy foreign beauty. I t has
only to be seen in public places—the ThuUleries, for example."
" What sort of a place is that ?" inquired the lady.
" I t ' s the garden of the royal palace—the king's palace."
" Does he hve there ?" said she.
" He does usually," answered her companion.
" I should like to go there very much," responded the lady.
" I thought so," rephed her companion. "Of course, it's the
resort of the court, and myriads of gay cavahers, young, handsome, and rich, are to be met with. I think it wUl be time enough
to go to the Chateau de la Eosa when we have shown ourselves
here a little. What say you ?"
" I should like to go to the ThuiUeries, by aU means," returned
the lady; "but I don't intend to give up being a marchioness."
" Certainly not, unless you gave it up for something better,'*
replied the gentleman. " But there are more marquises in the
world than Don Querubin who have an eye for beauty; young,
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handsome, and rich ones into the bargain; not to mention counts,
dukes, and princes, all as plenty as blackberries here. At all
events, you can give it a trial. A little delay can do no h a r m ;
and we can go forward if we find things here don't answer our
expectations. To-morrow, if you like, we 'U move into a more
fashionable quarter; and by the bye, we must think of how we'll
caU ourselves. W e ' r e in the passport as Mr. and Miss Jones—
Colonel .Jones would sound better, and be more hkely to get us on."
" W h y not Lord Jones ?" said the lady.
" I ' m afraid that wont do," returned he. " L o r d s are too well
known. But there are fifty Colonel Jones's, and I may be one of
them for anything the people here wiU know to the contrary."
" I don't like the name of Jones at aU," replied the lady. " I
like names of three syllables, at least: and I hke two or three
names, there were some people in our county that had two or
three names, and they were always thought more of than others,
on that account."
" B u t we'd better stick to Jones," returned the gentleman, "for
fear of accidents, as it s in the passport."
" But we can add some more names to it," said the lady. " I n
our county there were the famUies of the Arlingtons, and the
Darlingtons. I think Arlington Darlington Jones would sound
very weU."
" I t ' s coming it rather strong," said the gentleman.
" I like it," said she,
" Then Ai-lington Darlington Jones let it be. W e ' U get some
cards to-morrow, the first thing we do."
On the following morning after breakfast. Colonel and Miss
Arlington Darlinijton Jones sallied forth in ciuest of fashionable
lodgings, and at the Hotel Marboeuf, in the E u e St. Honore, they
found a suite of apartments likely to ans\^ er their purpose. On
the first floor, large, lofty, and elegantly furnished, they appeared,
to the f;iir Englishwoman, everything that was desirable.
'• I think they'll ans-wer extremely well," said the colonel to the
showUy-diessed lady vv ho condescended to treat with him on the
subject. "A^'c'U order our luggage to be sent, and sleep here
to-night."
" E x c u s e m e ! " said the lady, " b u t perhaps Monsieur would
have the ^oodiiess to favour me with a reference; i t ' s extremely
unpleasant, but we are obliged to be cautious."
" O h , by all means," re))iied the colonel, with the most unconcerned maimer imaginable. " Y o u are very right—very right
indeed. Here is my card—Colonel Jones, Arlington Darlington
Jones, you observe. You've only to send to the British Ambassador's, they'll i'cc(ignise the name immediately. There are few
better knon n in England, I flatter myself, than Jones."
" I am persuaded of it," responded Madame Coulin, with a
deferential curtsey and a winning smile, dazzled by the splendour of the reference. " Persons of distinction are so easily
recognised."
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' ' A s I am assured your inquiries wiU be answered satisfacborUy," pursued the colonel, " I shall deshe the luggage to be sent
tmmediately. I n the meantime, as we want to make a few purchase s, you can perhaps favour us with the address of a mUliner,
a tailor, and so forth?"
•" Certainly," replied i l a d a m e Coulin. " T h e r e is the excellent
Jlousieiir Truchet just opposite ; a man of the first rcspectabUity,
and iiiy own cousin, by the b y e ; an artist of the highest celebrity.
And fur a milliner, I shall take the liberty of recommending my
sister, ..Madame Doricourt, E u e de Eichelieu, No. 7. She has one
jf the first establishments in Paris, and I flatter myself the young
lady will have every reason to be satisfied."
'• I don't doubt it," responded the colonel; "and everything being
arranged, 1 believe we may take our leave for the present. You'll
ha\e the goodness to receive our luggage; and we shall ourselves
return in the course of the day. Good morning, madame !"
'• Adieu, monsieur!" said the lady, as she curtsied them out of
the saloon. " A^ou wiU have the goodness to remember my sister's
address; the worthy Monsieur Truchet you wUl find exactly
opposite."
"Certain]j^" said Colonel Jones. ' ' T h e y may rely on our
custom; the being connexions of yours is quite a sufficient recommendation ; and we shall not fail to make use of your name."
"Gracious!" said she, as she looked over the gilt balustrade,
and followed them with her eyes down the stairs, " those Enghsh
folks! Never to ask the r e n t ! But they're so rich, that's the
reason. I'd made up my mind to take six hundred livres—but
eight T\ ont be a penny too much. Indeed, the apartments are
cheap at eight; and eight it shaU be. I t wUl be just the same to
him, I've no doubt"—a conclusion in which Colonel Jones, had he
been appealed to on the subject, would have perfectly coincided.
The next visit of our traveUers was to the gate of the British
Ambassador's hotel, where, having inquired if his lordship 'was at
home, and being of course answered in the negative, the colonel
threw down his card, begging it might be delivered to him without
fail; so that, when presently afterwards, Madame Couhn arrived
to make her perc[uisitious, the porter was prepared to say that he
belic\ ed the gentleman was an acquaintance of his excellency, as
he had just been there to make a visit.
The assistance of the worthy cousin. Monsieur Truchet, and of
the sister, Madame Doricourt, were next put in requisition; and
the colonel suggested to his fair companion the propriety of not
exhibiting themselves in the more fashionable resorts till their
appearance was improved by the result of these admirable artists'
taste and science. They accordingly confined themselves to the
obscurer parts of the city, taking their dinner at an inferior
restaurateur's; after which the colonel conducted Miss Jones to
the hotel of Madame Coulin, who received them with the most
flattermg attention; and then proceeded to finish his own evening
at a gaming-house in the Palais Eoyal.
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On the second day, being duly equipped, they repaired at tiic
accustomed hour of promenade to the ThuiUeries, where the
transcendant charms of Miss Jones soon attracted such a swarm
of admirers, that their way was absolutely impeded by the fluttez
around them.
" W h a t exquisite beauty!" cried one.
" "VVTio is she ?" cried another.
"Does no one know thenameof this divine creature?" crieda third.
" I'm sure she's English," said a fourth.
" She's certainly a foreigner," said a fifth—in short, the aristocratic crowd was in commotion.
"What's the matter?" said the Due de Eochechouart, who at
that moment came out of the palace.
" The most incomparable beauty has just appeared," replied the
Comte D'Armagnac; " and we cannot make out who she is."
" "Where is she ?" inquired the duke.
" There, just before," answered De L'Orme. " The man that
accompanies her looks like a blackguard."
" She's provincial," said Eochechouart, eyeing her figure through
his glass.
" She has no fashion, I admit," answered D'Armagnac; "but
her face is divine."
" Let us see," said Eochechouart, calmly, and with the air of a
man certain of accomplishing -n-hatever he chose to undertake; and
advancing hastily, close behind the colonel and his fair companion,
he contrived shghtly to entangle the hUt of his sword in the
drapery of Miss Jones's dress.
" A tihousand pardons!" cried he, taking off his hat in the most
irresistible manner in the world; and exhibiting a head that Adonis
himself need not have disowned; whilst under pretence of extricating the sword he took care to entangle it stUl further—" I am
reaUy in despair."
" Miss Jones does not speak French," replied the colonel, who
easUy penetrated the manoeuvre; "or I am sure she would be
happy to accept your apologies."
""You are extremely obliging," returned Eochechouart. " I
have the happiness to speak a little English, having been ambassador in your country for a short time; but I did not make myself
so much acquainted with the language as I might have done, which
I always regret when I have the good fortune to meet any of your
charming countrywomen. "Jons," said he, "Jons—lam sure I
met a family of that name in England."
" Nothing more likely," replied the colonel. " Our name, if I
may be excused for saying so, is pretty weU known in most parts
of the island."
" And you have very lately arrived in Paris, I presume ?" said
Eochechouart, " with this young lady, your daughter."
" Miss Jones is my niece," rephed the colonel. " We arrived
three days since, and are lodging at the Hotel Marboeuf, Eue St.
Honore."
«
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""Where I hope mademoiselle wiU permit me the honour of
laying my respects," returned Eochechouart, handing his card to
;he colonel.
" W e shall be particularly happy," returned the colonel; and
vith another elegant salutation, Eochechouart retreated, and joined
lis companions.
"Well!" cried D'Armagnac, "I'U bet you haven't learnt the
lame of this divinity."
" Then you'U lose," returned the duke. " Her name is Jons—
she's the niece of the man that accompanies her—she arrived
hree days since, and she lodges at the Hotel Marboeuf, where tomorrow I shaU have the honour of presenting myself."
" The devil!" cried D'Armagnac; "and you have found out all
hat already."
" Just like him," muttered De L'Orme; "there's another hooked
—they aU go the same road."
In the meantime the traveUers had studied the card with infinite
satisfaction.
" A duke!" said Miss Jones. " I never saw a duke before."
" A duke he is, indeed," replied the colonel; " and one of the
irst dukes in France, I assure you. Young, handsome, and
ievUish rich, I've no doubt. What think you of bim instead of
the old marquis ?"
" Perhaps he wont think of me," said Miss Jones.
" I'U answer for that," returned the colonel. " What is he
coming to caU on us for ? Not to see me, you may take your dayy."
The colonel held some debate with himself the next morning,
whether it would be advisable to await the duke's visit, or to go
out and leave Miss Jones to receive him alone ; and after a due
calculation of probabilities, he resolved on the latter. Miss Jones
was extremely clever, indeed, for an extempore Miss Jones, and
had a natural genius for her part; and though certainly she was
singularly ignorant, and the duke singularly fascinating, he relied
on her beauty to charm and her ambition to preserve.
" Monsieur le Due de Eochechouart," said Grosbois, the French
servant the colonel had engaged, as he threw open the door, and
introduced the noble visitor.
" I am enchanted," said the duke, with the most captivating
address.
Miss Jones rose and dropped him a curtsey.
"And is this the first visit of mademoiselle to Paris?" said he,
seating himself beside her.
" Yes, sir," replied Miss Jones ; " I never was here before."_
" I flatter myself you'll be delighted when you see more of it,"
said Eochechouart. " There is nothing hke Paris. You have
not been to the Opera, I dare say ?"
" I don't think I have," answered Miss Jones. " What sort of
a place is it ?"
" How I" exclaimed the duke. " You have never seen an
opera?"
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" I beheve not," rephed she. " W h a t is it hke ?"
" V e r y extraordinary," said he. "MademoiseUe has probably
been educated in a convent ?"
" I was brought up at Mapleton," replied Miss Jones.
" I s Mapleton a convent ?" inquired the duke.
" I'm sure I don't know," answered Miss Jones. " I t ' s a
viUage."
" She has not common sense," thought Eochechouart. " Handsome as an angel, but sUly as a sheep."
" But what is a convent?" inquired Miss Jones.
" A h ! I remember," said the duke, " y o u have none in your
country. A convent's a place where we shut up pretty young
ladies, to prevent their falling in love."
" But that must make them more inclined to faU in love when
they come out," said Miss Jones.
" N o t quite such a fool either," thought Eochechouart. " I t ' s
ignorance. I believe it does, indeed," answered h e ; " but we don't
let them out tUl they're about to be married,—and after that, they
may faU in love as much as they like, you know."
" May t h e y ? " said Miss Jones, opening her eyes with astonishment.
" Certainly," replied he. " It's the custom ; everybody does."
" Do t h e y ? " exclaimed Miss Jones, looking still more amazed.
" H o w can they help i t ? " said the duke. " There's no hving
without love, you know."
" Then it don't signify who one marries in this country," returned Miss Jones, " i f one may faU in love with whoever one
hkes afterwards ?"
"Precisely," replied Eochechouart; " a young lady naturaUy
marries for an establishment—for a fortune or a title; and having
secured that which is indispensable, she must of course console
herself with a lover for the sacriflce she has made."
" But the people that have fortunes and titles are sometimes
young and handsome themselves," said Miss Jones, looking at the
duke. " How is it, then. Don't they marry?"
"Occasionally we do, certainly," replied Eochechouart.
" A n d don't your wives love you?" asked she.
" Sometimes !" said he, " a little ; but it don't last."
" A n d what do you marry for? I s it for love?" asked Miss
Jones.
" Sometimes," said he, " n o w and t h e n ; but more generally for
an alliance, or a fortune. But, my fair lady," continued he, observing that Miss .Tones looked rather disappointed at this avowal,
" although we seldom marry for love, we very often love without
marrying—marriage has nothing to do with love."
" But it has something to do with the estabhsliment you speak
of," answered Miss Jones.
" She attacks me with my own weapons," thought Eochechouart.
" True," said he, " and we sometimes sacrifice interest to love."
" W o u l d youV said Miss Jones, with the greatest simphcily
imaginabki
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The duke, experienced as he was, found some difficulty in answering the question. " Hem!—It's not impossible," he said. " I
might, certainly, under great temptation;" and he darted a thousand loves from his beautiful black eyes.
It was a decided hit. Miss Jones cast down her beautiful blue
ones, and a delicate blush suffused her fair cheeks.
" It's a crisis," thought the duke; " I must seize the opportunity
to withdraw. 1 shall hope for the honour of seeing mademoiselle
in my box to-night," said he, rising to take his leave. " One of
my carriages wUl be wholly at your orders; and you wUl find it at
your door at eight o'clock, to convey you to the theatre. As I am
in waiting at the palace, and must dine at the king's table, I may
be late: but I shall have the honour of attending mademoiseUe the
moment I'm released. Adieu! till the evening."
" It's very singular," thought he, as he drove away. " Her
beauty is exquisite; yet she is without the slightest education, and
has the manners of a peasant. I much doubt whether this man's
her uncle. Why leave her alone to receive me ? There is a mystery which I am determined to solve."
"WeU, Eochechouart?" said D'Armagnac, when they met presently at the palace. " How do you like your goddess ?"
" She's divine," answered Eochechouart, who had no idea of depreciating the value of his own anticipated triumph; and who was
oftener urged to these pursuits by the sUly ambition of outstripping his companions, and the desire to show them that he could
accomplish whatever he chose to undertake, than by his own passions or inclinations. " She is charming, and her simplicity is as
captivating as her beauty."
" I have been making acquaintance with the uncle," said D'Armagnac ; " and he has invited me to visit him."
"Invited youV said Eochechouart, looking not very well
pleased.
" W h y not?" said D'Armagnac.
"ITou wUl be nothing the forwarder," answered Eochechouart,
" for she cannot speak a word of French, and you do not speak
English."
"Bah!" said D'Armagnac, "what does that signify? Do you
think I can't talk to a pret;ty woman without a grammar and a
dictionarjr."
"WeU," said Colonel Jones, to the young lady, when he returned home, " how do you like the duke?"
" I like him very weU," replied Miss Jones.
" And did he teU you he liked you ?" asked the colonel.
" I believe he's courting me," answered the niece; " but I'm not
sure it's for marriage."
" Leave that to me," returned the uncle. " If you take care of
yourself, we shaU bring him to that, I warrant."
" I'U have nothing to say to him else," answered Miss Jones.
" I would rather go on to Bordeaux directly to the old marquisMr. Gaveston said he was sure he'd marry me."
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" May be he would, but there's no telling," replied the colonel.
" And, at aU events, a young duke in the hand is well worth an old
marquis three hundred miles off. Besides, you will have dozens
of lovers, and may make your own terras. If one wont, another
wUl. There's one of 'em coming here to-morrow, the Count D'Armagnac, just such another sweU."
Precisely at eight o'clock, an elegant equipage, with two powdered laquais in gorgeous liveries, drove up to the door of the
Hotel Marboeuf.
" The Due de Eochechouart's carriage for madame," said Grosbois ; and the colonel presenting the young lady his arm, they entered it, and drove off.
" Limed, said the birdcatcher," murmured Grosbois to himself,
as he stood at the gate and looked after the carriage.
" Come in, come in. Monsieur Grosbois," said Madame Coulin,
as he passed the door of her entresol; " come in and take a glass
of something."
" You are very kind, madame," replied Grosbois, accepting the
invitation.
" There, Monsieur Grosbois," said she, handing him a glass,
" there's a drop of cherry-brandy of my own making. I -flatter
myself it's not bad."
" I t ' s exceUent," said Grosbois. "There's nothing better."
" Take another," said Madame Couhn, " and I'll join you. Ah!
that's good! WeU, Monsieur Grosbois," continued she, as they
sipped the Uqueure, " they're going it nicely, I think, up stairs.
That was a duke's carriage, if I'm not mistaken."
"Eochechouart, the rogue," replied Grosbois; " he's really an
extraordinary feUow that! He devours the young girls like an
ogre."
"But the uncle!" said Madame Couhn, "how wUl he like it?
An officer, too—a colonel?"
" For the imcle," said Grosbois, " I don't exactly know what to
think of him; for to teU you the truth, I have discovered that he
has but three shirts; and even they bear decided marks of a very
venerable antiquity."
" Oh, heavens! Monsieur Grosbois!" exclaimed Madame Couhn,
" you've taken away my breath—but three shirts, and take my
first floor."
" It's too true," answered Grosbois; " and I even suspect that
the young lady's wardrobe is not too well provided."
" Gracious goodness!" cried Madame Coulin, " I shall certainly
faint! ^Vhat opinion can one form of people so Ul-provided with
anenP"
" Doubtless," replied Grosbois, " one cannot feel much respect
for a man who has only three shirts."
In the meanwhUe, the uncle and niece were conveyed to the
theatre, and conducted to the duke's box by Dillon, his servant,
who was an Enghshman, and therefore appointed to attend on the
young lady tiU the duke arrived: and if she -INas amazed at the
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splendour of the scene to which she was for the first time introduced, her beauty, and her appearance in that situation, produced
no less efl'ect on the audience. The honest citizens pitied her, and
the young exquisites envied him.
" AMiat a pity !" cried the first, as they directed their glasses to
the box she was in,—" so young, so beautiful! And to all appearance, so innocent!"
" What a fortunate fellow that Eochechouart is !" cried the second. " Now, there's a young beauty that has been in Paris but
three days ; whose existence was positively unknown to him a few
hours ago; and she's in his net already! He must have some
secret for fascinating them—-they actuaUy drop into his mouth."
" Boldness and promptitude—these are his secrets," said the old
ilarquis de Langy. " He takes the fort, whUe you are looking
about for the pontoons and the scahng-ladders."
" That's true," said D'Armagnac. " We'd a fair start—there
was an open field for aU ; but whUst we have been discussing who
she is, and where she came from, Eochechouart pays her a visit,
and persuades her to accept his carriage and his box."
" He ought to make a capital commander, Eochechouart," said
De L'Orme.
" And so he would," answered De Langy. " I am old, and may
not live to see it; but you'll find that when Eochechouart has discharged the unhealthy humours that disfigure his character, he'U
be another sort of man. There are the germs of much good in
him; but they are stifled by his passions and his vanity."
" I have a mind to go round and introduce myself," said De
L'Orme, " before Eochechouart comes."
"You may as well remain where you are," said D'Armagnac.
" I've tried my fortune already, and that scoundrel, DiUon, literaUy shut the door in my face, declaring he'd the duke's special
orders to admit no one. ' I dare not, for my life,' said he; 'the
commands of monseigneur were absolute, and extend even to you.
Monsieur le Comte.'"
" Then he's not sure of his game, and it may not be too late to
enter the hsts," said De L'Orme.
"Look! look!" criedseveral voices, "there's Eochechouart just
arrived; now we shall see how she receives him."
"That's capital! she has absolutely risen to salute him!" said
De L'Orme. " She has never been in any society, that is evident."
" Ah! she is charming!" said the old marquis. " It's not the
grace of a duchess, I aUow; but it is the perfection of rustic grace
—the grace of a milkmaid."
" By the bye, that is the baUet to-night," said D'Armagnac.
" And trust me," said De Langy, " if the actress, who plays the
mUkmaid, could only imitate the simple grace of that Enghsh girl,
the performance would be perfect."
" I will explain to you the argument of the piece we are about
to see represented," said the duke to Miss Jones. " It is caUed
La BeUe Laitiere—which means, the pretty milkmaid."
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" Does it ?" said Miss Jones, looking round at him.
"Yes," replied he, " it does. I t has been very popular here a^j.
the season; and the danseuse who performs Nina, the heroine, is
extremely clever—there she is now; that's her, appearing with her
milk-pails. That youth who foUows her is a shepherd, who is
deeply in love with her—but she disdains his suit, See, he kneels,
but she is inexorable. Now, observe the cavaher who enters at
the back of the stage, and is watching them ; that is a prince, who,
captivated by her charms, has come in disguise to seek her."
" Does he intend to marry her?" inquired Miss Jones.
"Diable!" muttered Eochechouart. "YouwiUsee presently,"
said he. " Now, observe, he kneels at her feet, and vows eternal
love. Ah! shesays, you must prove,it by making me a princess."
"And wUl he?" asked Miss Jones.
" Look! he says she shall be mistress of his heart, but that,
being a prince, he cannot marry her."
" 'Then I wouldn't listen to a word more he has to say, if I were
her," said Miss Jones.
" You think so," said Eochechouart; " but you wouldn't be
able to help it."
" Indeed I should," replied the young lady.
" Not if you were in love," said he, tenderly.
" But I'm not in love," answered Miss Jones.
"That alters the case, certainly," said the duke. "It's very
extraordinary," thought he: " she's not the least like any other
woman I ever met with;" and he feU into a reverie, forgetting for
a time to continue his explanations.
"He's gone," said Miss Jones.
" Who ?" said the duke, starting.
" The prince," said she. " Has she dismissed him ?"
"Yes," replied Eochechouart; "she has sent him away discomfited ; and theie is the shepherd returned to try his fortune again;
but she can't bring herself to listen to him."
" I don't wonder at it," returned Miss Jones. " W h o would,
after being made love to by a prince?"
" I admire your sentiments," said Eochechouart, with animation.
" M y lord," said Dillon, opening the box-door, "here is the
Comte D'Armagnac, who insists on coming in."
" H a d you not my positive orders to admit no one?" said the
duke.
"True, my lord," said DUlon, "but the count is peremptory;
he will take no refusal."
"You mean to say that he has just been slipping five guineas
into your hand, I suppose?" said Eochechouart.
"Upon my honour, my lord," said DiUon, laying his hand on
his heart.
" Well, I suppose he must be admitted," said Eochechouart.
"This is the gentleman I mentioned to you," said the colonel
to bis niece. " The Count d'Armagnac, Miss Jones."
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D'Armagnac could not speak any English; but he was verj
handsome, and dressed bewitchingly; and if he could make n4
effective use of his tongue, he made amends with his eyes.
" But look," said Eochechouart, " we are forgetting the baUet
all this while."
" There is the prince again at her feet," said Miss Jones; " and
he has changed his dress."
" He hopes to be more successful in his present brUliant costume." said Eochechouart.
" But she's dismissing him again," said Miss Jones. "And see,
she's accepting the peasant, after aU. Then the prince wont
marry her."
" N o , " replied Eochechouart. " H e says he would, if circumstances permitted; but he can't."
""Well, I would never have married that shepherd, with his
coarse clothes, and his crook, if he had knelt there for ever," exclaimed Miss Jones.
'"To be sure not," replied Eochechouart. " I was sure you'd
end by being in favour of the prince."
" I ' m not in favour of the prince," said the young lady; " I
should have blamed her much more if she had listened to him."
" How, then," asked Eochechouart, " what would you have had
her do?"
"Wait for another prince," replied Miss Jones, glancing at
D'Armagnac; " there are more princes in the world than one."

CHAPTEE XL
SDSAN F I N D S A N O T H E R S I T U A T I O N — T H E LOST L E T T E R ,

IT was with a sad heart that Susan knocked at her friend's
door, and a humble, doubting knock she gave; for bad as had
been her situation when she wrote to Dobbs, it was now, from
the loss of her clothes, and httle stock of money, much worse;
and she felt mortified and ashamed at presenting herself before
her in so destitute a condition.
Her first reception did not tend to encourage her; for the pert
footboy that answered the summons, on seeing who had rung,
banged the door in her face, and told her to go down the hary.
Susan, who was not accustomed to cockneyisms, or London areas,
was looking about for the means of accomplishing his behest, when
a weU-known voice, bidding a butcher's boy not to forget the
beef-steaks, drew her eyes in the right direction, and in a minute
more she had shaken hands with Dobbs, and was comfortably
seated by the kitchen fire.
" As for losing your boxes," said Dobbs, " it's just my fault, and
nobody's else. I should have told you to let me know what coach
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you were coming by, and have sent somebody to meet you. How
should you know the tricks of the Ltmnuners? Bless you, it
takes a life to learn 'em! However, -when things come to the
worst, they'U mend; and what's done can't be undone; and so
there's no use fretting about it. Now, I've got a place in my eye
for you, that I think wUl do very well for a beginning. By and
by, when aU this here business is blown over and forgotten, you
can look for something better; and I'll lend you a trifle of money,
just to set you up in a few necessaries for the present, which you
can pay me when you get your wages."
Grateful indeed was Susan for this kindness; but she stUl expressed some apprehension that the famUy, when they had heard
her name, might object to take her.
" N o fear of that," answered Dobbs; "they'll be quite satisfied
with my recommendation, and ask no questions. Their name's
Wetherall—he's a clerk, or something of that sort, in the postoffice; and she's sister to our baker's wife; I meet her sometimes
when I go to the shop, and that's the way I know her. They've
been living hitherto in lodgings, vehere the people of the house did
for them; but he's just got a rise, and so they've taken a small
house in Wood-street, and mean to keep a servant. She asked
me the other day if I knew one to suit her, and thinking how pat
it woidd do for you, I said I did. You'U have everything to do,
and the wages are low; but you mustn't mind that for a beginning."
Susan was too glad to get into any decent service, and thereby
break the speU that she feared fate had cast over her honest
exertions, to make any objections; and therefore, in the evening,
as soon as Dobbs was at leisure to escort and introduce her, they
started at once in quest of the situation, lest some other candidate
should forestaU them.
As Dobbs had foreseen, no difficulties were raised on the part of
the lady; and as Susan made none on hers, the treaty was soon
happUy concluded, and she engaged to enter on her service the
next day, which she accordingly did, after spending the intervening tune with her friend, who was no less anxious to hear and
speculate on the state of affairs at Oakfield, more especiaUy all
that regarded Harry Leeson and his fortunes, than she was to teU
them.
I t was impossible for any master or mistress to be more goodnatured, and more disposed to be satisfied with her exertions to
please them, than were Susan's. Mr. Wetherall was a little pursy
man, with a very oijouce cxxiression of countenance, although
much marked with the smaU-pox; he delighted in a laugh, and was
extremely fond of a pun or a joke, practical or otherwise; and
was by no means sparing in the indulgence of his fancy, Mrs.
WetheraU was a handsome young woman about eight and twenty
years of age, rather disposecl to be fat, of an excellent temper, and
extremely fond of her husband. Though their means had hitherto
teen restricted, their contentment and good spirits had helped
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to feed and clothe them, but now that their circumstances were
improved, they proposed to indulge in a few amusements and a
little society, to which they had both a natural tendency, and
therefore, with a view both to profit and pleasure, they had
arranged to take a boarder, a gentleman of the name of Lyon,
who performed in the orchestra of one of the theatres,
" I don't doubt," observed Mr. Wetherall to his wife, "thatwe
shaU ,5nd Lyon a very agreeable acquisition. People in his situation see so much of life, and have so many good stories to tell, that
they ire generally the pleasantest fellows in the world. Besides,
I dare say, he'U be able to give you tickets for the theatre sometimes ; and though I can never have much leisure, I shall have
more thau I had, and I hope we shaU enjoy ourselves a good
deal."
" We've always been very happy," replied his wife, " and have
no right to complain; but I certainly should like to be a little
more gay than we have been; and as we have no children to
provide for, I don't see why we need be too saving."
" Certainly not," answered her husband, " it would be folly not
to make hay while the sun shines. Besides, things wUl improve,
I've no doubt. There's poor Davenport with just one foot in the
grave already; it's impossible he can hold out long, and that'U give
me a step; and then when Bingham's father dies—and he has had
two seizures, I know—that will be another; for Tom will never
stick to the office when he's got a thousand a year and a nice house
in the country. So I reckon our worst days are over, and that we
shaU get on now we're once set going."
" If we never see worse days than we have done," said his wife,
smUing, " we shall have no reason to complain, either."
As Mr. Wetherall had foreseen, Mr. Lyon proved an extraordinary acquisition. He was not only a capital feUow himself,
but he knew a number of other capital fellows, who were all as
willing to be introduced to Mr. Wetherall as he was to them, and
who unanimously agreed that Mr. WetheraU himself was also a
capital fellow. The consequence was, that there were dinner
parties on a Sunday, and supper parties four or five times in a
week, at which the only contention that arose was, who should be
the merriest, and say or do the funniest things. The visitors
were mostly actors of an inferior grade, who, if they could make
nobody laugh when they were on the stage, could keep Mr.
Wetherall's table in a roar; and who, if they could not act themselves, had a particular talent for imitating those who could. The
host was little behind them—he could bray like an ass and crow
hke a cock, and do a great many other humorous things; and as
from the retirement in which he had lived, these talents had
hitherto been much in abeyance, he was the more sensible to the
honour and glory of exhibiting them now to actual professors in
the art of being funny, more especially as the applause they drew
was certain, loud, and long. I t is so easy to please a set of capital
feUows at your own table, when they have no other table to go to.
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But, unfortunately, these delights, like most others, have theix
sting. I t is impossible to entertain a set of capital fellows four or
five days in a week without cost; and, however unaristocratic the
nature of the potations, it is equaUy impossible to consume a great
deal of liquor without liquidating a great deal of cash. After these
things had been going their train for some months, the butcher
and the baker began to be extremely importunate; and Mr. and
M r s . Wetherall took a particular dislike to single knocks at the
door, and hated the sights of little bits of dirtyish-white paper that
Susan was ever and anon forced to present to their notice. At
the same time, the man that kept the public-house at the corner
discontinued his morning salutation to Mr. Wetherall as he passed,
and his evening commentaries on the state of politics and the
weather; and it was not long before the clerk, who missed these
civilities, turned to the left instead of the right when he quitted
his house for his office, and preferred going farther about to
meeting the cold eye of the once obsequious publican. W h e n
matters get to this pass without a very vigorous effort, they rapidly
get worse; and as neither Mr. nor Mrs. Wetherall had the resolution to shut their door against their pleasant friends, nor to
retrench the flood of their hospitality, their difficulties daUy increased, and ruin stared them in the face.
I t was in this crisis of affairs, that Susan, one morning when
she was cleaning the parlour grate, found amongst the ashes some
remnants of a letter, which appeared to have been torn up and
thrown on the fire, but which the flames had only partly consumed
before it had fallen beneath. She was about to thrust them in
with her coals and wood to facilitate the operation of ignition,
when the words " Harry Leeson," caught her eye, and induced
her to examine further. But except the first syllable of the word
"Oakfield," and part of the address, which appeared to have been
to Parliament-street, there was nothing more remaining that could
throw any light either on the writer of the letter or its subject:
but the \'^ riting of the few words she had found was a scrawl so
remarkable, that Susan fancied she could hardly be mistaken in
attributing the epistle to Mr. .leremy.
But hdw could a letter from the worthy butler, addressed to
Dobbs, have found its way under Mr. Wetherall's parlour grate,
without her knowledj-'c or intervention? I t was not easy to
iTtnagine, unh^ss Dobbs had sent it or left it at the house some day
when she had been out, and that it had got amongst Mrs.
Wellierall's papers, and been torn up by mistake. She finally
decided thai this must have been the case: and regretting that she
had thus lost the opiiortunity of learning something about her
much-loved Harry, she resolved to go to Parliament-street the first
day she could get out, and inquire the particulars of Dobbs.
However, the distance being considerable, and her moments of
leisure rare, some weeks elapsed without her being able to accomplish the enterx^rise; and at length one Sunday evening it was
rendered unnecessary by the arrival of Dobbs herself
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" Hero's a kettle of fish," said she, seating herself in Susan's
kitchen. " You haven't heard from Jeremy, nave youP"
" N»_," replieil Susim, "that's just what I wanted to speak to you
about."
" About what P" asked Dobbs.
"About the letter from .leremy," answered Susan. "Did you
leave it here yourself, or did you send itP"
" Oh, then, you have had it!" said Dobbs.
" Not I," returned Susan; " I never got it at all; and I want "to
know who you gave it to."
" T don't know what you mean," said Dobbs, looking bewildered.
" If you never got it, how do you know there was any letter
at all."
" .lust because I found some bits of it torn up, and half burnt,
lying under the parlour grate," answered Susan. " Hero they
are;" and she handed Dobbs the remnants she had found.
" Well, that's the funniest thing!" said Dobbs; " that's Jeremy's
hand, sure enough; but how in the world did it come here?"
" Did yi>u send itP" said Susan.
" Not 1," replied Dobbs. " I never had it, I toll you. I never
so much as knew there had been a letter sent, till a few days ago,
when a young man called and left a few lines from Jeremy, asking
if I had received his letter; and expressing much surprise at your
not having written inimodiately to acknowledge Miss Wentworth's
kiinlness.''
" Well, that's the strangest thing," said Susim, " I ever heard."
" The fact is," said Dobljs, '" ho must have directed the letter to
you instead of to me by mistalce."
"But still, as 'Parliament-street' is on it," said Susan, " i t
would have gone to your house, not here; and Ihen you inust have
heard of it. No; 1 think it more likely that he sent it up by a
private hand, somebody that knew T lived here, and who found it
less iueonveniont to leave it in Wood-street, than at the other end
of tlu> town; and thought it would do quite as well."
" Thnt's not unlikely ."replied Dobbs; " but how in the world it
pot under your grate, I can't coucei\e, without your ever seeing
it."

" I t must, ha\e bt-eu lt>ft lu>re some time when I was out of the
way, and got mixed up with some of my master's or mistress's
piuiers," said Susan. " and been overlooked. But it's very provoking to have lost it."
" Joromv "U write again, no doubt," replied Dobbs. " I sent him
a line by t\w young num, who called for mv answiu- next day, to
say that I had received no letter, and to beg he'd\nTite immediately,
and teU mo how he sent it, and what it was about. But at all
events, wc had bet Icr ask Mrs. Wetherall if she knows anything
about it's coming here."
" She's not at homo now," replied Susan, "but I'll take an
opportunity of mentioning it to her to-morrow;" and after a littla
more chat, Dobbs said " Good night," and depai*ted.
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CHAPTEE X n .
THE ALARM.

" IT'S a very odd thing," said Mrs. WetheraU, when she was
pouring out the tea, a day or two after the visit of Dobbs, mentioned in the last chapter, " Susan's been telling me something
about a letter that was left here for her, and that must have got
amongst our papers and been torn up. You didn't take it in, did
you, Mr. Lyon ?"
" No," rephed Mr. Lyon; " I have never taken in any letter."
"And it isn't hkely you should, Wetherall," continued the
lady, "unless it was left on a Sunday. You didn't, did you?"
" What?" inquired Mr. Wetherall, looking up from the news
paper on which he was intent.
" You haven't at any time taken in a letter for Susan, have
" N o t I," replied Mr. WetheraU, helping himself to another
shce of bread-and-butter, and resuming his perusal of the paper.
"Well," said Mrs. Wetherall, "it's a very remarkable thing!
How it can have got here, I can't conceive. I'm sure I never
saw it."
" Did it come by the post?" said Mr. Lyon.
" She don't know how it came," replied Mrs. WetheraU; "nor,
indeed, is it clear that the letter was addressed to her at aU. I t
appears to have been written to a friend of hers called Dobbs—"
" Dobbs ?" said Mr. Wetherall, looking up suddenly from his
paper.
"Yes, Dobbs," answered his wife—"that's the person that
recommended Susan to me; she's housekeeper to a fanuly in
Parliament-street, and—"
" I n Parliament-street?" reiterated Mr. Wetherall.
" Yes," replied his w ife, " and there the letter was directed. But
it seems Dobbs nexcv got it, nor did she know a letter had been
sent, tUl the man -nho wrote it sent a second to inquire for the
answer."
" I t was forwarded by a private hand and never dehvered,
probably," said Mr. Lyon.
" Well, but the most extraordinary part of the business is," continued ]Mrs. Wetherall, " that Susan found the letter torn up, and
partly consumed, lying under the grate—Look, my dear Wetherall,
you're dipping the paper into the slop-basin."
" She must have been very much gratified with the warmth of
the epistle," said Mr. Lyon, facetiously. " But it's really
singular."
" I t certainly is," answered Mrs. Wetherall. " How it should
have come here, being directed to Parliament-street, and who
could have taken it in, I can't make out. My dear Wetherall, do
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come and finish your tea; you've no time to lose. What are you
looking out of the window at ?"
"He's looking for the lost letter," said Mr. Lyon.
"You don't know how late it is," said Mrs. Wetherall. But
Mr. Wetherall, with his body stretched half out of the window,
paid no attention to the summons.
" What the devU are you looking at?" said Mr. Lyon, giving
his host a smart slap on the shoulder, and thrusting his own head
out to ascertain what was to be seen.
" D—n it, T wish you'dkeep your hands to yourself!" ejaculated
Mr. Wetherall, turning round, at last, and discovering a face as
white as the handkerchief that was round his throat.
To ^Ir. Lyon, who had seen a good deal of the world, and
something of the indifferent part of it, this sudden ebuUition of
temper in a man usually so Kirbearing and patient of jests, combined with the altered hue of the complexion, was a flash of light" My dear ^\ etheraU, you're not well," said his wife, rising, and
concluding that he had been hanging out of the window to breathe
the air.
" I ' m very weU," rephed the husband; "give me another cup
of tea, as strong as you can."
" I am sure you are not," said she, taking the cup and saucer
from his hand, which were rattling against each other as he held
them out. " Can't you eat your bread-and-butter?" said she.
"No," said he. " I ' m thirsty, give me some more tea. I suppose it's time I was off," added he, as he tossed off the fourth cup.
" It is," replied Mr. Lyon, who had for the last few minutes
been standing with his eyes fixed on him in a state of painful
surprise. " As we're going the same road, I'U walk part of the
wa.y with you."
" I reaUy believe I am not quite well," said Mr. WetheraU, as he
staggered aciross the room to look for his hat; "have you any
brandy in the house, Eliza ?"
His wife fetched him a glass of brandy, which having swallowed,
he said he didn't doubt but it would set him right; but in attempting to place the glass on the table, he set it on one side and it feU
to the ground. " I feel giddy," said he, " and I have a dimness
before my eyes ; but it wUl go off when I get into the air;" and
accompanied by Mr. Lyon, who, seeing the condition he was in,
offered him his arm, he left the house.
" It's a singular thing about that letter," said Mr. Lyon, when
they had walked a httle way ; " isn't it ?"
" Letter ?" said Mr. Wetherall, interrogatively.
" The letter found imder the grate," replied Mr. Lyon. " I
wonder how it came there, or indeed how it ever got to the house
at aU."
_" Oh, servants' letters are so Ul-directed that there are constant
mistakes about them," said Mr. WetheraU.
" But it's being ill-directed wouldn't account for its getting
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under your parlour grate," returned Mr. L y o n ; " it certainly was
not directed there."
" N o , it wouldn't account for that, certainly," answered M r .
Wetherall.
" N o r for its coming to the house at aU, you know, when it
was legibly directed to Parliament-street."
" No, it wouldn't," said Mr. WetheraU.
" I hope there was no money in it," observed M r . Lyon.
" I dare say not," rephed Mr. WetheraU. " Nobody said there
was, did t h e y ? "
" I believe not," answered M r . Lyon; " b u t we shaU hear more
on the subject, no doubt. But I must step out now, for I ' m late;
BO good bye."
W h e n Mr. Lyon left him, Mr. Wetherall was very near his
office, but instead of going straight towards it he turned down
towards Cheapside. H e wanted a little time to compose his
countenance and his demeanour before he presented himself to
what he now apprehended would be the scrutinizing eyes of his
fellow-clerks; for although it was but an hour and a half since he
quitted them, who could tell what might have occurred in that
brief space. N o doubt the person who wrote the letter, as well
as the one to whom it was addressed, would lose no time in applying to the post-office for an explanation; and it would be easily
ascertained that it had passed through his department. To present himself with an agitated countenance was meeting discovery
half way, and he felt that if he could only get over this—if he
could but escape suspicion this time, no embarrassment, no
temptation, however powerful, should ever again induce him to
risk his soul's tranquillity on such a fearful cast.
But it is not easy for a man, with his hat over his brow, and
his hands behind his back, to compose his thoughts in Cheapside,
where he stumbled over a truck one minute, and was pushed off
the pavement the next; and Mr. Wetherall, after making the experiment, found that he was staying away from his office, which
was itself an offence, and might look suspicious, without any chance
of regaining the requisite composure. So he braced his nerves as
weU as he could, and walked in.
" Mr. Wetherall!" cried one : " Mr. WetheraU!" cried another
—" You're wanted directly—Mr. Eussel wants you—you're to
go to his room—he has sent out half a dozen times to inquire if
you were come." More dead than alive, Mr. WetheraU turned
his steps to Mr. Eussel's room. " You're late, sir," said that
gentleman, in a tone of displeasure. " I have been wanting you
this half-hour to speak about a very impleasant affair that has
occurred in your department. But you're Ul, sir," added he,
observing that Mr. Wetherall had sought the support of the table
to keep himself from faUing.
" I am not very weU," answered M r . Wetherall, passing his
hand over his brow.
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" Then 1 had better put off what I have to say to another opportunity," said Mr. Eussel.
" Oh, no, sir," replied Mr. Wetherall, somewhat reheved by this
last speech, which seemed to imply that the thing was not so very
important. " I feel better now. There's been no neglect in my
department, I hope, sir ?"
" There has been something very wrong in your department,"
replied Mr. Eussel, " but I have got to learn who is the dehnqucnt—but I see you're getting ill again, sir; you had better send
for a coach, and go home. Here, Bingham," continued he, opening a door, "just step here and look to Mr. Wetherall a moment.
You had better go home, sir; what I have to say wiU do as well
at any other time as now."
So that all this agony of apprehension had been suffered about
a communication that was of so little weight, that it would do as
well at one time as another! Such a tyrant is conscience, and so
does it play the bully with our fears !
However, relieved of his terrors for the moment, Mr. WetheraU
declared himself better again, and forthwith addressed himself
to the business of his olHcewith what attention he could command.
On the same evening, not long after Mr. Lyon and Mr.
Wetherall had left the house, Susan was surprised by another
visit from Dobbs, who, accosting her as before, with " Here's a
kettle of fish!" announced that she had had a letter from
Mr. Jeremy, by which she learned that the former despatch had
contained a present of ten pounds for Susan, from Miss Wentworth, who was to be married in a few days, and who had heard
from Jeremy of the misfortune the poor girl had sustained on her
first arrival in London.
"Now," said Dobbs, "that's a loss not to be put up with; and
I'm going to the post-office to have it inquired into. But I thought
I'd step round here first, to ask you if you'd mentioned it to Mrs.
Wetherall?"
" I did," answered Susan, " b u t she knows nothing about it;
and just now, when I was taking away the tea-things, she told
me she'd been asking the gentlemen about it, and they know no
more than she does."
"WeU, then," said Dobbs, "there's nothing to do but to go at
once to the post-office. There's nothing like going to the fountain-head, and the sooner it's done the more chance there is of the
truth coining out."
" I should like to go with you," said Susan, "if Mrs. WetheraU
can spare me. I think I'U go and ask her."
"Do," said Dobbs, "for as the money was yours, you've the
best right to complain ;" and Susan's leave being obtained, the
two friends were soon on their way to the post-office, pausing
only for a moment at the end of the street, to borrow an umbreUa
c f Miss Geddes, the milliner, as it was just beginning to rain.
In the meantime, Mr. Lyon, when he left Mr. WetheraU, had
proceeded to the theatre, and taken his seat in the orchestra, in a
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state of mind little less agitated than his friend. H e was a rou^
sort of young man, of dissipated habits enough, but neither badhearted nor Ul-natured. H e had never taken the trouble to consider whether the WetheraUs could or could not afford the
expense they were at in entertaining the pleasant fellows he had
introduced at their table, nor what might be the consequences if
they were exceeding their means; but now that these consequences burst upon his view, and that refiection told him he was
in a great degree the cause of the mischief, he was struck with
terror, remorse, and pity. From the condition in which he had
'left Mr. Wetherall, he could not help fearing that the slightest
accident would make him betray himself; and he regretted very
much that he had not been bolder, and persuaded him, under the
pretext of illness, to stay from the office, tUl he had himself tried
what he could do by speaking to Susan on the subject, to prevent
an exposure.
Under these circumstances, it may be imagined that the instrument he held did not contribute very much to the harmony of the
evening. H e made all sorts of mistakes; played when he should
have rested, and rested when he should have played; threw the
leader into a passion, and drove an unfortunate debutante, whom
he was to accompany in " W a t e r parted from the sea," almost
insane, by forgetting every direction he had given him at rehearsal. At length, iinding he was of no use where he was, and
eager to learn what was going on at the post-office, he pleaded
indisposition, and obtained leave to retire.
" I'll make some pretence or another to go in and speak to
WetheraU," thought h e ; and, urged by anxiety, he walked at a
rapid pace towards the office. W h e n he reached it, however, he
found he had not made up his mind under what plea he was to
excuse his unexpected appearance ; for, as Mr. Wetherall believed
him at the theatre, he would naturally be surprised, and perhaps
alarmed,at so unusual avisit. Whilst liewas consideringthismatter,
and as he did so, pacing backwards and forwards before the door,
two women passed him, one of whom held an umbrella. As he was
wrapped in reflection, and looking on the ground, he did not
observe them tiU the umbrella happened to come in contact with
his hat, whisli it nearly knocked off. " I beg your pardon," said
the woman. The voice struck him as famUiar, and he turned to
look after her. The two women were just stepping into the office,
but the one that carried the umbreUa turned round to shake olT
the wet before she put it down—the light of a lamp at the door
fell upon her face, and he saw that it was Susan.
"Gracious heavens!" cried he, darting forward and seizing her
by the arm, " ^vhat are you doing here?"
" I ' m only going to speak about a little business—about a lette:;
sir," answered Susan, surprised by the vehemence of his address,
" Stop," said he, " I beg of you to stop a moment, whilst I
speak to you—who is this woman?"
" She's a friend of mine, sir, Mrs. D o b b s ; " replied Susan. " The
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letter was sent to her, but there was some money in it for me,
and we're going to mention that it has never come to hand."
" I f you'll leave this business in my hands, Susan," said Mr.
Lyon, " I wUl undertake to say you shall not lose your money.
"You'll obhge me very particularly if you'U not stir further in it at
present—I can't explain my reasons to you now, but
"
" There's no occasion, sir," replied Susan, who, from the energy
of his manner, and his evident agitation, began to suspect something like the truth; " we'U go back directly, and I'm very glad I
met you: I'm sure I wouldn't be the occasion of anything unpleasant for twice the money."
"You're a good girl, Susan," said he: "and you shall lose
nothing by it, depend on it. Say nothing on the subject to anybody,
tUl you and I have had some conversation; and if you can persuade your friend to be equally cautious
"
" I ' l l answer for her," replied Susan, and thinking better of
Mr. Lyon than she had ever done before, Susan turned her face
homewards; whUst he, relieved from present anxiety, resolved
not to disturb Mr. Wetherall at the office, but to speak to him
after supper.
"They say there's many a slip betwixt the cup and the lip,"
said Dobbs, as Susan and she commented on what had passed,
" and so I suppose there is betwixt a man's neck and the halter."
But aU was not so secure yet as they and Mr. Lyon imagined.

CHAPTEE X I I L
•

CONVERSATION IN A. MERCHANT'S COUNTING HOUSE, A N D A NIGHT SCENE
ON BLACKFRIARS BRIDGE.

O N the same evening that Mr. WetheraU underwent aU the
horrors of anticipated detection, that we have described in the
last chapter, and that Mr. Lyon's opportune intervention preserved
bim from the imminent danger that threatened him, in a certain
30unting-house in Mark lane, might be seen an elderly gentleman
in deep cogitation over various letters and ledgers that were
spread on the table before him. The room was one evidently
devoted whoUy to business; a couple of desks with high stools
before them, shelves loaded with heavy account-books, two weU(vom black leathern arm-chairs, and a table, also covered with
black leather, on which stood a lamp, formed nearly all its
furniture.
The occupant of the apartment—for there was but one—was a
gentleman of about fifty years of age, of the middle height, rather
Btout than otherwise, and of a cheerful, agreeable aspect. He was
attired in a fuU suit of brown, with gold buckles in his shoes, his
tair weU-powdered, and tied in a queue behind, as was the fashion
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of the time, and with the wristbands of his shirt, which, as weU as
the handkerchief round his throat, were dehcately white and fine,
just appearing below the cuffs of his coat.
He was seated by the fire in one of the arm-chairs, with his left
side to the table, on which rested his elbow, whilst he appeared to
be deeply considering the contents of the papers, to which he ever
and anon referred, comparing some of them with the ledgers,
making notes, casting up columns, and balancing sums total.
Most of the letters bore a foreign post-mark, but there was one
which bore that of Mapleton.
Several times the gentleman looked at his watch, and listened,
as if expecting somebody; and as the hour grew late, and he impatient, he frequently arose and took two or three turns about the
room.
At length, towards ten o'clock, when a foot was heard ascending
the stairs, he resumed his seat, thrust the letters under a ledger,
and prepared to receive his visitor with composure.
" I ' m afraid I'm late, Simpson, and have kept you waiting,"
said a taU, good-looking man, in a great coat, and comforter round
his neck, who entered the room with the familiarity of easy acquaintance ; "but I came up by that d
d coach, for Bess had
taken a mash when I received your summons, and I couldn't bring
her out."
" I ' m afraid you are wet," rephed Mr. Simpson, stirring the
fire, and drawing forward the other arm-chair, whilst the visitor
took off his great-coat and comforter, and hung them on pegs
appropriated to such uses.
"But what's the matter?" said he; "there's nothing wrong,
is there?"
"How's Miss Wentworth, sir?" inquired Mr. Simpson.
" Quite weU," returned Mr. Gaveston, for it was he; "you know
v.'e're to be married in a few days, and she desired me to say
that she hoped you would come down, and be present at the
ceremony."
" I fear that will not be in my power," replied Mr. Simpson,
with a sigh, and casting his eye on a handsome mourning-ring
that he wore on his little finger.
"But what's the matter?" said Mr. Gaveston, without urging
the invitation. "You must have had some particular reason
for sending for me."
" I had, sir," replied ^.Ir. Simpson, " a very particular reason."
Here he paused, as if he found some difficulty in announcing the
motive of his summons. " In short, Mr. Gaveston, I have made
up my mind to resign my situation. I do not think I can be of
any further use here; and I propose to retire, and end my days
in the country."
"You don't think of such a thing, I hope, Simpson," replied
Mr. Gaveston, with an unusual appearance of sincerity. "You
have been conducting this business for many years to the entire
satisfaction of everybody concerned with you; why should you
leave it now P"
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"Because, sir," returned I\Ir. Simpson, " I feel that I cannot
henceforth conduct it to my oivn satisfaction; without which the
approbation of others will be of very little avail to me."
" W h y not, sir?" asked Mr. Gaveston, with a less complacent
voice and countenance. " If you mean because after my marriage
with IMiss ^^'eutworth I shaU become sole proprietor of the concern, you need not throw up your situation on that account. I
am very sensible that nobody can conduct the business as well as
yourself: and I shall interfere very little with you, I assure you."
'• Nevi. thcless," answered Mr. Simpson, " I must beg leave to
adhere to my resolution. You may not propose to interfere
with my management; bat as sole proprietor, your power
wUl be absolute; and tilings may_ happen that I may disapprove, without the means of controUing."
"Nonsense, nonsense, my dear Simpson," exclaimed Mr.
Gaveston, assuming an air of frankness. " I dare say the truth
is, you feel yourself Ul-used—I ought to have proposed of my
own accord to raise your salary—I know it's not equal to your
merits."
" I have always been quite satisfied with my salary, Mr. Gaveston," answered Simpson. " If I had not, I had only to have
mentioned the matter to Mr. Wentworth, and he would have met
mj' wishes on the subject; but I had quite enough for any single
man, and never desired more, whilst he lived—but circumstances
are now changed."
" WeU, then, what do you say to a couple of hundreds a-year in
addition?"
" That it would not make the slightest difference in my determination. I should be exactly as much subject to the disagreeables
I apprehend as I am now. In short, sir, to be more explicit, you
wiU understand my motives better when I tell you, that I have
received letters from Messrs. Eaoul and Bonstetten, and also from
the houses of Durand and Co., and the brothers Dulau, by which
I learn that sums long ago intrusted to you by Mr. "Wentworth
to settle the accounts between us, have never been received; that
we are in debt to those firms to a very large amount—so large, in
fact, that they have begun to be apprehensive of our stabUity, and
our credit totters at Bordeaux—the credit of a house, Mr. Gaveston, that was never impeached tUl now."
The annoyance and confusion betrayed by Mr. Gaveston at
this unexpected inteUigence, are not to be described. A few days
more, and aU would have been secure. From the precautions he
had taken, he had reckoned with certainty on being able to accomplish his marriage before any stir was made in this business;
and the ceremony once over, and he sole proprietor of Miss
Wentworth's fortune, and the concern in Mark Lane, he would
have had immediate means of discharging these debts, and of
hushing up the whole affair. There were reasons of the most
powerful nature, besides the care a man generaUy has for his own
reputation, that made it of the last importance to him that this
F 2
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defalcation, this misapplication of sums intrusted to his faith,
should not come under public discussion. Investigation, inquiry,
gossip, once set afloat, who shaU say into what port the wind may
waft them? In what direction might suspicion, once raised,
conduct the curious ? I t was a peril not to be encountered, and
must be fought off at any cost—but how ? He knew Mr. Simpson
to be a sturdy, straightforward, upright man,-^a man whom he
feared was neither to be cajoled, bought, nor intimidated. Nevertheless, the case was desperate and urgent; and hopeless as he
considered the experiment, he resolved to try the first; and if that
faUed, to have recourse to the second.
At Mr. Simpson's alarming announcement, Mr. Gaveston had
risen from his chair, and during these reflections had been pacing
the room with an agitated step, his hands in the pockets of his
trousers, and his eyes bent on the ground. He now, however, reseated himself, and drawing his chair nearer to the worthy clerk,
he said, " I vrill not deny that I had hoped these early imprudences
of mine would never have become known to you. It was my
intention to discharge those debts as soon as I had the means, which
you know my marriage in a few days wUl give me. I shall stUl
do so, and you need be under no apprehensions of simUar foUies
recurring on my part. I have sown my wUd oats, and intend
henceforth to be a sober, steady man; and I trust, therefore,
Simpson, for the credit of a concern you have so long conducted,
and for the interest of Miss Wentworth and myself, that you will
not refuse to keep your present situation. I will make any addition to your salary you desire."
Mr. Simpson shookhishead. "Your intentions may be very good,"
replied he, "but you are yet a young man, and—excuse me—I have
heard much addicted to the turf and high play. As long as yoii
are sole proprietor, you may draw upon me for every shUling the
concern yields, and I must answer your demands; tUl, at last, we
shall not be able to pay our way, and the house wUl stop disgracefully. Now, I do not choose to involve my character nor my
peace of mind in this perilous contingency. And as I am inclined
to agree with you, that when I have left it, the concern will be
even less likely to prosper than it is now, I intend recommending
Miss "\Ventworth to dispose of it at once, without a day's delay,
whilst it is in her power to do so. I have made up and balanced
the accounts as they stand, debtor and creditor; and I have a
purchaser ready to sign and seal the moment I get her consent."
" But she's not of age," returned Mr. Gaveston.
" I shaH recommend her to defer her marriage tUl she is,"
repUed Mr. Simpson—"or we can throw the business into Chancery tiU she can dispose of it."
" Consider the sacrifice," urged Mr. Gaveston—" such a business,
such a connexion."
" The first loss is the least," returned Mr. Simpson. " If the
concern gets involved. Miss "Wentworth's whole forttme may go
to pay the deficit."
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" I see but one way," said Mr. Gaveston, after a pause, " since
you are so mistrustful. Suppose you take a share in the business
—a fourth, we'U say. I'U give you this, and leave the whole
management of the concern in your hands."
A faint smUe might have been observed stealing over Mr.
Simpson's features at this proposal, but he hastened to convert the
expression into a look of dissent.
" I should stUl be nearly as much at your mercy, sir," replied
IVIr. Simpson, " with the additional disadvantage of having the
savings of my life periUed with the fortunes of the firm."
'"What would induce you to remain, Mr. Simpson?" said
Gaveston. " If my offer don't satisfy you, name your own
terms."
" They are what you probably will not accede to, sir," replied
Mr. Simpson, "therefore it would be useless to name them."
"Name them, nevertheless," returned Gaveston.
"Half the concern, sir, instead of a quarter; and that aU payments and receipts of every kind whatsoever be permitted to pass
through my hands. I dare say you do not doubt my honour
besides, you wUl be welcome to inspect the accounts whenever you
please."
This was a Bard morsel for Gaveston to digest. Again he
started up and walked about the room, and bit his Ups, and knit
bis brows; and as they trembled on his tongue, swallowed a voUey
of oaths that might have shaken the welkin; but exposure was
ruin in every way—there was no alternative but to submit.
" As soon after my marriage as I can come to town," said he,
when he had expressed his acquiescence ia Mr. Simpson's demands, " I will settle this business to your satisfaction—in the
meantime you can get a deed drawn up."
"That, sir," rephed Mr. Simpson, "can be done to-morrow;
md if this agreement between us is to stand, the whole affair
must be arranged, signed, and sealed, before your marriage."
When the conference had terminated, the triumphant clerk
3onducted his visitor with great deference to the door, and then
with a satisfied smUe, and rubbing his hands with dehght, he
returned to his arm-chair, and prepared to write a note. I'U send
a line to OUiphant immediately," said he to himself, "to beg he'U
^et the deed put into hand early to-morrow morning. He'll be as
much surprised at my success as I am—I couldn't have believed
he'd be so easily frightened, or that he'd have cared half as much
about his reputation; however, since the poor girl's so infatuated
that shell listen to no advice, it's fortunate there's some hold over
him, be it of what nature it may. I've half a mind," thought he,
pausing as he was about to ring the bell, " that I'U take the note
myself—the walk will do me good after that battle. By the bye,
there's that letter of Jeremy's, too, I must attend to to-morrow—
it's a disagreeable business, and one I'm not very fond of interfering in: I wish I knew the safest way of setting about it—^but I
don't know who to consult—" and thus sohjAauizing, he put on
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his great coat, and teUmg the porter he should be back presently,
he took his way to the solicitor's.
Nothing could exceed the rage that boiled within Gaveston's
breast at finding himself thus in the power of a man whom he at
once feared, despised, and respected. He clenched his hands as
he went down the stairs, and strode along the streets towards the
west end of the town, where he intended to sleep, figuring to himself the joy with which he could have closed them round the throat
of the man that had found the way to ta,ke such advantage of his
fears. He was astonished, too, as weU as incensed—" He, too, with
all his parade of honesty," he said, " is to be bought—afeUowthat
has no use for money—that wUl never spend it: but every man
has his price."
In this state of mind he felt it was useless to go to his lodging
with the view of sleeping; and when he drew near the river, the
cool air from the water blew pleasantly on his heated brow, and he
turned towards it. He wanted to thmk—to refiect if there were
yet no way of escaping his dUemma without such a sacrifice; and
when he reached Blackfriars Bridge, it looked so inviting for a nocturnal walk, that he directed his steps that way, and began pacing
backwards and forwards, reviewing the conversation that had
passed; anon regretting his own precipitation, and then again
rejoicing that even that way remained of escaping the eclat and
danger of an exposure.
It was now approaching to midnight, and his cogitations were
undisturbed by noise or jostle. But two human beings besides
himself were on the bridge—a woman who, with a child on her
lap, was sitting on a stone. She had a bonnet on, and a shawl,
the ends of which were folded round the infant; and she sat
silently rocking herself backwards and forwards, as if in trouble,
Imt she said nothing; and Mr. Gaveston passed her again and
a:ain unheeded, tUl the words, "Mamma, I'm so hungry!"
reached his ears; and then he abruptly crossed over to the other
side to escape the interruption to his refiections.
He had not taken many turns here, before he heard the sound
of feet approaching from Bridge-street. The passenger was
advancing along the side that he had just quitted, and as he drew
near, he perceived it was a gentle'man. There was something about
the air and carriage of the new comer that struck him, and he
retired into the shade to observe. A slight cough and a " hem!"
confirmed his suspicions; he had heard that voice too recently to
be (h'ceived.—"It's Simpson himself!" said he. "He's going to
OUiphant's about the deed, I'U be sworn!" and he stepped lightly
after him to observe his movements. " He 'U drop the letter in
the box and return," thought he, " and, now, if fortune favours
me
" and he grasped more firmly a stout stick with a thick
knob at the end of it, that he held in his hand—" one good blow,
and a heave over the parapet, and I'm at once revenged and
safe!"
In the meantime, the unconscious Mr. Simps' n proceeded on
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his way. He, too, was deep in thought, looking neither to the
right nor the left, till the sound of a feeble moan from a chUd,
foUowed by a groan from a more mature voice, attracted his attention, and looking back, he perceived the mournful group whose
proximity had driven Mr, Gaveston away. " Poor thing," said
he, feehng in his pocket for some silver, " I shall return in a
minute, and then I'll give her something; I wish I'd done it at
once : this is a dangerous neighbourhood for misery at midnight,"
•and he hastened forward to Albion-place, which is just at the
iarther extremity of the bridge, dropped his note into the solicitor's
box, and hurried back.
"Here he comes!" thought Mr. Gaveston, who, concealed in a
recess, with his bludgeon poised, awaited his victim. On came
i l r . Simpson, but just as ho arrived at the spot where his enemy
was lurking to take his hfe, the faint outline of a figure mounted
on the parapet caught his eye. " Gracious heavens! it's that
wretched creature going to drown herself," exclaimed he, and
with a loud cry to arrest her desperate purpose, he darted across
che road, whilst the weapon raised for his destruction descended
through the unresisting air.

CHAPTEE XIV.
THE RENCONTRE AND THE DISCOVERY.

GEEAT was Mr. Wetherall's relief when the hour arrived that
released him from his confinement, and from the importunate
eyes of his feUow labourers. As he stepped off the threshold he
turned his eyes back upon the budding which he doubted he
should ever enter again as a free man, and then with a slow and
melancholy pace he sauntered onwards. He felt that he could not
go home to encounter the anxious though unsuspecting inquiries
of his wife, nor the scrutinizing questions of Mr. Lyon; so, instead
of bending his steps towards "Wood-street, he turned them in the
direction of the river.
The streets were nearly empty now, and he could dehberate
without interruption on the unhappy situation to which his foUy
and crime had reduced him. He was a man untried in affliction;
for tUl that one fatal error had planted a thorn in his pUlow, his
days had passed in cheerful contentment and his nights in unbroken sleep. From that moment he had been restless, abstracted,
and occasionaUy irritable ; humours so unusual with him, that his
wife had imagined him Ul; he had denied it; but the moment
was now come when concealment and denial could no longer
avaU; probably the next post, at all events a few hours, must teU
her aU, and expose him to the vengeance of the law and the scorn
of mankind. It was true, there might be yet time to flee: if he
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mounted one of the earliest coaches, he might possibly reach the
coast, and be across the channel, before pursuit could be commenced. But in the first place he had no money; in the second
he felt remorse at the idea of taking care of himself and leaving
his poor wife to bear the horror of the surprise, and the ignominy
of the exposure alone; and thirdly, he hadn't energy for the enterprise. H e was utterly cast down and depressed. W h a t would
be the use of escaping ? he could never be happy. Even if he
could find the means of supporting life, it would not be worth
supporting; and, but for the disgrace and horror of a pubhc
execution, he would have preferred death.
As he sauntered forwards in this mood, he kept almost insensibly
bending his steps towards the river; " t h e r e , " thought he, as his
eye glanced on the broad expanse, " t h e r e is a quiet bed where a
man might sleep:" but then rose again the thought of his poor
wife; it was so cowardly to desert her—to leave her to weather
the storm alone. But on the other hand, would she not rather—
would she not rather know him dead, and at rest, than see him
dragged a prisoner from his home ? than behold him a culprit at
the bar, a criminal at the scaffold ? " If we could only escape
together—but the thing's impossible without money—and wouldn't
this be the next best alternative for her interest, as weU as for
myself? She'd be deeply grieved—but time alleviates all grief
when it's unaccompanied by remorse—and how much better it
were, than to drag her from her home, her country, her friends, to
pass her life in an exUe of poverty and wretchedness, with a husband
disgraced and broken-hearted—a criminal escaped from justice !"
Thus he reasoned, and every glance of the river became more inviting, and everj' review of life, of such a life as must henceforth
await him, less so.
" She, too, and the world, wUl see that I preferred encountering
death to shame. M y name wUl not stand in the calendar of
crime, a disgrace to all connected with me. At first, they 'U think
I have fled—and there'U be a reward offered—and the police wUl
seek me—and the coast wUl be on the alert—but, ere long, the
body will be found and my fate ascertained—there 'U be a little
noise about it—a fow remarks in the newspapers—and then the
whole will be forgotten;" and so saying he ((uiekeucd his pace,
and walked briskly forwards towards Blackfriars Bridge. " That
will be the best place," thought he; " a leaji from the parapet, and all
is done—and since my mind's made up, there shall be no pause—"
ho stepped upon the bridge—" since I am to die, hesitation wiR be
weakness—and ho'w much better is it thus to die a death of my
»wu choosing, than to have my shame and my agonies made a
scoff and a spectacle to assembled thousands !—FareweU, Eliza,"
he whispered, as he preparetl to mount the parapet, " farewell,
dear wife ! Forgive me, and be happy !"
At that moment a cry reached his'ears. Absorbed in his own
reflections, he had looked neither to the right nor to the left—but.
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it the sound of a human voice, he lifted up his eyes and beheld on
the opposite side of the bridge the figure of a woman exactly in
the very act he had himself contemplated a moment before: she,
too, hati been for an instant arrested by the cry, and in that interval
be rushed across the road and caught her by the dress.
He had scarcely lifted her to the ground, when a gentleman out
of breath with haste, came running towards him from the furthef
jxtremity of the bridge—" Thank God!" cried he, as soon as he
perceived the group: "when I lost sight of her, I didn't know
which side she'd gone down—I was afraid she was in the water—
jhild and all!"
" I was but just in time," said Mr. WetheraU; "another moment
md she'd have been gone."
".iVnd I should never have forgiven myself," said Mr. Simpson,
'• that I hadn't stayed to relieve her the first time I passed."
During these brief words they were both supporting the unfortunate ^^ Oman, who, either from weakness or agitation, appeared
unable to support herself. " Give me the child," said Mr. Simpson, taking it from her arms.
" I'm so hungry!" said the little girl in a feeble voice.
"Oh, give her lood!" cried the mother, " o r let me die at once,
For I cannot hve and hear that cry!"
" She shaU have food, and plenty !" said Mr. Simpson—" God!
that such things should be! Have you a home?" he asked.
' Where can we take you?"
" I've no home," replied she; " I've no roof to shelter myself
aor my child, nor a bit of bread to give her!"
" "Where can we take her?" said Mr. Simpson, abruptly. " She
should go home with me, but I have no woman in the house—
it's so late that no respectable place wUl be open; besides, unless
they know us, they wiU object to let her in. I don't hke to
take her to the watch-house/'
" She shall go home with me, sir," said Mr. Wetherall, carried
away by his own good nature and the benevolence of the stranger.
" I can give her shelter for to-night at least."
" God wUl reward you for it," returned Mr. Simpson. "After
to-night she shaU be no burden to you; I'll take her off your
hands to-morrow. But I don't think she can walk—we must
look for a coach."
This they had no great difficulty in finding; and handing her
into it, Mr. Simpson still keeping the chUd in his am^s, they proceeded to Wood-street; whUst Mr. Wetherall was so bewUdered,
and the current of his ideas so changed, that he almost forgot his
own misfortunes and the dread he had entertained of meeting
his famUy. Besides, the presenting himself, accompanied by the
two strangers, under circumstances that would necessarily turn
attention from himself, was very different to going home alone to
be the subject of scrutiny and wonder.
The moment the coach stopped at the door, Mrs. Wetherall,
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Mr. Lyon, and Susan rushed into the passage, the first expecting to see him brought home iU, the two last expecting something
much worse.
"My dear WetheraU, how you have frightened us!" cried his
wife. "Mr. Lyon was just going off to the office in search of
you."
.
"Never mind me!" answered Mr. WetheraU, "but see what
you can do for this poor woman."
" "Whose hfe your husband has been fortunate enough to save,
with that of her chUd," said Mr. Simpson, carrying the little girl
into the parlour, where the mother was laid on a sofa by the
fire, whUst the worthy clerk began rubbing the clnld's hands and
feet, which were numbed by cold and starvation ; and when, in a
few minutes, by the active kindness of Mrs. WetheraU and Susan,
food was placed on the table, he fed her like a young bird, bit by
bit, lest the too hasty indulgence of her eager appetite should
injure her.
In the meantime, the circumstances under which the party had
met were narrated, and Mrs. Wetherall was loud in her wonder
as to what could have taken her husband to Blackfriars Bridge at
that time of night—"he that always comes home the moment he
is released from the post-office! I dare say he never did such a
thing in his life before. Did you, Wetherall ?"
" I beheve not," replied he; "but there were a great many
letters to sort to-night, and I came away with such a headache
that I thought a walk would do me good."
" Do you belong to the post-office, sir ?" inquired Mr. Simpson.
" I do," replied Mr. WetheraU, casting down his eyes, for he
said to himself, "you'U learn that soon from other channels."
"WeU," said Mr._ Simpson, "that is very singular! I have
been aU this day wishing I knew somebody connected with the
post-office, whom I might consult confidentiaUy about an awkward
circumstance that has occurred; but it's a matter I shaU not
trouble you with to-night. To-morrow, if you wUl allow me, I
shaU take the hberty of caUing, to make some arrangement for
this poor woman and her chUd, and then we can talk it over at
our leisure."
" But WetheraU is out aU day," said the wife.
" I feel so unweU that I think I shaU not be able to go to the
office to-morrow," said Mr. WetheraU; for he felt, in the first
place, that he could never go voluntarily to the office again, and,
in the second place, he couldn't help feeling some curiosity to
hear Mr. Simpson's communication.
Soon after this the worthy clerk took his leave, and the poor
woman and her chUd were conducted to a comfortable bed that
Susan had prepared for them.
" You don't remeinber me, ma'am?" said Susan to the stranger,
after Mrs. WetheraU had left the room.
" No," replied the other.
" I have good reason never to forget you, ma'am," returned
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Susan, ''for you gave me food and shelter when I needed it as
much as you did to-night."
'• Oh, no !" replied J u h a , "for you had no child! Ah, I remember you now," said she ; " and I remember your words, too, when
you refused the five shUlings. I had never known the agony
then of seeing .Juha want bread."
" I went to Oxford-street, ma'am, to inquire for you the first
moment I could, but you had left the lodging, and I couldn't
learn where you were gone," answered Susan. " But I wont talk
more to you to-night. Please to stay in bed till I come to you in
the morning and bring you some breakfast. Please God, your
worst days are over; for I think that gentleman, by his looks,
means to be a friend to you."
During the progress of aU this bustle and interest, ~Siv. WetheraU
had scarceh' leisure to remember that he was a criminal with the
sword of the law suspended over him; and t h a t probably after the
post came in on the foUowing morning, he should be torn from
his home, and dragged away to a prison; but as soon as he lay
down in his bed, and the world was quiet around him, whUst his
wife slept the cahn sleep of innocence, he, with burning hands and
throbbing brow, was tossing from side to side in all the agonies of
terror and remorse. H o w few people, if the.y had sufficient
acquaintance with the nature of the human mind to calculate
the sufferings consequent on crime, would ever commit i t ! and
how necessary it must be to educate them into this acquaintance,
and to chssipate the ignorance t h a t veUs the future from their
view
Now that the excitement was over, he looked back with regret
at the interruption his design had met with—a moment more and
aU would have been over, and he at rest. The struagle was past,
his mind was made up—in short, the worst part of the desperate
enterprise was overcome; but it was not easy to work his resolution, up to the same point: his sufferings returned on him with
twofold force, but he had lost the energy necessary to flee from
them. I n vain, he painted to himself the horrors of being seized
—the arrival of the pohce officers—the tears of his wife—the
wonder of his neighbours—the iU-natured triumph of the discontented butcher, baker, and pubhcan, as he was carried past their
d o o r s - t h e imprisonment—the trial—the execution. I n vain h e
asked himself why it was too late to escape it aU stUl by the very
means he had intended—the river stiU awaited him; his wife slept
soundly, and would never miss him from her side; b u t the raia was
pattering against the windows, and the wind blew—and it is altogether a different thing to rise deliberately from a warm bed to
jump into the water from the parapet of a bridge, to performing
the same feat on the spur of a sudden resolution, and in the fever
of excitement.
I n this way, like one of Dante's wretched souls on the burning
lake, he tossed and turned tUl morning dawned; then came brief
and uneasy slumbers, fiUed with confused and dreadful visions
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dimly figuring forth the fate that awaited him, tfll he opened his
eyes and found that it was broad day, that his wife had already
risen, and that he was now irretrievably tied to the stake, the hour
for escape being past. " Ere this," thought he, " the morning
maUs are in—and they'll soon be here." And at every knock and
ring, and at every foot on the stairs, his heart sunk within him.
His wife brought him some breakfast, and told bim she had requested Mr. Lyon to caU at the office when he went to rehearsal,
and say he was iU; and wUhngly Mr. Lyon undertook the commssion; for he thought no place so safe for Mr. WetheraU as
Ais bed, where he could not betray himself, untU he had an opportunity of speaking to him in private on the subject of the ten
pounds; a thing he had neither had the means of accomphshing,
nor the resolution to attempt.
But time crept on—the hour for the arrival of the mads passed—
and an interval sufficient to admit of the discovery at the office, and
thepolicebeingsent in pursuit of him, elapsed also. The letter, then,
could not have reached the post-master, and there was another day
left at his disposal; and perhaps another night; and then he might
yet execute his first intention, and leave his shame and his sorrows
behind him.
Under these circumstances, towards the middle of the day, he
ventured to rise and come down stairs; and he had not been long
in the parlour, when his wife, who was standing at the window,
announced the approach of Mr. Simpson.
With a cordial and friendly salutation, the good man entered,
and was pleased to learn that the young woman and her chUd were
stUlin bed, which Mrs. WetheraU thought the best place for them
at present; " for," said she, "although I have made no inquiries
about her history yet, I am sure the poor things have been for
many days exposed tc^cold and want; and that a good warm clean
bed must be the greatest luxury they can enjoy."
" I love and honour you for your goodness, madam," said Mr.
Simpson. " How few of your sex there are, especiaUy of the young
and handsome members of it, (and here by a bow, he appropriated
the compliment to Mrs. WetheraU,) would have admitted this
poor creature under their roof and given her a night's lodging,
untU they had ascertained the cause of her destitution, and
whether her child was born in lawful wedlock. But you opened
your doors and administered food and shelter to the wretched,
without demanding that poverty should be perfect, or human
frailty, exposed to temptations that the prosperous never know,
exempt from error. Yours, madam, is real charity, and I feel
honoured in having made your acquaintance. With respect to
this poor creature, as you think she is not yet fit to be moved, and
are wiUing to give her another night's shelter, I'U not disturb her
to-day; and perhaps by to-morrow you may have learned something of her history, and in what manner I can best serve her.
That she is not altogether blameless, is extremelj^ probable; but
young and pretty as, amidst aU her wretchedness, she is, 1 am
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inchned to think she need not have been reduced to the extremity
in which we found her, if there had not been some virtue left in
her; and her devotion to her chUd, to my mind, speaks volumes
in her favour."
After this matter had been sufficiently discussed, Mr. Simpson,
turning to Mr. WetheraU, reminded him that he wanted to speak
a few words with him in private; upon which hint, the lady, having
retired, he drew his chair closer to his host, and having given
three taps on the lid of his gold snuff-box, and refreshed his nose
with an ample supply from its contents, he drew a letter from his
pocket, and opened the business as follows:—
" The affair that I want to consult you about is one of a very
delicate nature; and I must premise, before I begin, that the
communication I am about to make, must be upon honour, strictly
private between us. It is not that I have so bad an opinion of human
nature—and still less of yours, of whose character, as weU as that
of your amiable wife, I have formed the most favourable opinion—
as to suspect mankind of wishing to injure and expose each other
atuitously; but there are contending interests and enmities, and
eaven knows what, in the world, that one must guard against;
especiaUy where the reputation and probably the life of a feUow
creature are at stake. The fact is," continued he, unfolding the
letter he held in his hand," there has been something wrong about
a letter—a money letter, sent from the country by a worthy friend
of mine—at least he was the esteemed servant of a very dear friend,
who is unfortunately dead—and he has written to me to request I
wUl go to the post-office, and inquire into the business. The
letter came from a place caUed Mapleton, and contained ten
pounds; and it was addressed to a woman in Parliament-street.
My friend Jeremy says, that he has no suspicion of the people at
the countiy post-office, and that he put the letter in himself. He
therefore feels assured that the delinquent is to be looked for in
London; either at the office, or amongst the men that dehver the
letters. Now, sir, no man respects the laws more than I do; and
I am aware of the great importance in a commercial country of
viewing breach of confidence as a capital crime. StUl, I confess,
I am one of those who think we are apt to make too free with
human life. Very young men are sometimes placed in situations
of great temptation: a single error, and perhaps the hope of a
famUy—the only son of a widowed mother—a kind brother, or a
beloved husband, perishes on the scaffold. I know the laws cannot afford to make these distinctions, nor descend to the detail of
private suffering; but, as an individual, before I have recourse to
the law, I think it my duty to weigh aU these considerations. I
dont know, sir, how far your views on the subject may accord with
mine—" here Mr. Simpson, who had been hitherto bending forward, with his eyes directed to the letter in his hand, raised them
to Mr. Wetherall's face. What he saw there, it would be vain to
attempt to describe. Whatever it was, it occasioned him to draw
bimself up erect; for a moment his countenance was fixed in sur-
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prise—and then he stooped forward again, and bent his eyes on
the letter more perseveringly than before—" What I mean to say,
sir, is," continued he, " that I—I—should be sorry—I wouldn't
for the world be the occasion of—of anything—" and he stammered, and got red in the face, and finally broke down in his
oration altogether; whilst the unfortunateculprit before him laid
his head upon the table and wept like a child.
Mr. Simpson arose and walked to the window—took out his
handkerchief and blew his nose, and cleared his throat, and wiped
away the tears that were gathering in his eyes. At that moment
there came a loud double knock at the street door; Mr. Wetherall
started from his seat, rushed to the door of the room, and turned
the key, and then, trembling like a leaf in the autumn blast, he
sank pale and breathless on a chair.
" I t is only some women—visitors to your wife," said Mr.
Simpson, interpreting his fear aright. It proved so; and Mrs.
"WetheraU being denied, they went away; but this little shock had
broken the ice. Mr. Simpson turned round, and advancing to
Mr. WetheraU, held out his hand, saying—" Come, sir, let us talk
over this matter cooUy;" and leading him back to his former seat,
took one beside him—"Perhaps," said he, " you have some interest;
in the person who has been guUty of this breach of trust ?"
But Mr. W^etherall was not a person to have recourse t o ^ subterfuge on such an occasion. He understood the man he had to
deal with; and he now opened his bosom, and poured out the
whole truth, as he might have done to an earthly father, or to his
Father in Heaven; and never was confidence better placed. " I t
was my first and my last crime," said he. "An urgent necessity,
a pressing occasion for a few pounds, made me do it—but I have
never known a moment's peace since. So confused, indeed, was I
at the time, that it appears I didn't even destroy the letter; and it
was found and recognised by our servant, who, strangely enough,
happens to be acquainted with the woman in Parliament-street,
to whom it was addressed. I am afraid, therefore, I am not yet
even safe, in spite of your kindness and indulgence; for they will
naturally speak of the circumstance, and endeavour to recover the
money; and, God knows, I have not ten pounds in the world to
replace it. In short, to confess the truth, such has been my imprudence, that I am in hourly dread of being arrested; in which
case, whether the letter business is discovered or not, I shall
probably lose my situation."
" How much do you owe ?" inquired Mr. Simpson.
" I'm afraid, almost two hundred pounds," replied the other.
" WeU, sir," said Mr. Simpson. " you shaU not lose your situation for two hundred pounds. For your wife's sake, as weU as
your own, I'U lend you the money. You can pay me by quarterly
mstahnents; and the habits of economy that this wUl require, will
be beneficial in their effects, and bring you round to a more
prudent way of hving. With respect to this woman, your servant,
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if you'U give me leave, I'U speak a few words to her in private,
and find out how she's to be dealt with."
A^'ith a heart glowing with gratitude, and lightened of a load of
care, Mr. Wetherall thanked his benefactor, and retired to send
up Susan to the conference.
Poor Susan entered the room with a very nervous feeling. She
judged from ^Ir. Wetherall's disturbed countenance and agitated
manner, that she was going to be interrogated about the letter,
and with what intention she could not tell. Mr. Simpson, for
anything she knew, might belong to the post-office, and her testimony might be of the most fatal importance to her master; and
poor as she was, she would not have been instrumental in bringing him into trouble for a hundred times the sum she had lost.
" Come this way," said Mr. Simpson, beckoning her to advance,
when she had closed the door. " You have a friend called Dobbs,
I believe, who hves in Parliament-street?"
" Yes, I have, sir," replied Susan.
" I understand there has been some mistake about a letter
addressed to her?"
" Has there, sir?" said she.
" So I understood," returned Mr. Simpson. " I thought you
were aware of it?"
" No, sir," answered Susan.
" Come a little nearer," said he. "Are you not aware that a letter,
containing a ten pound note, which was sent to this Mrs. Dobbs,
IS missing?"
" No, sir," persisted Susan, turning at the same time very pale.
"Excellent girl!" said Mr. Simpson to himself. " Then I am
to understand," continued he, " that you know nothing at all of
the affair in question ?"
" Nothing in the world, sir," answered she, growing stUl paler
than before.
" But j'our friend does, I suppose ? This Mrs. Dobbs, I dare
say, knows all about it ?" said Mr. Simpson.
" I don't think she knows more about it than I do," rephed Susan.
" Do you mean to say that you don't think she could give .me
any information on the subject?"
" I'm sure she couldn't, sir," answered Susan.
" Then it would be useless for me to question her about it ?"
" Quite useless, sir," returned she.
"WeU," said Mr. Simpson, nodding his head and smUing, "of
course if anybody has lost any money it wiU be repaid. How
long have you hved here ?"
" About nine months, sir," said she.
"You appear t o m e a sensible, good-hearted girl," said he;
"my name is John Simpson, and I'm a wine-merchant in Mark
Lane."
"Are you, sir?" said Susan, thrown off her guard, for she recognised immediately who she was speaking to.
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" Yes," returned he. " Why are you surprised at that ?"
" I thought I'd heard the name before, that's aU, sir," rephed
she; for she apprehended that the acknowledgment of who she
was would not recommend her to the favour of her new acquaintance. " Then you don't belong to the post-office, sir ?"
" No," returned Mr. Sunpson. ""What, you thought I did?"
" I didn't know but you might, sir,"answered she, casting down
her eyes, and blushing.
" N o , " rephed he—"I'm a friend of your master's. But what
I was about to say is, that my name is John Sunpson, and that if
I can ever be of any service to you, you may apply to me. I've
taken a hking to you."
"Thank you, sir," answered Susan, curtseying, as she left the
room. "Ah!" thought she, " I should soon lose his favour if he
but heard my name."
" I can never be grateful enough for your goodness, sir," said
Mr. Wetherall, when he learned the result of this interview; " and
I think, considering my obhgations, it would be wrong of me to
conceal from you, that the same motive that took the poor woman,
above stairs, to the bridge, took me there also."
"Merciful heavens!" exclaimed Mr. Simpson—"then my opportune midnight walk has been the means of saving three hves!"
Little did he or Mr. WetheraU imagine that Mr. Simpson's
effort to save the life of another had been the means, under
heaven, of saving his own.

CHAPTEE XYMARRIED LIFE A T OAKFIELD—HARRY LEESON QUITS IT TO SEEK FORTUNE
ELSEWHERE.

W H E N Mrs. Gaveston arrived at the age of twenty-one, she was
not unmindful of the resolution she had avowed at the period of
her father's death, when it was discovered that he had left no
wUl—namely, to execute a deed in favour of Harry, as soon as she
had the power, which should place him with respect to the property precisely in the situation he would have held had the wUl
been forthcoming; for she had been fuUy aware of her father's
intentions towards him, and the whole affair had been arranged
with her entire concurrence.
Previous to her marriage she had made known her determination to Mr. Gaveston, who appeared perfectly to coincide in her
views; and whenever she had occasionally adverted to it since, as
he raised no objections, she interpreted his silence into acquiescence. Now, however, the time was arrived for fulfUhng her
intentions, and she opened the business to her husband one morning at breakfast, by observing that Harry would shortly be home
for the summer vacation.
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" "What do you m ean to do with that boy, Mrs. Gaveston P'*
inquired her husband. " He's now nearly fifteen, and it's high
time he was put to something."
" That depends on what profession he selects, I suppose," replied
the wife. " I f he fixes on medicine, or the church, or the bar, he
should go to college first, shouldn't heP"
"Nonsense!" answered Mr. Gaveston, "what should a chap
like that do at college, that hasn't a rap in the world ?"
"He'd stand in the greater need of a good education if that were
the case," returned Fanny. " B u t I should be very sorry to think
that was Harry's predicament. You know, Walter, I am now of
age; and it has always been understood between us, that when
that time arrived, Harry should be compensated for the loss he
sustained by my father's having left no wiU."
" Nonsense! Fanny," replied the husband. " How can you be
so absurd? You don't imagine I'm going to give away ten
thousand pounds to a feUow that's neither kith nor kin to me."
" But he's both to me, Walter," said Mrs. Gaveston. " I love
Harry as if he were my brother. Besides, I never could feel
happy were I to neglect the fulfilment of my dear father's
intentions."
" There is nothing so absurd, Mrs. Gaveston," returned the
husband, "as arguing a point on which one's mind is perfectly
made up. Now, I repeat, that I have not the slightest idea of
doing what you propose. Therefore we may as well drop the
subject."
" You never made any objections before," rephed Fanny. "I'm
sure I have named it to you twenty times, and you always appeared to acquiesce."
" Because I expected you'd grow out of your folly, and that
opposition would be unnecessary," answered he.
" I shall never outgrow the foUy of being just," replied Fanny.
Here Mr. Gaveston took up the newspaper which he had laid down
when his wife commenced the conversation, and applied himself to
its perusal with an air of perseverance, denoting that he did not
intend to argue the matter further.
" I hope you wUl not interfere to prevent my doing that which
I consider so," continued Fanny. But Mr. Gaveston remained
sUent. " An act," she added, " which is necessary to my peace of
mind. I have had sorrows enough, Walter; don't add another to
the catalogue."
" If you choose to coin sorrows out of every opposition to your
wiU, I can't help it," said the husband. "When you are ten
years older, you'll see the foUy of what you want to do now, and
thank me for preventing it."
" That I assuredly shall not," rephed Fanny. "But I think it
extremely improbable that I shaU be in the world ten years hence
to entertain any opinion on the subject. As you weU know, my
health has never recovered the shock it received at my poor
father's death, and—"
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" I thought it was agreed, Mrs. Gaveston, that I was at last to
have some respite from that eternal subject," said the husband,
throwing down the paper in an angry manner; and abruptly
pushing his chair from the table, he began to stride up and down
the room. " I t ' s the sauce to my breakfast, dinner, and supper;
and I'm sick of it."
" You wrong me very much," answered his wife. " Painful as
sUence very often is to myself, since you have forbidden the
subject, I never introduce it voluntarily—but in talking of such a
business as this, it's scarcely possible to avoid it. However,
consent to what I propose to do for Harry, and I'll give you my
word, Walter, I'U never mention it agaia in your presence."
" But you'll mention it behind my back, and complain that I
don't aUow you liberty of speech, I suppose," said he.
" I am sorry you have no better opinion of my taste than you
have of my prudence," rephed Fanny. "Whatever causes of
complaint I might have, I hope I shaU not forget myself so far as
to entertain my friends with them. However, I vrill neither
mention the subject before your face nor behind your back, if you
wUl comply with my request in this one instance."
" As I said before," replied Mr. Gaveston, " there is no object
to be gained by arguing a point on which one's mind is perfectly
decided. If you are willing to have the boy put to some decent trade,
I'U go so far as to pay the fee of his apprenticeship; but as for
bringing up a beggar's brat like that to be a gentleman, or giving
him ten thousand pounds to make him one, I'U not do it; and as
you have now my definite answer, I beg I may never hear any
more on the subject," and banging the door after him, he quitted
the room.
As the door closed upon him, Mrs. Gaveston clasped her hands,
and ejaculated, " Oh, my father!" and then she relieved her heart
for some minutes, by showers of bitter tears. After this, having
composed herself as well as she could, she retired to her room,
and wrote a letter to her father's solicitor, Mr. OUiphant, informing him, that it had always been her intention to provide handsomely for her cousin Harry Leeson; and now she was of age, it
was her desire to do so still. That she had reason to apprehend
Mr. Gaveston did not acquiesce in her views; but she could not
feel that his dissent released her from her promise, and an obligation volimtarily assumed; and she therefore begged that he would
take the earliest opportunity of letting her know what was i n h e r
power. &c. But, greatly to her disappointment, she had received
no answer to this letter, when the period of Harry's vacation
arrived.
As the academy was not far distant, Mr. Jeremy, who was sent
to fetch him, took Harry's pony with him, that the boy might
ride home; and as they jogged on together towards Oakfield, the
worthy butler told him what he caUed " a piece of his mind."
" Now, Master Harry," said he, " you're grown up to a fine
young gentleman, and it's time you learnt a httle of what's what.
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and who's who, f.nd how you are yourself situated with regard to
these people."
"What people?" said Harry.
" A certam person," replied Mr. Jeremy. " There's some people,
that, like the devU, one ar'n't over fond of calling by their names,
lest one should see them looking over one's shoulder—but it's my
master I mean—that ever I should live to call him so!—but I
sha'u't caU him so much longer; and would not now but for Miss
Fanny's sake."
" She's not ^Miss Fanny now," replied Harry. " I wish she was."
" You may say that. Master Harry," replied Jeremy, " and
nobody with more reason; and that just brings me to what I
wanted to say. As I observed just now, you're grown up a young
gentleman by this time, and old enough to understand something
of human natur, and that sort of thing—not that I think the person
we're speaking of has much of that sort of natur in him; but such
as he has, you must learn as weU as you can to abide by it, and
make the best of it, for your own sake, and for the sake of Miss
Fanny—for as for caUing her by any other name, it's a thing I
can't do."
"But what has he to do with me?" asked Harry. " I ' m not
obliged to care for him."
'• I wish you wasn't," returned Jeremy; " but he'll find the way
to make you care, or I'm much mistaken, which is a thing I never
was yet in man or woman. You see, sir, if your uncle had lived
the time that God Almighty intended he should, he'd have provided for you handsomely, I've no doubt; but them as curtaUed
his life, curtaUed your fortin; and that being the case, you must
cut your coat according to your cloth."
" But the money's all Fanny's, is not it ?" said Harry.
"Not a bawbee of it," replied Mr. Jeremy; "and that's the
reason I want to give you a bit of a caution. If the money belonged to Miss Fanny, as it shoidd have done, you might have
snapt your fingers at a person that shaU be nameless, for it's httle
you have to thank him for; but things being as they are,.he can
make you or mar you, just as the fit takes him; ,and the bit of
advice I want to give you is this, just to keep in with him, and
put up as weU as you can with his figaries and his insolence, and
what not, tiU you've got settled in the world in some way to do
for yourself—and then you may pitch him to old Nick for what I
care, which, according to my private opinion, is the place he com'd
from."
" Does he behave Ul to Fanny ?" inquired Harry.
" Does he!" ejaculated Mr. Jeremy. " If you'd been home this
last vacation you wouldn't need to ask that. He soon showed his
cloven foot, when the parson had joined them together for better
and worse. Lord love you! he's worse to live with than a Turk,
or a Jew, or a heretic!"
" I s h e ? " exclaimed Harry, alarmedbytheforceof Mr. Jeremy'
imagery.
Qi
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" Her eyes that was as bright as diamonds, are dim with tears,"
said the butler, brushing a drop from his own eye with the cuff of
his coat, " and the roses in her cheeks, that her father was so proud
of—'s all washed out on 'em."
" Poor dear Fanny!" said Harry.
" He's no more heart than a flint," continued Mr. Jeremy, whose
indignation made him eloquent; "and a tiger's whelp has more
good-nature in his jaw tooth than he has in his whole composition!
so Master Harry, mind your p's and q's till you can snap your
fingers at him, that's all I want to say."
Jeremy's advice was exceUent, but unfortunately not easUy to
be foUowed by a boy of fifteen, who had more spirit than prudence;
and indeed it would have required a very considerable aUowance
of the latter quality to endure with patience G avcston's tyranny
and insolence to himself, and his hard and arbitrary behaviour
towards Fanny. But as it is quite certain that the most forbearing
demeanour Harry could have assumed would have been utterly
unavailing towards placating Gaveston, whose hatred to him was
ingrained, his faUure made no great difference in the ultimate
result.
As Mrs. Gaveston stUl hoped to find the means of providing for
him, or at least of setting him weU afloat in some profession, she
took an opportunity of privately consulting him as to which he would
select; and he told her that as his papa had been a soldier, he
should hke, if she had no objection, to be one too; and Fanny
acquiesced wdlhngly in his choice. It obviated the necessity of
his going to coUege, which she much feared she might not be able
to accomplish; and would remove him very much from Gaveston's
path, which, greatly as she grieved herself to part with him, she
saw was necessary for aU parties.
One day at dinner, shortly after this decision, the conversation
happening to turn on the army, Harry said that he hoped he
should be a captain as young as his papa had been, for that it was
when he was only nineteen, "and as I am only fifteen now," he
added, "if I get my commission soon, perhaps I may."
" I hope you wiU, Harry," said Mrs. Gaveston. " I should
like to see you with an epaulet on yom* shoulder."
" How can you fill that chap's head with such absurd notions,
Mrs. Gaveston?" asked her husband. " How's he to get a commission ?"
"By purchasing it, I suppose," rephed Fanny; " I fear there's
not much chance of getting one without."
" About as much chance as there is of getting one with, I fancy,"
returned Gaveston. "But it's reaUy high time this sort of nonsense was put an end to, and that the boy was made to understand
his real situation, which you take as much pains to bhnk from him
as if you could prevent his learning it at last."
" I know I have no money," said Harry, blushing crimson.
" There's no need to teU me that."
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" Jijxd, pray, who do you e.xpect wUl give you a commission,
then?" said Gaveston.
Harry looked down upon his plate, and the tears swam in his
eyes, for he did not like to say he expected Fanny would, lest he
should turn the t empest upon her; whilst her face reflected aU the
poor boy's feelings ; and as for Mr. Jeremy, who was standing behind her chair, he grasped the back of it, and clenched his teeth,
to keep down the indignation he durst not give vent to.
" H e expects I wiU," returned Fanny; "and with the best
reason."
" Then the sooner he is undeceived the better," replied Gaveston,
coldly. " What I am wiUing to do for him—and even that he has
no right to expect—I have told you already; and if you did what's
right by the boy, you would have endeavoured to open his eyes to
the realities of hfe, instead of filling his head with these romantic
and extravagant notions, which must end in disappointment. If
he chooses to be put to some decent trade—a boot and shoemaker,
for example—there's Wilcox that I deal with, I have no doubt
would take him for a small sum—indeed, when I hinted the thing
to him, he said he would, to obUge me—if you, young sir, can
make up your mind to exchange the gold epaulet you've been
dreaming about for a leathern apron, and the sword for an awl,
I'll pay the fee of your apprenticeship. If you don't, you must
shift for yourself as you can."
" Then I will shift for myself, sir," said Harry, rising from the
table, and with a bursting heart he quitted the room.
"Oh, Walter!" said Mrs. Gaveston, "if you knew how I love
that boy t" and she covered her face with her hands, to hide the
tears that were streaming down her cheeks; whUst poor Jeremy,
unable any longer to control his feehngs, caught up a plate and
disappeared.
From that moment Harry's mind was made up. He felt assured
that Gaveston would keep his word where the thing promised was
to make other people unhappy; and he felt moreover, young as he
was, that after the insults he had received, he never could condescend to eat the bread that that man's purse had provided. " No,"
said he, " I'll keep my hands free, that, by and by, when he has
broken poor Fanny's heart, as I am sure he wiU do, I may challenge him, and have a chance of punishing him for aU his cruelty
and his insults by blowing out his brains."
"What Gaveston had said, had certainly the effect of opening
the boy's eyes, as he called it, to his real situation. The darling of
his mother, and then the darling of Mr. Wentworth and Fanny,
poor Harry had never had occasion to learn what poverty and dependence were; but the lesson was instUled into him now with all
its bitterness. He saw that his cousin had no power to protect
nor to assist him; and that his presence was only aggravating the
misery of her situation in every way. He comprehended what
she suffered when she saw him oppressed and insulted; he found.
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that instead of being a comfort to her, he was only an everlasting
source of irritation to Gaveston, and of dissension betwixt her and
her husband.
I t was not without many and bitter tears that poor Harry came
to the resolution of leaving Oakfield, and throwing himself upon
the world—dear Oakfield, where he had been so happy, and so beloved; and that he had felt to be as much his home, as if it had
been the house of his father. He thought, too, of that noble and
brave father, whom he weU remembered ; and of his sweet mother,
and his kind good uncle—even Dobbs, and Andrew, and Susan—
the memory of aU that had ever loved him, rushed upon his heart,
and sweUed it almost to bursting.
But it was time to think of the future—that future which is the
legitimate inheritance of youth, the field of their enterprise, the
arena of their glory, of which it is so cruel to rob them, by substituting stem reahties for vivid hopes, and mournful truths for bright
delusions.
There was but one plan he could think of, and that was to go to
London. He had been there once with his uncle, and had seen
the morning parade of the guards at St. James's; and it occurred
to him, that if he went there, he might possibly contrive to make
the king acquainted with his situation, and that his papa had been
a brave officer, who had fought many battles, and had died in his
majesty's service. Then, thought Sarry, "he couldn't do less
than give me a commission." The first step is everything—having
accomplished this, the rest foUowed naturally; his promotion
would be rapid, his feats of bravery remarkable—they would inevitably reach his majesty's ears, and when he was summoned
down to tea, he had just been commanded by the king to rise Sir
Harry Leeson.
Engrossed by these visions, Harry felt himself at that moment
quite independent of Gaveston and his insolence. He reckoned
confidently on the day coming when he would be his superior, and
be able to render back scorn for scorn, and insult for insult. Instead, therefore, of presenting himself in the drawing-room with
the subdued and mortified air that Fanny had expected, he entered
it with a bright countenance and an erect bearing. She was relieved, attributing it to the natural elasticity of youthful spirits
that would rise a^ain, and fling off sorrow; and she was particularly glad, because, in the interval between dinner and tea, two
visitors had arrived whom she intended to take an opportunity of
privately consultiug about Harry and his fortunes. These were
Mr. Oiltiphant, the lawyer she had written to on the subject, and
Mr. Siwipson, her father's old clerk, now a joint partner in the
concern; she was anxious that they should form a favourable
opinion of the boy, and it so happened that he never appeared to
greater advantage. The laurel wreath he had so lately won was
stUl upon his brow, his satisfaction at his majesty's gracious reception was still dancing in his eyes; and the glory of his martial
deeds, and the pride of his weU-earned honours pervaded his whole
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person, tinging his smooth cheek with a bright carmine, and lend
ing firmness and dignity to his carriage.
"How can any one dishke that boy ?" was the question that oc
curredto three of the party as he entered the drawing-room; as for
the fourth, 3 Ir. Gaveston, who had expected to meet him with a very
different aspect, something like a glimmering of the truth suggested itself to him as the cause of the change.
" He has got some project in his head that's to make his fortune,"
thought he. " He has found some fool's ladder by which he expects to mount to wealth and fame in a trice; and he'U be cutting
his stick and away, some fine morning, to seek them."
Harry had no intention of keeping him long in suspense. On
many accounts, he felt, that if his project was ever to be executed
at all, it could not be commenced too soon. He had read in the
paper only that very morning, that the king, who had been staying at "Weymouth, had returned to London, where he was to
remain a fortnight, previous to going somewhere else. Thus there
was no time to lose. Besides, the weather was beautiful, the
nights clear, and the moon at the fuU. Then his pride spurred
him on to the enterprise, and urged him away; and his fears were
not much less active. He could not tell the moment that Gaveston would carry him off against his wUl, and consign him to some
odious master, from whom it might be no easy matter to escape;
and the very idea of finding himself in his enemy's power, away
from Fanny or anybody that had any interest in him, was terrific.
He saw clearly, that, for some reason or other, he was the object
of his intense hatred, and a secret instinct told him that Gaveston's
hatred was not to be despised. Since he had been older, and more
capable of reflection and observation, some vague suspicions had
arisen in his mind about the fall in the pond, and other accidents
that he had been exposed to when in his company. The notions
had first found their way into his head through some words dropped
by Andrew and Jeremy; and now that the antipathy was so
evident and so active, and that there was no one to stand between
him and it, he shrunk instinctively from the idea of finding himself at his mercy.
The evening passed in general conversation, in which Harry,
M'hen the strangers addressed him, freely took his part; and many
were the approving glances that passed between them at the
answers and remarks he made. As the visitors had not arrived
tUl after dinner, there was a supper, which Harry thought by no
means inopportune. He could not teU when he might meet with
another good meal; and as he had fared Ul at the last repast, he
determined to fortify himself for his journey, by making himself
amends now.
His pride and his hopes kept up his spirits through the whole
evening, tUl the moment came that he was to take leave of Fanny.
Then, the feeling that it was his last good-night, his last kiss to
her that he loved so much, and who so warmly returned his affection, almost overthrew his resolution. He left her, too, so
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unhappy; subject to all the humours and tyranny of her odious
husband. " But my staying cannot mend that," he said to himself
— " I only make it worse; and if I can succeed in my project, and
once write to her that I am comfortably provided for, I 'm sure
she'll be much happier, than in seeing me the victim of ill treatment she can't prevent."
Soon after the supper was removed, Fanny rose to retire; and
he rose too. Gaveston took no notice of him, but the visitors
shook hands with bim kindly; and then he followed Fanny out of
the room. They ascended the stairs together, and when they
reached his room door, he threw his arms round her neck, and
said, "God bless you, dear Fanny!" She thought his flushed
cheek and unusual energy arose merely from the events of the
day, and she returned his embrace with equal ardour. She longed
to teU him that she hoped the visit of the two gentlemen below,
would result in some satisfactory arrangement for him, and if he
had appeared depressed, she would have risked doing so to raise
his spirits; but as it was, afraid of awakening hopes she might
not be able to fulfU, she thought it better to wait till she had had
some communication with her father's friends in the morning.
"When Harry had shut himself in his room, the tears he had
suppressed in Fanny's presence, burst forth, and for some minutes
the pang of parting vrith her seemed greater than he was able to
encounter. Then once more he invoked the memory of all those
who had loved him—his brave papa,—his dear, beautiful mamma,
—his kind, indulgent uncle,—;his good and faithful servants. The
grief of a young heart is so bitter whUst it lasts, that it's a blessed
thing it seldom lasts long. "When the paroxysm, whose violence
soon exhausted itself, was abated, he arose from his knees—for in
that attitude, with his face leaning on the side of his bed, he had
wept his last farewell to Oakfield, and recommended himself, a
friendless orphan as he was, to the care of his Father in heaven—
took up his little bundle, and softly descended the stairs. He
knew that it would be much easier for him to get away unheard
before the door was locked for the night, which in the summer
was not done till Mr. Gaveston retired to his room ; and he, vrith
the two visitors, was yet at the supportable. So Harry gently
opened the door, and stepped out upon the gravel walk that surrounded the house. Here he paused to take a last look at his
once happy home, at the windows of the room that had been
his micle's, and at the light that showed Fanny's shadow as she
moved about in her apartment. "FareweU, dear Fanny!" he
whispered, and was about to move away, when it occurred to him
that be should have left a few lines to account for his disappearance, and relieve in some degree the grief and alarm he was
sure his departure would occasion her. He did not dare return
into the house lest he should meet Gaveston, and his journey be
impeded ; so ^^' ith his pencU he wrote a few words on a scrap of
paper he found in his pocket, and folding it so as to attract
observation, he placed i*^^ "" *^"^ larlfre nf the drawiuff-room window.
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and secured it with a stone from blowing away. Then, \f ithout
further pause or hesitation, he walked briskly down the avenue;
and, climbing the park-gate, which was already locked, he leaped
into the high-road.
When Mrs. Gaveston descended from her chamber in the
morning to take her usual early walk, she found the two visitors
already at the door with their hats on. The moment was convenient for the consultation she desired, for she knew her husband
was gone to take a survey of some land he was proposing to
purchase, and would not return tUl breakfast time. _ She, therefore, joined them; and opened the conference by inquiring of
Mr. OUiphant if he had received her letter.
" I t is that letter that has occasioned our visit," replied the
lawyer. " We thought it was much better to see you than to
write; and we should have been here before, but I was out of
town when your letter arrived; and my clerk considered the
business of too private a nature for him to interfere in."
"WeU," said Fanny, "you have seen Harry—what do you
think of him?"
" I never saw a finer lad," returned the gentleman. " A u d i t
would be a thousand pities that his prospects were bhghted for
want of a little money," added Mr. Simpson.
"Wouldn't it?" said Fanny; "and that was why I wrote to
you, Mr. OUiphant. Unfortunately, Mr. Gaveston does not see
him with our eyes; but in a case like this, where I know I
should have my dear father's approbation, I shall venture to
act for myself. What is there in my power that I can give to
Harry ?"
" Nothing," replied the lawyer—" not a stiver."
"Oh," exclaimed Fanny, in the greatest alarm, "you don't
mean to say I can do nothing for him ?"
" I do mean it, indeed," said Mr. OUiphant. "You must remember that before your marriage, I pointed out to you the
consequence of marrying without settlements, or any arrangement of your property."
" I do recollect that when you were here immediately after _my
father's death," returned she, "you said something about it-^
but I was in such a state of mind that I never thought of it
again."
" But when I understood you were about to be married, Mrs.
Gaveston, I wrote to you on the subject," said Mr. OUiphant.
" Then I never received your letter," said she.
Mr. Simpson and the lawyer exchanged glances. " I said
everything I could on the subject," continued OUiphant; "urged
by my friendship for your father, and my regard for you.
Besides, I had heard you say you intended to provide for this
boy, and I thought it right to tell you, that if you did not do
it before your marriage, you could not do it after."
" I assure you your letter never reached me," repeated Fanny;
"tho"-'
• " •" •• ' ' "" • ht stm have trusted to being
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able to do it afterwards, with Mr. Gaveston's consent; for I
never expected he would oppose it. But you distress me very
much—what is to become of poor Harry ?"
" Though you can do nothing, my dear lady," said Mr. OUiphant, " here is somebody that's wiUing to do a great deal, if it
wUl contribute to your happiness," and as he spoke, he laid his
hand on Mr._ Simpson's shoidder.
" Yes," said Mr. Simpson, blowing his nose, and clearing his
throat, for he felt something there that almost choked his voice,
when he looked at the wan cheeks, and hstened to the desponding
tones of the once gay and blooming Fanny Wentworth, the chUd
of the man he had loved so much. " Yes, my dear," said he, " let
no anxiety about your cousin Harry disturb your peace. OUiphant
and I have foreseen this day, and have provided against it. I
am aware that it was your father's intention to give Harry Leeson
half the business and ten thousand pounds. The ten thousand
pounds he shaU have when I die; and the half of the business
is his already. I obtained it not for myself—my salary has
always far exceeded my expenditure—but for him. Everything I
have in the world I owe to your father, and everything I have
shaU go to his children."
This was consolation indeed for Fanny; the warm pressure of
her hand, and the tears that swam in her eyes, touched the honest
man more eloquently than words. " I'U run directly," said she,
" and bring Harry, that he may learn the good news, and thank
you himself. I wonder he has not joined us before this; but
perhaps he thinks we're talking of business. Harry, dear," said
she, gently opening the door and peeping in, " Harry ! what, are
you not up yet?" for the curtains of his bed were stiU drawn—
but as she received no answer, she stepped into the room. The
bed had evidently not been slept in: she flew down stairs—""Who
has seen Harry Leeson this morning?" No one. The truth
flashed on her mind. " He's gone! He's gone!" she cried,
rushing towards the portico.
" And here is his fareweU," said Mr. OUiphant. " I was looking
at the clematis by the drawing-room windoT\', when this bit of
paper caught my eye, and I took it up without reflection. It has
evidently been placed there for you."
" Oh, "how unfortunate!" exclaimed Fanny. " "When he might
have been so happy!"
"Never fear," said Mr. OUiphant. "We'U find him again.
We'll publish a reward, and put an advertisement in the papers
inviting him to return; and in the meantime, you had better send
out some of your people on horseback to search the country for
him."
" He's gone to Lunnun, as sure as my name's John Jeremy,"
said the butler—" aU boys think they can make their fortin
there."
The measures proposed were adopted, but without success.
EJarry Leeson was not to be found.
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CHAPTEE XVI.
JULIA BEGINS TO RELATE THE HISTORY OF HER PARENTS.

" I WILL teU .\ou nothing but the truth," said Julia, in answer
to Mrs. WetheraU, who, in compliance with Mr. Simp.son's directions, had requested her to communicate a^ much as she might
think proper of her history, in order that he might the better
know how to serve her; " but to enable you to comprehend my
story, I must first give you some account of my parents.—I almost
fear to begin," she continued, after a short silence, and wiping
away the tears that were gathering in her eyes^" you wUl repent
of your charity, and of having sheltered such an one as I am under
your roof."
" Indeed, I shall not," returned Mrs. Wetherall; " you have
nothing to fear on that head, either from me or my husband.
And if J'OU had things to tell me twenty times worse than I am
sure you have, I should stUl have reason to bless the chance that
brought you here;"—for Mr. WetheraU, partly to reheve his own
mind, and partly to engage his wife's co-operation in the plans of
retrenchment that he projected immediately commencing, had, in
the course of the evening after Mr. Simpson's visit, confessed to
her his guilt, and acquainted her with his miraculous escape from
detection, and with Mr. Simpson's generous offers of assistance;
—" I mean, because it has been the occasion of our knowing Mr.
Simpson," she added, observing that Julia looked surprised,
" who, my husband says, is one of the best of men, and has
already done us a great service. So proceed, and tell me whatever you please without apprehension."
" My father," continued Julia, " was the only son of a tradesman, who aspired to bring him up to the church, and with this
view gave him the rudiments of an excellent education; but before
this could be completed, or the young man ordained, misfortune,
sickness, and death overtook the parent, and the son was. left:
alone in the world to shift for himself
" I t happened that my grandfather had an acquaintance in the
way of business at Nantes; and this person, who came over occasionally to make purchases of English merchandise for his trade,
had been commissioned by a brother-in-law of his, who kept an
academy, to look out for some young man who would be wiUing
to undertake the situation of English teacher in his estabhshment;
which was chiefly supported by the mercantile class, who, having
considerable intercourse with this country and America, made it a
point that their sons should be taught the language.
" On learning the death of his friend, and the overthrow of my
father's prospects, this gentleman proposed the situation to him,
and advised him to accept it; which, after consulting the few
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friends he had on the subject, he finaUy did, and accompanying
the stranger abroad, was installed at once in his office.
" Here he remained for two years, with little to complain of,
except that his salary was too low to aUowhim to lay by anything
for future contingencies; but at the end of that period, the master
of the establishment died, and poor Valentine (that was my
father's Christian name) was thrown, once more destitute, on the
pity of the world. He had, however, by this time, so far improved
his acquaintance with the language, that he thought himself fuUy
competent to undertake the office of French teacher in an English
school; and he proposed to return to his own country with that
view; but whilst his departure was delayed for the want of sufficient funds for the journey, a certain notary caUed Le Moine, a
relation of one of his pupUs, offered him employment. This
gentleman, whose business lying amongst the merchants, frequently had deeds, agreements, and processes brought before him
where a knowledge of Enghsh was requisite, wanted a clerk who
understood both languages, and engaged my father at a comfortable salary in that capacity. Here he was well treated, and
might have lived very happUy, but that one circumstance interfered with his tranquiUity.
" Monsieur Le Moine had an only daughter, of whom he was
extremely fond and proud, for whom he destined the httle fortune
he was acquiring by his professional labours, and whom he aspired
to see well married. My father, however, had not been many
months under Monsieur Le Moine's roof, before he perceived
that this young lady regarded him with a too favourable eye.
Numerous were the excuses she made to visit the office to inquire
for her father, when she knew he was not there, to get a pen
mended, or to ask for a sheet of paper; and when Valentine was
alone, she would linger on one pretence or another, drawing him
into conversations and discussions, which she invariably contrived
to turn on the subjects of love and marriage. However flattered
the young man was by his conquest, as soon as he perceived her
prepossession, he took every pains to avoid giving it encouragement, aware that it could only be to him a source of fresh misfortunes. He was quite certain, that so far from consenting to
his union with his daughter, the very first suspicion of her attachment would be the signal for his immediate dismissal from Monsieur Le Moine's service. He was by no means in a situation to
take a portionless bride, had he even been so much in love as to
contemplate marrying the young lady without her father's approbation ; added to which, the obligations .he lay under to Monsieur
Le Moine made him recoU from any such idea. It must also be
admitted, that these good principles and prudential views were
considerably fortified by an attachment he had formed for the
youngest daughter of the lately deceased schoolmaster—an attachment which, though mutual, was scarcely likely to terminate
more happily than the other, both parties being pennUess, and
the young lady's surviving parent utterly averse to the connexion.
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The lovers, however, contrived occasionally to meet and walk
together in the suburbs and remote parts of the town; and sometimes a little note or a confidential messenger would give Valentine
a hint, that the mamma and sister were to be absent from home
at a certain time, and that Ma'm'seUe Aurore would be alone.
" The continued insensibUity my father testified to the regard
of the notary's daughter, together with some other circumstances,
at length induced her to suspect that his heart was defended by a
previous attachment; and being a girl of high spirit, and strong
passions, her wounded pride and disappointed affection urged her
to various stratagems to penetrate the secret; but as Valentine
and his mistress were, from the necessity of their position, extremely cautious, her endeavours were for a long time fruitless.
At length, however, accident seemed disposed to favour her
curiosity. Monsieur Le Moine happening to be caUed to Paris
on business, Julie was at liberty to indulge her inclination, by
spending more of her time than usual in Valentine's company;
and, one day, when, on some pretext or another, she was lounging
in the office, a little boy entered, and gave the young clerk a note,
on opening which, she observed him to blush and look confused.
" ' Very well,' said he to the messenger, whom he seemed
anxious to get rid of—' that will do—you may go;' and conscious
of his own embarrassment, and that Julie's eye was upon him, he
threw the note with an air of affected indifference amongst other
papers on the desk at which he was writing, intending, the moment
she left the room, to destroy it. But she had seen enough in his
manner to awaken her suspicions, and she resolved not to quit
her ground tiU she had satisfied them, so drawing her chair to a
part of the room where she had full view of Valentine and the
papers, she took down a volume of the Causes CSlehres, that, with
other law books, stood upon the shelves, and seating herself, began
to read, or at least to pretend to do so; her whole attention, in
effect, being fixed on the young clerk and the note.
" In this way they had sat some time, he wishing her away, and
she plotting how to get a sight of the billet, when a footman opened
the door to say that Monsieur le Comte d'Emerange was below in
his carriage, and begged to speak to Monsieur Le Moine or his clerk.
"There was no alternative—Valentine could do no otherwise
than go on the instant; and he had neither courage nor presence
of mind sufficient to destroy his note first, or to take it with him.
" No sooner had he closed the door, than hke a hawk on her
prey, Juhe darted on the paper, and with an eager eye devoured
the foUowing words:—
" ' Come to me when your office closes—I shall be alone to-night,
and to-morrow night; Aurore
.'
" When Valentine returned, he found Julie sitting exactly as
he had left her; and as he took his seat at the desk, he glanced
his eye over the papers, and saw the note lying just where he had
thrown it. ' I was mistaken,' he said to himself, ' she has no
suspicion;' and he took up his pen and continued his work, whUst
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she, shortly afterwards, with an air of perfect indifference, left the
room.
" I t so happened, however, that on that particular evening,
Valentine was unable to avaU himself of his mistress's invitation,
being under the necessity of preparing some papers of importance,
for a cause that was to come on the next day. He therefore sent
a note to her to that effect; at the same time promising to be with
her on the foUowing evening.
" I n the meantime, Juhe was eager with impatience, for the
moment that was to satisfy her suspicions, and would, perhaps,
moreover, afford her the means of revenging the mortification she
had endured on her happier rival; for many indications led her to
believe that the intercourse, of whatever nature it might be, was
clandestine, and she did not despair of finding some way to break
it off.
" "When the usual hour for closing the office approached, she
dressed herself in a black gown, shawl, and bonnet; and seating
herself in an apartment that, with the door ajar, gave her an opportunity of seeing whoever went in or out of the house, she awaited
Valentine's movements. But the usual hour arrived, and passed,
and Valentine stUl wrote on. The clock struck again and again,
tUl at length she counted twelve. ' He can't mean to go,' thought
she, ' or has he any suspicion I am watching him?' and she arose
softly and extinguished her hght, that when Valentine opened the
door, he might have no reason to imagine her up so much after her
customary hour for retiring. I t was some time past one, and Julie
was beginning to think that she might as weU go to bed in reality,
as it must be too late for any rendezvous that night, when she
heard the door beU ring violently, and saw Valentine, a moment
afterwards, on the summons being repeated, pass through the
passage to answer it. Who the stranger was she could not see, nor
could she distinctly hear what was said; but the voice was a man's,
and she fancied she distinguished the words,' Come, come quickly!'
At all events, they were but few, whatever they might be: the
interview was momentary: Valentine returned hastUy into the
office, snatched up his hat and cloak, and accompanied the stranger
from the house.
' " She has sent for him!' exclaimed Juhe; and furious with
jealousy, she rushed out after them. The feeble light of the street
lamps only just enabled her to discern two figures moving jrapidly
away, and she ran hghtly on, tUl she was sufficiently near to be in
no danger of losing sight of them, trusting to her black dress and
soft step, to protect her from observation. One walked rather in
advance of the other, and as they were both about the same
ieight, and both wore dark cloaks, she could not distinguish which
was "\^alentine, and which the stranger—but she fancied Valentine
was the last.
" On they went, so fast, that it was not without considerable
difficulty Juhe succeeded in maintaining her distance: through
street after street they hurried, tUl they reached the outskirts of
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the town, and there they stopped at a smaU vUla, the door of which
being ajar, they entered and disappeared.
•• ' H e r e , then, she lives,' thought Julie, as she drew near to
survey the premises—' the rest I shall easily discover—whether she
be maid or wife; and she shall pay a heavier price for her pleasure
than she dreams of! But now 1 must return, for Valentine wUl
doubtless stay tiU morning, and I can't remain here all night;' and
the excitement being somewhat abated, she began to contemplate
with terror her lonely situation, the hour, and the distance she had
to retrace.
" Just, however, as she was turning away, she was startled by
the sound of a foot, and on looking round, she perceived one of the
figures that had entered, come out again, close the door, and move
rapidly back towards the town; but whether it was Valentine or
the other she could not discern.
" ' At all events, I'll keep near him,' thought she. ' I t will be a
protection, whichever it is—besides, if it is Valentine, I may be
returning with half my errand, if I don't trace him further.' "Whoever it was, he walked back even faster than he had come, and she
was frequently obliged to run, to keep him in view. H e returned
by the same way, tiU he reached the heart of the town; he then
turned down a narrow street, stopped at the door of a small inn or
public-house, where there was stiU a light glimmering through the
windows, knocked with his knuckles against the door, which being
presently opened, he entered, and she saw him no more. Whilst
he was waiting to be admitted, the town clocks struck three, and
the commencement'of a heavy shower of rain warned Julie to
hasten away. ' T h a t is not Valentine,' said she to herself—'he
has remained at the vUla with his lady—this was but the messenger
that was sent to fetch h i m ; ' and she returned to her home, where
Madeleine, the maid-servant, whose services she secured by a few
francs opportunely administered, let her in. She went to bed,
possessed with rage and jealousy; and passed the sleepless hours
tUl morning, meditating plans of vengeance to be vsTeaked on her
happy rival.
W i t h the first dawn of light she arose. She felt an irresistible
desire to return to the viUa—to survey it by daylight—find out by
whom it was inhabited, and perhaps detect Valentine in the very
act of leaving it clandestinely. She dressed herself hastily, and
having warned Madeleine not to be alarmed at her absence, she
hurried along through the streets she had carefully marked the
night before, and soon drew near the spot, where she did not
doubt the man she loved was happy in the arms of her rival.
" The front of the house looked on the high road, the back into
a garden; and on each side of the main door, there was a small
door in the waU, which led into it. One of these was locked, the
other, which opened into a httle alcove, was not; and she Ufted
the latch to take a peep at the garden, and to observe if there
were any outlet on that side, but there was none. The garden
was net large, but it was careftdly cultivated, and surrounded by
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a waU of middling height. ' He must, then, come out by the front,
thought she; and she took up her position in the recess formed by
the garden door that was locked, determined to await Valentine's
appearance. She had not waited long when she heard the door of
the house open, but instead of the person she expected to see,
there came out hastUy two women, apparently servants, who being
neither young nor handsome, had not the air of rivals to be feared.
"Whoever they were, however, they set off with aU the speed
they could command towards the tovm, and were soon out of
sight.
" They had not been gone long, when Juhe's attentive ears distinguished a sound, that appeared hke the opening of a window
at the back of the house; and presently afterwards, the sound of
feet on the other side of the door she was leaning against—the
latch was lifted, and an effort made to open it, which proving
ineffectual, the feet retreated. She expected to see the person,
whoever it was (and she had little doubt but it was Valentine),
emerge from the other door; but in this she was disappointed.
The feet continued to retreat, tUl the sound ceased altogether.
" If it were, as she suspected, Valentine taking his early departure, which way could he escape ? She felt almost certain, from
the short survey she had made, that there was no back-door. ' He
has got out of the window, and wiU chmb over the waU ;' and, as
the idea rushed into her mind, she darted to the other door and
opened it. There, sure enough, she saw what she was looking for.
Valentine was at the top of the waU: and before she could make
a step towards him, he had leaped down on the other side. ' Perfidious traitor!—barbarous villain!'—every epithet of abuse she
could think of, was lavished on him at this confirmation of her
suspicions; forgetting, as ladies are apt to do on these occasions,
that he had never made any vows to her. However, her objurgations were squandered on the vacant air. Valentine was beyond
her reach, and she had only to debate whether she should return
home the way she came, or remain where she was, tiU she had
made some discovery with respect to the inmates of the house.
After some deliberation, her desire to meet Valentine, to confront
him, to hear what excuse he would make for staying out aU night,
determined her to the former measure, and she retraced her steps
as fast as she could. When she reached home, he had not yet
arrived; but secure that she should see him ere long, she desired
Madeleine to bring her a cup of coffee, and sat down at the window
to watch his approach, and meditate her plans of vengeance. But
hour after hour passed, and no Valentine appeared; and to account
for his absence, I must now relate his part in the adventures of
the night.
" Anxious to finish the work he had in hand, he had sat up far
beyond his usual hour, and was still dUigently plying his pen
through the concluding lines of the document he was preparing,
when he was roused by the loud and hasty summons of the bell,
which has already been aUuded to. At first, imagining from the
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lateness of the hour, that it was either a mistake, or a piece of
mischief of some wanderer of the night, he did not move; but a
second peal, louder than the first, succeeding, he hastened to the
door to inquire the cause of so unusual a disturbance.
" ' I s this the house of Monsieur Le Moine?' eagerly asked a
man who stood there, muffled in a blue mantle and a slouched
hat.
" ' It is,' replied Valentine.
" ' Then come quickly,' cried the man, seizing his arm as he
spoke—' the patient is dying of a wound—there is no time to lose
—bring with you what is needful; and in the name of God make
haste!'
" 'I'U only fetch my hat and cloak,' said Valentine, who concluded that the service required was to draw up some testamentary
document of importance, and that as Monsieur Le Moine was
absent, he must supply his place as well as he could. Equipping
himself, therefore, in haste, and thrusting a sheet of parchment in
his pocket, without stopping to ask more questions, he set off after
the stranger, who, at a rapid pace, conducted him to the house to
which Juhe had foUowed them, pushed open the door, and without even waiting to shut it, ascended the stairs by the hght of a
smaU lantern which he drew from under his cloak—unlocked a
chamber-door, made a sign to Valentine to enter, which he had no
sooner done, than he instantly closed it upon him, saying, ' You'll
see what's necessary:' and turning the key, was heard descending
the stairs as fast as he had mounted them.
" Alarmed by so strange an adventure, and fearing he had been
lured into a snare by a viUain for some desperate purpose, he used
every effort to open the door, but in vain. He then rushed to the
window, threw it open, and caUed as loudly as he could for aid,
but no sound answered his appeal.
" Whilst he was stUl looking out of the window, endeavouring
to discover by the imperfect hght how he was situated, and whether
there was any chance of escape that way, by letting himself down
to the ground, he fancied he heard a shght movement in the room
behind him, and turning suddenly round to investigate the cause,
he, to his horror, beheld by the light of a night-lamp that stood on
the table, a ghastly figure of a man in a bloody shirt and nightcap, peeping out between the curtains of the bed, who, the moment
Valentine's eye met his, let go the curtain and disappeared.
" Transfixed with fxar and horror, the young man at first stood
motionless, staring on the curtains, from between which he expected again to see the fearful apparition emerge; but all remaining quiet, he presently ventured to cast his eyes round the room,
to ascertain if there were any one else in it besides himself and
the figure he had seen; but perceiving no one, he next summoned
courage to advance towards the table, take up the lamp, and approach the bed.
" Valentine was young, and his situation was so extraordinary,
that he may be excused for hesitating some time before he vemH
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tured to withdraw the curtain; when, however, at length he did
so, there lay the person he had seen, to aU appearance, dead; at
least, he would not have doubted his being so, had ho not given
signs of life so lately. His eyes were closed, his mouth open, his
face of a ghastly hue, and both the sheets and his own person
smeared with blood.
" ' I n the name of God, sir,' exclaimed Valentine, " what is the
meaning of this, and for what purpose am I brought hither?' but
the man not only made no answer, but he showed no symptoms of
hearing that, or any other question Valentine put to h i m ; and
after contemplating the body for some time, he came to the conclusion, that the exertion the person, whoever he might be, had
made in rising to look through the curtains, had been a last efl'ort
of nature, and that he was now really gone.
" But now again recurred the question, for v\hat purpose had he
been brought there to be shut iqj in a room with this dying
stranger,—where were the friends, where the at tendai its that should
have surrounded the bed ? The bed, too, of ease and affluence;
for there was nothing that indicated poverty ov destitution. On
the contrary, the house apiieared a gi^od one, and was situa.ted in
a respectable quarter ; and the furniture of the a]iartinent he was
in, was not only handsome, but abundant. H a d the occupant of
the bed been murdered? But n o ; it did not seem probable, that,
in that case, a notary of all persons should have been sent for, unless by the friends of the victim ; and none such appeared : so that
he rather concluded the stains about the linen proceeded from the
patient's having been lately bled.
'• Again he examined the room, the vsindow, and the door; but
without finding any means of escape. H e remembered he had a
clasp-knife in his pocket, and thought that by its assistance he
might possibly pick the Icick; but it broke in the attempt: so,
having tried all he could without success, he saw nothing left but
patience, and resolved to compose his mind as well as he could,
and sit clo\\n quietly to await the events of the morning.
" I n spite of his unpleasant situation, he had not sat long before
he fell into a doze, from \\'hich he \^•as aroused by -i-ihat appeared
to him some movenu'iit of the person in bed. llasfily he started
np, and scizbig the lamp, drew aside the cnrtain—but all was still
as bel'ore. Again he spoke—but no sign of bl'e was given : so concluding it had been fiincy, he once more conqiosed himself in an
easy chair, where, fatigue soon ovcrcdiuing him, he feU into a
sound sleej), from •\\hi(di he did not awaken till he was aroused,
some hours afterwards, by a knocking at the room-door.
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CHAPTEE XVII.
JULIA CONTINUES T H E HISTORY OF H E R P A R E N T S AS FOLLOWS.

" ' C O M E in,' cried Valentine, suddenly awakening, and at first
unconscious where he was ; upon which injunction the handle was
turned, and ett'orts made to open the door.
' ' ' The door's lockeil, sir, and the key's inside,' replied a female
voice.
" Loclced!' cried Valentine, rousing himself, looking about, and
beginninu- to recall the events of tlu^ night—' M y God! I romomber
now—so it is. F o r Heaven's sake, get the door opened, and let
me out!' H e then heard the A\'oman move away, and xiresently
return with another; and by their conversation he made out that
they were searching for th<^ key, wondering what had become of
it, and how the door should have been locked, T^fter an interval
they both assm'cd him that the key must bo inside, as they .had
souirht for it in vain.
" • 31V good woman,' exclaimed Valentine, ' I tell you I am
locked in. I \\'as brought here in the middle of the night, for
what iiurpose I can't guess, and shut into this room. I heard the
man that lured me hither turn the key; and aU I beg of you is,
to send for some one to break the door open, and let me out.'
" -Vfter this, he heard the women A^'hispering and tittering
together: anil then they went away, and all was silent.
" H a v i n g waited some time in expectation of their return, he
looked about for a beU; he found one, which he reached by mounting on a table, for the cord was cut short, but he rang it in vain.
H e then m;ide a noise at the door, and tried to kick it open, but
no sound indicated that there was any one in the house but himself. Desperate at the delay, and uncertain whether the women
would return or not, he next rushed to the window, and threw
it open, resolving to jump out at aU risks, rather than longer
submit to this mysterious imprisonment. Now that it was light
eiiiMui'h to distinguish surrounding objects, the feat did not appear
so difficult as he had imagined. The window looked into a garden,
and immediately beneath was a flower-bed of soft earth, which
would serve to break his faU; and, accordingly, he succeeded in
rcai'hing the ground uninjured. His next object was to get out of
the garden, and he tried the only door he saw, but it was locked.
Every moment his eagerness to escape increased—he could not teU
what trouble and delay might await him if found where he was;
BO, without seeking further, he climbed over the waU. On the
other side were fields which led by a back way into the town;
and with aU the speed he could command, he hurried across them,
resolving to go straight to a justice of peace, and tell his story;
aware of the importance, under such mysterious circumstances, of
being first heard, and demanding an investigation himself,

116

SUSAN HOPLET.

" The way by the fields was shorter than by the road, and he
referred it, as there was less chance of his being met by any one
efore he had accomplished his object; b u t there were several
dikes and enclosures in his path, and unfortunately, in leaping a
waU, having faded to observe a ditch on the other side, h e feU and
sprained his ankle.
" T h e pain was so intense, that to move was impossible, and
there he sat, cursing his hard fate, and as anxious to be discovered
by some passenger, as he had been a moment before to avoid
otjservation.
" A heavy half hour he had passed in this painful situation,
when he was cheered by hearing the voices ofpersons approaching
b y the way he had come, and he made an efiort to get upon his
feet to ask their assistance; b u t before he could accompUsh his
purpose, a man suddenly leaped over the waU, who, the moment
he set his eyes upon him, caUed out, ' H e r e he is, the rascal,
crouching in a ditch,' and immediately seized him by the collar.
" ' Bring the fellow along!' cried two others, looking over; and
without mercy they roughly puUed him out of the ditch.
" I n vain he attempted to explain his situation, and the accident
he had met with; not a word would they listen t o ; but reckless
of his expostulations and the pain they were inflicting, they
dragged him over the waU, and back across the fields to the house
he had so lately escaped from; where, flinging him into a dark
closet, two of them departed, leaving the third to keep guard at
the door, with strict injunctions rather to take his hfe than let him
away.
"After making several fruitless efforts to induce the man outside to throw some light on the mystery that seemed to be thickening around him, he at length resigned himself to his fate, and
stretching himself on the floor, in as easy a position as the hmited
dimensions of his prison would admit, he resolved to await the
result with what patience he could.
" H e had passed about two hours in this situation, when he
heard the voices of several persons entering the house; and one
of them having inquired of his gaoler ' if aU was right,' and being
answered in the alllrmative, they proceeded up stairs. I n about a
quarter of an hour afterwards the closet door was thrown open,
and he was desired to come out; but by this time, his leg being so
swollen, that he was utterly unable to move, they placed him in a
chair, and so carried him up stairs to the room in which he had
passed the night.
" The occupant of the bed was stUl there; but; though looking
as ghastly as ever, he was not dead. H e was sitting up supported
by pillows, and on one side stood a gentleman, whom Valentine
recognised as an eminent surgeon of the city, and on the other a
priest. jVt a small table near the window, sat a grave, elderly
man, in the costume of a justice of peace; and beside him, one
yotmger, apparently his clerk, before whom were materials for

E

SUSAN HOPLET.

117

writing. Two women, and the men who had pursued and brought
him back from the fields, were also present.
" The chair in which Valentine had been conveyed up stairs
was set down at the foot of the bed, amidst a general sUence that
bespoke the awe and wonder of the assistants. Every eye was
turned towards him, and amongst them the glazed and lustreless
orb of the apparently dying man. As he gaized on the features of
the amazed and agitated youth, a faint and transitory flush passed
over the blood-forsaken cheek, and for a moment the dead eye
shone with an unnatural light; slowly and with difficulty he raised
his feeble arm, and pointing his fore finger to Valentine, he exclaimed, ' That is the man!'
" ' Bring him forward!' said the justice, and they lifted the chah:
and placed it nearer to the table. ' Now, sir,' continued he to the
sick man, ' are you prepared to swear that that man is your assassin?'
" ' I am,' rephed the other.
" ' Good heavens! sir,' eagerly interrupted Valentine.
" ' S i l e n c e ! ' ejaculated the magistrate, ' a n d wait tUl you are
interrogated. '\Vrite down, Bontems,' addressing the clerk, ' that
the accuser swears to the identity of the criminal;" and then turning to A'alentine, he inquired his name and address.
" ' My name is ^'^alentine Clerk, and I am employed in the office
of Monsieur Le IMoine, who resides in the E u e de Moussehne,
rephed the prisoner.
" ' That is true,' said the surgeon; ' I recognise the young man's
face.'
" T h e justice then turning to Valentine, urged him, according
to the then custom of French criminal jurisprudence, to make a
confession, since the circumstantial evidence against him was so
clear, that there could be no doubt of his guUt.
" ' If by a confession you mean a relation of the events of the
past night,' replied Valentine, ' and of the circumstances that
have placed me in a situation I am quite at a loss to comprehend,
I will wUlindy give you all the information I am able; and I trust,
strange as it may appear, that you wUl listen without prejudice to
my strjrv. And you, sir,' he added, turning to the sick man, ' I
beseech you to pause before you swear away the life of an innocent
person. You are, perhaps, on the threshold of the grave yourself
-^do not. in j'our eagerness for vengeance or for justice, drag a
victim with j'ou thither, who, as he stands beside you, before the
throne of the Almighty, will prove your last words to be a lie.'
"After this appeal to the consciences of his accuser and his
judge, the young man recapitulated every circumstance that had
occurred, from the summons of the stranger up to the moment of
his being discovered in the ditch; but he had the mortification of
perceiving that he was listened to by aU parties with a perfect
incredulity, which the examination of the 'ndtnesses that foUowed
had no tendency to dispel.
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" The two women-servants declared that no one slept in the house
but themselves and their master; that he had gone to bed well on.
the preceding evening ; that the house-door was shut, but not
locked, and could not have been opened from without, but by picking the lock ; the lock was picked; they had heard nothing unusual
during the night; and, the first that came do'wn-stairs in the morning had stopped at her master's room to awaken him, as was customaiy; that on finding the door locked, she had called her feUowservant. And searched vainly for the k e y ; that they had first
supposed it was their master that was spe'aking to t h e m ; but that
<iu finding the house-door ajar, they were satisfied some one had
grot in during the n i g h t ; and they had therefore both ran off to
the town instantly for assistance, neither having courage to stay
behind.
" T h e police officers then related how, on receiving the summons, they had hastened to the spot, and broken open the bedroom door ; that there were evident marks of an attempt to force
the lock, and part of the blade of a clasp-knife was found on the
floor.
" H e r e the clerk interrupted the evidence to suggest that the
prisoner shoiUd have been searched at the commencement of the
investigation. This omission being repaired, they found on Valentine's person a purse, containing a few francs, a silk pocket-handkerchief, a note-book, containing memoranda of the business he
had to do, and a clasp-knife, the broken blade of which exactly
fitted the fragment the officers had picked up.
" Though Valentine had himself avowed his attempt to make his
escape by picking the lock, yet, on the adjustment of the fragments,
everybody in the room looked at one another triumphantly, and
seemed to consider this coincidence as the indisputable condemnation of the prisoner.
" The officers then continued to say, that they had found no one
In the room but the gentleman in the bed, who had desired them
instantly to pursue the assassin, who had escaped by the window,
which was open, and to fetch a surgeon; and oonehided their
evidence, by relating how they had found the prisoner hiding hunself in a ditch.
" ' Hiding myself!' exclaimed Valentino, indignantly. 'Look at
this swoUen limb, and you'll have no difficulty in conceiving why
I was found in a ditch.'
" 'Doubtless,' rejoined Bontems, the clerk, ' i t was very unfortunate ; but for that you might have escaped altogether.'
" ' I t was a special providence,' said the priest. ' The guilty man
caught in the Almighty's snare !' and he crossed himself devoutly
at the idea of this signal insl-ance of Divine intervention.
" ' N o w , then. Monsieur Bruncau,' said the jiislice. turning to
the wounded man, ' we shall be happy to hear your account of the
aff'air. Imprimis, did you ever see the prisoner before ?'
" ' Never, till I saw him in my room last night, replied Bruneau.
" ' Did you see him enter it?' asked the justice.
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" ' No,' ret urned Bruneau, ' I was asleep. I t was the blow
which inflicted this wound (and he opened the bosom of his shirt
as he spcike. ami dis]ilaved the bloody biuulages that crossed his
breasi.i which fii-sl :i\vakeiied mc; but I lielieve Iraiiited instantly.
"When 1 came to my senses, I found myself bathed in blood, and
my first thought was to try and ring the bell. But when with
ililficulty I had raised myself in the bed for that purpose, and
dra\;'n ;iside the curtain, I saw the window open, and a man
:q)parently endeaxouring to make his escaxie by it. I fancy it was
the cool night air from the oi)en window that had recalled me
from my swnon. I believe he he:ird me move, for lie turned suddenly round, and i( ^\•as then for the first time my eyi^ iell upon
the face of the in-isoner. The fright and the exertion together
overcame me, and 1 fainted ;iL;ain. W h e n I recovered the second
time, hearing the breathing of thi> assassin near me, and fearful
that if he ti)iind me alive, he might be tempted to complete his
work, I la\- as silent and motionless as 1 could till I heard and
saw hhu esca])e by the M'indow. Then I made another attempt
to ring the bell, but found the cord had lieen cut away, and that
it \\ as out of my reach.'
" ""NMiicli indicates premeditation and malice aforethought on
the piirt of the prisoner,' said the clerk.
" • Can you form any idea of his motive for the crime?' asked
the justice.
" • ^'one, unless it be robbery,' returned Bruncau, ' as I never
heard of his existence before.'
" But not only was there nothing suspicious found upon Valentine, but, on examination, no indications of robbery, nor of an
intention to rob, could bo discovered.
" ' Can you recoUi'ct any enemy who might have hired him to
commit the act?" inquired the justice.
" None.' returned Bruneau.
" ' Or any one who has an interest in your death?'
" A strange spasm seemed for a moment to convulse the features of the wounded man at this question; but he answered as
before, ' 3>()ne.'
" Nothing more could be elicited, and here ended the investigation for the present. Valentine's appeals for justice and asseverations of innocence, i)assed quite uulicedcd; and, indeed, he was
so overpowered himself by the body of circumstantial evidence
that had been brought against him, that ho could scarcely expect
his accusers should listen to him; nor was he surprised to hear
the niaixislrate directiui;' his cle.rk to draw up his committal, and
forthwith see him conducted to the gaol.
" W h i l s t the committal was preparing, the surgeon humanely
administered some relief to his hurfcleu-, the torture of which, b u t
for the greater torture of his mind, would have been almost insupportable. But the .'.greater evil somewhat subdued the less.
His thoughts were so bc\\ ildered and distracied by the strangeiicsa of his situation, that they could grapple with nothing—not
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even his acute bodily pain could fix them; and he was placed in
a chair, and carried through the streets to prison, in a state of
unconsciousness almost amounting to an annihilation of the
faculties.
" ' It is a very singular case!' said the justice, as he arose from
his seat, after Valentine was carried away—' One can hardly doubt
the young man's criminaUty—and yet—!' and he raised his
shoiJders to his ears.
" ' The evidence is certainly strong—but stUl—' said the surgeon, imitating the gesture of the justice.
' " I f that man is not guUfy,' said the clerk, striking the table
with his knuckles, ' I never saw a criminal!'
" ' Gentlemen,' said the priest, as he crossed himself devoutly,
* behold the finger of God!'
" ' W h a t a pity!' said the women, walking away, arm-in-arm—
' he is really a pretty young feUow!'

CHAPTEE XVIII.
CONTINUATION OF T H E STORY OF J U L I A ' S P A R E N T S .

" I T was not tiU towards mid-day, that, by the arrival of Bontems, and an officer, to search Valentine's chamber for proofs of
his criminality, Julie learned he was thrown into prison, for
having, on the preceding night, attempted to assassinate a gentle^
man of the name of Bruneau.
" ' H e has a daughter, that Monsieur Bruneau ?' inquired she,
eagerly.
" ' No,' replied Bontems, ' I believe not.'
" ' A niece, then? or perhaps a wife? Some female connexion
living with him?'
" • Certainly not living with him,' replied Bontems. ' H e is an
elderly man, and has no one in the house but two maid-servants.'
" ' M r . Valentine is a very respectable young man,' said .Juhe,
whose jealous ire was quelled by this last assertion of the clerk's.
' I t is impossible he can be guilty. W h a t motive could he have ?'
" ' T h a t remains to be discovered,' returned Bontems. ' M y
opinion is. that he has been an agent for somebody else.'
" ' Bah i' cried .Julie, indignantly. ' Valentine act the part of a
hired assassin! I t would be easier to believe he did it on his own
account, than that. But what does he say himself?'
" ' A h ! that will come out on the trial,' answered the cautious
Bontems.
" ' I must know before that, thought she: and equipping herself
in her bonnet and shawl, she started for the prison.
' " I don't know whether I ought to admit you, my pretty lady,'
said the gaoler; ' but as no orders are yet given to the contrary.
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I'U venture to do it,' and he conducted her to Valentine's cell.
There, with his elbows resting on his knees, and his head on his
hands, she found the unhappy young man.
" ' Juhe !' cried he, starting, as he raised his head and saw who
it was ; ' is it possible I see you here ?'
" ' Certainly,' said she, calmly seating herself by his side on the
ground. ' Do you not need assistance ?'
" '"What assistance can you give me, Julie?' said he, kindly,
affected by her devotion.
" ' We shaU see,' replied she; ' time wUl show that. Meantime,
teU me your story. You are innocent ?'
" ' As you are yourself,' returned he. ' But the evidence against
me is so circumstantial that I see no possibility of justification.'
" After detaUing to her aU the occurrences of the night, 'You
see,' he continued, ' aU my chance of safety rests on the discovery
of the stranger who fetched me. But what hope is there of that ?
I can give no clue; I shoidd not know him if I met him in this
room, for I never saw his face. I t is not likely he'U come forward of his own accord, for he must doubtless either be the
assassin himself, or be connected with him. No, there is no hope!'
cried he, giving way to his despair; ' I must die the death of a
murderer, and leave a blasted name behind me.'
" ' You must depart immediately, madam,' said the gaoler, interrupting them; ' orders are arrived that no one is to be admitted
to the prisoner.'
" 'Adieu,' said Julie, as she took her leave, 'and trust to me,'
" AU the circumstances Valentine had related corresponded so
exactly with what she had herself witnessed, that she never
doubted for a moment the truth of his story; but she saw that
her evidence would tend nothing to his exculpation, although she
were to brave the exposure of her motives by coming forward to
give it. ' I must discover this man,' said she to herself, as she
mused on the means of extricating Valentine; ' and then, then
perhaps—if I could be the means of saving his life—myself—by
my own courage and address—^who shaU say what might foUow ?'
" ' Madeleine,' said she, shutting herself into her chamber with
her confidante, ' I have a project in hand in which you must
assist me.'
" ' WeU, mademoiselle,' said Madeleine, ' what is it P'
" ' I want a suit of boy's clothes that would fit me. How can
I get them ?'
" ' B o y ' s clothes!' said Madeleine; 'why, let us see. Mr.
Valentine's would be too large, though he's not very big either.
Monsieur Valentine.'
" ' Much too large,' rephed Julie; ' besides, I should prefer a
more ordinary suit.'
" ' A h ! ' cried Madeleine, clapping her hands together, 'I've
got it—you shall be a footman.'
" ' A footman! The very thing!' replied Julie. ' Where can I
get ahveryP
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" ' A t my aunt's, returned Madeleine. ' There's a httle rogue
there—he was page to Madame la Comtesse de Eodement, b u t he
was turned off for his tricks, and he is lodging at our house. H e
has two suits, and no doubt wiU be glad enough to lend you one
for a trifle.'
" ' Go, then, directlj^,' said Julie, ' and fetch it, for there is no
time to be lost;' and away went Madeleine, the interval of whose
absence .Julie emploj^ed in cutting off her hair.
" ' A h ! ' cried Madeleine, when she returned, staring at her;
" what a pity ! all your beautiful hair!'
' " N e v e r mind,' said J u l i e ; ' w h a t does it signify? I t will
^Tow again. You must cut it closer behind for me stUl, or it
may spoU all.'
" ' Oh, this love, this love!' said Madeleine, as she unwillingly
cUpped away the hair that Julie had not been able to reach. The
page's suit fitted quite weU enough for Julie's purpose, and when
fully equipped she looked like a smart lad of fifteen-or sixteen.'
" ' Now,' said Julie, ' if I don't return to-night, or even tomorrow, you have no occasion to be alarmed. I am not going into
any danger, I assure you; and if any one inquires for me, say I
am gone to stay a few days with my aunt.'
" ' Very well,' replied Madeleine, ' I will. But good heavens!'
she exclaimed, as the suspicion struck her, ' you're not going to
shut Yourself up with Mr. Valentine in the prison!'
" ' N o t I,' said Julie. ' 'What good would that do ?'
" ' F o r you know, mademoiseUe,' said Madeleine, ' t h a t a young
man will be a young man, whether he's in prison or anywhere else;
and although you wUl be dressed as a hoy, you MiU be a young
lady all the same.'
" I n spite of her eagerness to commence her enterprise, Julie
had to wait upwards of an hour before she dared venture into the
street; for till the evening had closed in she did not think it prudent to risk the chance of being seen to leave the house by her
neighbours and acquaintance, lest any suspicion should be
awakened; besides that, being a novice in her part, she preferred
making her first appearance hy candle-light. As soon, however,
as the dusk of the evening gave her confidence, manfully she
sallied forth, and took her way towards the little inn to ^vhich she
had followed the stranger the night before.
" ' ] \ l a y l come in?' said she, stepping into a smaU room_ or
kitchen on the right of the passage, the door of which was ajar,
and from which voices were heard to proceed—' may I come in ?'
and she took off her hat -n ith a boyish grace that gave good earnest
of her abilities for the part she had undertaken.
" ' Come in, come in. my pretty youth,' said a withered, haggishlooking old ^voman, with an array of wrinkles that none but an
old Frenchwoman could show, who sat knitting on one side of the
large: open chimney, v.hcre a brisk wood-fire was burning on the
h e a r t h ; ' come in, j'ou arc welcome.'
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" ' I t rains like the devil,' said Julie, shaking the rain from her
hat, considering the devil as part of her ' stage directions.'
" 'Make a corner for the youth,' said the old woman to those
who sat round the fire—' don't you see he is dripping ?'
" The seats were pushed a little aside, and a chair drawn forward for Julie, who had now an opportunity of seeing the faces
of the company.
'• There was no woman present but the one that had spoken to
her, who was evidently the hostess ; the men were six in number,
apparently of very low grade, with one exception.
" The first glance convinced Julie that not one of them could
be the man she sought, unless it were he who formed the exception.
The others had aU the air and dress of artisans, mechanics, or
labourers, but it would have been difficult to assign to this man
his exact position in society. His dress was that of a gentleman,
but it occurred to Julie that he was not its first wearer. He sat
exactly opposite to the old woman on the other side of the hearth;
he appeared quite at home, and it was he who had handed Julie
a chair. The hostess called him by the name of Eodolphe; the
others addressed him as Monsieur Eodolphe. As she had not seen
the face of the stranger she had traced to the house on the preceding night, .Julie had nothing to guide her but height, the figure
even having been too much enveloped by the cloak to leave her
any notion of it: but with respect to height, she thought, when
he rose to give her a seat, that there was considerable resemblance.
" ' W h a t weather!' said one of the company, as Juhe seated
herself.
" ' The vineyards are drowning,' said another, who appeared to
be an agriculturist.
" ' We sha'u't get wine for our money, if this weather continue,"
observed an artisan.
"'Messieurs,' said the hostess, 'the price is risen already a
penny a bottle.'
" ' Worse luck,' exclaimed the last speaker.
" ' '\\'ont you take something ?' said the hostess to Julie, ' to
keep out the cold? \^e have good beer, or brandy, if you like
it better.'
" ' I should prefer wine,' replied Julie, who comprehended that
to say no, would spoU her welcome.
'• The old woman arose and produced the wine, assuring her
that for the price there was none better in Nantes.
Madame et Messieurs,' said Julie, ' wiU you pledge me?' and
after pouring herself out a smaU quantity, she sent round the
bottle, which returned to her emptied of its contents. The
evidently favourable impression produced by this liberal proceeding, induced her to caU for a second.
" 'Ah!' exclaimed one, 'there is nothing like wine, after aU; it
warms one's inside.'
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" ' When will the moon change?' inquired another.
" ' She is in her last quarter, I think, said the artisan.
" ' Pardon me,' said the labourer,' we had a new moon last night.
' " A bad beginning,' observed a third,' for I fancy it rained the
whole night.'
" ' By no means,' said Eodolphe, 'you are mistaken, the weather
was fine the first part of the night. The rain began to fall just as
the clock struck three.'
"Juhe's heart bounded—'It is him!' she said to herself
" ' That is the Eodement livery you wear ?' said the old woman.
" ' Yes,' said Juhe, ' it's the Eodement hvery.'
" ' You're in a good service,' added the old woman.
" ' I was,' replied Julie, shrugging her shoulders expressively.
" ' "What! have you lost your place ?' inquired the hostess.
" ' Worse luck,' said Julie, ' but I hope to get back again.'
" 'What did you do,' said the hostess.
" ' Tricks,' returned Julie.
'•'Bah!' said the old woman, 'young heads! young heads!
what can be expected?'
'•' I wonder,' thought Juhe, ' if this Eodolphe lives here, or is
only a visitor like the rest; for I must, somehow or another,
contrive to keep him in view, tUl I can be sure he is the man I
seek.'
"The consequences of making a mistake she saw would be fatal,
as it might give the real criminal, whoever he were, time and
warning to escape.
" The conversation, after turning on a variety of subjects, was
beginning somewhat to flag, when one of the company said,' What
is this story about a murder? does anybody know? I heard some
shopman had stabbed his master, and was carried to prison.'
" ' Not his master,' said the artisan,' a certain Monsieur Bruneau,
a gentleman.'
"'Bruneau!' exclaimed the old woman and Eodolphe at the
same moment, in accents of astonishment.
" ' It's not him,' said Julie to herself ' That surprise is genuine.'
" ' I think that was the name I heard,' said the artisan; ' I was
passing the gaol as the criminal was carried in, and I inquired of
the people that \^'ere standing by, what he had done.'
' " A n d what was it?' said Eodolphe and the old woman
together.
" ' Broken into the house of this Monsieur Bruneau, as I understood,'replied the artisan, 'for the purpose of robbing him, and
meeting with some resistance, he attempted to murder the old
gentleman, who, however, succeeded in securing the vUlain, and
kept him fast till the arrival of the police.'
" The eyes of Eodolphe and the old woman met, and astonishment ^\ as depicted on the countenances of both.
" ' And this was last night?' inquired Eodolphe.
" ' A'es,' said the artisan, 'they were taking him to prison as I
passed to my work this morning.'
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" ' "Wliat sort of person was the criminal?' inquired Eodolphe.
" ' A little man—j-oung—perhaps five-and-twenty,' returned the
artisan.
"The old woman and Eodolphe were evidently anxious for
more information, but nobody present could give any. The conversation, from this, turned upon murders and robberies, an.d the
crimes that had been lately committed, in which the hostess and
Eodolphe took very little part, the minds of both, according to
Juhe's observation, being occupied with what they had heard. She
observed several expressive glances pass between them, and after
a short time had elapsed, Eodolphe arosp, and taking down his hat
that was hanging on a peg against the wall, he said he was sorry
to be obliged to leave the company, and went out.
" That he was gone for the purpose of investigating the report
he had heard, was as evident to her as if he had told her so; and
she felt quite satisfied that he not only knew something about Mr.
Bruneau, but that he was, on some account or other, particularly
interested in the inteUigence he had just received. StUl, that he
was either the criminal, or concerned with him, she doubted. The
emotion betrayed both by him and the old woman, was that of
surprise, curiosity, and interest; not fear or confusion. But might
not that confidence arise from his absolute certainty of not being
known, and from his assurance that, by shutting Valentine up in
the room with the wounded man, he had effectually shifted aU
chance of suspicion from himself? But, then, why should he be so
astonished at the success of his stratagem; and would he not
naturaUy have contrived some means, in the course of the day, of
ascertaining the fate of his victim? Of one thing she felt assured,
that she was on the right scent, and that whether the inn was his
home or not, that he would return to communicate the result of
his inquiries to the old woman; therefore, thought she, ' I must
not quit my ground.' But the difficulty was, on what pretence to
stay. The rain had furnished a very good excuse for entering;
but unless she proposed remaining there aU night, it was now time
to think of moving—the rest of the company were dropping off one
by one, she would ere long be left alone with the hostess. Would
she be aUowed to stay, too ? That was another question, or were
there means for her accommodation ? Whilst she was pondering
on these difficulties, the two last of the party rose to depart.
" ' I think,' said one of them, walking to the window, ' the rain
is over for the present, and we may take advantage of the opportunity.'
" ' Adieu, messieurs,' said the old woman, and she spoke with an
alacrity of tone that inchcated she was not sorry to be relieved of
their presence.
" Julie arose also, and taking up her hat, stood smoothing round
the nap, which was ruffled by the rain, with the back of her hand.
The men paused a moment, apparently thinking she meant to
accompany them, but she seemed intent upon repairing the dis-
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arrangement of her hat, so saying once more, ' Adieu, madame!
Adieu, monsieur!' they took their leave.
" Tiie old woman raised her eyes from her knitting, and looked
at her over her spectacles, as much as to say, ' W e l l ! w^hy don't
you go, too ?' B u t Julie stood stUl by the fire, turning her hat about
in her hand, with an air of perplexity and depression.
" ' Don't you return to the Countess of Eodement's to-night ?' a*
length said the hostess,
" ' A l a s ! no,' replied J u h e .
" ' But you have friends ?"
" ' I have some,' returned-Julie,—' b u t then—*
" ' A mother ?' inquired the old woman.
" ' Alas ! no,' answered Julie, despondingly.
" ' H o w ? I s it that you are afraid of your friends' displeasure,
when they learn you have been turned away?'
" ' That's the truth,' rephed J u h e .
" ' Poor chUd!' said the old woman.
" ' I n short,' said Julie, ' to say the truth, I should be glad they
did not learn it at all, tUl I have ascertained whether I have any
chance of being reinstated; because, you know, if within a few
days I should recover my situation, my friends need never know
anything about the matter.'
" '"That's true,' said the old woman.
*" If I knew anvwhere to go—' continued Julie, hesitatingly.
' " W h a t ? — t o sleep?'
" ' Yes,' replied Julie, ' for a few daj^s.'
" ' You have money?'
" • Oh, yes,' returned Julie, ' enough to pay.'
" ' Y o u would not like to stay here ?'
" ' Y e s , I should,' said .Julie, 'if you have no objection.'
" ' None in thi^ world,' returned the hostess. ' AVill you have a
room to yourself?' continued she, ' t h a t will be sixpence; or if you
like to sleep with my son Eodolphe, that will be chea]ier.'
" ' I shoidd prefer a room to myself,'returned Julie, with an
involuntary shudder at the latter proposal—' I have been so long
used to lie alone at the countess's, that I fear a companion would
disturb me.'
" ' A s you please,'said the old woman. ' I t ' s the same t o m e ,
since our spare room is unoccupied. Last night we had company,
and I could not have accommodated you.'
" ' '\\"ho was that ?' thought .Julie. ' Vi'as it the person I seek? and
where is ho now?' She would have been glad to ask some^ questions about the lodger the old woman spoke of, but she did not
know how to manage it.
" ' T h e y are mostly traveUers, strangers, that you accommodate,
I suppose ?' she said.
" • Sometimes,' said the old woman, ' but oftener servants out of
place, hke yourself. W o u l d you like some supper ?'
" Julie had little inclination to eat, especiaUy anything she was
hl^ely to get there: but her object waa to make herself wel-
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come, so she accepted the offer with all the alacrity she could
assume.
" • H e is your son, then. Monsieur Eodolphe?' said .Julie to the
hostess, who with more activity than she would have imagined her
capable of. was preparing the repast.
" ' Yes. he's my son,' replied the old woman; ' my only son.'
" ' H e is a fine looking young man,' observed Julie.
" ' He's well enough,' returned the hostess, as she quitted the
room to tVtch some eggs.
" J u l i e fell a great desire to learn what might be the means or
occupation that enabled Monsieur Eodolphe to live, and to maintain a style of dress that appeared so inconsistent with the situation of his mother; but she was afraid of giving ofli'iice by betraying her curiosity, or of awakening suspicion of her motives, if they
really happened to have an,\'tliing to conceal. However, the old
woman seemed disposed enough to give her the information she
wanted.
'•' Yes, he's well enough, Eodolphe,' said she, as she broke her
tgffi into the stewpan; ' he was always fond of dress, and
ambitious to be a gentleman; and we never could make him take
to any trade that soiled his fingers—worse luck! So he has got
a httle employment in the town—but it's not the way to make
money Better work while he is young and able, than w^ear tine
clothes, and lead an easj- life, trusting to other peoxile to keep him
when he is old. I have little faith in promises, for my part.'
" ' "\A'hatever God's word may be,' returned Julie, ' the word of
man is not bread.'
" ' That's true,' rephed the old woman, nodding her head approvingly; ' and now,' she continued, as she placed an omeliitto.
with some bread and cheese and a bottle of Vi'ine, c: ^'n- .--htt,
before her guest, ' I'U go and prepare your bed TST..*- ,ou eat
your supper; and accordingly, after selecting a paii oi slieets from
a cupboard near the fire, she disappeared, and J u h e presently heard
her foot bustling about above.
" W h e n the young heroine was left alone, she began to review
her situation; and it was not -nithout some surprise at her own
temerity, that she reflected on the arrangement she had made to
sleep under the obscure roof of this old woman, of whose character
she knew nothing, and in the near neighbourhood of a man, whom
she was by no means certain might not be the assassin she was in
search of. Altogether, whether he were or not, her opinion of
Monsieur Eodolphe was not very favourable; he had that nondescript sort of air that made it difficult to assign him to any class,
and inspired the suspicion that he did not adhere very strictly to
the duties of any.
" Of the old woman, however, she thought better. I n spite of
her haggish exterior, there was a certain degree of frankness and
good faith in her manner; and many an honest parent, she reflected,
has an idle and good-for-nothing son. I t was true, no human
being interested in her fate knew where she w a s ; and she might
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have disappeared from the face of the earth, if her hosts had a
mind to evil, without leaving a single trace of her destiny behind
her, unless a clue were discovered by her chance association with
the humble companions with whom she had passed the evening.
" ' However,' said she to herself, ' nothing venture, notfing
have! Is it not by the energy and courage I display in his cause,
that I hope to win Valentine's heart ? and, after all, probably the
worst I have to fear is bad accommodation and an extortionate
bUl.'
" She had just arrived at this comfortable decision, when the
door opened, and a man in a cloak entered, looking so exactly hke
the one she was in search of, that she involuntarily started with
surprise.
" ' Don't be alarmed,' said he, throwing off his cloak, 'it's only
me;' and she perceived that it was Eodolphe, who, having made
that addition to his dress after he had left the room, was thus
changed in his appearance.
" 'Pardon me!' said she, endeavouring to assume as much tranquUhty as she could,' I did not recognise you at first.'
" ' It's the cloak,' said he, carelessly. ' Where's my mother?'
" ' Up stairs, preparing a bed for me,' replied Juhe.
" 'You sleep here, then?' said he, in a tone that rather indicated
annoyance than satisfaction.
" 'Yes,' returned Juhe, 'if you've no objection.'
" 'None at aU,' replied he, 'it makes no difference to me.'
" ' He speaks as if he didn't think me worth killing,' thought
Julie ; ' there's some comfort in that.'
" ' WiU you take a draught of wine after your walk?' said she.
" ' Thank you,' replied he, ' presently,' and quitting the room,
she heard him ascending the stairs, and immediately afterwards
his voice reached her in earnest conversation with his mother.
" A great deal she would have given to overhear the dialogue, of
which she felt quite certain she knew the subject; but although
every intonation of their voices penetrated the rafters that formed
the ceihng of the room she was in, not a single word could she
make out. At length the door above opened, and she heard the
old 'i\ Oman say, ' It's very alarming, at any rate; and if Monsieur
Eodolphe does not send
'
" ' Hush!' said her son, ' we can talk it over by and by.'
" They then descended the stairs, and resumed their places by
the fire with Juhe ; who again invited them to take a share of her
bottle of wine. She felt a great desire to ask Eodolphe if he had
heard anything about the murder, and was besides particularly
anxious to learn whether Mr. Bruneau was dead, or likely to recover ; but her dread of exciting suspicion or resentment, by introducing a subject in which she was assured they were somehow
or other more than commonly interested, made her voice falter
and her heart beat so much whenever she approached it, that she
was constrained to renounce her intention; so she sat slowly sipping her wine, and picking the crumbs of bread off the table-clotn,
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oonscious that her hosts desired her absence, but feeling every
instant an mcreasing dislike, bordering upon horror, to the idea of
retiring to bed under a roof, and amongst strangers, over whon^
there hung a mystery she could not penetrate. But the conversation flagged—the old woman nodded in her chair, and Eodolphe
yawned audibly. 'Bless me!' exclaimed the former, starting out
of a doze into ^\ hich she had fallen, ' what o'clock is it ?'
" ' It is ver\' late,' replied Eodolphe. ' Would it be agreeable to
Monsieur to retire P'
" ' Certainly,' returned Julie, ' I had really forgotten myself.'
"Upon this, the old woman arose, and lighting a bit of rushlight, said she would have the pleasure of showing Monsieur to his
apartment. She accordingly proceeded up the narrow, creaking
stairs, followed by her unwUling lodger, whose courage might
truly be said to be ' oozing out at her fingers' ends.' On the landing-place at the top were three doors, the centre one of which she
opened, and introduced Julie to a better apartment than might
have been expected. The furniture was humble and coarse, but
clean and decent, and, but for the fear that beset her, there was
no reason why she might not be reconcUed enough to the prospect
of passing the night there.
" ' You'U sleep weU there, my chUd,' said the hostess. 'It's &
good bed—everybody sleeps well in it.'
" Juhe looked sharply at her, for terror made her suspicious,
and she thought the words sounded oddly.
" ' ^^Tiy, now,' said the old woman, who seemed to be struck by
her countenance; ' you're not afraid, are you?'
" ' Afraid! Oh, no!' replied Julie, ' what should I be afraid of P'
" ' If you are afraid of sleeping alone, you can sleep with my
son,' continued the hostess.
" ' By no means,' replied Julie. ' I am quite satisfied.—Do you
sleep near me?'
" ' I have a little closet close to j^ou—here on the right,' said
she, pointing to one of the doors, ' and Eodolphe, my son, sleeps
on the other side of you. Oh, you'U be quite safe—fear nothing.'
" ' I shaU sleep like a dormouse,' returned Julie, wishing to appear at ease.
" ' To be sure you wiU,' replied the hostess, with a chuckling
laugh, that seemed to Julie's excited nerves to carry some strange
and sinister meaning with it; and, wishing her good-night, the
old woman descended the stairs. As soon as she was gone, Julie's
irst impulse was to look under the bed, and examine the walls of
•vhe room, lest there should be any closet or secret door, but there
Vaa nothing to alarm her; and the only thing she discovered,
which she had not observed on her first entrance, was a small
portmanteau which stood on the floor in one corner.
" As nothing was unimportant to her in her present situation, and
she could not tell what slight tokens might put heron the righttrack,
and forward the object for which she was encountering so much annoyance, she took her rushlight to examine it. I t proved to be a
I
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small black leathern portmanteau, just sufficient to carry a change
of linen, and the few articles for the toUet a gentleman might require in an expedition of a few days; it was locked, and on the
top were the initials, R. B. ' S,. B.,' thought she—' that may be
Eodolphe something'—for she did not know the second name of
the persons under whose roof she was—' it is most likely his, as he
is so fine a gentleman. Well, I suppose I must go to bed—I wish
they would have let me sit below aU night—I did not feel half so
wretched there in the chimney corner, with the bright fagots
blazing; but there's something terrific in a bed when one's frightened ; it looks like a grave. However, I wont undress; I'U just
lie down in my clothes, so that if there's any alarm, I could be
ready to show mj'self in a moment.'
" There was a rude wooden bolt to the door, which she drew,
though without much reliance on its efficiency: it was enough for
honest people, but it would have made a feeble defence against
force. J u s t as she was about to lie down, another thought struck
her—' I shaU presently be in the dark, and as I am sure I shall not
sleep, that w'^ add greatly to my terrors.' I t was b u t a few inches
of rushlight the old woman had given her, and that was fast burning down to the socket: so she drew back the bolt again, and
opened the door, resolved to go down and beg for more light from
those whom she still heard talking below. As she had taken ofi"
her shoes preparatory to stretching herself on the bed, her step
was noiseless, and seemed to cause no interruption in the conversation between mother and son; and she was just placing her foot
on the first stair, when the words Monsieur Rodolphe again caught
her ear, but this time it was in the voice of her son.
" 'Again Monsieur Eodolphe,' thought she—'then this is not
Monsieur Eodolphe, or there are two,'—and she crept down a few
stairs more, as softly as she could.
" ' I admit I can't compi'ehendit,' she heard the oldwoman say;
' t h e thing's incomprehensible, but I'm not the less convinced that
my apprehensions are well-founded. H e falls upon us here as if
he came down the chimney; nobody knows how or why, with a
cock-and-bull story, that means nothing—it's time I had my own
notions—I thought it ^^"as somebody—some intrigue or a n o t h e r , ^
and then he's off again-like the cork from a bottle of champagne.
" ' B u t what should he Inive to do with this young Englishman?'
returned the son. ' I'm satisfied he knew no such man.'
" ' H o w can you tell t h a t ? ' rejoined the mother—'you think
you're in all his secrets—but I doubt it.'
" ' W e shall see,' reidied Eodolphe; "for doubtless the youth,
being taken, will confess everything when brought to trial. H e
wont die with closed lips.'
" ' Kot h e , ' r e l u m e d the o l d w o m a n : ' w h y should he? He'U
lose his reeompence and his life—he'll have a good right to cry
out.'
" ' I t appears to me,' said the son, "that be the t r u t h what it
may, it is of the last importance tliat we should inform Monsieur
T^odolphe of the capture of the young Englishman.'
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" ' By no means,' replied the old woman, emphaticaUy; ' are you
going to involve yoio-self in the business? Haven't you got the
eves of the police upon you already ? Besides, where is he ? Most
liliely not at home; and into whose hands might the letter fall ?
No, no; take my advice, know nothing, ask nothing, tell nothing.
No one knows he was here but himself and us. None else need
ever know it. The youth must die—^he has but his deserts. Monsieur Eodolphe, doubtless, •wUl take care of himself, and keep out
of the way—if not, what do I care! I have had trouble enough
about him, and through his means; and shaU still, I dare say.
Apropos! I wish he had taken his portmanteau away with him!'
" A t this moment, Juhe's rushlight, which, as her room door
was open, afforded her some hght, flickered and went out; and
the darkness she was in was only reheved by the faint glimmer
that shone through the half-open door below. Without loss of
time, therefore, she crept back, and after making a noise with the
the bolt sufficient to attract the attention of the speakers, she caUed
out from the top of the stairs that her Ught was out, and begged
for another.
" ' "WTiat!' cried the old woman, who ascended to her vrith a
candle,—' you are not undressed yet?'
" ' No.' replied Juhe; ' I sat down to think of my troubles, and
to consider what I should do to get back to my situation again.—
I beheve I had faUen half asleep, when I was aroused by the hght
going out. But now I shaU go to bed directly.'
" ' Go to bed, to be sure,' retm-ned the old woman. ' Sleep,
chUd, by night, and think of your troubles by day.'
" And Juhe did go to bed, and to sleep too. She had heard
enough to satisfy her of her own safety, and to convince her that
she was on the right track, and had a very fair prospect of saving
the life and the honour of the man she loved,—' and surely,'
thought she, as she closed her eyes,—' he wiU love me, when he
hears aU I have done for him; he'U forget Aurore;—that is, he'U
write to her and say, ' MademoiseUe, or Madame,—just as it may
be, I regret extremely that circumstances of a very particular nature—^particular nature—wUl preclude—my having the happiness
—to—to unite myself—to you—in—in
' and here her drowsiness overcame her, and she feU fast asleep."
CHAPTEE X I X .
THE STORY OF JULIA'S PARENTS CONTINUED.

" W H E N Juhe awoke on the foUovring morning, her eye immediately sought the portmanteau. ' You are my compass,' said she,
as she looked at it, ' and I must not lose sight of you. I wish 1
could get a peep at the inside—^who knows but I might make
farther discoveries. If I could but learn the name of the owner,
it might not be difficult to discover in what relation he stands to
x2
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Mr. Bruneau. Bruneau!' she repeated, rising on her elbow as
the thougtit struck her. ' E. B., Eodolphe Bruneau! Oh, heavens ! then, perhaps, it's his son! How dreadful, if it be so—and
for me to be the means of bringing such a tragedy to hght! I
tremble at the idea of moving further in the business—and yet
Valentine must be saved, and vindicated, be the consequences to
others what they may;' and with this determination she arose,
and having adjusted her toilet as weU as she could by a bit of
broken glass that hung against the waU, she descended to the room
below.
"Eodolphe was not to be seen; but the old woman was busily
engaged preparing coffee for two of the men who had been there
on the preceding evening.
" ' Ah, good morning. Monsieur!' said they on Julie's appearance, ' what! you have passed the night here ?'
" ' And slept well, I hope,' added the hostess.
" ' Never better,' returned Juhe. ' Your bed is a capital one.'
" ' Shall I give you some coffee ?' s'aid the old woman.
" Julie accepted the off'er; .ind a basin of coffee with a slice ol
bread being ]»laced before each of the party, they sat amicably
sipping their breakfast around the hearth.
" ' Is there anything new this morning?' inquired Juhe of the
artisan.
" ' Nothing, that I have heard,' replied he.
"'Nothing more about the assassination you mentioned last
night ?' said Julie: and before the words had passed her lips, she
repented of her rashness, and resolved to aUude to the subject no
more: for she was conscious of blushing, and felt that the old
woman's eye was upon her.
" ' Only that the assassin is an Enghshman,' replied the artisan,
' and supposed to be the agent of another.'
" Her fear of exciting suspicion induced her to turn the conversation after this, and the subject was introduced no more. The
men soon took their leave: other parties dropped in, and took
their morning refreshment of a basm of coffee, and departed in
their turn; whUst Julie stiU sat in the corner of the chimney, not
knowing very well what to do next.
" In the flrst place she had a great objection to going out, and
walking the streets whilst the dayhght lasted, in her present
attire; and in the second place, she was terribly afraid of losing
sight of the portmanteau. On the other hand, sitting there all
day might appear strange, and excite surprise; besides that, she
was anxious to set on foot some inquiries about Mr. Bruneau and
his connexions, which might forward her discoveries. But irresolution and fear conquered, and still she sat on; gazing into the
fire, and feeling, rather than seeing, the glances of wonder and
curiosity that the hostess cast upon her, ever and anon, as she
passed backwards and forwards about her avocations.
"'"V^'hat!' said she at length; 'you don't go out, and the sun
shining so bri"bt?'
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" Julie shook her head sacUy, and answered, ' N c '
" ' B a h ! ' said the old woman; ' t a k e courage. You mustn't be
east down. If you have lost one situation, there are others to be
had. You should be stirring, and look about you.'
' " S o I shaU,' replied Julie, ' i f I find there are no hopes of
getting back to the countess; but the truth is, I have a friend in
the family, who is at work for me. To-night, when it is dusk, I
shall go out and inquire what hopes there are. If none, I must
then turn my thoughts elsewhere.'
" T h i s explanation seemed sufficiently satisfactory, and no more
was said on the subject, tUl about an hour after noon, when a
hast\- foot was heard approaching, and Eodolphe suddenly appeared, with a countenance that denoted considerable agitation.
On seeing Julie, he stopped short at the door, and the words that
were on his lips remained unuttered. H e was evidently annoyed,
and beckoning his mother into the passage with an impatient
gesture, Julie heard him say, ' W h a t ! is that young jackanapes
going to stay here all day?'
" ' N e v e r mind,' answered his mother; ' w h a t does it signifyP
H e has his reasons, poor child. But what's the matter ?'
" ' H e is dead!' returned Eodolphe.
" ' Jesu Maria!' exclaimed the old woman; ' is it possible?'
" After this the conversation was carried on in a lower key, and
Julie only caught a few words here and there; amongst which.
Monsieur Rodolphe, however, frequently recurred.
" The Monsieur Eodolphe of the inn dined at home with her
and his mother. The meal passed in silence, except that now and
then an ejaculation would burst unconsciously from the old
woman, the offspring of her disturbed thoughts; whilst the son
sat in gloomy abstraction, eating mechanically, without seeming
to know what he was about, and only awakening from his reverie
to cast, ever and anon, an impatient glance at Julie, whose
absence would, evidently, have been much more agreeable than
her company.
" The dinner over, after some further private coUoquy with his
mother, he departed; and when the evening arrived, Julie took up
her hat, and telling the hostess she was now going to ascertain
what chance she had of recovering her situation, and that she
should return to sup and sleep, she sallied into the street.
" H e r first business was to direct her steps homewards, in order
to reheve the anxiety she did not doubt Madeleine was feeling, and
to learn if there were any tidings of her father's return.
" ' O h , gracious!' cried Madeleine, as soon as she saw her,
* what a night I have passed! Do you know, that if you had not
eome back before midnight, I had resolved to go to the police, and
send them in search of you.'
" ' Beware of doing any such thing,' returned JuUe. ' F o r my
part, I have passed the night in a comfortable bed, and, I believe,
under an honest roof, to which I am about to return. But those
with whom I am lodging believe me to be what I appear, the
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Countess of Eodement's discarded servant. H a d they the slightest
suspicion of my disguise and of its motives, I cannot tell what
danger I might incur. I charge you, therefore, comply strictly
vrith my directions. I will return here every evening when it is
dark. If, however, three evenings should elapse without your
seeing or hearing from me, I shaU give you leave to go to the
police. teU all you know of the causes of my disappearance, and
add, that aU the information you can give to aid their researches,
is, that they may seek me at Monsieur Eodolphe's.'
" ' Stay,' said Madeleine, ' let me write t h a t down.'
" ' There is no letter, nor tidings of any sort,' continued she, in
answer to Jidie's inquiries; ' no one has been here b u t people to
the office. I have asked everybody for news of ]\Ir. Valentine,
but can learn none. Being a foreigner, nobody seems to be
interested about him. A h ! by the by, I had forgotten,—there
was a yoimg lady here last night—'
" A young lady!' exclaimed JuUe; ' was she handsome ?'
'•'' Yes. she was,' returned Madeleine,—' a pretty, fair girl—'
" ' Fair, was she ?' said .Julie.
" ' A'es,' replied Madeleine,—'with light hair and blue eyes—a
mild, gentle, little creature—she wept bitterly, poor thing—'
" ' A h ! ' said Julie, 'she'U weep, but she'll do nothing. But
what did she come for ?'
" ' Simply to learn what we could teU her of M r . Valentine.'
" ' But you could tell her nothing?'
" ' Nothing, but that he was imprisoned for an assassination,
which she knew before. Then she asked if she could see Monsieur
Le ]\loine, but I said he was from home; so she went away in
tears. I'oor little thing!'
" ' N e v e r mind her,' said .Julie. ' B u t , Madeleine, where is my
father's little portmanteau? did he take it with him?'
" ' No,' replied Madeleine; ' ho took the large one—the little
one is here.'
" • Then fetch mc the key of it, said .Julie.
" This done, .Julie, having repeated her cautions and directions
to ]\lad"leiiie, bade her goi.nl night, and took her way to the prison,
where she rang the bell, and begu'ed to speak to the gaoler. The
man ^^h') had let her in the day before presented himself at the
g:ite, but he said all access to the prisoner was forbidden. ' But
you could take a message?' said Julie, slipping a piece of money
info hi-; hand.
" " Perhaps I might,' replied the gaoler, with a nod.
" ' L i s t e n , ' .said .Julie, in a low voice: ' I am page to a great
lady—a very great lady,' and she iilaced her finger on Jier lip, to
imply that there was a secret—'you understand?'
" The gaohr nodded his head significantly.
" ' I f continued she, ' y o u treat your prisoner well, she will
remember you. I n the meantime, tell him to keep up his spirits.
T h a t those are at work for him that know he is innocent, and who
will not rest tUl they have brought the guUty to justice.'
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" ' W i t h all my heart,' returned the gaoler; 'there is no harm in
telling him that.'
" ' None,' replied Julie; 'so good night. W e shall rely on you.
But, liy the b}', I forgot: has any one been here to see him?'
" " Y e s , ' answered the gaoler; ' t h e r e was a handsome young
lady h e r e . '
" "But she did not see him?'
" ' A"es. she did,' answered the gaoler.
'' -V fair girl, was she?' inquired Julie, eagerly; ' h t t l e , too.'
" ' N o . DO,' returned the gaoler; ' a handsome brunette, tall and
well made.'
" • Perhaps it was yesterday,' said Julie, beginning to perceive
it was herself he spoke of.
" ' Y e s t e r d a y , ' answered the gaoler, 'before orders came to
admit nobody.'
" • Any one else ?' asked J u h e .
" 'There came a man here last night,' replied the gaoler, ' t o
make inquiries who the prisoner was—his name, and where he
hved, and so forth.
" ' A man in a blue mantle ?' inquhed Julie.
" ' Exactly,' answered the gaoler; ' in a blue mantle, and a hat
low on his brow. I couldn't distinguish his face.'
" • Adieu, and remember!' said she, as she turned away, adding
to herself, ' that was Monsieur Eodolphe.'
'• At that moment she heard a voice behind her say, ' Yes, it's
him, assurecUy. One can't mistake the livery.'
•' She looked back to see who the words proceeded from, and
caught a ghmpse of two men crossing the street, but the imperfect
hght did not permit her to distinguish who they were.
' " H e a v e n forbid it should be Monsieur Eodolphe!' said she;
but she did not think it was. Certainly, neither of the persons
wore a cloak, nor did it appear to be his voice. ' Now to visit
Monsieur Bruneau's,' she added, and forthwith directed her steps
to the scene of the mysterious murder.
' • ' I am sent,' said she, her summons on the bell being answered
by a female servant, ' to inquire how Monsieur Bruneau is.'
" ' H e ' s dead, poor man,' answered the woman, shaking her
head. ' H e checl this morning from the effects of his wound—or
rather from the fright; for the doctor says that the wound was not
mortal, but that the terror, and getting no assistance for so many
hours, has killed liim.'
" ' P o o r man!' exclaimed J u h e . ' H o w sorry my mistress will
be!'
' • ' She knew him, your mistress?' said the woman.
' " I n t i m a t e l y , I beheve,' replied J u h e ; ' a t least, I judge_ so,
from the concern she expressed. A h ! by the by, she also desired
me to inquire about Monsieur—Monsieur—something Bruneau—
Goodness m e ! I forget,—but it must be his son, I fancy.'
H e has no son,' answered the woman. ' His nephew, perhaps.
Monsieur Ernest.'
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" ' That was not the name,' replied Julie—who felt that, somehow or other, there was such a mystery attached to the awful
name of Eodolphe, that she could hardly shape her lips to bring
it out. ' No,' said she, musingly, as if trying to remember, ' I'm
sure that was not the name—is there not another—a Monsieur—
Monsieur—Eodolphe.'
" ' I know of no other,' returned the woman. ' I t must have
been Mr. Ernest you were told to inquire for. H e is sent for,
and wUl be here to-morrow, we expect.'
" Juhe's efforts to extract any information more to her purpose
proved quite ineffectual—it was evident the woman told aU she
knew, and that she knew nothing likely to be of any service; so
there was nothing left, for the present, but to return to the inn,
and foUow out her perquisitions there.
" Some of the visitors of the preceding evening were already
seated round the hearth; and the oldwoman, who received hex
cheerfuUy enough, placed a chair for her in the corner as before.
She had scarcely, however, thrown off her hat, and taken possession of it, before Monsieur Eodolphe entered the room. His
eye darted on her with a scrutinizing glance, as he advanced and
took his seat beside her; and there was that in his countenance
that made her think of the words she had heard whilst she was
talking to the gaoler. H e r heart quailed at the possibUity of hia
having overheard the conversation, and she turned away her face,
that he might not read the confusion she was conscious it betrayed.
" The first ^'ords that were addressed to her were not calculated
to diminish it. ' I t was you, I think, we saw talking to some one
at the prison gate as we came along,' said one of the men to her.
" ' M e ? no,' said she, with as much firmness as she could command; • I have not been in that quarter.'
" ' That's odd!' said the m a n ; ' I could have sworn it was you.'
" ' And I too,' rejoined another.
" ' The lively perhaxis deceived j'ou,' said she ; ' but the countess
has more pages than one.'
" ' N o doubt that was it,' returned the man, appearing satisfied
with the explanation.
" J u l i e stole a glance at the old woman, who went on knitting
her stocking, seeming to take no notice of what had been said,
but as Monsieur Eodolphe sat beside her, she. could not look at
his face \\ ithout turning her head directly towards him, which she
had not couraj^e to do. However, he said nothing—indeed, he
si'cmed, as far as she could judge of him, to be habitually a sUent
and abstracted man, and on this evening he was more thanusuaUy
taciturn. She was silent, too, from anxiety, and the fear that she
felt returning as night approached, and the mystery thickened
round her. She called for v^ine, and shared it with the company
as she had done the night before; the strangers and the old
woman chatted familiarly over theirs, whUst she sipped hers,
with her looks fixed on the log of wood that smouldered on the
hearth ; and ever aud anon catching, from the corner of her eye,
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a side view of ^Monsieur Eodolphe's legs, whicU were stretched
out and crossed before him in an attitude the immobility of
which, combined -with his rigid silence, filled her with awe.
" She felt a growing inclination to throw up her enterprise, and
leave the house at once; but she had not courage to announce a
resolution that, from its suddenness, must appear strange, and
excite curiosity. She was yet meditating on the possibUity of
taking her departure with the other visitors, when they rose and
took up their hats; she advanced to the table where her own lay,
when she recollected that the preliminary step to going away
was to pay her bUl, and before she could have done that, or even
have learned its amount, the strangers were gone, and she found
herself alone with the mother and son.
" ' Shall I get you some supper?' inquired the old woman.
"'Certainly,' answered Juhe, with assumed cheerfulness; ' I
am exceedingly hungry.'
" 'And have you good news?' rejoined the hostess. ' Will the
countess receive you again?'
" ' I think she wUl,' returned Julie; ' I am to hear positively
to-morrow.'
" ' That's well,' said the old woman; ' I wish you joy;' and she
broke her eggs, and tossed up her omelette, and spread her table,
every now and then uttering an ejaculation, as she stumbled over
Monsieur Eodolphe's extended legs; whUst he sat with his hands
in his pockets, his lips compressed, and his eyes as fixed as if he
were in a cataleptic fit; Julie the while walking about the room,
catching stolen glances at his portentous face, wondering how she
was to swallow the supper with a throat as dry as a dusty road in
August; and, in spite of love and jealousy, ardently wishing herself safe at home with Madeleine.
" Many's the time that love has conquered fear, even in the
most timid breasts, as it had thus far done in poor Julie's—she
must be forgiven if fear for a short time gained the ascendant,
and the heroine sunk into the woman."
CHAPTEE XX.
T H E STORY OF JULIA'S PARENTS CONTINUED.

" IT was on the morning of the fourth day after Julie's visit to
Madeleine, the gaol, and Monsieur Bruneau's, as related in the
last chapter, that a woman, bathed in tears, as she was described
by those who saw her, demanded an interview with the lieutenant
of police, and was admitted to the private sanctuary of that astute
official.
"From the duration of the audience, her information was
judged to be important; the more especially as, when she departed, the lieutenant himself conducted her to the door, and was
overheard strictly charging her to observe an mviolable silence
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till she heard from him: •further,' said he, 'you wUl not eome
here by dayhght, but in the dusk of the evening, unless the communication you have to make is urgent, and then you wUl mufl3.e
your head in a shawl, and avoid observation as much as possible.'
" She was no sooner departed than the lieutenant summoned
to his presence a man caUed Simon', whom he generally employed
on occasions that demanded particular adroitness or sagacity.
" ' Do you,' said he, ' know of a house kept by a man caUed
Eodolphe ?'
" ' There is no such name in my Ust,' rephed Simon.
" ' I was afraid not,' said the lieutenant; ' the name is doubtless fictitious.'
" ' May I ask what is the affair in hand ?' said Simon.
" ' I t appears,' returned the heutenant, 'that five clays ago a
young lady—in short, the daughter of the notary in the Eue de
Mousseline, that the Englishman hved with, he who is in prison
for the assassination of Bruneau—'
" ' Le Moine,' said Simon.
"'Exactly,' returned the heutenant. 'Well, it appears that
five days ago this young person left her home in the disguise of a
page—she wore the livery of Eodement, which her servant, the
woman who was here just now, procured for her. On the foUowing evening she returned, charged the servant to make no inquiries
about her, unless three evenings elapsed without her appearing—
that she might then come here and apply for assistance ; but that
aU the indication she could give was that she was to be sought
at Monsieur Eodolphe's. The woman thinks she would not be
more precise in her information, lest she, the servant, either from
curiosity or apprehension, should foUow her to the place of her
concealment, and either betray her, or disappoint her plans.
FinaUy she went away, taking with her the key of a smaU portmanteau, and has not since been heard of The prescribed period
having elapsed, the woman, who is naturaUy under the greatest
alarm, has come to give information of the circumstances.'
" ' Docs she know nothing other motive ?' asked Simon. ' I s it
an intrigue?'
" ' That is the most curious part of the story,' replied the lieU"
tenant. ' I t appears that she is in love with the young Englishman, her father's clerk, and that her enterprise is somehow
connected -vs ith the accusation brought against him. The servant
says, that by certain words she dropped, she gathered that she, the
young lady, whose name by the by is Julie—Julie Le Moine, is
not only aware of the young man's innocence, but knows also who
is the real criminal; and it seems that on the night of the murder
she was absent from her home for some hours. The servant does not
know exactly when she went, being herself in bed, but she returned
soon after three o'clock; she then lay down, but arose at dawn
of day, -went out 'again, and was absent about an hour and a half.'
" 'That's strange!' exclaimed Simon, knitting his brows.
" ' Now,' said the lieutenant, ' the first step is to discover the
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house she's gone to—probably an inn or pubhc-house; but we
must be cautions, for—'
•• 'Undoubtedly,' said Simon, filling up the pause of his principal—' for they have XH'obably found out that she knows too
much ; and if they have not silenced her already—which is to be
feared—the.\- will be apt to do it in the panic, if our perciuisitions
are heard ot'.'
" ' At the same time.' added the lieutenant, ' tlier! is no time t o
lose ; delay may be as fat;il as too much precipitation.'
" ' Trust to me,' said Simon, taking up his hat. ' You'll be
pleased to give me twenty francs.'
'• The mone,\- was given, and Simon took his leave. ' A t Mon—
sieur—l!o—dolphe's,' murmured he to himself, as he directed his
steps to his own lodging, which was hard by, and attired himself
in the dress of a mechanic. ' First,' continued he, taking out his
list of the numerous? public-houses in Nantes, ' it is not thai—they
are honest people—I know t h e m : nor that; nor that;' and so
he ran his finger down the list till he came to the name of
Lobau—Jacques Lobau. E u e de Maille. ' Ah,' continued he, ' I'U^
mark you, Jacques Lobau: I've observed Gamier, the sharper,
and others of that fraternity, going in and out of your house very
famUiarly lately ; and on Sunday last I saw Madame Lobau, as
she calls herself, in a pair of ear-rings that were never purchased
by the sale of sour wine and small beer.—Eobineau—Pierre
Eobineau—a rogue, connected with smugglers and thieves—there's
a mark for you, Eobineau.—Grimaud—Mother Grimaud—a good
woman, sc report says. But stay: didn't I hear she had a son—
marker at a billiard-table—a feUow t h a t dressed above his means,
and would never settle to anything ?—he may demoralize t h e
house; that must be looked to.' And having run through his
list, and marked the suspected houses with a cross, Simon salhed
forth on his mission of discovery.
" H e had not gone far from the police-office, where he had called
to ask some questions that had occurred to him with respect t o
^Madeleine's evidence, when he was surprised by seeing advancing
towards him the very person—at least, so it appeared to him—that
he was in search of, a young lad of about fifteen or sixteen, with
dark hair and eyes, and wearing the Eodement livery. The boy
advanced straight to the police-office, and entered, followed by
Simon, who had turned to watch his motions, and was close at
his heels.
" ' I am come to make a complaint to the heutenant of police,'
said the youth.
" ' Then you wiU come this way,' said Simon, who unmediately
conducted him into the presence of his chief.
" ' Y o u have succeeded already?' exclaimed the lieutenant to
Simon.
' " I believe so,' replied Simon; ' b u t it's by accident. I met
this young person not a hundred yards from the door.'
" ' I am come,' said the lad, not waiting to be questioned, ' t o
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complain of a woman who borrowed of me a suit of clothes, for a
few hours, she said; but she has now had them nearly a week,
and I cannot get her to return them, nor give any account of
what she has done with them.'
" ' A h ! I understand,' replied the lieutenant, nodding his head
to Simon, who nodded his in return, as much as to say, he understood too.
" ' The worst of it is,' continued the lad, ' it was my best su.t,
and I shaU be ruined by the loss of it. 'The countess, my mistress, who discharged me about ten days ago in a fit of anger,
has agreed to take me back ; but if I go without my new clothes,
which had been given me, they wiU think I have sold t h e m ; and
I shall be turned out of the house again, and lose my character
into the bargain.'
" ' I believe,' said the heutenant, ' I know what is become of
your clothes, and shaU probably find means to recover them for
you; at all events, I shall be able to satisfy the countess that your
story is true, and prevent any suspicion attaching to your character from the circumstance.'
" ' If,' said Simon, ' the youth would place himself at my command for a few hours, and abide strictly by my directions, I dare
say we might recover the clothes, and he earn twenty hvres into
the bargain.'
"Andre—which was the name of the young page—wilUngly
acceded to the terms offered, the lieutenant becoming guarantee
for the payment of the money; and Simon once more set forth on
his expedition, accompanied by his new aUy.
" ' All I require of you is,' said Simon, ' t h a t wherever we go,
you speak as little as possible, only corroborating what I say, and
that you permit me to caU you nepheio. Above aU, make no
allusion to the loss of your clothes, nor even to your being dismissed from your service ; let it simply be understood that you
are in the countess's establishment, and leave the rest to me. I
shall have to call probably at various houses, at each of which I
shall ofler you d r i n k ; but take as little as possible, lest your
head bo affected, and you lose your discretion.'
" These preliminaries being arranged, Simon led the way to the
house of Pierre IJobincau, ^^'here he found a goodly company,
many of whom he knew to be rogues, drinking, and playing at
dominoes, or morra, and other such games as form the diversion
of the lower classes. Pierre Eobineau himself was amongst them,
and Simon fixed his eyes intently on his countenance as he entered,
the room, followed by the page. B u t there was no emotion no?
surprise, nor did the appearance of the youth seem to excite the
slightest attention from any one of the party. ' I t is not here,
said Simon to himself; and having called for a smaU measure of
beer, they left the house, and proceeded to Jacques Lobau's.
Jacques himself was tipsy, and took little or no notice of t h e m ;
but madame, his w ife, or who passed for such, feU to ogling the
handsome page, and was evidently bent on making a conquest of
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Hm. She made them more than welcome ; and Simon, who felt
satisfied there were no discoveries to be made there, had some
difficulty in getting away, and rescuing his companion from her
civUities.
" In this manner they visited, one after the other, the houses
that Simon thought most likely to be the scene of some mysterious
or Ulegal proceeding, but so far without the slightest indication of
succeeding in his object. ' Come,' said he, ' we'U try one more,'
and he turned down a narrow street, and entered the house of
Madame Grimaud.
" There was no one in the room but an old woman, who was at
that moment on her knees gathering up with a wooden spoon a
heap of barlej- seeds which appeared to have been accidentally
spUt on the floor. As she heard the sound of Simon's foot, she
looked round, and seeing, as she supposed, a customer—she said,
' Ah! your pardon. Monsieur, come in, and I shaU be at your
service directly—I must just gather up these first, lest they be
trod on.'
" ' Permit me to help you,' said Andre, who at that moment
emerged from behind his companion, and advanced towards her.
" ' H o w ! ' cried, or rather screamed Madame Grimaud, 'you
have—?' and there she stopped, with her mouth open, and
her ej'es fixed on Andre's face, which evidently puzzled and
confounded her.
" ' Ha!' said Simon to himself—' right at last!'
" ' A'es,' added he, aloud, addressing the old woman, apparently
wiUing to finish her interrupted sentence, 'yes, he is a goodnatured lad, my nephew, and not at aU proud, although he's in a
high service. He was always taught to respect and assist the aged
—were you not, Andre ?'
" ' Yes, uncle,' replied Andre, as he industriously coUected, and
poured into a basin the scattered seeds.
"By this time Madame Grimaud had recovered herself, and
saw her way. She remembered that the countess might have
more pages than one, or that this might be he who had replaced
her late lodger; so the seeds being gathered up, she arose from
her knees, composed her coimtenance, and inquired their pleasure.
" Simon threw himself into a seat hke a man that was tired,
and called for something to drink.
" ' I have walked hither,' he said, ' from Eennes to see my
nephew; and I am glad to find myself at my ease in a snug pubhchouse. Ah! Madame Grimaud,' added he, 'and you don't remember me now ?'
" 'No,' rephed she, looking from one to the other of the visitors,
and visibly perplexed how to conduct herself—' No, I don't know
that I ever saw you before.'
" ' I can't wonder at it,' answered Simon, ' for I should not have
known you if we had met under any other roof: but yet I have
drank many a good glass in this room—but it is long ago, before
I went to live at Eennes. And my old friend, Grimaud, how is he P'
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" ' A h , you knew him? A'ou knew my husband?' said the old
woman, brightening.
" ' To be sure I did,' returned Simon. ' How goes it with him ?'
' " A h ! he is dead!' said she, shaking her head—'dead these
seven years, come Martinmas.'
" ' The deuce he is !' exclaimed Simon, with becoming indignation ; ' how fast you drop off here ! There's my sister, the mother
of this chUd, and her husband gone t o o ; and there's scarcely a
person alive that I knew when 1 left it twenty years ago. And
your children—you had chUdren, I t h i n k ; it appears to me that I
remember a little lad—a httle black-eyed rogue— ?'
" ' Yes, I had a son,' returned Madame Grimaud, in a more
reserved manner than she had last spoken.
" ' H a d ! ' said Simon; ' I hope he is not dead, too ?'
" ' No—no,' replied Madame Grimaud—' oh, n o ; he is not dead.'
" ' T h e n he stays to comfort your old age, I hope,' said Simon.
I suppose he's the lancUord, now. I shaU be glad to see him.'
" ' H e has nothing to do -ndth the house,' returned she, drUy.
Neither is he at present in Nantes.'
" ' U n c l e , ' said Andre, according to the instructions he had
received, that whenever he judged from the tone of Simon's conversation, that the object was attained, he was to find an excuse
for going away, ' uncle—it is already evening, and I fear my mistress may require my services; I shaU be chided if I am absent
when she calls for me.'
" ' Very true,' said Simon, starting as if suddenly awakened to
the propriety of the boy's suggestion—'you had better go home
immediately; and I wUl see you again to-morrow.'
" Andre took an affectionate leave of his uncle, made a bow to
the hostess, and returned to the police office, as he had been previously directed, to communicate the result of their expedition to
the lieutejiant.
" A s the evening advanced, some of the frequenters of the house
dropped in. with whom Simon drank and conversed, carefully
supportiiii: his character of a stranger; but nothing was said
that tended to throw any light on the mystery, except that one of
the men iniiuired of Madame Grimaud if her son was stUl absent,
and anotlier who came in afterwards, repeated the inquiry, but
instead oiyour son, said, ]\[onsieur Rodolphe.
" A\'heii night drew on, Simon said, being tired, he did not ^^^sh
to look further for lodgings, and proposed sleeping there; but the
hostess said she could not accommodate h i m ; so, having waited
till the last of the eonipanj', he took his leave.
" As he passed up the street, he made signals to three different
persons who were separately lounging about within sight of the
door; One was a woman, the others had the appearance of_workmen. Simon, by caUing at a few of the houses where a bUliardtable was kept, had no difficulty in ascertaining the one to which
Monsieur Eodolphe was attached; and he there learned that the
marker had been absent for two days, being, as they understood,
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summoned to the country by the death of a relation. H e next
presented himself to the lieutenant.
" ' If MademoiseUe Le .Moine is alive, and stUl in the house,' he
said, ' I believe her to be perfectly secure from any extreme violence ; the old AAoman would never sanction anything of the sort.
She wUl perhaps consent to her detention, or to any measures that
would not endanger her life or do her boclUy harm, if she thinks
it necessiry to the preservation of her son; but nothing more.
But I doubt her being there. From any part of that house, which
is very small, she could make herself heard—besides, I was there
some time alone with Madame Grimaud, and oliserved nothing to
indicate that there was any other person vtithin its walls. ''This
Eodolphe, who is probably cither the assassin of Monsieur
Bruneau, or concerned \rith him, has no doubl., on discovering
Ma'm'seUe Le IMoine's suspicions, made his escape, or concealed
himself. But what has become of her? I t -sAOuld be easy to
seize the old woman and examine h e r ; but I know them—we
shaU extract nothing from her that will implicate her son, unless
she is certain he is beyond our reach. W e can also search the
house for the young lady, it's t r u e ; but if we raise the alarm,
this Eodolphe may slip through oiu' fingers altogether, or he may
take desperate means to rid himself of her, in his panic. Altogether it's a tickhsh affair.'
" ' The house is watched ?' said the lieutenant.
" ' Strictly,' retm-ned Simon ; ' n o one can go in or out unobserved : and I think I will therefore employ the next few hours
in endeavouring to ascertain if any persons answering the description of this Eodolphe have been seen leaving the city. I have
contrived to obtain a pretty correct description of his appearance
from the billiard-rooms, without exciting any suspicion of my
object; and I almost think I could clap my hand upon him if I
met h i m . ' "
CgAPTEE XXI.
T H E STORY OF J U L I A ' S P A R E N T S CONTINUED.

_" ABOUT eight o'clock on the same evening that Simon paid his
visit to Madame Grimaud, on the road from Le Mans to Nantes,
and about ten mUes from the latter city, two horsemen alighted
to refresh themselves and their anunals, at a small house of entertainment for travellers, whether man or beast, that stood by the
road-side. The wayfarers were much of the same height, age,
and complexion; and though there was no real resemblance of
feature, t h e r e w a s a striking simUarity in the appearance of the
two men—a simUarity which extended to their dress, both as to
colour and form, both being wrapped in blue mantles, and wearing slouched hats that hung over their brows. The attire of one
of them, however, was much fresher than that of the other, and
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he might be said to wear i t ' with a difference.' To him, also,
seemed to belong precedence and sway, his companion falling back
to allow him to pass first, and evincing other slight marks of
deference and consideration. They declined entering into the
public room, but desired to be shown to a private apartment.
There they took some slight refreshment, after seeing their horses
attended to; and having rested about an hour, they again mounted
their steeds, and proceeded on their way.
" ' I perfectly agree with you,' said he who appeared to take the
lead, after they had ridden some yards from the inn in silence ; ' I
wish the thing could be avoided, but it cannot. Self-preservation
is the first law of nature. I am quite clear, whatever may be his
motive, that if I don't take his hfe, he'll take mine ; and there can
be little doubt, that somehow or other, though how 1 can't imagine,
he is in possession of the truth, and has the means to do it. We
may lay this salvo to our consciences, that it is not a death of our
seeking, but of his own. Had he not thrust his head into our
affairs, he might have hved on to the end of the chapter without
harm or damage from me. The whole affair, I don't deny it, is
unfortunate; and I regret it, from first to last. But since I cannot undo the past, since I cannot retrace my steps, I must wade
on. I confess, of the two, I rather pity the other, the lad that's in
prison, since his misfortune was not of his own seeking—this
foolish boy's is; and he must take the consequences.'
" ' Setting his interest aside,' said his companion, ' and to return
to our own; it is certainly peculiarly unfortunate that he was seen
by so many people at our house. The hvery is remarkable, and if
he should have any friends that think it worth their whUe to inquire for him, he T\-ill, doubtless, be traced to my mother's, through
the evidence of those men.'
" ' We shaU probably be away before any steps of importance
are taken, if ever they are,' replied the first. 'According to what
you gathered from the countess's porter, he is a young rascal that
nobody cares for, and without friends. He has probably some
connexion with this English lad; bui he's bound hand and foot,
and will never see daylight again, except it's on his way to the
galleys or the scaffold. Besides, when a thing must be done,
there's no use in anticipating the consequences, or calculating the
difliculties. As I said before, I am sorry; but I have a choice of
tvio cA'ils, and I have not the slightest hesitation as to which I
shall select. I prefer my own life to his, twenty to one; and I
see no means of securing the one without taking the other—therefore, he must die, and the sooner the better. You wUl then look
to your own safetj' by instant departure; and I wUl not faU to
meet you at the appointed spot, as soon as I have had time to receive my share of the inheritance, and convert it into money. We
wiU afterwards set out, and range the world together, turning our
backs on this cursed city for ever.'
" ' I am of opinion, now,' said the same .speaker, when they had
reached a spot -where the road divided, within two mUes of the
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city, ' that we should separate, and enter the town by different
avenues. We shall excite less observation. It wUl also be better
for me to avoid any communication with your house, or even with
you. In short, I—I don't see anything that need keep you here
above an hour—nothing so weak as delay or deliberation in these
affairs—few men would face a battery, if they paused to contemplate the act in all its bearings—so of this, or any other feat that
demands resolution—let it be done, and away. Just send me a
line to the Golden Lion, where I shaU put up, to say that aU is
right. Not in those terms, though—they're suspicious, if seen or
intercepted—say, ' Sir, the papers you required are safe, and shaU
be produced whenever you desire it,' and sign it merely by initials
—not your own though; any others you please. That can lead to
nothing. Thus, if the boy is inquired for, you'll be away, and no
connexion can be traced between us. As for your mother
•'
" ' My mother, sir,' said his companion,' as you weU know, wUl
never say a word to betray either you or me. I own, I—I have
feehngs about my mother. She has spoUed me—perhaps ruined
me—at least helped to do it—but I—I couldn't bite off her ear at
the scaffold for aU that
' and the voice of the speaker faltered.
" 'You're growing sentimental, friend,' said the superior—
' touching on the confines of the pathetic. Bah! nonsense.—^Do
you repent? Do you wish to retract?' continued he, after a pause,
finding his companion made no answer to his last exhortation—
' because if you do, now's your time to say so. Two alternatives
wUl then remain for me—I must go on, and change places with the
young Englishman; or I must turn my horse's head and get beyond the borders of France as soon as I can—I shall then be condemned in my absence, my flight wiU confirm the evidence of the
two lads, I shall be outlawed-;-losemy inheritance, and be doomed
to poverty for the rest of my life. As for you, you'll wear fustian,
and hve on onions and black bread for the remainder of yours.
Make your choice.'
" ' I have chosen,' said his companion, doggedly, 'and have no
intention of retracting.'
" ' Good,' replied the other; ' then we wiU say no more about it.
And now,' continued he, drawing his rein, 'here we wUl part.
You to your business ; I to mine. Let the future be our motto—
Forward! the word ; and remember, that the beginning, middle,
and end of our drama must be action—action—action! Adieu!
we meet again at PhUippi!'
" ' Adieu!' cried the second, as he turned his horse's head away,
slowly pursuing the right-hand road—'Adieu!—But for the
future,' and he drew in a long breath—'who can foresee it!'
" 'It's natural—perfectly natural!' murmured the first, turning
round on his saddle to look after him—' he has neither so much to
lose nor to gain as I have. Poor Eodolphe! Besides, he has a
mother, whilst I have not a human being in the world to care for,
or who cares for me, unless it be himself.'
" We wiU here leave the travellers to pursue their separate ways,
s.
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and return to the police office, where Simon, fatigued with his
peregrinations, arrived about one o'clock in the morning, having
spent the intermediate hours in an unsuccessful endeavour to discover whether Juhe had been conveyed out of the city. His conclusion, however, was, that she had not; the livery she wore being
sufficiently remarkable to have excited attention. But with
respect to Monsieur Eodolphe, there was no saying—his appearance being much less distinctive.
" ' There is no inteUigence,' asked he, ' of any importance ?'
" 'Only that Blase was here just now, to say that a man in a
blue cloak and slouched hat was seen to enter Grimaud's house
about midnight. He let himself in with a key.'
" ' Was the lieutenant informed of it ?' said Simon.
" ' The heutenant was gone—but Blase says he can't escape
them; there are three watching the house; and they wUl not lose
sight of him if he comes out, but vriU send some one to let us know.'
" ' Good,' said Simon, 'the bird's limed, then; which being the
case, I'll take an hour's rest, and a snatch of something to eat, for
I'm devilish tired. He has been conveying the girl away somewhere or other,' thought he; ' drowning her in the river, I
shouldn't wonder; and now he's returned, thinking all's safe, poor
fool! They're always so—they never see an inch before their noses,
but walk right into the noose. It's their fate, and they can't help it.'
" I t formed part of Eodolphe's plan not to arrive at home till
there was a tolerable certainty of his mother not only being in
bed, but asleep. I t is true, she had lent herself to his plans up to
a certain point; but he was certain that her compUance would stop
short of any violence being offered to Julie. In short, he could
not have proposed such a thing to her. He had won her consent
to what she considered only a temporary confinement and inconvenience imposed on the young page, by representing that it was
indispensable to the safety of one they both loved—he more than
she, certainly: but stiU therewas ' one part of her heart' that
would have been sorry for her son's friend and namesake, for he
was her foster-child—Eodolphe's foster-brother; and that is a
bond of attachment, that amongst the lower orders of Frenchwomen, as with the Irish, is rarely broken. He had caused her
much woe, for he it was who had enticed Eodolphe from the
sphere and occupations to ^'hich by birth he ^\ as destined, made
him discontented \\ ith his home and his fortunes, led him into vice
and ill conqiany, and given him habits and desires that could not,
in his station, be honestly satisfied; yet she could not learn that
his life was in danger, without feeling that she loved him stiU.
His mother had died in her arms within the hour that gave him
birth, and up to the age of seven years the chUdren had equaUy
shared in her care and affection. At that period, Eodolphe Bruneau was sent to a distance to be educated, whUst the parents of
the little Grimaud proposed to give their son such instruction as
accorded with his situation and prospects: but from the moraent
of the departiu-e of his playfeUow and companion, the child pined
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visibly—he had always been of an unusually grave and taciturn
disposition for his age—but now he renounced all diversion, fled
from aU fellowship, neglected his whip, and his ball, and his hoop,
and passed his hours seated on a little stool, in one invariable
corner of the room, silent, still, and sad.
" ' This will never do,' said Eobert Grimaud to his wife, one
day, when he had been quietly smoking his pipe in the chimney
corner, and eontemplating the melancholy child—'the boy will
sink into an ;, -ophy—this separation has struck upon bis heart.
V^'e are not s j ill to do but we may aflbrd to give our "Eodolphe
an education too, as we have no other child; and perhaps make a
priest of him, or let him study the law—why not?'
" 3Iadame Grimaud saw no reason why not—the house was then
a flom'ishing concern; her vanity was flattered at the idea of
making her Eodolphe a gentleman, and the child was accordingly
sent to join his companion. But although Eodolphe Bruneau was
educated and maintained with considerable liberality at a distance,
he was never suffered to return to Nantes. The late Monsieur
Bruneau had had two sisters, on whose male heirs his property devolved, if he himself died without children. Eodolphe was the
son of the sister he most loved; but she had made a marriage degrading in itself, and odious in the eyes of her brother, who
extended the hatred he felt for the father, to this sole offspring of
the inauspicious union. W h e n his age made it necessary for him to
choose a profession, the youth selected that of an advocate, whUst
his humble and stiU constant companion fixed on a lower walk in
the same line—but the selection was only in word, not in deed.
Eodolphe Bruneau was idle, dissipated, and vicious; Eodolphe
Grimaud had a morbid craving for excitement, was irresistibly fascinated by gaming of every sort, and never happy -(vhen he was away
from his friend. Thus they journeyed on the road to ruin together.
Grimaud sometimes came back to see his parents, and got what
money he could of t h e m : and Bruneau, whenever he was in funds,
shared them hberaUy with his companion.
" A t length an awkward transaction in which they were both
involved, but the chief discredit of which feU on Grimaud, caused
a temporary separation, and an apparent, but only apparent ahenation. Grimaud returned to his mother, who had by this time been
some years a widow, and was reduced to poverty by his extravagance. H e got a situation as marker at a bUhard-table, the only
thing he was fit for, and lodged at his mother's; soothing himself
with the prospect of rejoining his friend when circumstances should
be more propitious.
" I n the meantime, affairs went Ul with Eodolphe Bruneau.
His uncle turned a deaf ear to his apphcations for money, and he
was without resources. His exigence was so great, that he even
ventured to break through the condition upon which maintenance
had hitherto been afforded him. H e came to Nantes and presented himself t o the old m a n ; b u t ' s o far from the enterprise
proving successful, the sight of bim seemed only to augment the
K 2
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dishke that had been coeval vrith his birth. He returned with
rage in his heart; matters became worse, and he desperate. He
was aware that at his uncle's death, the one half of his property
must devolve to himself. He arrived suddenly one night ai
Grimaud's, announcing he was come on business of a very private nature; and having left his portmanteau, and borrowed a
dark lantern, he went out, saying he should return shortly. Some
time afterwards, he did return, apparently much agitated, and
declaring he had got into a quarrel, and must leave Nantes immediately, lest his uncle should hear he had been there. He started
within ten minutes, on foot, leaving his portmanteau behind him.
More than that, the Grimauds knew not; but when the story of the
assassination reached them, they naturally believed that Eodolphe
Bruneau was involved in the guilt, and that Valentine was his agent.
" But it happened, by a singular coincidence, that on the evening Julie caUed at home to comfort and encourage Madeleine, and
for other purposes of her own, that Eodolphe was standing at the
window of a gaming-house, exactly opposite, led thither by a certain curiosity to contemplate the house where the young Englishman, who had become so singularly mixed up with the fortunes of
his friend, had resided. The glaring colours of the livery caught
his eye. He saw her enter—watched her out, and foUowed her;
learned what she had said to the gaoler, who saw no motive
for concealing it, pursued her to Monsieur Bruneau's, and easily
extracted the same information from the maid. It needed no
more to convince him that his friend was in danger; and upon
this he acted; placing the page in a durance from which he judged
he could not escape; and departing himself in pursuit of Eodolphe
Bruneau, -n hom, however, he met on the road, making his way
towards the city, summoned thither by a letter, which informed
him of the old man's having been assassinated by an Englishman;
and that his presence was necessary to the arrangement of the
affairs. On hearing Grimaud's story, he comprehended at once
the mistake he had made, and the importance of silencing the
age ; and was, moreover, extremely anxious to secure, if possible,
is share of the inheritance before the trial came on. There was,
therefore, no time to lose; and instead of turning back on learning his danger, he only hastened forward with the greater speed.
" In pursuance of his plan to avoid an interview with his mother,
Eodolphe Grimaud contrived not to reach his own door tiU after
midnight. He was certain she would long ere that have retired to
her bed, and in aU probabUity be asleep ; and as she was somewhat deaf, and he had the means of entering the house without
her assistance, it was not very likely that his stealthy pace would
disturb lier slumbers; and it having been agreed between them
that no nightly lodger should be harboured during his absence, he
had no other interruption to fear.
" The streets were nearly deserted by the time he turned into
that narrow one wherein his mother dwelt. One or two persons,
ipparently hastening to their nightly rest, crossed him as he
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passed down. Softly, softly, he inserted the key and turned it in
the lock—at that moment a man in the dress of a labourer came
hastily by—' Can you toll me,' said he, ' if it be past midnight ?'
" 'Midnight has struck,' answered Eodolphe,
" ' Good night,' said the man, as he moved on his way, and
Eodolphe entered, and gently closed the door. He turned into the
room where .Julie had first seen him, and which served the purpose
both of kitchen and parlour. It was empty, as ho expected, and
aU within the house seemed silent. He took up a piece of wood
that lay upon the hearth, and raked back the ashes with which
the old woman had covered the smouldering logs to keep in the
fire till morning; then he took arushlight out of a drawer, lighted
it, and sat down in his mother's chair. He felt that the deed
once done, he must fly, and that all the pause he had was before.
He knew that he should never see his mother again, and after some
reflection, he resolved to write to her, and leave the letter where
she would find it in the morning. So he wrote, not sajdng why
he had returned, nor aUuding to Julie; but giving her his last
farewell, and bidding her not curse him. Then he arose, made a
strong effort to call up the man within him, and cast off the softness that the thought of his mother had gathered round his heart,
walked firmly to a drawer where knives were kept, examined them
dehberately and artisticaUy, rejected them aU, saying—' No, a razor
is more sure,' and taking off his shoes, proceeded up stairs to his
own bed-room to fetch one. He placed his ear to his mother's
door, but no sound reached him: ' She sleeps sound,' he murmured, ' that's well;' and he descended the stairs again. Before
he put on his shoes, he passed the razor over the sole of one of
them to clean the edge ; then he took off his coat, tucked up his
shirt sleeves above the elbow, and with a candle in one hand, and
the razor in the other, he left the room, proceeded along a narrow
passage which led to the back of the house, put the razor into his
mouth, and the candle on the floor, whilst he raised a trap-dooi
which formed the entrance to the once well-fiUed cellar, where
they stUl kept the small quantity of liquors their humble trade
demanded. There was a bolt to the trap which should have been
drawn—it was not; but Eodolphe's mind was too much absorbed
to observe the neglected caution. The panel being raised, a
ladder appeared, by which the descent was to be made; but being
almost perpendicular, it was necessary to turn round and go down
backwards. Eodolphe did so, cautiously and softly, for he would
have been glad that his victim were asleep: step by step he
descended, the razor stiU in his mouth, and the candle in his hand
—he reached the last round of the ladder; the next step was
deeper—he stretched out his foot to place it firmly on the ground
—;he trod on something—it was not the earth—it gave way beneath
his weight—he stooped the rushlight and looked down, and saw
he was standing on his dead mother's breast! Horror seized him
—he dropped the razor and the hght, rushed up the ladder, and
ned amain."
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CHAPTEE X X n .
THE OTORY OF JULIA'S PARENTS CONCLUDED.

•' CKOUCHING in the comer of the ceUar, in darkness and in
terror, sat JuUe, the intended victim. In truth, she had suffered
enough within the last few days to have turned many a stronger
brain.
" She had gone to bed on the night we last left her, beset with
fear from the strangeness of Eodolphe's manner, and yet willing
to persuade herself she had no cause, from her confidence in the
old woman. Long and earnestly she heard the son and mother
talking below—the voices for the most part reached her but faintly;
but now and then a sudden burst in a louder key betokened the
energy of the debate. But the door of the kitchen being closed,
no word passed through the rafters vrith sufficient distinctness to
throw any light on the subject of the coUoquy.
" ' I t cannot be about me,' at length she said. 'They have
enough to talk of, there's no doubt of that—and if they had any
suspicion, they would surely never let me stay here to be a spy on
them;' and, comforting herself with this conviction, she went to
bed, but, as she had done the night before, without undressing.
' As I know all I want now,' thought she, as she laid her head on
the pUlow, ' to-morrow I'll go to the police office—teU everything
I have discovered, and leave the rest to them.'
" A t first she thought she should not sleep; but gradually her
eyelids became heavy, her thoughts wandered, and she dozed. A
slight sound at her chamber-door aroused her. She lifted up her
head, and saw through the wide chinks and seams of the old shrunk
wood, that there was some one on the other side with a candle, who
with the blade of a knife thrust in, was endeavouring to vrithdraw
the wooden bolt. The feat was soon accomplished, the door
opened, and Eodoliihe entered the room. .Julie started from the
bed, trving to make for the door; but he seized her arm with a
jiowerful gripe, and lic>lding the knife he stUl held in his hand to
iier throat, he said in a low but firm voice, 'Obey me, and you
shall suffer no harm^but if you resist, or seek to raise an alarm,
you die !' He next tied a handkerchief over her eyes, and led
her down the stairs ; at the bottom, the voice of the old woman
said to her, ' Fear nothing, you shall not be hurt'—then conducting her along the passage, going himself first, he guided her steps
to the bottom of the ladder. There he took off the handkerchief,
and repeated his injunctions and threats; -n hUst his mother went
up stairs to fetch ttie mattress and blankets, which she handed
down to him. This done, after making her bed on the ground,
they both retired, enforcing a^ain that her life depended on her
silence, and. closing the trap door, left her in darkness and alone.
After that, the old woman regularly brought her her food, and
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seemed wiUing to reheve her discomforts as much as she could;
but though she saw no more of Eodolphe, she never doubted his
being in the house—indeed, his mother, at every visit, assured her
he was close at hand.
" A few hours before Eodolphe's arrival, when Simon left the
house, IMadame Grimaud, having prepared Juhe's supper, proceeded to descend with it as usual to the cellar. The panel was
heavy, and being old and rather feeble, she had always some difficulty in lifting it; but on this occasion, whether from want of
caution or wiuit of strength, she let go her hold a moment too
soon, and falhiig forwards into the cellar, pitched upon her head
and broke her neck ; whUst the trap, dropping back, closed over
the scene, before Julie had time to discern who it was that had
made this sudden irruption into her prison. At first, she momentarUy expected the person, whoever it might be, to speak or
stu'; but as minute after minute passed, and all remained motionless and silent, fear and surprise grew into horror—she was no
longer alone, she knew she had a companion, though to her invisible ; who was it ? what was it ? was the visitor alive or dead ?
'Perhaps,' thought she, 'it's a corpse; some murdered bleeding
wretch they have flung down here !' and she crawled farther and
farther away, and squeezed herself closer and closer to the cold
damp waU, her living, creeping flesh scarce less damp and cold
than it. From this horrid trance she was at length aroused by
the hfting of the trap-door a second time, and seeing Eodolphe
slowly descending the ladder with the razor between his teeth.
That he came to murder her she felt assured: but in an instant,
before she had time to discern the cause of his precipitate retreat,
the hght was suddenly extinguished, and he was gone. When
the house was entered shortly afterwards by the police-officers,
the trap was found open; the old woman lying cold and stiff at
the foot of the ladder, with the candle and razor beside her; and
Juhe sitting of a heap, with her face buried in her lap, utterly
speechless.
" In the meantime, Eodolphe Bruneau arrived at the Golden
Lion, which was a small and obscure inn in the suburbs, and not
far from the residence of his late uncle, attributes which accorded
especiaUy with the views of one who desired to avoid observation,
and have as little communication with the town as possible.
" Having supped and slept, he presented himself on the foUowing morning to his co-heir and the legal gentleman engaged in
the settlement of the affairs, to whom he had been hitherto a
stranger, and by whom he found himself very coolly received.
He returned coolness for coolness—dechned any discussion of the
late catastrophe, saying that, as from his earUest chUdhood, he
had been condemned to be an ahen from his uncle and his house,
he could not be expected to feel a very vivid interest in the event;
and that as he was whoUy unacquainted with his affairs and connexions, it was impossible he could form any idea with respect to
the motives of the assassin. He also represented, that being
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called to a distant part of the country, by business of an urgent
nature, which might occupy him an indefinite time, he wished his
claims on the estate to be settled, and discharged as soon as
possible. The attorney answered, that the affairs being perfectly
understood and arranged, he had only to affix his signature to
certain documents, and appoint some one on the spot to receive,
and give a discharge for the money, and he might depart immediately : but Eodolphe, having powerful reasons for hastening the
payment, could not agree to this; but obt??'ued a promise that,
bj^ the third day, he should be released with the money in his
pocket, the attorney himself consenting to advance it for the consideration of a certain sum which he was to be permitted to retain
to repay himself the interest. Thus, as the assizes were not held
tUl the foUowing month, Eodolphe considered the matter satisfactorUy arranged, and he waited as patiently as he could the
moment that was to set him free.
" One thing, however disturbed him; he did not receive the
promised intimation from Eodolphe Grimaud. Had the heart of
his aUy failed him, and had he permitted the page to live ? The
sUence was perplexing; and when the eve of his departure arrived,
the attorney having appointed an early hour on the foUowing
morning for the payment of the money, he could no longer restrain
his anxiety, but resolved to go to the Eue St. Jacques, and endeavour to find out what was doing at the inn. •
" Accordinglj^, when the evening closed in, he wrapt his cloak
about bim and set forth. The house, when he reached it, looked
much as usual^the outer door was open, and a light in the kitchen
shone through the chinks of the shutters; so he stept in. Two
men were sitting by the fire smoking, who instantly arose and
laid their hands upon his shoulders.
" 'There he is !' exclaimed one of them; ' did I not say he'd
come back ? Trust me, I know their ways ; they never can keep
out of it—it's their destiny—they can't help it. Come, Monsieur
Eodolphe,' continued he—'for I think you wont deny that you
are Monsieur Eodolphe ?'
' " I cannot deny that my name is Eodolphe, certainly,' rephed
the young man, whose conscience gave him every appearance of
guUti 'but by what authority, or for what reason, you treat me
thus 'Srudely, I am at a loss to comxirehend.'
" ' Doubtless,' returned Simon—for it was he who had spoken—
* persons in your situation generaUy labour under a hke difficulty
of appreheusion. However, it is not my business to enlighten
you; that is the afl'air of my superiors. Meanwhile you wiU have
the goodness to accompany these gentlemen and me;' and so
saying, assisted by two other of their fraternity, who were in the
street watching the door, without further explanation they led
him away to prison.
" O n the foUowing day he was brought up for examination
before the magistrate; who, with Bontems beside him, and a copy
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of Valentine's deposition on the table, was prepared to find in the
prisoner the confederate of the young Englishman. As for the
prisoner himself, confusion and terror were depicted in his countenance; he concluded that Grimaud had, somehow or other,
allowed the young page to escape, whose information, however
obtained, would be sufficient to convict him, and that he was a
lost man.
" But the very commencement of the interrogatory overthrew
the conjectures of both parties.
' " Y o u r name,' said the justice, 'is Eodolphe Grimaud?' and
Bontems had written, ' name, Eodolphe Grimaud,' before the
magistrate had completed the question.
" ' No, it is not,' replied the prisoner.
" The justice and clerk looked at each other, and raised their
ej'ebrows; whUst Simon, who was standing behind, smiled contemptuously.
" ' AYhat name do you profess to answer to, then?' said the
justice.
" ' To mj^ own name, Eodolphe Bruneau, returned the prisoner.
" ' It makes no difference,' replied the magistrate. ' I fancy
you are not the less the person we are in search of, whether you
choose to caU yourself by one name or the other.'
" Eodolphe very much feared that in that respect the justice's
notions were correct.
" ' You are, at aU events, the son of the woman caUii^ herself
Grimaud, who lately kept a certain inn in the Eue St. Jacques ?'
" ' No, I am not,' replied the prisoner.
" ' But you have passed for her son, and Hved with her under
that character ?'
" ' Never!' returned the prisoner.
" ' Do you mean to deny that you have been dwelling under
her roof, calhng her mother, whUst she addressed you as her son ?'
" ' I do deny it,' replied the prisoner. ' I cannot deny that I
have been in the house of the woman you speak of; but I never
either eat or slept under her roof since I was seven years old. As
a chUd I may have caUed her mother, because she was my nurse,
and the only mother I knew; but I have never done so since.
In short, it is evident that you mistake my identity—you take
me for another person. I am altogether ignorant of the motive
of this inquiry, or of what crime I am suspected; but that I am
not the person you take me for I can easUy prove.'
" ' When we seized you in the house you made no attempt to
convince us of our mistake,' said Simon, who felt considerable
vexation at the turn affairs were taking. He was a man who
prided himself extremely on his dexterity and astuteness in matters of this nature, and he had been greatly annoyed at the escape
of Eodolphe Grimaud, who, under the influence of the horror
which had seized him when he left the cellar where his mother
lay, had rushed out of the house and through the street with such
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rapidity, that he was away and out of sight before the persons
who had been set to watch the door, and who were not prepared
for such an explosion, had had time to lay hands on him.
" ' I did not deny that my name was Eodolphe,' rephed the
prisoner, ' which was aU you asked me—why should I ?'
" ' "What took you to the inn at aU ?' inquired the justice.
" ' I have been here for a few days on business,' replied the
prisoner; ' in short, I am one of the co-heirs of the late Monsieur
Bruneau; and I wished, before I departed, which had I not been
detained I should have done ere this, to pay a visit to Madame
Grimaud, who, as I have explained, was my nurse, and whom I
had only seen once since I was seven years old. In short, I never
was in Nantes since that period, except about two years ago, and
then it was only for a few hours, tUl within the last three days,
when I was summoned hither by letters, which informed me of
the death of my uncle, and that my presence was required. If
you wUl take the trouble of sending for Monsieur Ernest Bruneau,
and a certain attorney caUed La Eoche, you will be satisfied that
I speak the truth.'
"Accordingly a messenger was despatched for these two gentlemen, who shortly appeared; and on being asked if they knew the
prisoner, answered without hesitation that he was Monsieur
Eodolphe Bruneau, and corroborated the account he had rendered
of himself.
" The magistrate rose from his chair and apologized; Bontems
wiped his pen on his coat-sleeve, and replaced his papers in his
portfolio; whilst Simon, crestfallen and disappointed, left the
room.
" ' But may I be permitted to inquire,' said the attorney, ' the
meaning of aU this ? On what grounds has this gentleman been
arrested, and why have we been caUed upon to speak to his
identity ?'
" ' Gentlemen,' replied the justice, with an ingratiating suavity
of manner, ' I owe this gentleman. Monsieur Eodolphe Bruneau,
as he has satisfactorily proved himself to be, an explanation. Do
me the pleasure to be seated for a few minutes ; and I will have
the honour of relating the circumstances that have occasioned the
mistake he has so much right to complain of.'
" Thereupon he narrated aU he knew of Julie Le Moine—^lier
motives, and her adventures; with the reasons they had for
imagining that she was in possession of some material evidence
with respect to the assassination of Monsieur Bruneau, and that
Eodolphe Grimaud was implicated in the crime. 'But, gentlemen,' added he, ' the poor girl is incapable of giving her testimony ; and it is even doubtful whether she will ever be in a condition to do so. She was found in the cellar speechless, and has
remained so ever since; in short, her life is despaired of, and it is
too probable that the secret will descend with her to the grave.'
" To the whole of this story the attorney listened with an attentive ear, moved by curiosity at first, but as the narrative pro-
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ceeded, enchained by a stronger interest; whilst ever and anon,
as the circumstances were unfolded, he darted, from his small
grey eyes, over which the wrinkled forehead and bent brows portentous hung, glances that shot through the soul of Eodolphe
Bruneau.
"A\Tien the voice of the magistrate ceased, Monsieur La Eoche
took out his snuff-box, and deliberately patting the lid, and furnishing his finger and thumb with an ample provision, which he
slowly transferred to his nostrils, ho said, ' It must be admitted
that the affair is embarrassing, and that it is not easy to see one's
way through it. In short, there is a mystery. What interest,
for example, could this Eodolphe Grimaud have in the death of
my late friend and patron ? Possibly you, sir,' and here he faced
round upon Bruneau, ' who have always been so intimately connected with him, could throw some light on the affair.'
" ' EeaUy,' answered Eodolphe, with a voice and countenance
that betrayed an agitation he could not control, 'it would be impossible for me to conj ecture—human motives are often inexphcable. But I must say, that it does not appear to me by any
means evident that Grimaud has had anything to do with the
affair at aU. I t was not him, but the Englishman, that was discovered escaping from the house, and that my uncle recognised as
his assassin.'
" ' That's true,' said the attorney; 'and it is certainly possible
that the suspicions which have led this young lady to the house of
the Grimauds may have been misplaced. But, if there was
nothing to conceal, if her testimony was not apprehended, why
was she confined in the cellar ? That Grimaud must have had
some interest or other in keeping back her evidence is clear, and a
powerful one too; since the razor that was found at the foot of the
ladder furnishes a strong presumption that security for himself
and his confederates was to be purchased with her life. Did you
ever see this Grimaud?' added he, turning to Ernest. '"What
sort of person is he ?'
" ' I never saw him,' rephed Ernest.
" ' Here's the deposition of the young Englishman,' said Bontems, taking a paper from the portfolio, ' in which he describes, as
far as he was able to distinguish it, the appearance of the man,
whom, he affirms, conducted him to the villa, and shut him up
there; and we are left to presume, if there is any truth in his story,
which, tUl these late circumstances came out, nobody supposed
there was, that that man was Grimaud.'
" A t that moment the door of the room was gently opened by
Simon, who, putting in his head, made a signal to Bontems that
he desired to speak to him. Bontems arose, and handing the
paper to the attorney, left the room; whilst the latter slowly drew
his spectacles from his pocket, slowly released them from their
shagreen case, which he as slowly returned to the same pocket,
before he, with the like deliberate measure, fixed the glasses on
his nose; which process being at length accomplished, he com-
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menced reading aloud that particular part of Valentine's deposition, pausing every now and then, and casting his eyes up at
Eodolphe, as if comparing his person with the description set
down.
"The truth was. La Eoche was at a loss how to proceed without committing himself, if his conjectoires should happen to be
erroneous; and his object was to gain time for reflection, and if
possible to turn the magistrate's suspicions in the same direction
as his own. But this was not so easy. The justice was altogether
imacquainted with the circumstances on w hich the attorney's
distrust was founded—namely, Eodolphe's previous character and
conduct, and his intimacy with Grimaud, which were perfectly
well known to La Eoche, who had been for many years the legal
adviser of Monsieur Bruneau; and in addition to these presumptions against him, there was his extraordinary haste to secure his
inheritance and depart, even at the sacriflce of a pretty considerable sum; the circumstance of several urgent apphcations for
money having been found among the murdered man's papers,
some of a date immediately previous to the catastrophe; and,
finally, the palpable terror and confusion he evinced on the present
occasion. ' If he be reaUy guUty,' said the attorney to himself,
"once out of this room, he'U be off and away out of the kingdom—
but on what pretext to detain him ?'
" As for Eodolphe, his desire to go was evident, but that very
desire tied him to his chair, so much he feared to betray it.
" At this juncture the door opened again, and Bontems entered,
followed b.y Simon, Andre the page, and a stranger; the first
holding in his hand a torn letter and a key, and the second a small
portmanteau. Hereupon, Eodolphe Bruneau arose, took up his
hat, made a bow to the justice, who courteously returned his
salutation, and moved towards the door.
" ' I beg your pardon,' said Bontems, gently placing his hand
against his breast, to arrest his egress—'Ibeg your pardon; but
this business concerns you. Have the goodness to resume your
seat:' and he again drew forward the chair Eodolphe had previousl.\' occupied, who saw no alternative but to take it.
" ' \VJiat have wc here?' said the justice. ' What portmanteau
is that ?'
" ' I t has been found in the house,' replied Simon, 'where the
j'oung lady was confined, and is marked by the initials E. B., by
%\ hich we judged that it might possibly belong to this gentleman.'
" At the announcement of this supposition every eye took the
same direction, and turned towards Eodolphe Bruneau; whUst the
attorney said, vrith animation, ' Bravo! the interest of the drama
is increasing;' tlic^ justice, too, w'ho began to perceive that there
was something more in the matter than he had suspected, polished
his glasses before he put them on, in order that he might have a
clearer viev,- of the scene that was acting around him.
" ' Here is a key, too, which fits the lock,' said Bontems.
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" ' Has the portmanteau been examined P' inquired the justice.
" ' It has been looked into at the police office,' returned Simon,
'in the presence of the lieutenant; but the contents are left exactly
as they were found.'
" ' Let us see them,' said the justice. Upon which, the portmanteau being opened, they discovered, rolled up, and lying on
the top, a shirt which had evidently been worn, and which, on
being unfolded, exhibited stains of blood upon the wrist. There
were also a few other articles of dress, and necessaries for the
toUet, one of which was wrapped in a letter, which on examination
proved to be in the writing of the late Monsieur Bruneau, and
was addressed to Eodolphe, at Le Mans. I t was evidently an
answer to an application for money; and conveyed, with many
reproaches, a positive refusal. The post mark was on it, and it
appeared to have been duly sent and received. But when Simon
shook out the shirt, another piece of paper appeared, which had
been wrapt in it. It was the half of a letter, also in the hand of
Monsieur Bruneau, and clearly addressed to the same person as
the other—and there was enough of it legible to decipher that it
contained a proposal, on certain conditions, of making an addition
to his annuity of four thousand francs, There was no post mark
on the paper, nor did it appear that it had ever been forwarded.
" ' That letter,' said the attorney, ' must have been written on
the very evening previous to the assassination, and taken out of
the house by the assassin, whoever he was; for it was on that
very afternoon, that Monsieur Bruneau spoke to me on the subject, and proposed this means of shaking off an annoyance that
kept him in a constant state of irritation.'
" ' Do you admit that the portmanteau is yours ?' said the
justice to Eodolphe.
" ' I admit that it was,' replied he, ' but I presented it some
time since to Grimaud.'
" ' With its contents, I presume ?' said the attorney, ironicaUy.
" ' With respect to the key,' said Bontems, ' it was found by
this lad, Andre, in the pocket of the dress when it was returned to
him this morning.'
" ' And I intended taking it to the woman who borrowed the
dress of me,' said Andre, 'but before I had time to do so, the
taUor that I had sent my clothes to, that he might repair the
lining that was unripped, brought me this letter.'
" ' "Which I found concealed betwixt the lining and the cloth,'
said the taUor.
" ' So I thought it better to take them both to the Ueutenant of
pohce,' added Andre.
" ' Gentlemen,' said Eodolphe, ' the plot is cunningly laid, certainly ; and the object of it is evidently to transfer the crime, and
its penalty, from the shoulders of the young Englishman to
another's. But aUow me to ask, how should this girl, Julie Le
Moine, who has been playing so extraordinary a part in this
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drama, have become honestly possessed of the key of a pormanteau, which, whether it be mine, as you seem to suspect, or
Grimaud's, as I assert, assuredly was not hers ?'
" ' That I can answer for,' said Simon. ' The key is not that of
your portmanteau, but of a simUar one belonging to the young
lady's father ; and she procured it from her own servant the night
she called at home.'
" ' Still,' rejoined Eodolphe, ' it must have been for the purpose
of opening what did not belong to her—and in aU probability her
object was, "by placing the letter taken by the assassin in the box,
to fix the crime on Grimaud.'
" A t this suggestion the attorney, Simon, and Bontems, aU
shook their heads incredulously; whilst the justice desired to hear
the contents of the letter the taUor had found; which proved to
be the other half of that which had dropped from the shirt, and
contained the offer of the augmented annuity, on the condition
t h a t Eodolphe quitted the kingdom, and never returned to it
during ^Monsieur Bruneau's hfetime, nor troubled him with further
applications.
' " I t is m j ' opinion,' said the attorney in a low key to the
justice, ' that the young lady has opened the portmanteau, and
there found the torn paper; or she may have divided it herself
with some view of her own.'
' ' ' I t is not exactly easy to perceive how she obtained her information ; but the direction in which her suspicions turned is plain
enough.'
" ' A n d correct enough, I fancy,' said Bontems. ' T h e others
may have been agents and confederates, but I suspect this is the
principal.'
" ' I confess,' said the attorney,' I find myself rather inclining t o
believe in the young Englislxman's story, only that it is impossible
to discover what motive could have induced the assassin to take
him there.'
" ' Perhaps to fix the crime on him,' said the justice.
' " I t ' s not impossible,'replied the attorney; ' b u t I doubt its
being sim pi .v that. There ^\ as more danger likely to accrue from
the proceeding than advantage to be gained by it. But meantime,
what is to be done next ?'
" A f t e r some further consultation, in which the attorney did
not hesitate to give it as his decided opinion that Eodolphe was
implicated in the crime, it was judged prudent to commit him to
prison, till it was seen whether Julie recovered sofar as to be able
to give her evidence, or tiU the affair could be otherwise further
inquired into.
" F r o m this moment La Eoche, who had been the intimate
friend of the late jMonsieur Bruneau, devoted himself with energy
to the investigation of the truth. H e offered a reward for the
discovery of Grimaud, who, however, never appeared; and ho
obtained that a pardon should be promised to any one who, not
being a principal in the crime, would come forward and give evi-
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dence on the subject. But nothing was gamed by this measure
either.
" H e also procured permission to visit Valentine in the prison;
and after hearing the youug man's story from his own lips, came
away strongly imiiressed with the t r u t h of i t ; and satisfied that
the stranger who had conducted him to the villa, and left him
there, was either Bruneau or Grimaud; but as Valentine was unacquainted with the features of the men, the personal description
and dress answered as well for one as the other,
• ' I n the iiieaiitime the iieriod for holding the assizes had arrived, and its business was drawing to a conclusion, whilst there
appeared little prosj)ect of Juhe's being in a condition to communicate the informat ion she had suffered so much to obtain.
" M u c h , thci-ef'ore, to La Eoche's annoyance, it seemed likely
that the trial of the prisoners would be postponed; and although
he was himself fully iiersuaded of Eodolphe's guUt, he was begimiing to despair of procuring such proofs as should vindicate
\'alentine and set him free, when an advertisement caught his
eye. from the host of an obscure inn in the suburbs, distinguished
by the name of the E e d MuUet.
" The ad\"ertiseinent was to the effect, that if the gentleman who
left his horse on a certain night in the stables of the E e d Mullet
did not return to claim him, he would be sold to reimburse the
host for the expenses of his keep. The date struck La Eoche—
it was the very night of Monsieur Bruneau's assassination.
" Now the attorney had taken considerable pains to find out if
there were an.\- traces of Eodolphe Bruneau's having visited
Nantes on that night, but without success. H e had written to a
friend at Le i l a n s , and had, through his inquiries, ascertained
that he was not there at that particular period : but although he
had inquired at the coach offices, and interrogated the diflerent
drivers, he had found no indications of him on the road.
" ' Come!' said he, after reading the advertisement, as he took
up his hat and walked out of the cafe—' we'U try the E e d MuUet.'
" ' IMonsieur,' said he to the host, ' I have seen an advertisement
of yours, about; a horse that was left here. Perhaps you'll permit
me to see him, for I have a notion I am acquainted with the
owner.'
'• • \^^illingly,' said the landlord; who straightway conducted
him to the stable.
" ' Did you receive the horse of the gentleman yourself!' inquired La Eoche.
" ' I did not,' replied the h o s t ; ' it was the lad in the stable who
took him. Gilles,' cried he to the ostler, ' s h o w this gentlemaa
the brown gelding.'
" Having ascertained that the traveUer had arrived on that particular night, and gone away again after committing the horse to
the charge of the ostler, without entering the housej the attorney
inquired if they had also the saddle.
" T o be sure we have,' said GiUes; 'we have not only the
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saddle, but the whip. I beheve he left that by mistake; for he
ordered me to unstrap the portmanteau which was fastened on the
saddle, and took it with him.'
" The heart of the attorney bounded at the word portmanteau.
" ' Should you be able to recognise the owner of the horse if
you saw him ?' inquired he.
" ' Undoubtedly,' replied GUles ; ' the rather that I happened to
see him again on the same night.'
" 'Indeed!' said the attorney. 'Have the goodness to explain
how that happened.'
" ' "Why," returned GUles, ' on that night my poor mother was
very Ul—she is since dead, God rest her soul! She died of spasms
in the stomach. WeU, they had sent to say she vrished to see me,
and I was just going, when the stranger arrived. I was obliged
to stay to put up his horse, and I rubbed him down and fed him as
carefully,' added GUles, glancing at his master, ' as if my mother
had been already in her coffin.—However, that done, I hastened
to her bedside, to give her what comfort I could; but she got
worse, and I went out to a certain shop where they seU drugs, in
the Eue de Mousseline, to ask for a cordial. I t was late, but they
opened the door when I rang, and gave me what I wanted.
WhUst the man was mixing it, the gentleman who had left the
horse entered precipitately, and inquired if there was a surgeon
to be found in the neighbourhood; and they directed him to
Monsieur Le Moine's, hard by
'
' " I s there a surgeon of that name in the rue de Mousseline I'
interrupted the attorney.
" ' There is,' answered GUles; ' and the gentleman hurried
away to fetch him. I suppose he came to Nantes to see some sick
friend. I don't think he observed me, but I recognised him immediately.'
" Here ended the mystery. Not only GiUes, but the man in
the druggist's shop, swore to the person of Eodolphe Bruneau,
who, when he found further subterfuge was vain, admitted his
guUt. There was, however, one saving clause in the dark story
which mitigated his sentence from death to the galleys. The
crime was no sooner committed, than remorse seized him—he had
hurried out of the room and the house, cariying with him the
letter he had seen lying on a table by the bed-side, addressed to
himself, and which by the light of the lantern he bore he contrived to read. Then it was he hastened in search of a surgeon,
by whose assistance he thought his uncle's hfe might yet be saved;
certain, that as the blow had been struck when the old man was
asleep, he himself had not been recognised, and quite satisfied
that the Grimauds, the only persons who were in the secret of his
having visited Nantes, would never betray him. It had been his
original plan, the murder once committed, to remount his horse and
return with all speed to Le Mans; but the apprehension and dismay that instantly took possession of his mind, confounded his
»rrangements. He, therefore, after he had shut up the supposed
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surgeon in the wounded man's room, which, by the way, he
locked lest Valentine should pursue and trace his own steps to the
inn, hastened thither himself, ascended to the chamber above,
where he changed the stained shirt for one ho had provided himself with in case of such an emergency ; and then, without disclosing the truth to the Grimauds, or bearing about himself any
signs of guilt, instead of returning to the Eed Mullet to fetch his
horse, the doing which he feared might make it more easy to trace
him, he hastened out of the town on foot. Thus did the very precautions he used, lead to his detection ; and thus may we say with
Simon, ' 'Tis their destiny, which they cannot escape.' "

CHAPTEE X X I I I .
WHICH CONTAINS T H E STORY OP J U L I A .

" THUS you see," said Julia, when the story of her parents was
concluded, "my earliest misfortune was that I had a speechless
mother—for the heroine of this strange adventure did not die.
She recovered her health and her memory, though not her speech;
and it may easUy be imagined that her devotion and her sufferings left Valentine no alternative but to offer her his hand.
But the object she had taken so much pains to attain brought her
httle but sorrow and disappointment—the union was not a happy
one. She felt that her husband had married her from gratitude,
not from love ; and she could never dismiss from her mind that
he had preferred another. The consciousness, too, of her own
affliction irritated her temper, and rendered her suspicious. She
might have trusted that the recoUection of its origin would be
sufficient to endear her to a generous mind; and perhaps she
would have trusted had she known herself to have been the
object of Valentine's free and uninfluenced selection: but she was
not, and that bitter drop in her cup empoisoned aU the rest. Her
husband did his best to reassure and make her happy; but his
efforts were vain, and when experience convinced him that his
endeavours were useless, he resigned the struggle. Eind, reasonable, and patient, he continued; but he no longer tried to give her
confidence in an affection that she was determined not to beheve in.
" Her father had consented to the match, though not without
many pangs of disappointment; but after aU that had happened,
and the pubhcity of the history, there was no alternative. He
was stUl a poor man, for he had not long been established in
business on his own account, and had had but little time to make
money: but what he could do for them he did. He took Valentine as a partner, with the view of qualifying him to become
hereafter his successor ; and he made arrangements for the young
couple to hve with him at a much cheaper rate than they could
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have done with a separate establishment. But aU these advantages were counteracted, andfinaUyrendered of no avaU, by Juhe's
temper and jealous suspicions. Aurore, the fair and gentle
Aurore, of whom she had truly predicted, ' she will weep, but she
irill do nothing,' was stiU a dweUer in the city of Nantes. She
Jid weep the loss of her lover for some time; but she had the
consolation of feehng that she could not blame him; and that he
was guilty of no premeditated or voluntary infidelity to her. She
herself could not have advised him to act otherwise than he did,
and—Aurore was a woman—she knew that she stUl hved in his
heart;_ and that stUl, were he free, she would be his choice; so
the thing was bearable; and after a reasonable measure of time
and of tears, she gave her fair hand to another.
" B u t this so far from improving the case, rather rendered it
worse; as, according to the manners and customs of the city of
Nantes, and indeed of the French nation in general, a married
woman was a much more dangerous rival than a single one.
Like other people, Aurore was to be seen at the promenades, the
gardens, the theatres, and the festivals—and the sight of her was
death to JuUe, and the sound of her voice was worse. If she went
to these places she was wretched; and if she stayed at home she
was wretched too, unless Valentine was by her side; for she
behoved every hour he spent away from her was passed in the
society of Aurore.
" A t length the disquiet of the unhappy couple reached such a
climax, and became so annoying to Monsieur Le Moine, that he
consented, and advised Valentine to consent, to what Julie had
long been urging; namely, to return to England, and either
establish himself as a French teacher, or set up a school; his
acquaintance with the language, an accomphshment, at that time,
far from general, giving him a fair prospect of success.
" ' This plan,' continued Julia, 'was finaUy executed; and my
father and mother quitted Nantes and removed to England,
bringing me, then a child of four years old, along with them.'
" B u t it is easier to change our country than our character;
and matters did not go much better in England than they had
done in France; for .Julie brought her misfortunes with her. The
temper aud the jiassions which had always been violent, indulgence and the absence of restraint had rendered uncontrollable;
and if, during the first month of their marriage, Julie could not
believe that lier husband loved her, still less could she believe it
now, «hen she was conscious she had done so much to ahenate
his afl'ections, and to efface the obligations he owed her.
'' The poor man made his fir8t essay as a French teacher in his
native town, where, as the neighbourhood was large, he might
have done ^^ ell enough, if his wife would have permitted him to
stay there ; but she became jealous of a lady, who having been a
companion of Valentine's in his ehUdhood, and since prosperously
married, was anxious to be kind to him, and do him what services
she could; and after committing many minor offences, she at
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lengtli, in a fit of passion, struck her supposed rival in the street.
Shame and vexation at the exposure she had incurred, rendered
the place odious to her, and she never rested till she had won her
husband's consent to leave it. But the next experiment succeeded no better. There were ladies everywhere; and where
there were not female friends, there were female pupils. Every
ebuUition of passion or folly reacted on her own temper, and
reduced a fresh crop of suspicion and violence, tUl she rendered
erself obnoxious to everybody. People began by wondering,
and ended by fi'aring and avoiding this tall, tremendous dark,
dumb woman; aud though they compassionated the fate of the
unhappy husband, they could not venture to employ or associate
with him. under the almost certain penalty of bcmg annoyed and
insulted by his wife. Thus was the unfortunate Valentine driven
from place to place, growing poorer instead of richer, being
obliged to expend for their daily support and frequent transmigrations, the little money his father-in-law had given him; tUl
his energies were exhausted, his spirit broken; and hopeless, sad,
dejected, he graduaUy relaxed in his exertions, and resigned himself patiently to the wretchedness and poverty he saw no means
of avoiding.
'• The only pleasure that remained to him, in short the only
object or occupation that seemed capable of rousing him from the
lethargy of disappointment and despair that was overgrowing his
faculties, was the education of his little girl. She had been from
her birth extremely pretty, rather resembling her father than her
mother; and in spite of her hereditary claims to violence in the
female line, she was gentle, mUd and amiable, but timid to excess.
In short, her passions, whatever they might have been by nature,
had been frightened out of her.
" Juhe Le Moine was born with the spirit of a heroine, the
passions of a Medea, and the temper of a vixen; and the circumstances of her youth had rather tended to foster than subdue
these dangerous endowments. But the training of her chUd was
exactly the reverse of her own. Fear, privation, and suffering
were the earliest lessons of the little Julia. During her infancy,
whUst her father was engaged and caUed from home by his
business, she was left wholly to the charge of her mother, who
loved her as love could only exist in that heart of fire, passionately; but, unhappUy, the only sentiment she inspired in th*
bosom of her child was awe; an awe which time and circumstances augmented into terror.
" Thus the poor girl advanced from chUdhood to womanhood,
beautiful in person, not uncultivated in mind, but a stranger to
enjoyment; without energy, without hope, and steeped in poverty
to the very lips.
" At length the smaU, very smaU earnings of the father proved
inadequate to the support of the famUy; and it was found necessary to put Julia in a way of adding something to their resources.
They were at this time residing in a smaU lodging in the suburbs
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of London; and after looking about for some weeks, they succeeded in getting Julia employed in a ready-made linen warehouse in the city. H e r e she worked early aud late, returning
home only to sleep; and for scanty wages and indifferent food,
performed tasks as monstrous, irksome, and dispiriting, as the
labours of a galley-slave.
" She had been some time chained to this weary captivity, when,
one day, a foreigner entered the shop to order a set of shirts ; and
as he spoke English with difficulty, Julia, who had been taught
French bj' her father, was caUed from the back room, where the
tired fingers plied from morn tUl night, to act as interpreter. The
stranger A^as evidently struck with her, and on some pretence or
another he repeated his visit on the foUowing day; but this time
he came not alone: he was accompanied by an Englishman, younger
than himself and of a much more showy exterior, jiut the first
difficulty of apprehension that arose betwixt the mistress of the
shop and the foreigner, the Enghshman was about to explain;
b u t the other making him a signal not to interfere, requested the
assistance of the young lady who had served as interpreter on
the preceding day; adding, in a low tone, to his friend, ' I am
going to show you a pretty girl.'
" Julia was again called forward; and if the Frenchman had
admired her, the Euglishman seemed to admire her much more;
at least his admiration was much more openly I'xhibited, and
from that day he neglected no means of making an impression
on the heart of the youug sempstress. H e almost daily retmmed
to the shop with his friend, who had first introduced him, or with
other foreigners; and although it was evident to .Julia that he
spoke French with facility, he always declined exercising this
accomplishment, and requested her assistance. His next step
was to ho\'er about the door at night, till the lioiirs of labour
were expired, and the poor prisoners set free; and then he would
aceonqian.N her home. At first the tunid girl w:is as much
frightened as flattered ; but gradually the attention of her admirer
gained upon her, till at last her daily toil was cheered by the
prospect of her evening walk.
" But, :is ma>' be imagined, this devotion on the part of the lover
was by no means disiutei'csted. H e looked to be rev.'arded for
his pains ; and lost no iijiportunity of dilating on the wretchedness of the life she was leading-, and of pointin.u; out how much
happier she might be, if she would throw herself on his protection, and allow him to iirovide her with all the a|ipliauces of ease,
comfort, and leisure, to which she was so much a stranger, and
which her beauty and merit so fuUy entitled her to enjoy.
" Poor Jidia -.x as not gifted with much power of resistance, and
the serpent charmed her wisely, for she was wearied to the very
marrow of the life she led; but there was one link that held her
still, and that ^MIS her father. She loved him aud she pitied him;
and she knew that to leave him, was to extract the last drop of
cordial fram his cup
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" One night she had been kept at her work later thaa usual, and
when at length she was released, her usually constant attendant
was not to be seen. She concluded he was weary of waiting, and
had gone aw ay. so she hastened homo through the cold, wet,
foggy streets as fast as she could; for it was winter, and she was
anxious to gain the shelter of her own humble lodging, and the
warmth that her scantUy furnished bed-clothes could supply.
" She rang the door bell, expecting her mother, who was in the
habit of sitting up for her, to open it—^but no one came. She
rang again and again. At length, a window above opened, and a
voice, which she recognised as that of the owner of the house,
inquired who was there.
" ' I t ' s me,' replied J u l i a ; 'is my mother gone to b e d ? '
" 'Your mother!' exclaimed the woman, in an angry tone, 'your
mother's gone to gaol, and your father t o o ; and I recommend
you to go after them. It's the fittest place for them, beggarly
French folks as they a r e ! I only wish they'd been there long
ago, instead of living in my parlour floor for nothing, for I've
not seen the colour of their money this six months, I'll take my
oath. Putting me off from day to day with promises: tiU at last
down comes Giblet the butcher, this morning, and arrests them,
and I'm left in the lurch; for all the rags they've got put
together ar'n't worth twenty shiUings; curse 'em!'
" At the close of this oration, the excellent woman shut down
the window with a b a n g ; and left Julia standing in the street
bewildered with fear and surprise. H a d she known more of the
world, she would not have been astonished^ at that happening at
last, which had been long threatening. But she knew wonderfully little. H e r speechless mother had been unable to teach her
anything; and her poor, dejected, disappointed, hopeless father,
though he gave her such education as he had the means of communicating, seldom or never conversed with her on general
subjects; but lived on in a sort of dreaming existence, appearing
to take no part in the affairs of a world in which so scanty and
bitter a portion had been aUotted for him. Friends or acquaintance they had none — they were too poor to make any in a
respectable station; and Julie was too proud, and Valentine too
indolent and indifferent to seek, or accept of others: so that
their daughter grew up singularly unacquainted with all worldly
affairs. She knew they had very little money, but she did not
foresee that that little would be reduced to none; they never told
her so; and as she left home early, and returned to it late, she
had neither seen nor heard anything of the daily struggles and
difficulties her parents had to contend with; and had continued
in happy ignorance of the weekly menaces of the butcher and
baker, and the hourly objurgations of the landlady.
" She waited some time, thinking it impossible the woman could
intend to shut her out, and expecting every instant to hear her
foot in the passage; but she was overrating the hostess's benevolence. That worthy woman, on closing the window, had straight-
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ways returned to her bed, drawn the blankets comfortably round
her shoulders, and whUst Juha was shivering at the door below,
ivas gradually subsiding into an easy doze.
" At length when waiting seemed vain, the poor girl turned ofi
the step, and stood looking through the hazy atmosphere up and
down the street, at a loss which way to go, or where to apply for
shelter.
" ' If I knew where my father and mother are confined,' said she
to herself, ' I'd go there and try to get admittance;' and she bethought herself of addressing her inquiries to the butcher. But
when she reached the spot where she had been often sent for a
pound of coarse beef, or a few bones of the scrag of mutton, she
recoUected that the man had only a staU there, and had his dwelling in some neighbouring street—where, she knew not. She
could think of but one other alternative; it was to go back to
the shop where she worked, and try to get shelter there.
" Perhaps as she tramped back through the weary way she had
trod but an hour before, when she behoved she was hastening to
her parents and her bed, she contrasted the tJien and the noto ; the
former state appea,ring, now that it was lost, so much better than
she had imagined it—the present seeming worse if possible than
it was; and she felt how, in the depths of^ poverty and wretchedness, there is a lower deep remaining stiU—and, perhaps, she
thought of her lover.
" "With a faint heart she approached the door, for her mistress
was a hard woman, and would doubtless be angry at being disturbed at so late an hour—^her hand was upon the bell to ring it,
when an arm was thrown round her waist, and a weU-known and
too welcome voice, said, ' Juha, my love, what are you doing here
at this time of night ?'
" ' I'm going to ask Mrs. Walker to let me sleep here, sir,' rephed
she; for the timid Juha had never got beyond sir.
" ' On what account ?' inquired he. ' Why don't you go
home ?'
" ' I have been home, and they wont let me in, sir,' answered
Juha.
" ' Your father and mother wont let you in!' ejaculated he, with
surprise.
" ' It is not my father and mother, sir,' returned she, unwiUing
to expose the real cause of her dUemma—' they're not at home—
it's the woman of the house.'
" A gUmmering of the truth broke on the mind of the young
man, who, by the way, had made himself known to her as Mr.
WiUiam Godfrey; and the opportunity seemed too favourable to
be lost. He soon extracted from the simple girl aU she knew of
her parent's situation: and he then eloquently represented to her
the probable abuse and insult she would draw upon herself bj^ an
application to Mrs. Walker; whose stock of compassion being far
too hmited to divide bet^^-ixt the twenty poor young sempstresses
she employed, each of whom had miseries enough to have en-
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grossed the whole of it, had prudently closed the avenues of her
heart to aU their sorrows and sufferings at once, thus sparing herself pain, and them disappointment.
" ' Then,' continued he, ' even if she were to take you into the
house now, which, as I said before, she wont, what are you to do
to-morrow night, and the next night, and for months that your
father'U be in prison—perhaps for his life ?—Nothing more common, I assure you, than these sort of events. You can't earn
enough to pay for lodging, fire, and so forth for yourself and your
mother; and she can do nothing, by your own admission. How
much better trust to me. You shall have every comfort yourself,
and something to assist your parents. Come, .Julia, be advised,'
and he wound his arms with tenderness about her, and pressed her
to his heart—' come, my JiUia, come, and put your trust in me.'
" She did put her trust in him; and the remainder of poor Juha's
story may be too easUy anticipated.
" When the father was arrested, the owner of the lodging unhesitatingly turned the mother out of doors; at aU events, Juhe
would have wished to accompany her husband, for extremities of
that sort caUed forth the best part of her character; so she hastUy
wrote a line to her daughter, desiring her to beg shelter for that
night of Mrs. Walker; and in the event of its being denied her,
she directed her where she would find her parents, intrusting the
letter to a neighbour who promised to deliver it. But the ambassadors of the poor are apt to be negligent; the duty was at
first deferred, and at last forgotten, tUl it was too late to be of any
avaU. On the foUowing day the mother sought her child at the
linen-warehouse ; but Mrs. Walker knew nothing about her: and
after seeking her wherever she thought it possible she might have
taken refuge, she returned amazed and disconsolate to her
husband.
" In the meantime Mr. Godfrey was by no means wiUing to run
the risk of losing his conquest whilst it had yet the charm of
novelty. He placed Juha in a lodging a little way out of town, as
remote as possible from the direction in which she had formerly
lived. Timid, inexperienced, irresolute, and knowing nothing of
London but the ground she had been daUy in the habit of walking
over—in fact, a mere chUd of sixteen, it required a degree of
energy far beyond anything she could command, either to find
her own way to her parents, or to insist on being conducted to
them. She ardently desired to see her father, and urged her
wishes frequently on her lover; but he put her off on one pretext
or another; and in some degree satisfied, or at least reheved her
mind, by enclosing smaU sums of money in letters which she
wrote, and which he assured her should be duly dehvered to her
parents.
" He was indulgent and kind; whilst she enjoyed many comforts
that she had never known before; and as he was occupied by
business and other engagements, the hours he passed in her company were too few to give rise to satiety, or afford time for ill
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temper. She became graduaUy reconcUed to the separation from
her parents,—a separation, indeed, which as far as regarded her
mother had never been very painful: and when at the end of a
twelvemonth the httle Julia came to awaken a new interest in her
heart, and furnish an occupation and amusement for the many
hours she had hitherto been doomed to spend alone, she might be
said to be reaUy happy, for she was too unknowing and inexperienced to foresee the reverse that awaited her.
" Shortly after the birth of the child, Mr. Godfrey announced
that he was going on a journey, and should probably be absent
about three months: but he left her in the charge of a friend,
who was to caU frequently and see that she was weU taken care
of; and he arranged with the people of the house to provide her
with board and lodging during the interval.
" The friend, who caUed himself Dyson, endeavoured, as is the
custom of friends, frorn time immemorial, on the hke occasions, to
make an interest for himself in the heart of his fair charge; but
Juha was incorruptible. Without being violently in love with
Mr. Godfrey, she liked him, and felt grateful to him for the protection and comforts he had afforded her ; and she was moreover
bound to him by her passionate affection for the chUd. I t was the
fij*st vivid sentiment that had been awakened in her heart, and it
rushed over it with the spring and vigom- of a newly opened
fountain—fiUed it to the brim, and inspired her with a new hfe.
So she sought no further—her fuU content was in the cradle of
her babe, 'ihe only favour therefore she accepted of Mr. Dyson,
amongst the numerous attentions offered her, was, that he would
find out where her parents had been conveyed, and conduct her to
see them; a request to which he most wUlingly acceded. But
when they arrived at the Fleet, where Valentine had been confined, they learned that, about six months before, some wealthy
foreigner, who had visited the prison, having been touched by the
story of the poor French teacher and his dumb wdfe, had paid
their humble debt and set them free. Whither they were gone no
one could tell, nor did Mr. Dyson's inquiries in the neighbourhood
of their former lodging throw any light on the subject.
" Thus Julia lost all traces of her parents, as they had previously
done of her ; for as for the letters their daughter had intrusted to
Mr. Godfrey, they never advanced further on their way to the
Fleet than the first convenient fire he came to; and thus was she
thrown \\ holly on the tenderness or compassion of her lover.
But alas for the tenderness and compassion of a libertine!
" At the end of a few months, Mr. Godfrey returned, and appeared for a httle whUe to take some interest in her and her chUd;
but gradually the interest became weaker, the visits more rare, and
the means of maintenance less liberally furnished. Julia was not
very speedUy alive to the change; for she did not expect it, in the
first place ; and in the second, her affection for Mr. Godfrey was
not of a nature to render her either jealous or susceptible. But at
length, after a gradual ahenation of some months, he disappeared
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altogether, leaving her a letter, in which he strongly recommended
ner to have recourse to the protection of his friend Dyson : and
promising, provided she foUowed his advice, to pay her a weekly
maintenance for the chUd.
" The poor girl saw no alternative but to walk the streets with
her baby in her arms—one lover had forsaken her, and the other
swore she should never want a home whUst he had a guinea in his
pocket—her heart was with neither of them; it was with her
chUd—so she took him at his word, and accepted his protection.
" Ai'ter some months Mr. Grodfrey again returned, and, from that
time, he used frequentlv to visit Mr. and Mrs. Dyson, as they were
caUed. The two gentlemen often went out together at night,
and not uncommonly, made excursions of several daj'S into the
country.
" This state of things lasted some time, but at length Mr. Dyson's
funds seemed to be on the decline, and Juha was often put to sad
shifts to furnish the necessities of her scanty table. She was
beginning to dread that the time was not far distant when he
would actuaUy not have a guinea in his pocket, and that she would
be again thrown upon the world with nothing to rely on but the
compassion of her first seducer.
" Suddenly, however, the scene brightened; at least, as far aa
regarded the pecuniary department. Mr. Dyson declared that he
had won a large bet at Newmarket; and careless and profuse of
money, Julia's wants were now as liberaUy supphed, as if the sum
were mexhaustible. But •with this access of good fortune, came
other changes less agreeable. Mr. Dyson was an altered man.
His spirits were much more unequal than they had been; his
temper much more irritable. He had strange fits of gloom; was
suspicious, nervous, restless; curious about things which appeared
to Julia of no consequence, and was seized with an unaccountable
mania for changing his lodgings.
" In the meantime the money fled; and that at such a rate, that
in a very short time their circumstances became as straitened as
before the last access of fortune ; and poverty stared them in the
face. Just at this period Mr. Godfrey caUed one day, and said,
that he had the charge of a young woman from the country, who
was on her way to the continent; that she was taken extremely
iU, and had imbibed such an inveterate aversion to the persons he
had placed her with, that she talked of giving up her journey altogether, and returning to her friends. He therefore begged Julia
to go and see her, and endeavour to reconcUe her to waiting
patiently where she was, tfll her health should permit her to travel.
Accordingly, Juha visited the young lady, whose name she learned
was Miss Jones, and who was suffering from the effects of a neglected cold, caught, she said, on her journey to London; Mr.
Godfrey having neglected to caU in medical adrice, tiU she was so
bad, that the servant of the house she was lodging in, had one
night taken fright, and ran out for an apothecary, of her own
accord, when he was absent.
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" Miss Jones disowned any sort of attachment to Mr. Godfrey;
was quite indignant at Julia's natural suspicion that he was her
lover; and declared that she was on her way to the continent to
be married. She was otherwise by no means communicative ; and
Juha neither learned where she- came from, nor whither she was
going.
" In due time, by the care of the apothecary, she recovered, and
Julia was informed that Mr. Godfrey being unable to accompany
her abroad, the charge of escorting her to her destination was to
devolve on Mr. Dyson.
" Accordingly they departed; and in a very short time, as Julia
had foreseen, the woman of the house, when she found that the ostensible husband cUd not return, gave the wife warning to quit within
twenty-four hours ; adding, that but for the sake of the child, whom
she had grown fond of, and whose pretty playful ways might have
melted a heart of marble, she should certainly have seized her
clothes to pay the arrears of rent. In this dUemma Julia might
naturaUy have appUed to Mr. Godfrey for assistance ; but with
Mr. Dyson's departure, the visits of the friend had ceased: and
where to seek him, or to address a letter to him, she could not
teU; for, from the very commencement of their acquaintance, he
had carefuUy abstained from giving her any information on the
subject. Like the wind he came and went—she neither knew
whence nor whither.
" Fortunately, her wardrobe was tolerably furnished by the liberahty of Mr. Dyson ; and she had a few trinkets that he had given
her in the flush of his fortunes. These she pawned; and after
taking a very humble lodging in Holborn, she next proceeded to
the shop of her former mistress at the ready-made linen warehouse
and requested to be supphed with work which she might do at
home, where the care of her child confined her. She obtained a
httle employnient, and by the aid of what she thus earned, and
the gradual disposal of her wardrobe she contrived for a time to
pay her rent, and purchase food for herself and her infant. But
in process of time the wardrobe was exhausted—next, the little
girl was seized with measles and hooping-cough, and was very ill:
some money inevitably went for drugs, and much time was spent
in nursing and attendance. Matters became daily worse and
worse : the child recovered from the maladies, but remained weak
and helpless ; pining for want of air and exercise, and craving for
food which could not be supplied. The love for the infant, which
had hitherto given her energy, and enabled her to support this
hard struggle, now that she saw the struggle was in vain, and
could no longer be maintained, only added a thousand-fold to her
despair.
" At length the dreaded night arrived, that found her houseless,
penniless, without a friend to turn to, or a hope to cheer; and with
the fearful agony of those cruel words, ' Mamma, I'm so hungry,'
for ever wringing at her heart.
" For several hours she wandered through the streets, the iohos-
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pitable streets, that furnish nothing to the pennUess wretch that
cannot beg—amongst crowds of busy and incurious strangers,
hurrying on their several errands and rudely brushing with their
elbows, as they passed, the fainting mother and the starving child;
—on she wandered. Ever and anon the broad, gray sheet of the
gloomy river, Tvith its sable canopy of fog hung over it, appearing
betwixt the divisions of the streets, and reminding her that beneath
its dark waters there was a last refuge for the destitute—a bed
wherein once laid, no sound can wake them, no cold can shiver
them, no hunger tear their entrafls, nor cries of starving infants
pierce their hearts.
" "Who shall condemn her that she sought its rest P"

CHAPTEE XXIV.
WHICH N A R R A T E S T H E PROGRESS OF H A R R Y ' S JOURNEY ; A N D HOW H E
INTO UNPLEASANT COMPANY.

FELL

IT was a fine moonhght night when Harry Leeson leaped over the
park gate of Oakfield into the high road, and he walked on bravely
—bravely for fifteen. It can't be denied that there was something
heavy at his heart; that he thought of what his life and his prospects had been ; of his uncle and the happy days at Oakfield when
he was ahve, and aU the world wore snules for Harry—of Fanny,
kind, gentle, affectionate Fanny, that, although she could not
protect him, stUl loved him as much as ever. I t must be confessed,
too, that he occasionally thought of the comfortable bed he had
left behind him; and that when, by dint of walking, and the fresh
night air he got an appetite, the alluring picture of the hot rolls,
and the well-spread breakfast table in the library, would, in spite
of his heroic efforts to despise all such considerations, present
themselves to his imagination in a too fascinating form.
Then, though Harry would not have admitted to himself that
he was afraid, or that there was anything to be afraid of; yet ever
and anon, when there was a dark turn in the road, or a mysterious
looking shadow of some old tree with its arms waving in the wind
feU across it: or some restless bird of night fluttered from amongst
its branches, and with its ominous cry saUed slowly through the
air, there would be something fluttering, too, within poor Harry's
breast. But presently would come the brisk rattle of revolving
wheels, the lively smack of the coachman's whip, and one of the
maUs would dash past him; or a heavy wagon would crawl by,
and a "good night, master," from the wagoner, would put him in
heart again.
Thoughts, too, of the future would intrude. I t was not quite
certain that he would be admitted into one of his majesty's
regiments of the line, rise to be a general, and be knighted.
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although it was highly probable—and if this did not happen
exactly as Harry had planned, he did not very clearly see what
else could. His whole arrangements had been entirely made on
this supposition; his castle with all its towers and battlements
raised upon this foundation—if it slipped away, there was nothing
left—like the fall of the Eossberg, it carried everytliing else with
it. Occasional doubts as to whether he had reaUy done the very
best thing in the world for himself, would intrude; and once or
twice he wondered whether he had been missed; and whether if
he walked straight back as fast as he could, and presented himself
at the breakfast-table at the usual hour, the adventure might
not remain whoUy unknown. But he did not turn back; and as
the hours advanced, and the distance from Oakfield increased,
the experiment became impracticable; and therefore there was
nothing left but to walk forward.
As the morning dawned, and human beings began to be
stirring, another Gorgon presented itself to Harry's imagination,
which fiUed the place of aU those which had been only visions
of the night, and were now melting away in the bright beams of
the rising sun. This was the fear of being overtaken, and carried
back in triumph by Gaveston; to be taunted, jeered, insulted,
laughed a t ; and finaUy forced, without the means of resistance,
to accompany him wherever he pleased to take him, and conform
to whatever arrangements he chose to make for him.
" N o ! " said Harry, with a sweUing heart, "never ! I'd rather
do anything in the world ! I'd rather be a common soldier, if I
can't be an officer—I'd even rather get my hving as a servant in
some nice family, where the people would be kind to me, perhaps
when they found I was a gentleman—I'd submit to anything,
anj-thing in the world, so that I can feel I'm my own master,
and not dependent upon that feUow! And by the by," thought
he, " surely, now that it's dayhght, I'm very wrong to be walking
along this high-road, where I may be traced so easily if they send
in pursuit of me. I'U strike off across the country instead of
keeping the direct hne to London, and find my way thither by
some other route."
Upon this, Harry leaped over the first stUe he came to, cut
across several fields, tUl he found himself in a very rural district,
amongst hop gardens and pretty farm houses; and on arriving at
a neat little village, •\> here he saw a pink horse standing upon
three legs over a door, he entered and inquired if he could have
some breakfast.
A clean, healthy, honest-looking woman answered him in the
aflirmative; and showing him into a neat httle sanded parlour,
furnished with wooden chairs, deal tables, and adorned with
'.\ hole-length portraits of the Marquis of Granby, the Duke of
Cumberland, and other worthies, she soon set before him an
excellent breakfast of brown bread, sweet butter, new milk for
hia tea, and a smoking rasher of bacon for a relish,
Harry did justice to his fare, and felt himself an emperor. It
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was a capital commencement to his adventures; and it was the
first breakfast that had ever been served at his own command,
and paid for from his own pocket. In short, it was the first independent bread and butter Harry had ever eaten, and he relished
it accordingly.
The woman was so civU, too; and after breakfast, having
refreshed himself by dipping his head in some cold water, and
having had his clothes brushed, he strolled into the little garden
behind the house, where she invited him to make free with the
fruit; in fine, the quarters were very agreeable, and Harry had
walked aU night; the vUlage, moreover, was in a sheltered nook,
quite off the direct road, where it was very unlikely he would be
sought for; so after some consideration, he resolved to remain
there tiU the next morning.
An exceUent dinner of eggs and bacon and hasty-pudding
made an agreeable diversion in his day's amusement; after which,
throwing himself across a row of wooden chairs that stood against
the waU, he feU fast asleep—and, as soundly as if he had been on
a bed of down, slept tUl his hostess came to inquire if he would
have any tea. The tea, with its due accompaniment of bread and
butter, being swaUowed in a sort of somniferous medium between
sleeping and waking, he immediately afterwards retired to the
humble but clean bed that had been provided for him; and there,
in a state of complete obhvion of all the joys and sorrows of this
world, passed the hours till morning. Poor Harry! it was too
good a beginning to last.
He awoke the next morning in a condition of perfect comfort;
and having devoured a second edition of the good breakfast, and
made some inquiries about his road, he started again on his
journey; and in this manner he continued to travel, keeping as
vride as he could of the high road from Oakfield to London;
walking by day and resting by night, tiU he had arrived within
twenty mUes of the great city. And so far he reached without
any adventure worth recording. The smaU country inns he put
up at, afforded him aU the accommodation he needed; the guests
he met at them were chiefly the honest farmers of the neighbourhood ; the hosts were civU, the charges low, the weather fine, and
the country pleasant; no one asked him whence he came or
whither he was going; and Harry indulged himself with easy
stages by day and sound sleeps by night.
I t was about seven o'clock on the evening of his last day's
journey, for he looked to make his entrance into London on thf
foUowing morning, that he stepped into a smaU inn by the roai
side, which, not only with respect to its situation, but in its
appearance also, bore a less rural and inviting aspect than those
he had hitherto put up at. The sign was "The Admiral;" and
exalted on a high pole about three yards from the door, swung
a rude representation of Admiral Jarvis. There was a trough
for watering horses on one side of the house, and a set of illconditioned looting stables on the other. The echo of rude
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voices resounded from within; and a powerful odour of beer and
tobacco exhaled through the open door.
Harry hesitated a httle, for none of his senses were in'vited by
the tokens they detected; but he had already extended his walk
an hour beyond its usual limits in the hope of meeting with some
desirable resting-place ; but these he perceived became more rare
as he approached London. The character of the small inns
became less rural, the hosts less simple and civU: and the company he met, less unobjectionable. However, he was tired: and
reflecting that by going farther he might fare worse, he resolved
to content himself witS such accommodation as " The Admiral"
afforded.
" How now, master ?" said a big bluff man, who advanced from
an open door on the right, with a pewter porter pot in his hand,
and wearing a blue apron, one corner of which was turned up and
tucked into the waistband—""What's to say?"
" I wish to know if I can have some supper, and a bed here,"
rephed Harry, rather abashed by the rude address.
" There's little doubt of that," rephed the host, taking a deliberate survey of Harry's accoutrements, " if so be that you can pay
the score."
" Certainly I can," answered Harry, not a httle offended at the
doubt expressed. " I don't expect you to feed me, nor lodge me
either for nothing."
•• No offence, master, no offence!" cried the rude host; "but
it's as weU to be on the safe side: we get aU sorts here."
Harry felt a great inclination to turn round and walk out: but
he was afraid that, if he did so. the man would be insolent to
him: so he foUowed him into a smaU back room that looked on
the stable yard, where he requested he might have some tea;
which the host promised should be forthcoming immediately.
The room itself was eridently one reserved for such select
visitors as preferred being alone to joining the smokers and
porter and grog consumers that assembled in the other. The
waUs were covered with a duU-looking paper that appeared to
have once been blue, but in which now neither pattern nor colour
was discernible: numerous stains of hquor. and sundry bare
places where long stripes had been peeled off, testified that the
occupants of even that choice apartment did not always confine
themselves within the limits of temperance and decorum. A
smaU square bit of carpet with torn edges that laid traps for the
toes, and of as nondescript a hue as the paper, was spread in the
middle of the room, and over it stood an old battered, shattered,
leaf and a half of a mahogany dining-table, scored, scratched, and
blotted with aU manner of disfigurements. Four ancient chairs
•with high backs, and black hair seats which had once been
stuffed, but from which the chief pai't of the contents had either
been consumed by moths, or abstracted through the large holes
that appeared in the hair cloth, completed the furniture of this
best apartment of the inn at B
. The window was exceedingly
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dirty, and cut all over with plebeian names, and coarse rhjones ;
and a bit of torn, faded, green stuff' of an open texture, affected,
in the form of a blind, to shut out the view of the stable-ya,rd
from the eye of the genteel customer within; or to defend him
from the obtrusive curiosity of the profane vulgar without. The
window appeared never to have been opened within the memory
of m a n : and the odour of the apartment, in which there was no
ehimne.\', perfectly corresponded with its other attractions. The
wretched appointnicnta of the tea table, the battered tray, the
cracked cup and saucer, the black pot with the remnant of a
spout, the notched and broken knife, the stale, dirty-looking,
Ul-baked bread it was to cut, the strong, yellow, salt butter, the
coarse ding.\' lump sugar, and the pale blue drop of milk in a
broken black ewer, were aU in accordance. I t was Harry's first
introduction to the ungraceful adjuncts of poverty and humble
life. Till now the experiences of his journey had not disclosed to
him their vulgar and offensive side. The rural inns, with their
clean whitewashed waUs, their sanded floors, their chairs and
tables of well-scrubbed deal, their neat gardens filled with
cabbages, and French beans, and gooseberry and currant bushes,
mingled with pinks, and sweet peas, and hollyhocks, with a
venerable apple-tree in one corner, and a little arbour twined with
honeysuckles and sweet-brier in the other—all this was lowly and
simple, but not vulgar. Nothing that is pure and simple can be
vulgar; but the dirty, stained paper, the faded, ragged oarpet,
and the mahogany table and chairs, in the select room of the inn
at B
, were aU essentiaUy vulgar, for they were intended to
be genteel.
Harry's high hopes and the exaltation of his spirits feU with his
fortunes. Here was already a reverse; a taste of the future,
always supposing he was not made a general and a grand cross of
the B a t h ; the certainty of which events varied wiih the height of
the quicksUver in the barometer of his comforts. I t is delightful
to be independent, and feel that one is master of his own actions ;
but H a r r y found it impossible to enjoy these privUeges to their
fuU extent in the best room of the inn at B
; so, tired as he
was, when he had taken enough of his uninviting repast to
appease the mostjji'gent caUs of his appetite, he went to the door
to get a breath of fresh a i r ; but the vulgar merriment, and the
•vulgar odours from within, stUl assaUing his ears and his nostrUs,
he walked across the road, and swung his legs over a gate that led
into a turnip field.
I n this position he sat some time, when he observed two men
approaching from the London side, who on reaching the house,
having taken a survey of its exterior, turned in. They both
wore shabby black coats, and hats with very small b r i m s ; and had
that imdefinable appearance of belonging to no recognised class,
that led the beholder to imagine that they lived by no acknowledged means, but upon such means as accident or the 'exercise of
their own enterprise or desierity might furnish.
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Harry thought no more of them, but turned his reflections on
his own affairs; tiU they again attracted his attention by appearing at the door together. They seemed in close consultation;
and one of them held a printed paper in his hand to which they
occasionaUy referred, whUst they cast their eyes so frequently
across the road to where Harry was sitting, that he began to feel
imcomfortable, and to fancy they were speaking of him.
So much did this notion prevaU, that, at length, he descended
from the gate on the other side, and walked up the held, which
was divided by a path in the middle. When he had moved a
little way, he could not help turning his head to see what the men
were doing; and he perceived that they were both leaning over
the gate he had just left, and were looking after him.
Harry felt exceedingly annoyed, and began to be assailed -with
impleasant suspicions. I t occurred to him, could they be emissaries of Gaveston ? They looked men fit for any mischief or Ul
service ; and their attention was certainly singularly directed to
him. At the extremity of the field was a stUe which gave access
to another; he crossed it; and when he did so the men leaped
over the gate, and walked up the turnip field, as if resolved to
keep bim stUl in view.
This was so disagreeable, Jiad he felt so much averse to the idea
of finding himself in their company remote from the house, that
when be had crossed the second field, instead of going further, he
seated himself on the stile: upon which they drew up, and seated
themselves upon the opposite one.
It wiw too evident to Harry that they were watching him; and
a host of apprehensions and suspicions rushed into his mind with
the conviction. Either they were sent in search of him, or they
were induced, by perceiving he was a young gentleman, alone and
unprotected, to form some e^ril design against his person or his
pocket.
" Perhaps they suppose I have money, and they mean to rob
me," said he ; '' and if they take what little I have, what am I to
do when I get to London?" And as the evening was drawing on,
he thought he should be safer near the house ; " and there's my
bundle, b.\- the by, in that parlour; somebody may walk off with
that too," he added, as he jumped off the stile and turned his steps
towards the inn.
"\Mien the two men saw him move, they foUowed his example ;
and hmnging slowly back, " marshalled him the way that he was
going"—.Macbeth's dagger could not be more disagreeable.
Harry, to a\'oid them, walked straight into the house, and into
bis odious parlour ; where, however, he found the pocket handkerchief that contained aU his worldly goods, quite safe. He was
hungry, and would have been glad of some supper; and tired, and
would" have been glad to go to bed; but he distrusted both the
supper and the bed. He doubted the roof he was under being an
honest one ; and of all places in the world, bed is the least inviting
'<rhere such a suspicion prevails—even according to the landlord s
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own admission, " he got aU sorts there;" and the sample Harry
had seen, slight as was his experience of mankind, unpleasantly
confirmted the assertion. So as he felt he must do something, for
it •was impossible to sit in the wretched room doing nothing, he
decided on the supper as the least evU of the two.
The supper, when it appeared, promised better than the tea—it
was more in the line of business at " The Admiral," where such
" thin potations," were seldom caUed for; and the remains of a
cold round of beef the loaf he had at tea, and a pint of porter in
a pewter pot, graced the dirty and scanty table-cloth.
Harry had just cut himself a slice of meat and a corner of the
loaf, and was preparing to make himself some amends for his
pre'rious fast, when the door opened, and the landlord ushered in
the two odious men in black—announcing that the gentlemen requested permission to join the young gentleman at supper.
Banquo's ghost was not a more unwelcome visitor. Harry
coloured to the ej^es, and looked confused and annoyed, but he
had not courage to object. In fact, he had a notion that his objections, had he made any, would have been of verj' httle avaU:
so he went on eating his supper as composedly as he could, •without raising his eyes from the plate, or taking any notice of his
company. The landlord brought them knives, and forks, and
plates, and a pot of porter ; and they straightway helped themselves, and began to feed like ostriches.
"Here's to you, sir," said one of them, raising the pewter vessel
tohishps. Harry bowed.
" A'ou don't feed, sir," continued the man. " One ud expect a
youngster like you'd be more peckish after your walk. And this
here round's capital."
" I've eat very weU," rephed Harry, who might have added,
" the sauce has spoUed the supper."
" I take it, now, you've trudged some mUes since sunrise ?"
pursued the man.
"Not far," answered Hany, wishing to miply that he rather
belonged to the neighbourhood, than came from a distance.
'' How many mUes can you do in a day now, •without knocking
up?" continued the questioner.
" I reaUy don't know," rephed Harry, " I never tried."
" Perhaps twenty ?" said the man.
" Perhaps I might, if I tried," said Harry.
"Twenty a day, keeping on for four or five dajs running, is
enough for a youngster at your age," observed the man who had
not before spoken.
Harrj' thought the speech singular: for it was just five days
since he left Oakfield; and the twenty mUes a day had been much
about his rate of travelling.
"How does the country look downwards?" inquu'ed the first
speaker.
"I've not seen much of the country," said Harry. " I beheve
it's looking very weU."
u
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" Hops looking pretty smartish?" asked the man.
" O d d again," thought H a r r y . " H o w should ho know that I
have come through the hop districts ?" " I don't know, I ' m sure,"
he answered.
" You're making direct for Lunnun, I take it ?" said the second
man.
" T o be sure he is," said the other, perceiving that H a r r y was
not disposed to answer. " That's the place to make a fortin' in.
Isn't it, sir?"
" I don't know, indeed," s a i d H a r r y , s u l k U y ; " I never was there."
" N o , no, you arn't there yet," said the man, •with a sneer; " b u t
you're going, you know, t take it, now, you reckon upon being
there to-morrow : don't you ?"
" I ' m by no means sure I'm going there at all," rephed Harry,
whose cheeks were by this time crimson with vexation and annoyance, and whose countenance plainly denoted his feelings.
" O h , you shoiUdn't balk yourself," said the man, in an ironical
t o n e ; " in for a penny in for a pound—neck or nothing. I ' m
always for, carrvdng things through, I am. You'll be off, I s'pose,
by times in the morning ?"
To this inquiry H a r r y made no answer.
" I wonder what o'clock it is," said the second man. " Have
you a watch, Larkins ?"
" N o , I ha'n't," replied Larkins. " P e r h a p s you can teU us
what o'clock it is. sir? " added he, addressing Harry, and directing
his eye to where the boy's little chain and seals hanging out
betokened that he had a watch within.
H a r r y did not know how to evade answering the question, so he
unwUhngly drew out poor Fanny's present, for it was a watch she
had given him on his birth-day; and his initials and crest were
engraven on it.
" I t ' s half-past nine," he answered; and was about to replace
his timepiece in his pocket; when the man nearest him stretched
out his band, and without violence, but in a manner that denoted
he was determined to have it, took it away from him.
H a r r y started ux"), for he thought they intended to rob him.
" Sit down, sir, sit down ; don't be flurried," said the man.
' ' N o harm's meant. You shall have your watch again directly; I
only want to look at it."
" Eale metal," oliseived Larkins, as he and his companion
examined the watch ; observing the initial.^, the engravings on the
seals, and opening it to read the maker's name ; after •\\hich they
handed it back to H a r r y ; and asked him if he'd join them in a
glass of brandy and water; to which polite invitation he answered
in the ne^jative, and said he was going to bed. They admitted
that he couldn't; do better, as he'd be the fitter for his next day's
j o u r n e y ; so with that encouragement, he rang the bell, and asked
to be shown to his bed-room.
A dirty drab of a girl brought him a flaring bit of tallow candle
in a taU, crooked, copper candlestick, and desired hun to foUow her.
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" I ' l l take care to lock my door," thought he, as he took leave
of his friends, " and I'll be off by daylight in the morning, that I
may escape them, if possible;" but he didn't feel very sure that it
would be possible; for he still behoved that, for some purpose or
another, they were watching his proceedings.

CHAPTEE XXV
HARRY MAKES AN E F F O R T TO P A R T C0.1IPANY W I T H T H E TWO GENTLEMEN
IN B L A C K ; A N D MEETS 'WITH ANOTHER ADVENTURE.

" W E L L , " exclaimed Larkins, when H a r r y had closed the door,
" ar'n't this prune luck?"
" I t ' s the right covey," said the other, taking a printed paper
from his pocket. " No mistake."
" Eead it," said Larkins.
" ' Fifty pounds reward,' said the other, spreading the paper on
the table before him. ' Left his home, on the night of the 15th,
from the neighbourhood of Mapleton—a young gentleman, five
feet three aud a liaUin height, figure slight, fair complexion, hair
brown, eyes dark, features handsome. H e wore a blue jacket with
a velvet collar, a black sUk waistcoat, iron-gray trousers, and a
black ribbon round his neck; and is supposed to have carried a
smaU buncUe, in a red sUk handkerchief. H e had also a sUver
watc'n, on \vhich were engraven the letters H . L. and a crest.
Maker's name Grierson. Fifty pounds wiU be given to whoever
•mU bring the above young gentleman safely to No. 7, Mark Lane-:
or give such information as shaU lead to his discovery.' "
" All right," said Larkins, " ev'ry partick'ler."
" D'you think he smokes us P" said the other, whose name was
Gomm.
" H e don't hke us," said Larkins, " but that's nat'ral. Thinks
we want to pluck him."
"AU he's got about him, watch and aU, wouldn't fetch ten
pounds,''' answered Gomm.
" No, no," said Larkins : " t'other's the g o : aU safe too."
" Let's have another jorum," said Gomm—" the covey 'U pay the
tick," so they called for another edition of brandy and water, and
in^rited the lancUord to give them his company.
" You're in luck, gentlemen," said the host, when he heard their
story. " I t mi;(ht have feU to me, if I'd seen t h e b U l ; for I'd a
notion from the first he was on a lark, and had a mind to ax him
a few questions; but he held up his head, and war'n't over communicative."
" I t was just an accident," said Gomm, " that I see'd it. W e
were coming through Southwark yesterday, and I spied a man
afore us sticking the biUs; so I stopped to read one on 'em—and
M 2
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I said, says I, to Larkins, that "ud be a fine fish to catch, if we could
\ight on him—"
" Let's get his marks, says I." said Larkins, intersecting the
course of his friend's narration, " who knows but we may light on
bim ? The road we're going's as like as any for bim to tsike.lf he's
making for Lunnun: as they aU do. when they go upon a lark."
" So I ax'd the feUow for a bUl," said Gromm; "' and sure enough
"That should I see as we come do'wn the road but the very identical
covey."
" You see'd him? " exclaimed Larkins, "I see'd liim. if you
please. You'd ha' walked on, and never stopped tiU we got to
Kochester, as we'd fixed on, if I hadn't twigged him."
" I had my eye on him," said Gromm, '" stfore ever you spoke,
and had been surweying him for some time."
" "Why didn't you say so then r" asked Larkins.
" Cause 'twas no use speaking tiU I was sure," answered Gromm;
"besides he was looking at us, and I didn't •want to set him a
suspecting of anything tUl we had bi^m safe. He might ha' been
off afore we'd time to see his marks."
Upon this Mr. Larkins contradicted Mr. Gromm. and asserted
that he was sure he had not seen him tUl he had himself drawn
his attention to the lad swinging on the gate. Mr. Gromni swore
that he had ; and added that if he hadn't first observed the bUlsticker in Southwark, Mr. Larkins would never have kno^wn anything about the fugitive at aU; and thus, from less to more, they
quarreUed as to who had contributed most to the discovery, and
who had a claim upon the largest share of the fifty pounds. In
short, each felt that he could have accomplished the business as
weU by himself, and was not disposed to admit a partnership in
the reward, "When they had quarreUed sufficiently, the host
interfered, and succeeded in bringing about a reconcUiation; upon
which they caUed for more liquor, and sat drinking far into the
nicht.
The bed-room to which Harry ascended, was not raised more
•than half-a-dozen stairs above the ground-floor, and appeared to
be a small offset from the house buUt over the stable-yard. It
contained two beds standing near together, each furnished with
blue cheeked curtains, and a red worsted qiult. The rest of the
appointments consisted of two chairs, which had once had straw
seats, but had now scarcely any seats at aU; a ricketty painted
table, with an old lookinc-glass on it. that being cracked across
the middle presented to the eye of the curious two half faces that
did not appear to have any connexion with each other; a washing
stand, with the legs tied, ro keep them from a disunion which
would have been fatal to the security of the whole body,
together with that of the cracked basin and ewer which it
supported.
" I s there a kev to the door?" inquired Harry of the girl, as he
ixamined the locli.
•' A key!" said she, " no; what do you want with a key P"
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" To lock the door," replied Harry, " to be sure.'
"Lock the door!" exclaimed the girl, looking at him with
astonishment at so unreasonable a proposition, "how be the
other company to get in, if you locks the door ?"
" Other company!" said Harry. " What other companyP You
mustn't put anybody else into this room."
"Mustn't I ? " said the girl. ""Where be the gentlemen to
sleep tlieu, when we ha'n't no other room P"
"What gentlemen ?" asked Harry.
" The two gentlemen as supped in the best parlour," answered
the servant. " They've bespoke this here t'other bed."
" I won't let anybody sleep in my room," said Harry.
""WTiat for?" said she, contemptuously, "you can't sleep in
both beds yourself, can you! "Where's the harm of having two
Chiist'ens to sleep in the room with you ?" and without waiting
to hear further objections to an arrangement that appeared to her
so unobjectionable, she walked out of the room.
Harry stood aghast! To sleep in the room •with the two odious
men in black ! 'The thing was impossible! There was not only
disgust, but an overpowering sense of danger^" Then that was
why they gave me back my watch," said he, "because they can
take it in the night, and perhaps they mean to murder me too!"
Whether Gaveston had sent them to find him out, or whether
their object was plunder, that they had evU designs against him
he felt assured. How was he to escape them ? Should he throw
himself on the protection of the landlord? But he was by no
means certain that the landlord was any better than his customers. He still heard the voices of the noisy topers in the front
room below, that echoed with their rude merriment, and •vulgar
songs; but if he addressed his apprehensions to them what could
he expect but insult and laughter? Harry, like other boys, had
read strange stories of treacherous hosts and murdered traveUers;
and he searched about for the trap-door through which his body
was to be conveyed away when they had murdered him; and, oh,
horror! he found it! There was actuaUy a trap in the floor.
Here was the confirmation of his worst suspicions! He had
faUen into a den of thieves and murderers, and was doomed to
die the death of his poor uncle; to be murdered in an inn! Oh,
how he arraigned his folly! How he wished himself back under
Fanny's roof! There danger could not reach him; and whUst
she knew where he was, Gaveston dared not have touched his
life. But now, no one knew where he was; he was without
defence, without protection; and -with little peril to his enemies
he might be put out of the way and his destiny never discovered.
He softly opened the door, and listened to the voices below.
He not only heard those in the front room, but he distinguished
those of his friends in the back parlour. He thought there was
a third amongst them; and on venturing a little nearer, he discovered it was that of the landlord. The front door of the house
stood •wide open the while, and looked very inviting. The door
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of the parlour was shut, but that of the front room was partly
open; he discerned the light shining into the passage. Should
he be able to pass unobserved ? Or, if the occupants of the room
saw him, would they stop him ?
H e was yet debating these essential points when the door of
the pariour opened, and the landlord came out. H a r r y had
barely time to retreat out of sight. The host passed into the
front room, and said something to the people in it. H a r r y gently
closed his room door that the h g h t within might not betray him;
and then concealing his person behind a projection of the
wainscot, he watched the proceedings below. Presently the
landlord came out again, and went into his bar, which was on
the opposite side of the passage to the best parlour, and in a few
•minutes he descried Sal, the maid-servant "who had turned such
a deaf ear to his expostulations, bearing a tray into the front
room, on which were sundry pewter pots, jugs, and glasses. She
then returned to the b a r ; and, anon, the landlord bimself
appeared, loaded with a fresh supply of liquor, which he carried
into the back parlour, and shut the door; and ere long, he
heard his voice mhigling with that of Larkins and Gomm in loud
debate.
" N o w , " thought Harry, " i s my time. They'll none of them
stir tUl they've drunk that, at aU events;" and he stepped back
into his room and fetched his buncUe and h a t ; which last article,
in the heat of his suspicions of the gentlemen in black, he had
fortunately brought up stairs •with him.
H e came out softly; and after waiting an instant to take a final
survey, he had just; set his foot on the first stair, when, to his
dismay, Sal the maid came out of the bar, and banged to the
front door; after which she again returned into her den.
H e r e was a catostrophe! His last hope cut off; for it was
utterly im])i:'ssible he could open the door without being heard.
H e returned to his room, and sitting do^svn on the side of his
miserable bed, he burst into tears. H e was. then, doomed to die
in that wretched place ; and he -wondered if his poor mamma
was looking down from heaven in pity for his melancholy fate.
H e r sw I'ct gentle face rose up bef )re him—so did the image of
his kind uncle, and all the friends ^\ ho had ever loved him. His
poor heart sweUed as if it would burst •\^itli the agony of these
lender memories and regrets; aud the bitter coiitrast betwixt the
past and the present.
"When the parox.^ sni had a little abated, he again rose and
looked o u t ; all below was as it had been; the outer door stUl
closed. Suddenly, he thought of the windo\v; it could not be
Very hi.uh. for the room was but little raised above the lower floor.
H e shut his door again, and examined the win,do\v. I t was in
the lattice fashion, consisting of small three-cornered pieces of
glass, united by leaden bands, and opened in the centre with a
latch.
H e unfastened it, and looked out—the distance from the ground
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was nothing to an active boy, more especially one who was flying
for his hfe. The only thing to be feared was, that there might be
some one yet stirring in the stable-yard; but all seemed quiet.
He stepped back and closed the curtains of his bed all around;
untied his bundle and threw the red handkerchief conspicuously
across the back of a chair by the bed side; extinguished the candle,
and set that also on the chair, as if it had been put out after he
was in bed; aud then, without further pause or deliberation, he let
himself down from the window, hanging by the sill with one hand,
whilst he closed it after him with the other. All was as quiet as he
could desire. He stepped softly past the window of the best parlour, and heard the voices of his dreaded companions apparently
raised in anger; they were just then in the crisis of their dispute,
as to whom belonged the merit of first discovering Harry. He
was afraid there might be a dog; but there was none; and he
passed under the little archway into the high road; crossed it,
and fled across the fields that he had walked over in the evening.
He remembered to have seen smoke rising from a chimney somewhere in that direction; it might be from a farmhouse where he
could claim protection ; and. at all events, he thought his enemies
would be more likely to pursue him, if they chose to do so at aU,
along the high road than across the country.
For some time Harry walked on very fast, occasionaUy varying
his pace with a run; and in the energy that his terror lent him,
forgetting that he was tired.
At length, however, his legs took the liberty of reminding him
that they had been going all day; and he would have been very
glad to have found an open barn-door, or some sort of shelter
where he might have obtained a few hours' rest; but nothing of
the Sort presented itself Indeed Harry was approaching a neighbourhood where people leave nothing open that they can keep
closed—he was drawing near to Gravesend.
Delicately nurtured as he had been, he was afraid to lie down
and sleep upon the damp grass; and afraid, too, lest his pursuers
might steal upon him whilst he slept; but he was too exhausted
to go further without some respite, and he looked about for a seat
that would afford him a place of repose. The moon that had
lighted him from Oakfield was waning now, but the night was
clear; and the purple canopy above him was spangled with, countless gems. The field he was in was the last of a series that he
had been crossing, and led into the high road by a stile; the only
seat he could discern was the step of the stile, a desirable one
enough in his circumstances, since it afforded the convenience of
resting his back against the bars; but it had the fault of being
conspicuous. However, there was no choice—he was now far
away from the odious inn, and he sat down upon it, resolving to
trust to his ears to warn him, in time, of approaching danger.
But his most vigorous efforts could not defend him from faUing
into a doze, which would, doubtless, ere long have terminated in
a sound nap, had he not, in his imperfect sleep, dreamed that h»
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was in bed at the inn ; and that he heard the voices of the gentlemen in black as they were ascending the stairs, consulting as to
what manner of death they should inflict upon him. H e started
awake with the horror that seized him—and he fancied he heard
them stiU—a moment more and he was sure of i t ; at least, he was
sure he heard footsteps and voices approaching, although he could
not distinguish what they were saying.
His first impulse was to jump over the stile into the high road;
but just as he was about to do so, a moving shadow faUing across
it, caught his eye, and showed him he was going the •wrong way;
the persons were approaching by the r o a d ; his only resource was
to crouch down under the hedge; which he did instinctively;
although, as the strangers were coming from an opposite direction,
he had no particular reason to fear them, nor to suppose they were
in pursuit of him.
'They graduaUy drew near, walking very slowly, and speaking
so low, that H a r r y could not catch a word of the conversation.
H e listened intensely to ascertain if the voices were those of
Larkins and G o m m ; but he could not be certain. At length,
however, when they reached the stUe they stopped, and he •was
afraid they were about to cross i t ; but instead of doing so, they
drew up, and placing thefr backs against it, they continued their
colloquy.
" There's no danger of our being suspected," said one of the
persons. " Every man on 'em thinks we are at sea in the Hahfax.
Thev don't know we got ashore again at Scillv. How should
they?"
'• I take it she's sure to drop down with the tide to-morrow,"
said the other.
" S u r e enough," answered the first. " B u t s'pose she didn't
she'll be down next tide."
" But then she mit:ht be off next morning, and that wouldn't do,
no how "
" She'll be tlown to-morrow," said the iir.'-t. " BUl Jones heard
.he caiitain say so for sartain."
" Is Bill sure of the second watch?"
"Sartain," said the other. " I f all's ri^dit, he'll hang a white
flag o\ ei- her slarlioard. If we don't see the white flag, we're to
kce)) oil'. Ifso lie it's as clear as it is to-nit:ht, w e should see it
from the slioi-e: but .'i cloudy sky woidd suit better."
" There's no fear bill what hi's>^(>ithe chest aboard with him,
I .s'jioM'?" sai.l t h e second s p e a k e r

" Sure to have it," ••I'lilicd the first ; "))romiscil to take it out
Axilh him (his vii\age. 'cause the girl's to be spliced, and wants it.
Bill hc:iril him oilier his (•\\ n scr\aiil to fetcii it. The only fear
I know is, that he may sleep ashore. H e ilocs sometimes, but
not often."
" II oud lie the easier done," aus^^vered the second; "there'dbe
no dillieiilty I hen w hatsoined'ever."
" A n d let him ofl?" exclaimed the first. " N o t if I can help it.
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"Whatever you may think on't, I'd sooner have his life than the
jewels, if so be I could only have one on 'em,—b—t him!"
" The sun'U be up in another hour," observed the second; " we'd
better be moving off."
" "^'e'U keep ourselves snug at the Pretty Polly till nightfall,"
said the first, as they moved away—" we shaU see her coming
do'wn along
" and the remainder of the sentence was lost to
Harry, " Villains too," said he to himself, " but they are not my
•vUlains, at any rate. However, it's fortunate I hid myself, for
they might have robbed me, if they'd done nothing worse."
Lest he should faU in- with them, Harry thought it advisable to
remain where he •svas tUl the sun was above the horizon; and
then, his valour fortified by the broad light of the day, he jumped
over the stile, and directed his steps to the westward, which he
knew must be the side London lay on.
He had scarcely advanced a mile, when he was cheered by the
sight of a large town, with the thin smoke of the newly-lighted
fires curling up through the alimosphere, and the tall masts of
numerous vessels, some -with their blue-peters waving in the
breeze, appearing at intervals between the chimneys.
AVith renewed vigour he quickened his pace; and having passed
through the suburbs, where he remarked several inns that bore a
striking resemblance, hosts as well as houses, to the one he had
fled from in the night, he soon found himself at the entrance of a
long, decent-looking street; where perceiving an elderly man
taking down the shutters from a respectable shop, he requested
he would recommend him to an inn. The man pointed out one
two doors off, where he assured him he would be very comfortable;
Harry, foUowing his advice, addressed himself to a sleepy-looking
waiter he saw standing at the door, who forthwith introduced
him into the coffee-room; there, after a reasonable interval, he
procured some breakfast, and then, weary and exhausted, he went
to bed.

CHAPTEE XXVI.
B A K R T MAKES A NEW ACQUAINTANCE, A N D PROVES HIMSELF A HERO.

I N a blessed oblivion of the two gentlemen in black, and of aU his
other troubles, Harry spent the day succeeding the eventful night
—the history of which we have detailed in the last chapter—and
he might possibly have slept for twelve hours more, but that the
chambermaid, -ohose good-wUl had been won by liis handsome
face and pleasing manners in the morning when she conducted
him to his room, took the hberty of putting in her head to investigate the cause of his protracted silence and eclipse. He was stUl
fast asleep, and she -walked up to his bedside to look at him.
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H a r r y opened his eyes, and beheld the roimd, good-humoured
face of the woman leaning over his pUlow.
" I s it time to get u p ? " said he, not recollecting at first the
circumstances that had brought him there.
" You need not get up if you don't hke, my dear," said she :
" but you'd better let me bring you some tea. A^ou've had no
dinner; and you'U be starved."
" I think I should like some tea," said Harry, sitting up in
the bed.
" I'll bring you some," said the w o m a n : " what would you like
to eat ?"
" I think I'U get u p , " said H a r r y , beginning to shake off the
drowsiness of his long slumber. " I believe I've had sleep
enough."
" You must have walked a great way to be so tired," remarked
the chambermaid. " H a d you been traveUing all n i g h t ? "
" A great part of it," rephed H a r r y . " And, besides that, I'd
a sad fright. I put up at an inn where I ' d reason to suspect
they'd some bad designs against me, and I ran away."
" Lawk, my dear," said the chambermaid, " sure they would
not h u r t such a lamb as y o u ! "
" I don't know," replied he. " I can teU you I ' m very glad I
got away. The chambermaid was such a wretch too—very unlike you, I assure you."
This last compliment completed Harry's conquest: and .Jenny
having satisfied herself that he was provided with everything he
wanted in his room, proceeded down stairs in order to use her interest with the waiter, that he might have a comfortable meal prepared for him against he was dressed.
The contrast between the comforts of his present situation, and
the terrors and miseries of the preceding evening, was a most
agreeable one to H a r r y ; aud the kind solicitude of the chambermaid, and the civility of the waiter, as they hovered about his
tea-table, quite warmed his heart, and cheered his spirits.
" W h a t ship was that came down along just n o w ? " asked
J e n n y of the waiter."
" The Fire Fly, Captain Glassford," replied h e : " bound for
Jamaica. I should uot wonder if we have him up here to supper
by and by. H e most times gives a supper before he saUs."
" P e r h a p s , my dear," said Jenny, " y o u never saw any
shipping?"
" No," replied Harry, " I never did."
" Well, then," said she, " I'm sure it would be worth your
while to walk down to the shore. You'll see a sight of it there,
and it ar'n't two minutes' walk."
H a r r y said he thought it would do him good after sleeping so
much ; so he took her directions, and set off.
I t was reaUy an interesting sight to him, and he stood gazing
with wonder and admiration at the forest of masts, and the monstrous hulks, heaving to and fro on the waves ; and thinking he
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should like to go on board some of them, and be initiated into the
mysteries of the interior. One particularly attracted his attention. I t was a beautiful vessel, with a fine gilt figure-head that
glistened in the beams of the setting sun; and she was just in the
act of low eriug her white sails and throwing out her anchor.
Harry thought it would be very pleasant to go to sea in such a fine
ship; and wondered whether, if he did not succeed in getting into
the army, he might not possibly be more fortunate -ndth the navy.
As soon as she had dropped her anchor, Harry, who continued'
to watch her motions with the curiosity of a boy to whom such
scenes were new, observed them lowering a boat, into which, as
soon as it touched the water, leaped several men in white jackets.
" It's the captain's gig," observed some of the bystanders.
" He's coming ashore,"
The long, narrow boat vaulted over the waves, impelled by the
regular strokes of the oarsmen, and soon touched the strand; and
a handsome-lookuig, middle aged man, with rather a stern expression of countenance, stepped out.
" ShaU we lay to, sir?" asked the steersman, touching his hat.
" No," replied the captain, " I shall sleep ashore ;" and he walked
quickly away; whilst Harry still stood watching the progress of
the graceful boat on her return to the ship.
Mter he had stroUed through the principal parts of the town,
when he at length returned to the inn he found the house in some
bustle. Captain Glassford had arrived, and, as the waiter expected, had ordered supper for himself and friends. Harry
thought he should be as weU out of the way; and as he felt that,
in spite of his day's rest, sleep was stUl in arrears to him, he wen^t
to bed.
I t was late when he descended to the coffee-room the next
morning, where the waiter had placed his breakfast. He had tied
up his httle bundle before he came down, intending to start for
London without further delay; and with a feeling of regret he sat
down to eat his last meal where he had met so much civility and
good treatment.
AVhUst he was waiting for his tea and toast, a gentleman who had
been seated in one of the recesses with a newspaper in his hand,
arose, and walked over to the hearth where Harry was standing
warming himself by a little fire that had been just put in the grate
on account of the frostiness of the morning.
" A bit of fire is not miacceptable," observed the stranger,
whom Harry recognised as the captain of the vessel he had seen
dropping her anchor on the preceding evening, and who had
afterwards come ashore in his gig.
Harry said it was very cool; but he thought it must be colder
in a ship ; and he asked if there were fires on board; and made
some other inquiries with respect to the internal arrangements of
a vessel; so that from one thing to another they fell into conversation, and the captain proposed that they should eat their breakfast at the same table; an offer which Harry gladly accepted, and
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by which he was much a gainer; for the captain ordered a luxuriant breakfast, of which he urged his young companion freely to
partake, and for which he would not permit him to pay any share
of the expense.
" If you never saw the interior of a ship," said the captain,
" suppose you go on board with me this afternoon. The novelty
wUl amuse you for some h o u r s ; and my gig shall put you ashore
at night. I shall sleep on board myself, as I intend sailing with
the morning's tide."
H a r r y hesitated a httle, for he thought he ought not to lose
more t i m e ; besides that his funds were daily reducing, and he was
dreadfuUy afraid of their being exhausted before his objects in
London were accomplished. Still the temptation was great—
" Besides," thought he, " I should like to see the inside of a ship,
and how people hve in o n e ; for who knows but I myself m a y b e a
saUor some d a y ? " So he finally resolved to defer his journey
another day, and accept of Captain Glassford's invitation.
" If you'U meet me at four o'clock," said the captain, " where
you say you saw me come ashore last night, I'll take you off in my
gig."
W^hen the breakfast was ended the captain went o u t ; and
H a r r y , who found the shipping the most attractive object, walked
down to the strand and seated himself on the edge of a boat,
where he could be amused with watching the proceedings in the
various vessels that were anchored near the shore. The Fire Fly
lay farther out than some of the others, but yet not so far but he
could see the crew moving about, apparently washing and cleaning the decks. One man he observed come to the side, shake a
white cloth over several times ; and once or twice he left it hanging there for some minutes as if to dry.
The morning passed quickly enough in a scene so new, and after
returning to the inn to take some dinner, H a r r y repaired again to
the strand to keep his appointment.
Punctual as the hour the captain appeared, and the gig was as
punctually there to meet him ; and, rapidly borne over the waves
by the light boat, a few minutes saw H a r r y on board the Fire Fly.
Having first taken him to his own cabin, and shown him everything there. Captain Glassford caUed one of the officers and committed him to his care.
" You'll find plenty to amuse you," he said, " for two or three
hours. I've got some letters to w r i t e ; but when tea's ready I
shall send to you."
There was amusement enough, and H a r r y found so many questions to ask, and the young man, whom Captain Glassford had
selected for his intelligence, was so willing to give information,
that the afternoon passed rapidly away. At seven o'clock he was
invited to tea with the captain, who treated him with great kindness, and showed him his arms, and a variety of curiosities ;
amongst others a small red snake preserved in spirits.
" I t ' s a beautiful creature," said H a r r y ; " is it venomous?"
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" Deadly," replied the captain. " It was nearly the cause of my
death, and that's why I keep it."
" Did it bite .you?" inquired Harry.
" No," said the captain, " it did not, or I shouldn't be here to
show it to you. But it was intended to do so ; and I had a very
narrow escape."
Harry felt considerable curiosity to hear how the serpent could
have been designed to bite the captain; but he forbore to ask
farther questions, lest he should appear impertinent; and between
eight and nine o'clock he was put ashore.
It was not without a good deal of regret that he parted with his
new friend. He was in a situation that naturally inclined him to
chug with eagerness to any one that showed him kindness. Poor
fellow, he was so much in need of friends! " I've none," he
thought, "that can help me. Fanny's but a slave herself; and
Jeremy, and Dobbs, and Susan, though they all love me, they can
do nothing for me." He half regretted that he had not told his
story to Captain Glassford, and asked his advice—"but then," said
he, "perhaps he'd have blamed me for running away: everybody's
ready to think a boy that run's away is in the wrong; and perhaps
he mightn't beheve Gaveston's as bad as he is—so it may be better
I held my tongue."
He watched the gig on its return tiU he saw it heaved upon the
deck; and then bidding farewell to the Fire Fly, and its captain,
he walked into the town. In passing the corner of a street he
observed several people standing round a door, and many others
were making their way to the same spot; so Harry, supposing
there was something to be seen, took the same direction.
""What is it?" he asked of one of the crowd.
" It's the playhouse," replied the man. " There's the great Mrs.
Siddons, from London, acting to-night."
Harry had read plays, and he had heard of the great Mrs. Siddons, but he had never seen either.
" Can I go in ?" said he.
" Certainly," replied the man, " as soon as it's half price, which
wiU be in a few minutes."
Harry inquired the price of admission, and having ascertained
that it was a sum within the compass of his means, he resolved to
treat himself with so rare a sight; and accordingly pushed forwards with the rest of the aspirants, and succeeded in obtaining a
seat in the pit.
Here, for about three hours, he sat rapt—first entranced by the
glorious tragedy, and the glorious actress, and then thrown into
fits of uncontrollable laughter by the humours of the farce. The
past and the future were alike forgotten—it was the unveUing of a
new world, the opening of a mine of pleasures unconceived; and
when, at a little past midnight, Harry found himself in the street,
his mind was in such a state of excitement and bewUderment, that
he hurried on after the crowd, without knowing or pausing to
reflect, whether he was pursuing the right road to " the Crown'
or not.
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H e was, at length, brought to his recoUection by finding himself at the water-side ; and when awakened to a consciousness of
the scene before him, he did not regret his mistake. The twinkling stars and the waning crescent of the pale moon served enough
to show the large hulks •with their bosoms resting on the now
nearly motionless waters; whUst their tall masts looked dim and
shadowy in the dreamy and uncertain light. AU was stiU and
quiet—no sound proceeded from those giants of the deep, nor from
the many hundred living beings they contained.
H a r r y looked for his friend the Fire Fly—she was conspicuous,
for she lay rather apart from the others, and, as he fancied, had
moved somewhat farther out since he left her.
_ H e now recognised where he was, and when he had gazed sufficiently on the fairy scene before him, he turned in the direction of
his lodging, stUl, however, keeping by the shore, by which for a
certain distance he could approach it as well as by the street.
I n his course he passed several low pubUc-houses, in which he
could see and hear the noisy reveUers of the night, drinking and
smoking •within; and occasionaUy the echo of a boisterous song,
or a loud burst of laughter, or the cry of a woman's voice, testified
to the coarse nature of their merriment.
H e was just on the point of leaving the strand for the street,
when, as he approached one of these houses that stood a little
remote from the others, he heard the voices of persons in conversation proceeding from an open window; and on looking up, he
perceived two men with their heads out, one of whom was holding
a glass to his eye.
" There's Bill .Jones, by G—!" exclaimed one of the voices at
the very instant H a r r y was passing beneath the window—"all's
right! come along!" and they pushed back their seats and disappeared.
" BUl Jones," thought Harry, as the name struck on his ear—
" Bill Jones," and he looked about, but saw nobody near him.
''BUl J o n e s ! " again he repeated, " t h a t was the name those
feUows mentionetl in the night—they certainly said something
about Bill Jones. '^Vhat was i t ? " and he tried to recall what he
had heard, which, partly from the jire-occupation of his own fears,
and partly because he did not understand their phrases, and had
caught but disjointed bits of the dialogue, bad not made much
impression on him.
" There -^vas something about BUl Jones—and the Pretty Polly
—I wonder if this is the Pretty Polly!" and he looked up at
the sign that was slung on a pole, but he could not discern what it
was—"and the captain sleeping on board, and a chest that they
were going to steal, I suppose—1 hope it -^lasn't my captain, by the
b y ; " and he turned his head back to look at the Fire Fly—and he
discerned something—he was not at first sure, and he strained
his eyes to see—yes, there was a ghmmering hght that appeared
to proceed from a lantern held or slung over her side, and by that
faint hght, on the dark huU of the ship gleamed a white flag.
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On the iustant. the whole truth flashed upon Harry's m i n d ;
and without pausing to reflect what would be most advisable to
do, he turned back, and ran with all the speed he could along the
strand to where he had parted with the Captain's gig some hours
earlier; but just as he reached the spot, he saw a boat push off
with two men in it, w hom he could not doubt were the vUlaina
upon their desperate expedition.
" O h , what shall I d o ? " thought Harry. " I f I go to the inn,
by the time I've told my story, and got assistance, it will be too
late. They'll have murdered him before that—who can I apply
t o ? Perhaps the people in these public-houses are all rogues too,
and wouldn't help me if they could—but I must try them," and
so saying, he set off towards the nearest house in -which he saw
there was a light.
The door was open, and in rushing into the passage H a r r y ran
agamst a man that was coming out.
"HaUo, my hearty?" cried the man. " W h a t quarter's the
•wind in now ?"
" Oh," cried H a r r y , seizing the hard hand of the bluff saUor,
"•wUl you help me ?"
" To be sure I wiU," replied the man. " W h a t ' s the row ?"
" C a n you get a b o a t ? " said H a r r y . " W e can do nothing
•without a boat."
" W h a t , " said the man, " ashore without leave ? I n plainclothes,
too ? W h e w ! " and he gave a long whistle, as much as to say,
" I see."
" O h , come along!" cried Harry, pulling him by the h a n d ;
" come along, and get the boat, and you shall be paid anything
you l i k e ; only make haste !"
" "What ship is i t ? " said the saUor, jerking u p his trousers, and
preparing to accompany Harry.
" It's the Fire Fly," replied he. " "Where's your boat ?"
" "Y\Tiat, Captain Glassford !" said the saUor, and he gave another
long whistle—" He's a taut hand too. Don't stand no gammon."
" T\'here's the b o a t ? " reiterated H a r r y .
" H a u l e d up here close by," rephed the man. " T h i s is h e r ; "
and he began pushing the little boat into the water; Harry, in
his eagerness, helping with all his might and main. They were
soon in it and away.
" Give me.an oar," cried H a r r y . " P e r h a p s I can help you;—
you must row for your life."
But H a r r y had never used an oar, except on the pond at Oakfield ; and the quick eye of the saUor soon detected him.
" Y ' ar'n't used to handle an oar, master," said he. " You puU
like a landsman."
H a r r y was conscious that the man misunderstood the object of
his haste, and uncertain of the sort of character he had to deal
•with, he was afraid to disclose it, lest he should refuse to proceed.
" I never could row," said he, " but never mind that. Pull away
as fast as you can;" and stUl, though his exertions did not
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advance the boat an inch, he tugged at the oar with aU his mighi
and main.
" I wish I knew whether he's an honest man," thought he, as
they neared the ship. " He might advise me what to do."
" Avast rowing there! The captain 'U hear you, and you'll get
a •wigging," said the good-natured tar, taking away the oar that
Harry was splashing and dashing the water with to no purpose,
and laying it quietly across the thwarts; whilst he himself, as
softly as possible, and with a scarcely perceptible motion of his
arm, urged the boat forwards.
"WUl you help me?" said Harry, again, who thought the
good-nature of the man towards himself testified in his favour.
" Arn't I helping you?" answered the other.
" B u t wUl you stand by me?" said Harry; "wUl you come
aboard and help the captain ? There are thieves and murderers
aboard, and I'm going to try and save him."
" You !" exclaimed the saUor, amazed, and beginning to think
the boy was out of his senses, or had been drinking.
" Yes," rephed Harry, "there's no tune to explain—only foUow
me aboard and stand by me—that's aU I ask."
" I'll do that," replied the saUor, "withaU my heart. But I
hear no stir aboard—aU's quiet."
" Yes," said Harry, " and the greater the danger the captain's
in, because they'll attack him in his sleep. But I don't see anything of the boat the thieves were in, though I saw them push off
just before I met you."
"Mayhap she's round o' the larboard side," answered the
saUor.
The lantern and flag had also disappeared; and there was not
the slightest symptom that anything unusual was going on
aboard the Fire Fly. "Can I be mistaken?" thought H a r r y but no; everything had corresponded so exactly with the conversation he iiad overheard in the field, that it was scarcely
possible he could have misinterpreted the intention of the men.
'• Is there a public-house called the Pretty Polly, a little way
up the strand, in that direction ?" inquired he of his companion.
" There is," replied the man, " and a blackguard place it is."
" Then I'm right," said Harry, " for that's the place the thieves
named."
"We'd better keep to the starboard," said the sailor, "if you
think the rascals are o' t'other side. ShaU I call somebody to
hand us over a rope ? " added he, as they touched the side of the
ship.
" No, no," answered Harry, " only help me up and follow me
as quickly as you can."
" I'U oiily stop to make her fast with an end of a rope I've got
here," answered the sailor, as he hoisted Harry upon his shoulders,
'• and be after you in a twinkling."
Wlien Harry set his light foot on the deck he cast a rapid
glance from one end of it to the other. There was but one person
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to be discerned: and that was a man who was hanging over the
larboard side, apparently speaking to a boat below; and whoso
back consequently being turned, and his attention deeply engaged,
he had not been disturbed by the noiseless approach of the newcomers.
Harry only paused to ascertain thus much, and then he darted
forward to the companion, and was in the captain's cabin in an
instant.
" Wake!" he cried, throwing himself upon the cot, "wake, and
get up: your life's in danger!"
Captain Glassford, a man long inured to peril, was upon his
feet in a moment; and in another his hand was upon his pistols,
which he always kept loaded.
" Give me one," said Harry, elevated into a hero by excitement and enthusiasm, and elated by the success of his enterprise
—" give me one—I can fire."
"What's the matter?" said Captain Glassford, now that being
prepared for the peril, whatever it might be, he had time to
inquire.
" There are thieves coming to attack you—to steal some chest
you've got here, and to murder you," replied Harry. " Their
boat's by the side now, and there's a man talking to them."
" You must be mistaken, my dear," said Captain Glassford—
" such a thing's not likely."
" Have you a man on board caUed BUl Jones ?" asked Harry.
"A'es," answered Captain Glassford, " i t must be his watch
now."
"Then I'm not mistaken," said Harry—"he's a villain too.
Hark—hsten—" and he lowered his voice—" they're coming now
—don't you hear footsteps?"
" There is some one coming," whispered the captain, and he
placed himself opposite the cabin door with a pistol in each hand;
whUst Harry, with glowing cheeks and sparkling eyes, raised
by his feelings far above the sense of danger, stood fast beside
him with another. " Don't fire unless I teU you," said the
captain.
The cabin door was stUl open, and the shoeless feet softly
descending were distinctly heard. The experienced officer, calm
and collected, cast a glance at his young ally. " Noble little
feUow!" he said to himself, " I was taken by his countenance
the first moment I looked at him. Who could have thought—?"
but the appearance of a head at the door, immediately foUowed
by two others, arrested the train of his reflections.
The men, who had expected to effect their object without noise,
and to make their escape before the alarm was given, were not
prorided with fire-arms; and were therefore taken aback on perceiving the preparation made for their reception. The foremost
stepped back upon the others, and they were about to retreat
precipitately up the stairs, in the hope of being over the side
and away, before they could be overtaken, when they found theit
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progress arrested by a pair of sturdy arms stretched across their
path.
" H o w now, my hearties ?" said Harry's boatman, for it was he
who was the new ally, " whither so fast ?"
The alarm was given; the vUlains were quickly surrounded and
disarmed, and H a r r y had the satisfaction and the glory of having
saved his friend.
""What!" said the captain, when he approached to examine
(he men after they were secured, " m y old enemies—Tyler and
Strickland, by heavens! W h y , rascals, I thought you were both
at sea in the Halifax?"
" W e swam ashore by night when s h e w a s off SciUy," rephed
Tyler, " a n d they put to sea afore they missed us."

CHAPTEE XXVII.
A CONSIDERABLE IMPROVEMENT I N T H E ASPECT OF H A R R Y ' S A F F A I R S .

H O L D I N G out his hand, " W e l l , my dear feUow," said Captain
Glassford to Harry, vrhen the bustle and confusion had a httle
subsided, " you've in all probabiUty saved my life; but how
you managed the business I cannot possibly imagine. H o w did
you find out the viUains' designs ? And how did you contrive to
arrive here in the very nick of time ?"
" I heard them planning it all in a field last night," replied
H a r r y ; " but I didn't understand then very weU what they meant
to d o ; nor who it was they were going to rob; nor where the
attack was to be m a d e ; and when I got here, I was so tired and
worn out, that I went to bed and thought no more about it,
except that it was lucky they didn't see me, as they would perhaps have robbed me too. And I never should have made out
exactly what they meant, if it hadn't been for the mention of
BUl Jones, and the white flag;" and then H a r r y narrated to the
captain the conversation he had overheard in the field, the accident that had conducted him to the strand at so late an hour,
and all that had foUowed.
" They are great villains," said Captain Glassford, after he had
warmly expressed his acknowledgments to his young preserver;
" and this is not the first attempt they have made against my hfe.
This time you've saved m e ; on the last occasion I owed my
preservation to a worthy old friend of mine, to -whom I introduced
you last night."
" The oflicer that drank tea with us ?" inquired H a r r y .
" N o , " rephed the captain; " honest old Tycho!"
" w h a t , the old grey terrier ?" exclaimed Harry.
" His very self, 1 assure you," said Captain Glassford; "and as
you must stay on board T^ith me to-night, we'U have some supper
and a glass of negus, and I'U tell you the story."
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Harry made no objections to so agreeable a proposal; and his
boatman, after receiving an ample reward for his services, was
cbrected to caU at "the Crown," and inform them that their young
lodger was safely disposed of for the night—"for I'm sure that
good-natured chambermaid would be uneasy about me."
" I believe she would," replied Captain Glassford, " for, to teU
you the truth, it was Jenny herself that was the original cause of
our acquaintance, I caUed her in when I was dressing yesterday
morning, to sew on a button for me; and happening, hy way of
sayins something, to ask her who was in the house, she took
occasion to name you, and to expatiate on the good qualities she
had discovered in you. So that, when you came into the coffeeroom afterwards, I laid down my paper to take a look at Jenny's
favourite."
The captain did not add what Jenny had done, "that she
thought the poor httle feUow was in some trouble; and that it
would be a great kindness in any gentleman to take a little notice
of him."
" So you see," continued he, as they sat down to supper—
" ' -What great elTects from trifling causes spring.'

" And here's my friend Tycho, come to listen to his own exploits.
I t was on my last voyage to Jamaica that those two vUlains, Tyler
and Stiickland, were on board my ship. They came to us with
very bad characters ; but men were scarce, and we were ordered
to sea in a hurry, so that I'd no time to be nice, but was obliged
to take such as I could get. I gave directions that a strict eye
should be kept upon them, and though they were very troublesome, the rest of the crew being decent, weU-behaved men, they
couldn't do much mischief during the voyage.
""When we're in port, it's usual to let the men go ashore by
turns; but 1 was very unwUling to let these fellows out of the
ship, fearing they'd get into some mischief. However, they begged
hard; and though I'd an Ul opinion of them, they hadn't done
anything bad enough to justify a refusal; so I gave them leave.
" I t was a standing rule that no man should be absent from the
ship after eight o'clock without a special permission; by which
means I kept a taut hand over those I couldn't depend upon,
although I never refused reasonable liberty to the steady men.
" The morning after these feUows had had their leave, however,
when the second lieutenant came ashore to make his report, he
informed me that nothing had been seen of Tyler and Strickland
since they left the ship the preceding morning. Upon which I
ordered that they should be sought for, and carried aboard
directly; and that if they gave any trouble they should be put in
irons. 'The search, however, was vain; we couldn't make out
what was become of them.
" I think it was on the third morning of their absence, that we
learned a gentleman's house in the interior had been broken into
in the night, and robbed of some valuables: and I confess I no
w 9.
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sooner heard of it, than I suspected my viUains had a hand in the
business; and I despatched some of the crew that I could depend
upon to look for them in that direction.
" Presently afterwards, however, there came tidings from the
ship that Tyler and Strickland were returned. Their story was,
that they had wandered far away into the woods to see the
country; and that there, Strickland being thirsty had eaten of
some fruit or berries he had plucked, which had produced the
most violent indisposition; and that Tyler, thinking every moment
was to be his last, had been afraid to leave him. To prove the
truth of their story, they produced some specimens of the fruit of
a very pernicious shrub; and certainly, Strickland had every appearance of having been extremely Ul.
" Nevertheless, I doubted their story. I suspected that Strickland had eaten the fruit for the express purpose of accounting for
their absence. I knew they'd been in the island before, and the
chances were that they were acquainted with the shrub; and I
ordered that they should be searched, and be kept close to the
ship during the remainder of our stay. Nothing, however, was
found upon them; and having no proof that they were guUty, I
could not punish them any further.
" After this, they made repeated apphcations for a day's liberty
on shore, which was always denied them; till just before we were
about to sail, when they became so urgent, that as they had been
conducting themselves better for some time, I yielded to their
entreaties, but on the condition that they should not go together,
but be each coupled with one of the steadiest of the crew.
" This arrangement e-ridently annoyed them, and they pleaded
hard to go together, promising faithfully to return before eight
o'clock, under pain of any punishment I chose to inflict; and
representing that it was not pleasant to go ashore with those I
had appointed, who were not on friendly terms with them.
" But I was inexorable, suspecting that they had no good
motive for their urgency; and, at all events, satisfied that I had
no right to let loose such a couple of rascals on the island.
" Strickland went first; and we learned from the man who had
accompanied him, that he had made several attempts to give him
the slip, and get away into the woods, but that he was too sharp
for him.
" It was only a couple of days before we sailed that Tyler had
his liberty under the same restrictions; and the companion that
had been allotted to him described his attempts at evasion to have
keen as evident as those of his friend. He even offered a considerable bribe to the man to let him off' for a couple of hours, promising faithfully to return at the expiration of the time; but all
his efforts and persuasions were unsuccessful, and he was brought
back boiling with rage and malignity. In short, it was evident to
everybody that they had been prevented from accomplishing some
object or another that they'd set their hearts upon, and that they
were both grievously disappointed.
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" On the following day I came on board myself, and a few hours
after^wards we put to sea; and as there was no further possibility
of the two fellows getting away, the vigilance with which their
motions had been observed was somewhat relaxed.
" I had, and have stUl, a custom of going upon deck of a morning in my dressing-gown and slippers to look at the weather, and
returning to my cabin afterwards to finish my toilet.
" On the morning in question, the first after we had put to sea,
when I came belo-n', after my visit to the deck, I found old Tycho
lying in the cabin with his fore paws stretched out, and his eyes
intently fixed on my boots, which my servant had placed ready
for me to put on.
" I patted and spoke to him as I usuaUy did, and asked him to
what I was indebted for the honour of such an early visit, for
Tycho rarely made his appearance below till breakfast time. H e
licked mjr hand, but stUl his attention appeared more engaged by
the boots thau by me. However, I thought nothing about it, and
presently afterwards I took up one of the boots and drew it o n ; a
proceeding to which Tycho made no manner of objection. B u t
when I stretched out my hand for the other, he barked, and very
significantly expressed his disapprobation, and the more I persisted, the more violent became his opposition.
" I could not imagine what the dog m e a n t ; and being rather
amused at -nhat I considered bis eccentricity, I jested with it for
some time, stretching out my hand towards the boot, and then
di'awing it back, as if in submission to his protestations; till at
length, having no more time to waste, I resolutely took hold of
the boot and prepared to put my foot into it.
" B u t Tycho was resolved I should do no such thing; and he
renewed his opposition with so much energy and determination,
that, at last, it grew to a perfect scuffle bet-ween him and me
which should have the boot, he pulling it one way, and I the
other, really disabled from exerting a sufficient degree of force to
vanquish him, from the violent fits of laughter he threw me into.
'' But fortunately for me, just as I was about to give him a kick
and put an end to the nonsense, the battle was decided in favour
of Tycho. By a sudden jerk, he wrenched the boot from my hand,
and flung it to the other side of the cabin; and, with the impetus
of its faU, out flew that beautiful little red snake you so much
admired last night.
" P o o r fellow! his instinct, or reason, or whatever faculty it
mn-\- be that Providence has endowed him with, had saved my
hfe."
" But how did the snake get there ?" asked H a r r y . " Are there
snakes on board a ship ?"
" N o t unless they be brought there," replied the captain; " and
from subsequent investigation we had every reason to believe that
Tyler had contrived to procure the reptile from a negro the day
before when he was on shore, brought it on board in a bottle, and
conveyed it into my boot whilst I was upon deck.
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" His motive was revenge for the severity I had shown him and
Strickland; and the disappointment I had inflicted by not letting
them go on shore alone. For shortly afterwards, the jewels that
had been stolen on the occasion of the robbery I mentioned, were
found concealed in the woods; and though it could uot be proved,
there is little doubt but that they had committed it, and had
hidden their plunder, intending to seize some favourable opportunity of securing it when their persons were not likely to be
searched. And now, my dear feUow%" said the captain, when he
had finished his narrative, " we must think of going to b e d ; and
to-morrow, for I must remain here another day t o make arrangements about those rascals, we wUl, if you'U give me leave, have a
little conversation about your affairs; and you must explain to
me by what strange chance you happened to be concealed under
a hedge in the middle of the night—certainly, about the last place
I should expect to find you in."
Harry, who had now good reason to feel that he had made a
friend, declared his readiness to relate aU his adventures; and
accordingly, the next morning at breakfact, he communicated to
Captain Glassford, -without reserve, the whole history of his birth,
parentage and education; together with his subsequent misfortune* and disappointments in conseciuence of his uncle's death
and Fanny's marriage; and concluded by disclosing the hopes
and riews with which he had fled from Oakfield and had directed
his steps to London.
'' jMy dear child," said Captain Glassford, when H a r r y had
finished his story, " all that's moonshine in the water."
" W h a t is ?" asked Harrj'.
" Your hopes of gett-Ing a commission in the way you propose,"
replied the captain.
" Is it ?" said Harry, with a face of dismay.
" I fear so," replied' Captain Glassford; " and as for your entering the ranks with the view of promotion, it mustn't be thought
of. You little know the sort of life and company you would be
subject to—at your age it would be perdition."
" Could I get into the navy, t h e n ? " asked H a r r y .
" I could very likely get you appointed to my own ship as a
midshipniaii." ansivered tiie captain, " b u t the misfortune is, that
I have no interest, and without some very favourable chance, you
might remain a midshipman all your life, and die a beggar at last.
B u t are you entirely bent on the army or navy? Couldn't you
be satisticil with some other mode of life?"
" 1 should have likeil the army," answered Harry, "because
papa ^^•as in i t ; but I could be happy in any profession that was
fit for a gentleman."
" Then I think I can do better for you," returned the captain,
" than in getting you into either the land or sea service, where I
have no means of pushing you on. You must stay with me for
t h e present, and consider my ship your home. W e can talk the
matter over at our leisure ; and I'll write to my brother on the
subject. Does that proposal suit y o u ? "
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" Oh yes, sir," replied the much contented Harry, " I'm very
much obliged, indeed."
" Then the thing's settled," returned the captain. "And now,
my dear fellow, you'd better go ashore with me. You must be
provided with a few little matters that we can easily get here;
and you must go and take leave of your friend Jenny at ' the
Crown,' to whom I think we both owe our thanks, and something
more, AVe shall return on board to sleep, aud saU to-morrow, if
possible."
The honest Jenny was liberaUy rewarded; Harry furnished
•with everything he required; and relieved from all his cares,
grateful aiid happy, he saUed -with Captain Glassford for Jamaica.

CHAPTEE XXVIII.
SUSAN FINDS ANOTHER SITUATION, A N D MEETS -WITH A N OLD ACQUAINTANCE.

As it formed part of Mr. and Mrs. Wetherall's plan of economy
to give up their house, and resume their former mode of li-ring in
lodgings, without a servant of their own, until they were free
from the embarrassments they had incurred, it became necessary
for Susan to look out for another situation.
This she found in the famUy of a Mrs. Aytoun, whose husband,
being engaged as a foreign traveller for some great mercantUe
house, was frequently absent for several months at a time. They
had a comfortable small house in one of the streets leading from
the Sti'and down to the water; keeping two female servants ; one
of whom attended to the cooking department, and cleaned the
lower part of the house; whilst the other, who acted as housemaid, had charge of the upper rooms, and was required to wait at
table. These last were the duties that devolved upon Susan.
"Without being affluent, Mr. Aytoun's salary was sufficient to
enable them to live respectably; and the little establishment was
altogether kept on a very comfortable footing.
The marriage, also, seemed a fortunate one. It had been a
union of afieetion, formed about a year before Susan entered
her situation : and the husband and wife appeared very well calculated to make each other happy. Mrs. Aytoun was a pretty,
cheerful, animated young woman, who had just entered her one
and twentieth year; fond of dress, and fond of company; neither
of which tastes, however, she allowed herself to indulge to any
criminal extent. She was, indeed, much too fond of her husband
to stand in need of any constant succession of other people to
divert her; and if she were occasionally guUty of any little extravagance for her toilet, it was prompted much more by a desire to
please him than to be admired by the world. And Susan thought
him weU worthy of the pains she took. He was both handsome
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and agreeable; his age, perhaps thirty, and his tastes very much
in accordance with his wife's, to whom he also seemed x^assionately
attached. But it was impossible to be long in his company •without perceiving that he had one foible ; and that was a too sensitive
pride and an over-susceptibility as to what the world would say
on all subjects connected •with himself and his family. Many a
time when Susan was waiting at table she heard his wife jesting
upon this weakness, the existence of which, siUy as he admitted
it to be, he never denied.
" I cannot help it, Alicia," he said one day; " I know it's a
foUy, since it is utterly impossible to prevent the world saying a
great many things that are not true; but to fancy people are
whispering or talking about us, or that we form a subject for the
gossip of the neighbourhood, would make me miserable; perfectly
wretched."
" What would you do if you'd a •wife hke poor Mr. Morland, I
wonder," said Alicia, " who thumps her servants every now and
then, and gives them black eyes?"
" Oh heavens, don't mention it!" cried Mr, Aytoun.
" Or Mrs. Parsons, that they say drinks gin, and very near set
the house on fire the other night, when she was in a state of intoxication. Or Mrs. Bloxham, that the baker asserts alters his
figures in her book that she may cheat him out of a loaf or two a
week?"
" I'll tell you what I should do, Alicia," he answered. " I should
blow my brains out. However, I don't think," he added, laughing, " you'll ever put me to so severe a trial. But at the same
time, my love, I cannot forbear, now that I am going to leave you
for a few months, warning you to be very careful. Your situation
is peculiar, Alicia. Young, gay, weU-dressed, and I dare say you'll
excuse me for adding, pretty, you are left a great part of your
time without protection, and, therefore, necessarily exposed to
much more close observation than you would be if t were always
with you. You'll find people will be ready to take hold of the
slightest thing—trifles that would never be observed in another
woman."
" But you know I never flirt with anybody, Arthur," replied his
wife. " W h o could they connect my name with? Besides, you
know my opinion of married women who flirt. I think a woman
•^^•ho risks her o^nm reiiutation and her husband's respectability for
the indulgence of her vanity is virtually much more crimin.al than
the unfortunate creature who has been led astray by a passion she
could not control. Besides, if a woman chooses to behave as if
she were guilty, -n bo's to tell whether she is or not ? She cannot
expect the world will take the trouble of penetrating the truth;
and she may be well assured, that a portion of it, at least, wiU put
the worst construction on what they see. No, no, my dear Arthur,
you need never fear me. I love and revere my husband a great
deal too much to perU our happiness and respectabUity at such
foolish play as that. Besides, there, I confess, ' she added, laugh-
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ing, " I should be as susceptible as you are. I couldn't bear to
be pointed out wherever I went as Mrs. So-and-so, that has an
affair with Mr. So-and-so."
" H e a v e n forbid!" exclaimed her husband; " but I merely mean
to put you on your guard. I know very well you would not flirt,
but I would avoid everything that was the least particular—
many things you might do, for example, when I am here—I'd
dress more plainly too, if I were you."
" That advice I shall have no difficulty in following," replied
Alicia, affectionately. " The motive for dressing will be wanting."
Shortly after this, Mr. Aytoun set out on an expedition which
engaged him about three months, and nothing could exceed the
cautious conduct of his wife during his absence. Other journeys
ensued at intervals ; but the time he passed at homo was alwaj^s
a period of unalloyed happiness.
I n this manner three years had elapsed since Susan entered on
tier situation without any occurrence worth recording, when she
learned that Mr. Aytoun was about to start on an expedition that
would probably occasion an absence o f t e n or twelve months.
The parting was a great grief to the young couple, and the last
?vening they spent together Alicia shed showers of tears. " I used
to think two or three months' absence a great hardship," she
said; " but this is dreadful. I don't know how I shall ever get
throun;h it."
" Time wUl fly," said her husband, "faster than you imagine."
" Ay, with you," she replied, " who will be always moving, aud
have plenty of amusement and occupation. B u t think how different it will be with me, living here alone."
" B u t you need not always be alone, my love," answered Mr.
A-j-toun. " Y o u have plenty of acquaintance, and need not want
society. At the same time I would not, under present circumstances, engage in too much of it," he added, " or the world wUl
be apt to say that you are gayer when I ' m away than when I ' m
h e r e ; " and upon this ensued several other cautions of the like
nature; in short, with slight variations, a repetition of the conversation we have above detailed.
]\Ir. Aytoun had been gone but a very short time when his wife
found herself in the famUy way ; a discovery most gratifying, for
they had both ardently desired to become parents. " I'U not tell
Arthur yet, though," she said to herself, "for fear there should be
a disap]Dointment. I declare, I've a mind not to teU him at all,
t)ut keep it for a surprise to welcome him home"—and she continued to write letter after letter without giving the slightest hint
of the important secret. Neither did she communicate it to her
acquaintance ; she had no female connexions, nor no very confldential friend. H e r home had been in the country, where M r .
Aytoun had first met with h e r ; she settled amongst strangers,
and the society they had, had been chiefly formed since their
marriage.
Of course, there were great preparations for the expected baby,
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and many discussions with Susan, who was in the secret, about
caps, frocks, pinafores, and so forth.
About four months of Mrs. Aytoun's pregnancy had elapsed,
when she called at a shop where she occasionaUy dealt, to purchase some fine lace, cambric, and other articles, together with
some silk to make a dress for herself. As she did not find it altogether easy to make a selection amongst the multitude of things
presented to her notice, nor was quite certain of the ciuantities
required, she at last desired the shopman to send her a choice of
the different articles to her house, which were accordingly laid
aside for that purpose. This being arranged, she turned to go
a w a y ; and as she did so, took up her handkerchief and purse
that had been lying on the counter, and was thrusting them into
her pocket as she moved towards the d o o r ; but before she reached
it, she felt a hand laid on her arm, whilst the man who had been
serving her said, " I beg your pardon, ma'am, b u t you are not
aware that there is a piece of lace attached to your handkerchief."
She looked down, and saw that she had unconsciously taken u p
a remnant of fine lace, and that the end of it was hanging from
her pocket. A circumstance of this sort is always extremely
unpleasant; and it is so difficult to distinguish between accident
and design, that shopkeepers are naturaUy suspicious. However,
in this instance the man was civU enough, and said nothing that
implied a doubt of her innocence. Nevertlielcss, Alicia blushed,
and looked confused, as most people would do under the hke
circumstances ; esiiecially when she saw the heads of several persons turned to look at h e r ; and she hurried out of the shop with
a very uncomforta!.)le feeling, saying to herself, " Heaven be
praised, Arthur was not with m e ! I believe he'd have fallen into
a fit on the spot."
On the following morning, the things she had desired to look at
arrived; but Airs. Aytoun having a visitor at the moment,
requested the man to leave them, and call again by and by. H e
accoriliiiL-^ly went away, and returned in about a couple of hours.
She then selected what she chose, he measured and cut off the
quantiiies requireil, and carried away the remainder.
About ;;!i hour had elapsed, and she w'as sitting in her parlour
inspectinu; her purchases, which were spread out on the table,
when she heard a l o u d riuLiing at the bell, and presently Susan
ushered in Mr. Green, who desired to see her immediately.
" I am sorry, ma'am," said he, in rather an insolent tone, ' ' t o
be obliged to trouble you ; but there is a whole piece of lace missins: i'rom the i)arccl I sent here, besides some yards of another.
The silk returned, also, is short of the measure it ought to be, by
several yards."
.
"(ioo,l heavens, sir!" said Alicia, quite alarmed, " I ' m very
sorry ; buL your man himself measured and cut off what I kept."
" N o doubt, ma'am," replied Mr. Green; " I'm aware of that.
B u t the goods were left here some time by your desire; and the
thing looks very awkward."
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" You don't intend tc imply that I have your lace!" exclaimed
Alicia, indignantly.
" I don't know -i^ho else can have it," returned Mr. G r e e n ;
" unless you have any reason to suspect your servants."
" N o , " replied Mrs. Aytoun, " I do not suspect my servants;
and indeed I am quite sure they were neither of them in the room
whilst your goods were here."
" I ' m very sorry to do anything so unpleasant, ma'am," said
jMr. Green, " b u t you must permit this gentleman to search your
person;" and upon that he caUed in an olBcer that he had brought
-^•ith him, and who was waiting in the passage. Alicia's horror
and indignation may be conceived. She rang the bell furiously
for Susan, who suspecting nothing of what was going on, had
returned to the kitchen after showing in Mr. Green.
" Susan!" she exclaimed, bursting into tears, " this man accuses
me of having kept back some of his goods, and insists on having
me searched."
" Lord, sir!" cried Susan, almost as much shocked as Alicia,
" I'm sure my mistress wouldn't keep your things. H o w can you
think such a thing ?"
" Unfortunately," replied Mr. Green, " this sort of thing
happens too often. I ' m sure three hundred a-year wouldn't cover
my losses by the dishonesty of the ladies who frequent my shop;
and I'm determined to pursue the thing with rigour that it may be a
warning to others. So if you please, ma'am, searched you must be."
And accordingly the officer proceeded to fullU the unpleasant
duty.
Nothing however was found upon Alicia, nor in the room,
every part of which they examined. They next proceeded to
search the other parts of the house, drawers, servants' boxes and
everything : but with equal ill success.
Nevertheless, Mr. Green still affirmed that the goods had been
abstracted by somebody in that house _; that he wouldn't mind
taking his oath of it in any court of justice in Europe ; and he inEisted that Mrs. Aytoun should accompany him and the officer to
a magistrate.
" I may never recover my goods," said he, " for I know how
easy it is to conceal these sort of articles, or get them conveyed
out of the house—I don't recover one time in ten ; but, as I said
before, I'm determined to pursue this business—I'U follow it up,
I'm resolved, just to let ladies see these things can't be done with
impunity."
" I'U pay you the price of the things, Mr. Green," said Alicia.
" Heaven knows I hav'n't got them, nor do I know anything of
them ; but I'd pay for them twenty times over rather than submit
to this degradation,"
" I dare say you would, ma'am," returned M r . Green, " b u t
that wouldn't answer my purpose. I once did let a lady off in
that manner; but though I did it reaUy out of good-nature,
because she cried, and screamed, and went into hysterics, and de-
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clared she'd make away with herself, and so forth ; what did she
do afterwards, A\hen she found the danger was over, but spread
a report t h a t I had frightened her into paying for things she
never had, by accusing her of purloining them.—No, no ; it wont
do—it's a magistrate's business, and to a magistrate we must go.—
I suppose you'd prefer having a coach to walking? If so, I'll run
myself and get one."
" Of course, if I ' m to go, it must be in a coach," replied the
terrified Ahcia, sinking into a chair, and giving way to a fresh
burst of tears.
" I'U be back-with one in a moment," said M r . Green. " You'U
stay here, Jackson," added he, nodding to the officer as he went
out.
" Never fear me, M r . Green," replied Jackson, with a significant look.
" W a s there ever anything so dreadful?" exclaimed M r s .
Aytoun to Susan, who stood crying by the door. " W h a t am I
to" d o ? "
" I was thinking if I were to run for some of the neighbours,
ma'am," said Susan. " Sure M r . Green can't have a right to
treat a ladj- in this way."
" Mr. Green's o' the right side o' the law," said M r . Jackson.
" A'ou may depend upon that. There's ne'er a man knows better
what he's about than Mr. Green do."
" W h a t do you think ofmy running to see if Mr. Morland or M r .
Parsons is a-t home, ma'am ?" said Susan, " and just begging
them to step i n ? "
" Oh no, no," said Alicia, " t h a t would only be making the
thing public. I t would be all over the town before night. H I
must go. the more quietly it's done the better."
" I'd better go with you. I think, ma'am," said Susan.
" l)i I, Susan," said Mrs. A y t o u n : " and I'll go up stairs and pu-i;
on my bonnet at once, that the coach mayn't be kept at the door;"
and she rose to leave the room.
" You must tiive ine leave to go out with you, ma'am," said
.Jackson, following her—" I hope you'U excuse me ; but in these
here cases my orders are never •to lose sight of a person we've
got in custody."
Sobbing as if her heart woidd break, poor Alicia resumed her
seat, anil bade Su.^an fetch do-\\nher bonnet and shawl, and at
the same time put on her own : and by the time they were ready,
]\lr. Ciceii ;irri\ed A\ifh the coach, andhanding them both into it,
be stc))])ed in aftei- them, teUing the .shopman, who was in waiting
at the door, to run forward and meet them at the office; whilst
M r . -iacksoii mounted the box, and desired the coachman to drive
to Bon -street.
As ]\Irs. A\ toun was utterly ignorant of the ways of a policeoffice, and had no one with her to claim the httle indulgences and
exceptions that are usiiaU,>- granted to the feelings of people
movmg in a respectable station of life, she was at once shown
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into the public room, where the magistrate was sitting, receiving
the deposition of a gentleman, who was accusing two women of
ill character of having, on the previous evening, purlomed his
watch and purse.
There were many other people in the office—pickpockets, streetwalkers, chimney-sweepers, coal-heavers, dustmen, receivers of
stolen goods, and others of the dregs of society, amongst whom
Alicia and Susan were introduced.
" ^'ou had better come over here," said Jackson, making a way
for them through this mass of vice and corruption, to the other
side, where there was a bench; for it's like enough you'll have a
pretty time to wait. There's a good many to have their turn afore
you." So the two abashed women took their seat, with Mr.
Green beside them; Ahcia with her veil drawn close over her
face, and her pocket-handkerchief to her eyes ; whUst Mr, Jackson drew himself up in an easy position, •with his back against the
waU, in order that he might listen in perfect luxury to what was
as interesting to him as a new tragedy to an amateur.
The two women, pretty-looking young creatures, who seemed
to have been designed by nature for better things, declared that
the watch and purse found upon them (one having been found
possessed of the watch and the other of the purse) were their
own; and had been given to them by a gentleman, who they admitted was not quite sober, in the early part of the evening.
Shortly afterwards, they said, they met their present accuser, who
accompanied them to an oyster shop; where thev had imprudently
shown him the presents they had received. He had examined
them very curiously; opened the watch to look at the maker's
name, and counted the money in the purse, before he returned
them. After which they all came out together, and walked arm
in arm for some time, till he saw an opportunity of giving them
into custody, upon which he had, to their great astonishment,
accused them of robbing him.
The gentleman, who was a foreigner, swore on the contrary,
that the things were his own. He said he had arrived in to^wn in
the morning, and having dined with some friends, had taken a
httle too much wine : and on his way home, had faUen in with the
prisoners, who had persuaded him to accompany them to the
oyster shop. That there, under pretence of romping, they had
examined his pockets, and taken out the watch and purse, which
after inspecting, they returned : he having given them a guinea
each out of it; and that afterwards, whUst walking beside him in
the street, he had felt them picking his pockets, but had forborne
to speak till he saw an opportunity of gi^ving them into custody,
lest they should run off, and he lose his property. He concluded
by saying, that there was a gentleman present who could testify
that the watch and purse belonged to him, and that he had seen
them in his possession a few hours before. This witness was
then called forward, and swore positively to the truth of what liis
friend had asserted.
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During the progress of their examination, Susan occasionaUy
hstened to the evidence, and at other times devoted her attention
to her distressed mistress; but the affair being brought to a conclusion, and decided by the magistrate in favour of the accuser,
there was a general move, and faUing back of the crowd, in order
to make way for the party to come out.
'' By Jingo," she heard Jackson exclaim, suddenly, " I'm
blow'd if that 'ere ar'n't Nosey ! I ha'n't seen him this four oi
five year, I b'lieve; I thought he wer' dropt off the hooks."
H e r attention attracted by Jackson's exclamation, Susan turned
to look at the retreating party, whose yet uncovered heads jusl
appeared above the crowd. The first was a handsome dark man,
with a quantity of black hair, mingled with gray, on his head anc
face, who had perhaps seen forty years. The second, apparently
about the same age, was of a lighter complexion; the crown ol
his head was quite bald; and his profile being turned to Susan,
the cause of the nickname by which Jackson had designated him
appeared in prominent relief. I t was a nose, once seen, not to
be easily forgotten; the bridge had evidently been broken, either
by a blow" or an accident, and a projection which gave a singular
expression to the feature had been the consequence. Susan felf
she could have sworn to having seen that nose before, and she
started to her feet under the influence of her emotion.
" Sit still, sit still, ray dear," said Jackson, patting her on the
shoulder, " it ar'n't your turn yet by a good many;" and as the
strangers disajipeared through the door, Susan sank again into
her seat.
' ' N o , " said-Tackson, continuing the conversation that Susan'e
movement had i n t e r r u p t e d — " N o , I don't know t ' o t h e r swell,
he can't ha' becm long upon town—newly imported, I suppose—"
" Genu/;/!"." interrupted his companion, with a knowing leer.
" Be sure o' that," returned Jackson. " As for that 'ere Nosey,
his ijcrbciscis. as some on 'em caUs it, was familiar enough on the
turf and the ring ; and he was well enough known at all tlie heUs
about the W e s t End—but he disappeared all on a sudden. I
su])po:-e. In' the pal he's got, he's been across the water."
" P'ray, sir," said Susan, " do .you know the name of the gentlcT
man ,\oir]'e talkinic of?"
" 1 never heard him called by no name but Nosey, my dear,"
answercil .Tackson, " a n d that \vas the best name to know him
by, if ever we wanted him, 'cause one saw it in his face. A chap
may shift his name as easy as his shirt, but he couldn't get rid of
his nose, no how, you know,"
" I dare say, after all, the girls' story was true," remarked the
ether man.
" Y o u may take your davy o ' t h a t , " replied .Jackson. " T h e m
there ar'n't the flats that gets their pockets picked. I ' d defy the
cleverest hand on the town to get anything out on 'em."
Several other cases followed and were disposed of; durmg
which time Susan sat wrapt in her own meditations, and uncon-
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scious of everything around h e r ; even her mistress's troubles
were, for the moment, effaced from her memory by the flood of
vivid recollections and absorbing feelings that the sight of that
face had conjured iqi. H e r mind had always been impressed
•N^ith the notion that the visit of the stranger, whom she now felt
certain she recognised as Nosey, made at the back door of Oakfield House tw o nights preceding Mr. Wentworth's death, was
somehow or another connected with that catastrophe. Many a
time in the silence of night, or of an evening, \\'hen her work
being done, shewas seated in her clean cap and apron, quietly
by her kitchen fire, did the.circumstances of those eventful days
pass in re\iew before her. Especially her dream—that strange
and significant dream, •s\hich even then appeared to her more
like a vision than the unstrung bubbles that usually occupy the
brain of a restless sleeper; and which now, followed up as it had
been by such singular coincidences, was daily, more and more,
assuming in her mind, form, substance, and reality. B u t these
speculations always terminated in the depressing sense of her
own helplessness, and a thorough conviction of the impossibility
of persuading anybody else to give credit, or attach any importance, to circumstances -which had so much weight with her.
" N o , " she would say, as she wiped her eyes with the corner of
her apron, at the conclusion of her cogitations, " n o , I can do
nothing—nothing in the world. I should only be stirring up
enemies for mysi:lf Avithout doing a bit of good. If ever poor
Andrew is to be justified, it will be through the goodness of God;
and I do think he, in his own good time, wiU bring the truth to
light yet."
These reflections of Susan's were at length interrupted by
Jackson's saying, ' ' N o w , Mr. G r e e n ; now, ladies, your turn's
next. Please to step this w a y ; " and thrusting aside the staring
mob, whose curiosity was excited by the appearance of Mrs.
Aytoun and Susan, he made room for them to advance towards
the bench.
" W h a t have we got here, Jackson?" inquired the magistrate.
" A case of shop-lifting," returned Jackson, " a t least the purloining of goods that were sent home on sight."
]\Ir. Green was then caUed upon to teU his story. H o averred
that he had measured the goods himself, both before they were
sent out and when they returned; and he had been the more
particular in doing so, because he was not wholly without his
suspicions with respect to the lady in custody.
At this avowal the unfortunate Alicia raised her head and
looked at him with unfeigned astonishment.
" I don't meant to say," continued Mr. Green, in answer to the
surprise he saw depicted in her countenance, " I don't mean to
say that it's a thing I could swear to as having been done intentionally; but this I must say, that it had a very suspicious look
about it; and that many a one has been brought up to this office
upon quite as little a matter; though at the time we passed it
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over, as we make it a ride not to be too hasty in these cases."
JEe then mentioned that M r s . Aytoun, on the preceding day,
had been detected in the act of putting a piece of lace in her
pocket that was wrapped up and partly concealed in her handkerchief; and it may be imagined that this unlucky circumstance
had considerable influence on the minds of the audience, and
seriously aggravated the peril of her position.
The shopman next testified to his having received the goods
from Mr. Green, after seeing them measured, and the precise
quantities noted down; that he had himself delivered them to
M r s . Aj'toun in the parlour, where she was sitting in conversation
with a lady—that she requested him, as she was then engaged,
to leave them, and caU again; that he had accordingly done s o ;
and on retui'ning to the shop with the goods, he had delivered
them at once into the hands of M r . Green himself, who had
immediately measured them and found the deficiencies stated.
Mr. .Jackson then explained his part in the business; adding,
that the search had been ineffectual; but that there had been
quite sufficient interval for Mrs. Aytoun to have removed the
goods, or transferred them to somebody else; and that therefore their ill success could not be accounted in her exculpation.
jMr. Green then gave the strongest testimony in favour of the
character of the shopman. H e -was his nephew; a young man of
unexceptionable morals and conduct; and he had been selected, in
this particular instance, to carry the goods on that very account.
Poor ]Mrs. Aytoun was then asked what she had to say in her
own defence. She raised her head, threw back her veil, clasped
her hands in a beseeching attitude, and answered, " Only that I
am innocent! I know nothing of the things said to be missing,
I looked oA-er what was sent, and laid aside those I wished to
keep—but God is my -witness, that till the shopman returned,
uot a single article had been remove d from the table where he
left them, nor a single yard of anything cut off. I am utterly
unable to explain or throw any light uxion it. I recollect that I
went to my beil-room to fi'tcli a yard measure; but no one, in the
interval, could have entered the room without my meeting them,"
She testified freely to the character of her servants, and generously- exonerated them from any suspicion.
The evidence against her was certainly strong, and the unlucky
accident of the previous day had made a powerful impression.
" I fear, madam," said the magistrate, " w e must commit y o u ;
unless you can find bail."
Alicia, without answering, hid her face in her handkerehief,
and sobbed as if her heart was bursting ; -v\hilst Susan wept -W'ith
her for sym]>athy. They had neither of them a very clear idea
of what A\as required; but whatever it was, it was certain to
lead to an exposure amongst her friends and acquaintance;
besides that she felt she had scarcely that degree of intimacy or
confidence with any one of them to select him on such an emer
gency.
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"If the lady wiU permit me the honour of doing her this lit tie
service," said a gentleman, taking off his hat, and approachin g her
res pectfuUy, " i t wUl give me great pleasure; and relieve her
from he annoyance of further detention. You wUl not object to
my bo U, I presume ?" added he, turning with a smUe to the magistrate, whose acquaintance he appeared to be, and to whom he had
occasionaUy addressed a few words during the course of the previous examination.
"Oh, certainly not—certainly not," replied his worship, with a
sly and significant look at his friend, "if it's agreeable to the
lady."
AUcia had no time for reflection; all she saw was the advantage
of immediate release, and the means of avoiding an application to
any of her acquaintance—she thanked the stranger, and accepted
his offer.
A few minutes sufficed to conclude the business, and set her
free. Mr. Green and the shopman departed; whilst her new
found friend, who was a handsome, well dressed, elegant looking
man, of about forty, with very polished manners, gallantly advanced to offer her his arm, and conducted her to her coach, which
was stUl waiting. Having placed her in it, he stepped in after
her, saying, he could not think of permitting her to return alone
in her present state of agitation and distress; and when they
reached her door, after handing her out with the same deferential
courtesy, he gallantly lifted his hat from his head, as she ascended
the steps; and took his leave, with the announcement, that he
should do hunself the honour of calling, on the foUowing day, to
inquire after her health.

CHAPTEE XXIX.
WHICH EXHIBITS

A SPECIMEN OF THE SYMPATHY OF FRIENDS, A N D
INCONVENIENCE OF OBLIGATIONS.

THB

" THAT of aU the people in the world, this misfortune should
have faUen on me!" exclaimed Mrs. Aytoun, as, in an agony of
tears, she flung herself on her own sofa! " If Arthur hears of it
I'm undone—not that he'U beheve me guUty—but the disgrace
wiU break his heart. And he must hear of it, if this dreadful
man continues his accusation. Heavens and earth!" she exclaimed,
clasping her hands, "how cruel it is that an innocent woman
should be plunged into aU this wretchedness, and perhaps the
whole happiness of her hfe destroyed, by an accident that no
caution could have foreseen or avoided."
The evening that foUowed was a -wretched one for Alicia. The
faithful Susan, whose sympathy and commiseration was aU the
consolation she had, spent the greater part of it by her side^
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offering her humble tribute of advice, and aiding her mistress m
suggesting and canvassing aU the possible accidents that could
have occasioned the deficiency of the goods; or the means, practicable or impracticable, of ehciting the truth, and -vindicating her
reputation.
Great as her misfortune appeared whilst she was discussing it
in her parlour with Susan, the aspect it assumed when she reconsidered it in the sUence and solitude of her chamber, was ten
times more terrific. Hour after hour the weary clock chimed on,
whUst she lay tossing on that couch, tiU now so peaceful and so
blest, in the restless fever of fear, anxiety, and mortification;
weeping over the past, wondering at the present, and trembling
at the future; tUl towards morning, imperfect slumbers, interrupted by sudden starts and dreadful awakenings, varied the
incidents of the miserable night,
_ Though unable to sleep, she was yet unwiUing to rise, for dayhght brought no pleasure to her; and it was near twelve o'clock
before she descended tO her parlour. She had not been seated
there many minutes, and her untasted breakfast was yet beside
her, when Susan hastUy entered the room, saying, she had just
seen ]Mrs. 3Iorland and Mrs. Bloxham coming down the street
apparently with the intention of caUing, and begging to know
-whether they were to be let in. Mrs. Aytoun first said no, and
then yes; adding, " I f I am denied, and they find out I am at
home, they wUl only be the more spiteful when this story reaches
their ears."
People who are conscious that they have made themselves the
subject of their neighbours' gossip, which happened to be the case
with these two ladies, are generally particularly glad to find any of
their fiiends getting into the same dilemma; upon the principle,perhaps, that as the power of human tongues is limited, and they can
onlv get through a certain portion of scandal in a day, the more
multitudinous the victims, the more moderate must be the dividend
aUotted to each.
Any one who had observed the fingering pace -with which the
two visitors advanced along the street, -with their arms linked,
their closel.^' approximated heads bent forwards—the frequent
pauses, when at some interesting point of the conversation they
drew up, and looked each other steadUy in the face, might, without
difficulty, have predicted that they were engaged on some very
fresh and attractive piece of scandal. At length, after a more
protracted pause, and afimalsumming up of the chief heads of the
discourse at the door, they ascended the steps, rang the beU, and
inquired if Mrs. Aytoun was at home. A significant glance, shot
from one to the other when Susan said yes, showed that they had
entertained some doubts of being admitted; and as they proceeded
along the passage they endeavoured to subdue the animated and
pleased expression their countenances had assumed under the
influence of the late discussion, to the sad and solemn tone of
sympathy that became the oooasion.
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" My dear Mrs. Aytoun," they both exclaimed with one voicfo
as they entered the room, "how do you do?"
" Quite well, thank ye," answered the pale and agitated Ahcia,
with as much fii-mness as she could command,
" How late you are with your breakfast," observed Mrs. Bloxham ; " you that used to be so early. One might see Mr. Aytoun
wasn't at home."
" I wasn't very well, and stayed in bed later than usual," said
Alicia, forgetting that she had just said she was very well.
"Have you heard from Mr. Aytoun lately?" inquired Mrs.
Morland. " Do you expect to see him soon?"
" I had a letter the day before yesterday," rephed Ahcia; " but
he said nothing about returning."
Here there was a pause, and the dialogue flagged; as dialogues
always do, when people are thinking of one thing and talking of
another. Mrs. Morland, who was the most impetuous of the two,
was dying to treat the subject after the epic fashion, and plunge
in medias res; but Mrs. Bloxham, a more deliberate and coolheaded person, wisely reflecting that that would be spoUing sporty
and running down the game before she had well started from her
cover, had enjoined her to be cautious, and leave the management
of the affair in her hands.
"It's such a lovely morning; I wonder you don't go out,"
observed Mrs. Bloxham.
" I beheve I shall, by and by," rephed AUcia.
" "What a sweet silk that is you've on," remarked Mrs. Morland,
who was eager to draw near the subject.
" I'm sure you must have seen me wear it a hundred times,"
said Alicia. " It's quite old and faded now; it was pretty."
" A good sUk wears so long," remarked Mrs. Bloxham, "and
looks well to the last. They're the cheapest things in the end."
" Indeed they are," returned Mrs. Morland. " Do you remember
that puce sUk I used to wear last winter?" added she, addressing
Mrs. Aytoun.
" I don't think I do," replied Alicia; which, by the way, was
not only an extremely imprudent answer on this particular occasion, but is so under aU circumstances; because people feel a
natural astonishment and indignation at your not remembering
their puce sUk; and under the excitement of those passions, are
apt to enter into lengthy detaUs with respect to the article in'
question, and elaborate eulogiums on its merits, which are sometimes less interesting to the hearer than to the speaker. Accordingly, Mrs. Morland exclaimed, " WeU, I'm surprised you don't
remember it! for the very first time I put it on was to come and
dine with you—at that dinner, you know, that the roast beef was
so underdone, that you had it cut into shces and sent out to be
brofled; don't you remember it, Mrs. Bloxham?"
v"To be sure I do," answered Mrs. Bloxham; " I remember it
perfectly."
o2
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" I remember that," said Ahcia. " We were very unlucky about
our dinner that day."
" WeU then, I'm surprised you don't recoUect my puce sUk!"
reiterated Mrs. Morland, "for it was so much admired. I
remember Mr. Aytoun was qtute struck with it. WeU, after wearing it for two years as a best gown for company, it lasted me the
whole blessed winter for the streets, and very handsome it looked
—didn't it, Mrs. Bloxham?"
" Very," returned Mrs. Bloxham, who hadn't the most distant
recoUection of ever ha-ring seen it.
" And now," continued Mrs. Morland, " I've turned it, and
made it into a frock and spencer for Maria; and I'm sure nobody
could teU it from new. By the bye, she had it on last Sunday at
church: Mrs. Bloxham, you must have observed it."
"AYas it that Maria had on?" exclaimed Mrs. Bloxham, in the
accents of wonder and admiration that the occasion called for. " I
never should have thought it."
" •\YeU," continued Mrs. Morland, recurring to the motive with
which she had introduced the subject, and which her inchgnant
feelings at Mrs. Aytoun's obhvion had caused her for the moment
to forget—"WeU, I gave just four shillings a yard for that silk,
twelve yards—two pound eight the dress came to; and six shUlings
I paid i\Iiss Geddes for making it up ; there was a trifle for hning
too, and tape—eighteen pence, I think—I know I thought it a dear
gown at the time ; and Morland made a long face at it. But see how
cheap it's been in the end! Always buy good things, I say; and
that's why I hke to deal at Green's; you're sure there to get your
money's worth. Don't you agree with me, Mrs. Bloxham? I know
you deal there."
" Yes," answered Mrs. Bloxham, with a distinct and dehberate
enunciation, and a countenance as fixed and unmoved as a stone
idol; " yes, I always do deal there; and I was there last night to
get some buttons for a new set of shirts I'm making up for
Bloxham."
"And J was there this morning," said Mrs. Morland, "just
before I called upon you."
Here the conversation languished again. The ladies had rather
expected to have found Mrs. Aytoun in hysterics, or to have thrown
her into them by their innuendos; but Ahcia, though pale and
depressed, and really suffering agonies at heart, contrived to preserve an exterior of decent composure; and they had hoped to draw
her into a fuU and detailed narration of her adventure; but conscious that she should meet with neither sympathy, sincerity, nor
good counsel from them, she intrenched herself within a cautious
silence; resolved, that unless they broke the barriers, she would
not; and the only part she took in the conversation, was occasionally to fill up the pauses in their dialogue, by polite inquiries after
the health, educational progress, and general welfare of Miss
Morland, and the Masters Bloxham.
Finding that their visit was not likely to turn to any V-Wy good
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account, the ladies were beginning to think they might spend their
time more profitably and agreeably in a succession of caUs about
the neighbourhood, where they would have much to teU, and something to hear; together with the incalculable advantage of having
had an early interview with Mrs. Aytoun, which would entitle
them to an enviable precedence in any convocation of gossips they
might meet with; and enable thern to describe, with the minuteness of an entomologist, every particular of her looks, bearing, and
demeanour.
At this interesting crisis, just as a certain telegraphic communication had been exchanged between the visitors, which being interpreted, imphed, " I suppose we may as weU go," there was heard
a startling knock at the door. The summons bore such a decided
character, such an undoubting assurance of welcome, and of a claim
to be admitted, and was, altogether, so unhke the timid, half-hesitating, bourgeois knocks usuaUy heard in the neighbourhood, that
it sent the blood into Mrs. Aytoun's cheeks, and caused the ladies
immediately to recompose themselves in their seats.
"Mr. Seymour," said Susan, announcing and ushering in the
elegant stranger of yesterday.
" I hope Mrs. Aytoun wUl excuse the earliness of my visit," said
he, advancing towards her with great eagerness and a most graceful
address ; " but I was so extremely anxious—" here his eye caught
sight of the two ladies, who, being partly concealed by the door,
he had not at first perceived—" anxious," continued he, in a more
calm and reserved tone, " t o learn if your cold was better, that I
could not defer the honour of making the inquiry."
" I t is better, I thank you," rephed Mrs. Aytoun, blushing intensely at the awkward consciousness of having a secret understanding -with a man who was almost a stranger to her.
Without dwelling farther on personal matters, the accomphshed
Mr. Seymour, who thoroughly knew the world, and comprehended
his situation at the first glance, immediately directed the conversation into other channels; talking of theatres and exhibitions,
parks and parties; and -without any appearance of display, but as
of things to which he was perfectly accustomed, of high people and
high places.
No very elegant man ever entered a society of women without
producing more sensation than the sex would be generaUy wUling to
confess; and when to his other advantages, he adds that towering
one of belonging to a circle much more exalted than the company
he has faUen amongst, he has it in his power to create a revolution
in the minds of half the ladies present. He can make the unamiable, amiable; the malignant, charitable; and the goodhumoured, dissatisfied and envious. Few, indeed, are exempt from
his influence, but the women whose hearts are already in the
bosom of another.
Accordingly Mrs. Morland and Mrs. Bloxham, who were very
far from belonging to the last categoiy, were carried off their feet
by the grace, suavity, and conversational powers of Mr. Seymour-
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They were all smiles and dimples; and the mahcious triumph they
had come to enjoy over M r s . Aytoun, -was wholly forgotten in their
pleasure in his society, and their desire to appear amiable and
agreeable in his eyes.
Most unwUUngly, and prompted rather by an apprehension of
seeming Ul bred, and ignorant of the usages of the world, than b y
any better feeling, they at length took their gracious leaves:
aflfectionately, of M r s . Aytoiui; and -with a fascinating amenity, of
the stranger.
H e had no sooner bowed t h e m out, and closed the parlour door
upon them, and before Alicia had time to resume her seat, than M r .
Seymour, stUl gracefuUy and respectfuUy, but yet with the
assurance of an accepted friend and confidant, advanced from the
distant chair he had hitherto occupied, and tenderly taking her
hand which he raised to his hps, was beginning to say, " M y dear
M r s . Aytoun, now those afflicting persons are gone—" when the
door opened, and M r s . Bloxham putting in her head, cried, " I beg
your pardon, but I've left my scarf somewhere—Oh there it is,
faUen do-wn behind the chair I was sitting in."
I n aU ages of the world revenans* have been found extremely
incommodious risitors. W h e n people are once gone, whether out
of the world, or out of a room, their departure should be final.
Coming back upon any pretence whatever, T\-hether it be to point
out buried gold, or to seek a silken scarf; whether to disclose a
secret, or to pry into one, is altogether inexcusable, and a thing
not to be tolerated. And, certainly, as regards themselves, their
intrusion is extremely impohtic, and apt to be punished, by a verification of the old adage, that " Usteners seldom hear any good of
themselves."
So thought Ahcia on the present occasion; but M r . Seymour,
nothing daunted, and probably esteeming the accident. rather
favourable to his views than otherwise, as it reduced the standard
oflMrs. .Aytoun's independence and self-esteem " b y a chopine,"
Xiickod iqi the scarf, and after presenting it to the lady, and once
more bowing her out with the same deference as before, returned,
and drawing a chair close to Ahcia, resumed the thread of his discourse. " My dear ]\lrs. Aytoun," he continued, " I was about to
say, now those afllicting persons were gone—but people of that
sort never are gone—but 1 am most anxious to hear how you really
are after your most annoying adventure. I hope you have not
suffered the afliiir to make more impression on you than it merits."
" M o r e impression than it merits!" said Alicia, giving way to
the teiu's she had sujiprcssed in the presence of her tormentors—
" can it make more than it merits? Isn't it the most dreadful imputation that ever was cast on a respectable -woman? And how
am I to throw it ofl? Ilo^\• am I to recover my reputation? How
a m i to vindicate my innocence? Oh, Mr. Seymour, imagine what
it must be, to be accused, insiUted, searched like a common thief;
* Frencli word for ghosts, and for those who return where their company is
not desired.
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dragged to a police-office like a felon, and there, amongst the very
dregs of society, the low, the abandoned, the vicious, to be threatened -with a gaol. Oh, my God!" she exclaimed, clasping her
hands in agony, "is there no -way of shaking this horror from meP
must it for ever cling to me, tiU it drags me to my grave, as it
surely wUl ? TeU me, Mr. Seymour, advise me, is there no help ?
can nothing be done to clear me from the stigma?"
" My dear Mrs. Aytoun," answered he, drawing his chair a little
nearer, and again taking her hand, for Alicia was very attractive
in the energy other despair; " I really scarcely know how to advise. You see the misfortune of doing anything in these affairs,
unless you are quite sure of success, is, that every movement one
makes only further disseminates the scandal and adds to the publicity ; and if once the newspapers get hold of you, you may as
well carry your misfortune inscribed upon your back; there is no
corner of the world to which you can escape from it."
" Good heavens!" cried Alicia, struck with a new terror, "perhaps, even now, they may put it in the paper amongst the police
reports!"
" "Wliy," replied Mr. Seymour, " to confess the truth, I was apprehensive that might be the case; and therefore yesterday evening, instead of going to a dinner at Lord H
's, to which I was
engaged, I took a coach, and drove round to the different publishing offices, where I found means to secure their sUence."
" How can I thank you sufficiently!" exclaimed Alicia, warmly
impressed with the extent of the obligation. " It would have
been the climax of my misery to see my name in the paper."
" Which it would have been, I fear," returned Mr. Seymour,
who had no intention of detracting anything from his own merits
and services—" and it is that that leads me to think, that if the
affair could be hushed up—if, in short, we could induce this Mr.
Green to let the thing drop, and satisfy him in some way or
another—that is, make it his interest to pursue it no farther, that
itwoifld be the most prudent mode of proceeding."
" But he wont give it up," said AUcia. " I offered to pay him
the value of the things from the beginning; but he wouldn't take
it."
" No, not the mere value of the things, I dare say," returned Mr.
Seymour. " But he may not be able to resist the temptation if
the bribe offered be large enough."
Alicia was sUent, for she had no means of offering a bribe considerable enough to answer the purpose.
"At all events," said Mr. Seymour, "I'll take an opportunity of
seeing him, and hearing what he says. With respect to yourself,
I'd advise you to have no communication with him whatever. The
more independent and fearless you appear, the better chance there
is of my success. And pray," he added, with an appearance of
the deepest interest, "keep up your spirits in the meantime; do
not suffer the circumstance, annoying as I admit it to be, to press
too much on your mind: but rely on my exertions, and if I may
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venture to use the term on so short an acquaintance, my regard, to
extricate you from your dUemma."
I t may easily be conceived that M r . Seymour found motives or
excuses for visiting his fair friend every d a y ; and how was she, enchainedby a confidence and an obUgationof such a nature, to shut
her door against him ? Besides, he contrived to make his visits so
interesting; he had always something to teU, or something to
suggest. And then he was the only person in the world, except
Susan, with whom she permitted herself to speak of what was for
ever the subject of her thoughts; so that daUy his knock at the
door became more welcome, and his -visits more protracted.
H e r neighbours and acquaintance, at first paid her visits of curiosity ; but finding that her obstinate sUence disappointed them,
they gradually relaxed in their assiduities, contenting themselves
•with watching her door to ascertain how often M r . Seymour caUed,
and how long he stayed; endeavouring, at the same time, to persuade themselves and others, that their alienation was occasioned
by a virtuous horror of her heterodox proceedings.
However, as time advanced, it became too evident to M r s .
Aytoun that Mr. Seymour's -visits were b y no means disinterested.
H e permitted himseU graduaUy to betray aU the symptoms of a
decided passion ; dropped them out one by one, with such a weUacted air of inadvertence and absence of design, that it would have
been impossible for AUcia to have doubted his sincerity. Indeed
he was sincere enough for the momenta Ahcia was a very attractive woman ; and he a man who made it a point to give way to all
his susceptibilities, and never relax in his pursuit of an amour till
he was satisfied success was utterly hopeless. H e held that
" The proper" bus'ness " of mankind is" love;
and he conceived it highly improbable, considering his own advantages, and the nature and amount of his services, that Ahcia's
heart should remain untouched; and next to impossible that, entangled as she was in a comphcation of embarrassing circumstances,
her person should escajie him.
But Alicia wore a shield over her heart that all the Seymours,
Somersets, and Fitzroys that ever shone in the galaxy of fashionable life coidd uot have penetrated—she loved Arthur Aytoun;—
and when she became thoroughlv aware of Mr. Seymour's views,
she resolved to lly the danger—danger to her reputation, not to her
affections—and by leaving town, without gi-ring him any intimation of her design, she ho]ieil to convince him that his pursuit was
vain. And, buleed, she had other inducements to abandon the
scene of her mortification. Unwilling to expose herself to the
curious eyes of her neighbours, she had made her house her prison ;
and had debarred herself from air and exercise, which in her situation -s\-ere esiiecially necessary, tUl her health w'as affected by the
privation. So, one day, she despatched Susan, in whose prudence
she could rely, by the coach to Hammersmith; w ith directions to
engage a small lodging for a month, in an agreeable situation;
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and itt two days afterwards, with no companion but this faithful
servant, she departed with her baggage in a hackney-coach;
leaving directions with her cook, that if anybody inquired for her,
she was simply to answer she was out of town, without communicating her address.
CHAPTEE XXX.
WHICH SHOWS T H A T A G R E E A B L E SURPRISES DO NOT A L W A Y S PHOVI K>
A G R E E A B L E A S M I G H T H A V E BEEN EXPECTED.

BUT Mrs. Aytoun had exceedingly underrated the power of her
own charms, or the limits of Mr. Seymour's perseverance, when
she imagined that her removal to Hammersmith would be of the
slightest avail towards slackening the ardour of his pursuit. On
the contrary, he no sooner found she was gone, than the affair
assumed a piquancy that it had not before. Had she exhibited no
inclination nor power to resist, there would neither have been excitement in the pursuit, nor triumph in its success; but nothing
could be more agreeable to him than the interesting occupation she
had furnished for his mornings, by her flight.
Finding the cook faithful to the instructions her mistress had
given her, and not being able to make out anything satisfactory
by his description of the lady at the coach-offices; he next addressed her a note, on some matter connected with Mr, Green's affair,
requesting an immediate answer; and left it with the servant,
desiring it might be forwarded without delay, as it was on a matter
of importance.
" How soon," said he, " can I have an answer, do you think?"
" I'll put it in the post directly, sir, and the answer wUl be here
to-night I dare say," rephed the woman.
And so it was; and upon that hint, Mr. Seymour took to
mounting his gaUant horse every morning, riding through aU the
towns and vUlages adjacent to London, and making inquiries at aU
the inns, libraries, grocers' shops, and so forth: -with a success certainly indifferent as to the main point, but with infinite benefit to
his own health, spirits, and good looks.
In the meantime poor Mrs. Aytoun, whether from the anxiety
and agitation she had undergone, or from the previous undue confinement and privation of air which had debilitated her frame, had
not been two days in the country before she was taken iU; and
she found the hopes she had so foncUj^ cherished were doomed to
be disappointed. She suffered much, her recovery was extremely
slow, and her return to London consequently deferred much beyond
the period she had proposed.
At length Mr. Seymour's patience of research beginning to be
somewhat exhausted; by way of bringing things to a crisis, he
wrote to tell her that either some way must be found of inducing
Mr. Green to drop proceedings, or her imfortunate affair would
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be very shortly brought before the public; and he added, that it
was absolutely necessary he should see her, as it was impossible
to discuss the matter to any purpose by letter.
" I must see him, I suppose," said she to Susan; "and yet I am
extremely unwiUing to let him come here; for when he has once
ascertained where I am, I'm afraid he'U never be out of the
house."
" Suppose you were to go to to-wn for a few hours, ma'am," said
Susan, "and see him at your own house. You could easUy come
back by night."
" I could certainly," rephed Alicia, " but you know the eyes of
the whole street will be watching me; and what a strange appearance it -wUl have to go to town on purpose to meet him. I was
thinking of saying that I'm staying at a friend's house where I
can't receive him; and proposing to meet him somewhere else."
"That may do very weU, ma'am," replied Susan, "if you could
be sure nobody 'U see you. But if they should, it would have a
worse appearance than the other."
" It would, certainly," said Alicia, " b u t it's hardly hkely anybody should see ine. I t is but for once. I think I'll appoint a
time to meet him in Kensington Gardens. You and I could go by
the coach as far as the Park gate; and I could walk to a seat, and
there wait for him. "What do you think?"
" Just as you please, ma'am," replied Susan, who had nothing
better to advise; and who being one of those people who, thinking
no evil herself, was not sufficiently aware how prone the world is
to think it.
This plan was accordingly decided on; and the foUowing morning, which happened to be Tuesday, appointed for the meeting.
By activity on his o-wn part, spurred on as he was by an ardent
desire to return home, and by a union of some fortunate circumstances, Mr. Aytoun, who had reckoned on being absent at least
ten or twelve months, foimd his business concluded, and himself
at liberty to repair to England, before the expiration of seven.
He had hinted, occasionaUy, in his letters to his wife, that he
entertained hojies his absence might not be so protracted as they
had expected; but had forborne to name any probable period for
her seeing him, uncertain as he was himself; and preferring to
give her an agreeable surprise, to the risk of occasioning a disappointment. He had yet to -visit a considerable trading city in
Germany, where ho expected to be detained some time; when he
received letters from the house he travelled for, saying, that a
sudden emergency having occurred, which obliged them to despatch
a special messenger to that quarter, he was at liberty to return as
soon as he pleased; and on the Monday evening, the very day on
which Mrs. Aytoun and Susan had agreed upon the plan of meeting
Mr. Seymour" in the Gardens, Mr. Aytoun arrived at his own door.
He was in a hackney coach, having parted from the stage by
which he had travelled up from the port he landed at; and as the
lumbering vehicle slowly roUcd down the street, he p'lt out his
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head to catch the first glimpse of his own dear home. Alicia
herself might have been visible; she might have been going out,
or coming home—and he so longed to see her. No Ahcia, however, appeared; but instead, a gentleman whom he observed
coming out of the door; and who, after pausing a minute or two
to say something to the servant who had opened it, dehberately
descended the steps, and walked up the street, reading with a
smiling countenance a letter which he appeared to have just
received. " Who the devil's that P" said Mr. Aytoun to himself,
as the handsome and elegantly dressed stranger passed the coach.
" I'm sm-c it was my door he came out of. Open the door, coachman," he cried, the moment the carriage stopped, and jumping
out he vehemently puUed the bell and knocked at the same time,
making the cook, who was in the act of descending the kitchen
stairs, say, as she turned to come up again, " Lord! I could have
sworn that was master himself if I didn't know he was abroad."
" WeU, Betty," said the eager husband, as the woman surveyed
him with astonished eyes; "is your mistress at home?"
"Lord, sir," answered Betty, "we never expected you so soon.
My mistress don't know a word of your coming, I'm certain."
" I know she doesn't," rephed Mr. Aytoun, turning into the
parlour; "where is she?"
" M y mistress is out of town, sir," answered the maid, " and we
expect her back the latter end of next week."
" Where the devil has she gone to?" inquired Mr. Aytoun with
surprise.
" Only as far as Hammersmith, sir," rephed Betty; "she's in
lodgings there, and has got Susan with her."
" What made her go there?" asked Mr. Aytoun. " W a s she
Ul?"
" My mistress has been very poorly since she's been there, I
hear, but she's better now," returned Betty, whose communicativeness was considerably checked by not knowing exactly what
she should tell, and what she should not; and, indeed, her own
acquaintance with the state of affairs was but imperfect; since
neither Mrs. Aytoun nor Susan had given her any information ;
and what she had picked up of the gossip of the neighbourhood
was such a distorted and exaggerated mass of incongruities, that
it tended rather to puzzle than enhghten her.
"Very odd she didn't -write," said Mr. Aytoun. "I've been
wondering I didn't hear from her. It's too late for me to go to
Hammersmith now," continued he, looking at his watch—"the
coaches must aU be gone; besides, I must contrive to see the
Messrs. Karl this evening, or early to-morrow morning. I'U just
run over and ask the Parsons about her; I dare say they can tell me
more.—By the hy, Betty," added he, as he was leaving the house,
" who was that I saw calling here just now ?"
" A gentleman was it, sir P" said Betty, borrowing a little time
for reflection.
"Ay, to be sure; just as I drove up—who is heP"
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" Oh, sir," said Betty, " t h a t ' s M r . Seymour."
" S e y m o u r ! " reiterated Mr. Ayton, " w h a t the deuce brought
him here ?"
" I ' m sure I don't know, sir," returned Betty, whose caution
augmented with the dehcacy of the crisis.
" But you know what he came for," responded M r . Aytoun.
""Who did he ask for ?"
" H e didn't ask for anybody, sir," answered Betty.
_" WeU, but what did he say P" persisted Mr. Aytoun. " H e
didn't come to rob the house, did he ?"
" Oh L o r d ! no, sir, he's quite a gentleman, entirely. I believe
he's an Honourable, or a E i g h t Honourable, or something of that
sort."
" WeU, what did he s a y ? "
" H e only asked for a letter, sir," answered Betty, finding
further equivocation was useless.
" A letter! I saw him reading a letter as he went up the street,
"What letter was i t ? "
" A letter from my mistres, I believe, sir."
" F r o m your mistress!" exclaimed Mr. Aytoun, looking sharply
round at the woman. " I s he an acquaintance of your mistiess's,
then, this Mr. Sej-mour?"
" Oh, yes, sir, my mistress knows him very weU indeed, I
believe," rephed Betty.
" Oh, does she ?" said M r . Aytoun, in a tone of greater indifference than he felt; for he saw clearly that the woman was upon
her guard, and that there was something to be concealed. " Does
he come here often, then ?"
" P r e t t y often—sometimes, sir," said Betty.
" How d'ye do, Mr. Aytoun ?" cried a voice from an open
window on the opposite side of the street. " Do step over and
teU us how you are, and take a cup of tea."
" Thank ye; I w ill," rephed Mr. Aytoun, and he walked across the
way, aud knocked at the door of his neighbour's house, with an odd
sort of uncomfortable feeling abouthis heart, that made him scarcely
sorry that he was not to meet his pretty wife till the next day.
" H e r e we're all assembled, as if we'd known you'd been
coming," exclaimed Mrs. Morland, as he entered the parlour.
" T h e Bloxhams called on us, and proposed that we should walk
down together, and see if Mrs, Parsons was at home; and could
give us a cup of tea, and make up a loo table."
" WeU, Aytoun," said Mr. Parsons, " w hy, you've come back
before your time. How's that ?"
" I got through faster than I expected," returned Mr. Aytoun;
" a n d I was not oliligcd to go to Frankfort at all; which alone
made three Aveeks diffiM-ence. But I find an empty house. M y
wife's in the country, Betty tells mc."
" Yes, she's been away some time, I believe," replied M r .
Parsons, " h a s n ' t she, J e m i m a ? "
" H e m ! " began Mrs. Parsons, clearing her throat; " I fancy

SUSAN HOPLET.

221

BO. I think it must be near two months now since you and I were
standing at the window, Maria
"
"No, mamma," interrupted Maria, "it was I was standing at
the window;—you know it was the day you cut out the curtains
for the new bed; and you were cutting them in the back parlour,
when I caUed you to see Mrs. Aytoun's things put into the
coach."
" So it was; I recoUect now," said Mrs. Parsons; "and that'll
be eight weeks come Monday. I remember it, because, in the
evening, I said to Parsons, says I, 'Let us go and give the Morlands a call
'"
"And you came; and I sent for Mrs. Bloxham to join us," said
Mrs. Morland.
"And I did," said Mrs. Bloxham—" it'U be just two months,
come Monday, as Mrs. Parsons says. I know it from a particular
circumstance."
" But why did Alicia go ?" inquired Mr. Aytoun, who was more
curious about his wife than about Mrs. Bloxham's particular
circumstance, " was she Ul?"
" I'm sure I don't know," answered aU the ladies together.
"But what reason did she give?" asked Mr. Aytoun.
" I never heard what her reason was," returned Mrs. Parsons.
"Did you, Mrs. Morland?"
" Never," returned Mrs. Morland.
" Nor I either," added Mrs. Bloxham.
"Didn't she say she was going?" inquired Mr. Aytoun, getting
a httle impatient.
" Not that I ever heard," replied Mrs. Parsons. " Did you ever
hear of it, Mrs. Morland?"
" Never," answered Mrs. Morland.
"Nor I," added Mrs. Bloxham.
" The first I heard of it," said Mrs. Parsons, " was just Maria
caUing me to the window to see the luggage put into the coach.
' La! mamma,' said she, ' I do think Mrs. Aytoun's going away
somewhere; for only look at the band-boxes and things Betty's
utting in;' and presently, sure enough, out came Mrs. Aytoun
erself and stepped into the coach, and Susan after her; and
away they drove."
"And the first I heard of it," said Mrs. Morland, "was when
Mrs. Parsons came up to us in the evening. 'Lord, my dear,' says
she, ' what do you think P Mrs. Aytoun's gone to rusticate a bit
in the country.'"
" And I'm sure I'd never heard a word on the subject tUl you
sent for me to tea that evening," said Mrs. Bloxham, " I declare
I was q^uite surprised."
" This is very pecuUar," thought Mr. Aytoun, who felt as if
he were treading on enchanted ground, and was afraid to take
another step, not knowing whither it was to lead him. He was
dying to learn more, and yet did not like to ask questions, lest his
curiosity should be interpreted into suspicion.
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"Then youVe not been down to see her?" said he, after a
pause.
" Oh dear, no," rephed the ladies.
"Indeed," added Mrs. Morland, "we couldn't, had we been
inclined; for we didn't know where she was."
"Betty could have told you," said Mr. Aytoun.
" She said she didn't exactly know the address, when I asked
her," rephed the lady.
" And so she told me," said Mrs. Parsons.
"And me too," said Mrs. Bloxham.
" WeU, ladies," said Mr. Aytoun, unable to bear these strange,
significant sort of innuendoes any longer without betraying his impatience ; " I must wish you good evening. I am obliged to see
the Messrs. Karl before I can go to Hammersmith to Alicia; and
I shall try to obtain an interview with one of them to-night, that
I may be free to set off in the morning."
" 'To Hammersmith! so that's where she is P" exclaimed the
ladies.
" I\Iy wife's no further away than Hammersmith," replied Mr.
Aytoun, calmly. " She went there for her health," and he took
his departure lea-ving the ladies to enjoy theirtea and scandal at
their leisure.
Air. Aytoun did not succeed in obtaining an interview with his
employers on that evening, and could not therefore start so early
in the morning as he had desired; but the moment he was free,
he hastened to PiccadiUy, where, mounting the box of one of the
Hammersmith coaches, he was soon in a fair way of having the
uneasy feelings that, in spite of himself, the evident mystery of
his -wife's conduct had inspired, either disiiersed or confirmed.
As the coachman was rather behind his time, he drove at a good
round ]iace; but as they passed the Park gates near the Kensington turnpike, Mr. Aytoun observed a hackney-coach in
-waiting, and the coachman holding the door open as if the party
to whom it belonged were approaching. AVithout knowing why,
he turned his head to look at them as they came out of the gates.
I t consisted of a gentleman, a lady in a yellow shawl, and a plainly
dressed person in a straw bonnet and black cloak, looking like a
servant maid. There was something in the air of the first, that
put him so much in mind of the stranij;er he had seen leave
his own door on the preceding evening, that he continued
to ^^atch the party tiU a turn in the road hid them from his
view.
However, he had time to see bim hand the females into the
carriage, though not to ascertain whether he also got in himself.
The lady, too, had very much the figure of Alicia; but he had
never seen her w ear either a bonnet or shawl like those she had
on—but she might have bought them dming his absence. I t
struck him, also, that the third person was very hke Susan; but
he struggled against his own persuasion.
" It's those d
d women that have put this nonsense in my
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head," said he to himself. " I ought to know them well enough
not to mind anything they say; and yet I'm such a fool I can't
help thinking of it."
However, on they went; and at the entrance of the to-wn of
Hammersmith, he got off the coach, and inquired his way to
Prospect-place, whither he repaired on foot. It consisted of a
neat row- of smaU houses, evidently constructed to attract the eye
of the dwellers in cities; having showy little verandahs overgrown
•with creepers, small fiower-gardens in front, and being adorned
with a profusion of green and white paint.
On inquiring if Mrs. Aytoun hved at the house he had been
directed to, the girl who answered the door said she did; but
that she was not at home. She believed she was gone to Kensington; but that as she dined early, she was momentarUy
expecting her back.
" I'U wait for her then," said Mr. Aytoun. " Her servant's
with her, I suppose ?"
" A'es, sir," answered the girl. " They went out together."
Mr. Aj'toun ascended to the little drawing-room which was the
apartment occupied by his -wife. His temples beat audibly; and
his heart felt too big for his bosom. He threw himself on the
sofa, where lay her netting box, and a volume of " Clarissa," that
she appeared to have been reading. "Alicia!" he said, pressing
his hand on his forehead, "AUcia! Wife! What is it that's awaiting me ? AYhat strange and unkno-wn fear is this that's creeping
thi-ough my veins? Can it be possible, that in less than eight
months her whole character can be changed ? Can she have forgotten the principles on which I had so much rehance ? Can the
heart I thought so securely mine be already given to another?
Oh, it's impossible," he exclaimed, endeavouring to rouse himself,
and shake ofi' the terror that was gettingpossession of him—" quite
impossible. I'm a fool to believe it. Don't let me run to a conclusion, and make myself wretched without anything to go upon.
She may have had very good reasons for lea-ving town; and though
I certainly do think that it was her I saw -with that d
d feUow
just now, I'll wait tUI I hear what she has to say. Perhaps the
very first sentence may clear up the whole mystery, and show me
what an ass I am to suspect her."
With this prudent supposition, Mr. Aytoun endeavoured to
compose his mind; audit was not long before the sound of wheels
stopping at the garden gate announced the arrival of his wife.
" 'There's a gentleman in the drawing-room," said the maid; " he
said he should wait tUl you came home."
" A gentleman!" said Alicia, " who in the world can it be P"
" A tall gentleman," replied the maid.
" Good Heavens!" said Alicia to Susan, " depend on it, it's Mr.,
Seymour, who has found out the house from the coachman, and
contrived to get here before us. He said his horse and groom
were waiting."

Susan thought so too; aau they ascended the st^iiis> with the
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firm conviction that they should behold the gentleman they had
so lately parted with.
I t would have been natural, instead of waiting till his wife came
up, that Mr. Aytoun should have run down to meet her the
moment the coach stopped; but he felt he could not do it. Try as
he would, he could not assume the glad, free, joyous bearing with
which he had been accustomed to embrace her after an absence;
and he stood in the middle of the room, listening to her foot as she
ascended, rather hke a man who was awaiting an enemy than the
-wife of his bosom.
" Good Heavens!_" cried she, stopping short as she entered the
room, " Arthur! is it youP"
" I t is me, Alicia," said he, advancing towards her—"how arc
you?"
Now, if Mr. Aytoun had acted naturaUy and ran down to the
door to meet her, she would have thrown herself into his arms
with exactly the same fervour and affection she had done on all
former occasions ; but the coldness and constraint of his manner
was refiected in hers. I t brought the consciousness of aU he had
yet to learn, that she knew wotdd be so displeasing to him, full
upon her inind; and thus they met, not like parted lovers as they
were, but like persons merely on civU terms of acquaintanceship.
The thing was too unnatural not to be deeply felt by both. Each
attributed it to the other; he fancied that she was annoyed at his
return; and she, that he had heard something of her affair at the
pohce office; and as neither had resolution enough to ask for an
explanation, their constraint, instead of diminishing, increased
every moment.
" Where have you been, Alicia?" said the husband, looking at
the yellow shawl, which he immediately recognised.
" Susan and I went to take a walk in the Gardens," she replied.
" I thought a little change would do me good."
" A'ou don't look weU," observed he.
" I have not been well," she replied. " I had hoped, Arthur, to
have some good news for you against you returned—but I have
been disappointed."
" What do you mean?" said he.
" I have been in the family way," said she, blushing, and reaUy,
from his odd manner, feehng as abashed as if she were teUing the
thing to a stranger.
" In the family way!" he reiterated, in a tone that testified much
more surprise than pleasure.
" Yes," answered she, her confusion momentarily augmenting;
" soon after you went I found that was the case; and about two
months since, not feehng very well, I came down here; and only
two days afterwards, I was taken Ul."
"You never mentioned a word of such a thing to me in your
letters," said the husband, regarding her with scrutinizing eyes.
" No," replied she; " I wished to give you an agreeable surprise;
and after my disappointment I was not able to write for some time;
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but I sent a letter to Frankfort, about a fortnight ago, wherein I
told you aU about it."
" I have not been to Frankfort," replied he. " Then you came
here because you didn't feel weU," he continued, after a pause;
" was that the reason?"
" Yes," said she, " that was the principal reason," and her cheeks
crimsoned at the recoUection of the other reason, and the apprehension of his knowing it. ""When did you arrive, Arthur?" said
she.
" Last night," he replied, "about eight o'clock."
" Did you see anybody besides Betty?" said she.
" I saw the Parsons, and the Morlands, and the Bloxhams; they
were altogether at tea, and caUed me over."
'' I suppose they were not very well pleased at my not teUine
them where I was coming to?" said Alicia, curious to discover
w hat had been said.
" They seemed to think it odd, certainly," returned Mr. Aytoun,
" and so I thought it myself."
" They're such tiresome, gossiping people," said Mrs. Aytoun,
" that not being weU, I was not in a humour to be troubled with
them."
And in this sort of strain the conversation was carried on, without affection, without confidence; each hiding their heart from
the other; his suspicions and her fears every moment augmenting;
tiU, at last, to her relief, though very much to her surprise, Mr.
Aytoun, about a couple of hours after dinner, suddenly arose, and
saying he had business in the city which caUed him to town, bade
her good evening, and walked away, intending, as he said, to get
upon the first coach that overtook him on its road to London.
" Shall you be here to-morrow?" asked Ahcia, following him to
the top of the stairs.
"Most likely," he replied; " I can't say positively;" and the
next minute the door closed on him and he was gone.
Alicia threw herself on the sofa and wept; whUst he, far from
thinking of getting on a coach as he had said he intended, strode
along the road at the rapid pace that men are wont to walk who
desire to walk away from themselves and their own thoughts. He
couldn't have commanded patience to have sat in, or on, the
fastest coach that was ever drawn by four horses. The motion of
his own limbs seemed indispensable to his very existence. Haiihe
been forced to sit stiU—had the engine been stopped, and he debarred from applying to bodUy exercise the superfluous energy of
his passion, he felt as if the vapours of wrath that were boiling
-within him, must have rent his heart in twain.
When he reached the Park gates where he had seen the coach
in the morning, he turned in, and stopped for an instant to look
around, as if he stUl expected to see the handsome stranger lurking near.
" I wonder if she meets him here, every day!" said he to himself.
" I shaU be sadly in their way, I'm afraid." i h e \iour was between
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four and five; and the P a r k was thronged with gay equipages and
fashionable equestrians. "When he reached the Piccadilly extremity of the walk, he was obliged, with many others, to draw up
for a minute or two to wait for an opportunity of crossing. Leaning with their backs against the rails, and patting their shining
black boots -nuth their ebony canes, or silver-mounted riding
whips, was a row of fashionable young men, who having finished
their ride, had dismounted, and were grouping together to talk
over the affairs of the day, and remark on the beauties and celebrities as they slowly rounded that crowded corner, where the
crossing and jostling of carriages entering and leaving the Park,
the access to which was far from being as wide and commodious at
that time as it is at present, obliged the emulous, struggling, and
impatient drivers to slacken their pace.
" I say, Seymour!" cried the thin voice of a very young man,
who, still moimted, had drawn up his horse by the raUs, close to
this group of exquisites—" Seymour, I say!"
" "WeU, what do you say ?" asked the rich, deep voice of Seymour.
" I ' v e been caUing to you this half hour," said the other. " I
want to know who that woman was I saw you with in the gardens
this morning."
" Y o u don't expect I shoidd teU you, do y o u ? " said Seymour,
carelessly.
" She's devUish pretty," said the youth.
" She is pretty," returned Seymour.
" I only ask for the reversion," said the young m a n ; who being
but just turned loose upon the world, was anxious to show himself
already initiated into all the profligacies of high life. " You owe
me something for my forbearance," continued he, " for I might
have spoUed sport if I ' d liked, and flurried your bird before you
came u p . "
" H ow so ?" inquired Seymour.
" AA'hy," said the other, " I am aide-de-camp in waiting, you
know, this week; and I had to go to the palace with a message;
so I got off my horse at the gate to walk across the gardens; and
just as I'd crossed the broad walk, I caught a glimpse of a bright
yeUow shawl glancing amongst the trees, evidently wishing to keep
out of sight—ladies should never wear yeUow shawls when they go
to a rendezvous, they're so devihsh conspicuous—so I pushed
through the copse, and ]iresented myself right in front of her."
" D — d impudent of you," said Seymour,
" You know, my dear fellow, I couldn't tell she was waiting for
you," replied the boy, " o r I should have kept off; I never poach
on my friends' manors. However, I got a capital view of her face;
and a devUish pretty one it was."
" B u t how did you know she was there to meet m e ? " returned
Seymour.
" Because I saw you with her as I came back," said the youth.
" I passed through the trees close to you, attracted ag^in by the
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veUow shawl. You were coming it strong, I fancy, Seymour, eh P
She'd got her handkerchief to her eyes; and you were squeezing
her hand, and laying it on like the old serpent himself, I've no doubt.
Don't forget I'm for next turn," cried the beardless boy, as he cantered away; thinking he had shown a manhood that might have
becor e Julius Ca>sar himself
" A'hat an insufferable coxcomb that is!" said Seymour, looking
after him.
" Shocking puppy!" echoed the others, shrugging their shoulders ; and finding the conversation reverted no more to the yellow
shawl, Arthur Aytoun walked on.

CHAPTEE X X X I .
THE CHALLENGE.

ON the following morning Mrs. Aytoun received a few fines
from her husband, saying that he was detained in town by business, and should not be able to see her on that day.
Alicia was reheved; she had hopes that that morning was to see
her free from her embarrassments, and release her from the danand inconvenient necessity of further interriews with Mr.
§erous
eymour. He had informed her on the preceding day, that since
he had -written to her, he had had another conversation with Mr.
Green, on whom he thought he had, at last, made some impression.
" I am to see him again to-night," continued he, " when I am to
have his final answer; and if you wUl aUow me the honour of
meeting you to-morrow at the same hour—here, if you really cannot receive me where you are staying, I shaU be able to teU you
the result; and give you any advice that the circumstances may
render necessary:" and Alicia, eager to be released from the
terrors that hung over her, and if possible extricate herself from
the whole imbroglio before her husband's return, had consented to
meet him; fully determined that it should be the last time. She
doubted very much Arthur's having received any hint of Mr.
Green's accusation, and of the pohce-office story; for she thought
if he knew it, he could not have forborne to have mentioned it
instantly; and it was her ardent desire, dreading as she did the
effect it would have on his susceptible pride, that he never should
hear of it. She rather concluded, on reflection, that his coldness
had proceeded partly from the surprise he felt at her lea-ring town
without telhng him; and partly, probably, from her own embarrassment and confusion, which must have made her appear as cool
to him as he did to her. " Once free from this odious business,"
she said to herself, " I should soon regain my spirits, and be myself
again: and Arthur would think the difference he observed in me
P3
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had arisen from my illness. As for Mr. Seymour, I am very much
obliged to him; but I can't sacrifice my o-wn happiness and my
husband's to his gratification; and I am quite sure Arthur would
never tolerate his -visits for a moment. I shaU teU him I am sincerely grateful, wluch I am ; but that Mr. Aytoun is returned;
and that if any suspicion of our acquaintance reached him, it
might occasion the most distressing consequences to all parries:
and I shaU throw myself on his honour and generosity not to seek
any further interriews or correspondence. If he is t£e gentleman
I take him to be, he can't refuse; and, indeed, I don't know why
he should; for he must have clearly seen, by my avoiding him as
I have done, that any other termination to the adventure is not to
be locked for."
But Mr. Seymour saw no such thing; on the contrary, he
looked with confidence to a termination much more flattering and
agreeable. The price of Mr. Green's forbearance was to be five
hundred pounds. He had hinted nothing of the sort to Ahcia,
lest she should take fright at the magnitude of the obligation, and
refuse to incur it; but the money once paid, and irrevocably enclosed in the hard fists of the grasping haberdasher, he considered
that she would be so completely involved in his toUs, that she
would have no alternative but to purchase her immunity by the
sacrifice of her honour.
At the appointed hour, accompanied by Susan, as before, Alicia
repaired to the rendezvous; and never did any unfortunate
woman incur the appearance of guilt with less inclination to commit it, than herself. Her whole heart was with her husband; and
aU Air. Seymour's graces and fascinations had made no more impression on her, than if they had been squandered on the effigy
of the chaste Diana. Indeed the more assiduity he evinced, the
more he was repeUed. Nothing can be so abhorrent to a woman
reaUy in love -nith one man, as the slightest approach to tenderness or famUiarity from another. In a chaste and delicate woman's
heart there can exist no partnership; and the mere pressure of
a hand, if it is not the one hand she loves, sends back the blood ia
her veins with the cold chill of disgust. There are, doubtless,
Ujany uiihap]\y circumstances that may force a most virtuous
woman to give her hand w here she cannot give her heart; but
where she gives her heart, she gives her hand indeed; not metaphorically, according to the new spaper ritual, but according to a
ritual that nature has established in her own breast. Her whole
and entire self is the property of the one beloved, even where tho
love is unrequited and disowned ; and the most distant attempt
at an ' •ncroachment on the rights with which it has pleased her
generous and devoted affection to invest him, is recoiled from as
a profaning of the holy temple dedicated to the pure worship of
the idol she has set up.
Air. Seymour was at the rendezvous before her. He thougtit it
not unlikely that the young coxcomb who had seen her on the
preceding day, might be again crossing the Gardens on his way to
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the palace ; and he did not choose that the woman for whom he
designed the honour of being seduced by bimself, should be insulted by another.
" I flatter myself," said he, " I have been successful at last with
that fellow; and I think you may now consider yourself secure of
hearing no more on the subject."
" I am most grateful to you," she returned. " I cannot describe
the obligation you have conferred on me. Mr. Aytoun is, of aU
persons in the world, the one the least able to endure that the slightest reflection should be cast upon his wife, or anybody belonging to
him. His susceptibility on such subjects is quite morbid; and I
assure you, innocent as our acquaintance has been, I tremble lest
it should reach his ears. He would so entirely disapprove of my
having permitted your visits in Craven-street, that nothing but a
fall explanation of all that led to them would exonerate me from
his displeasure. I fear, therefore, after thanking you most sincerely for a serrice I can never cease to remember -with gratitude,
that I must request, as a last favour, that you wUl permit our
acquaintance to terminate with this interview."
" I s it possible?" returned Mr. Seymour, "that in requital—I
•will not say of the service I have had the happiness to render you,
for that is its own reward; and if it had cost me five thousand
pounds, instead of five hundred, I should have thought the pleasure cheaply purchased—but is it a fair requital for the regard that
prompted my exertions, to banish me from your presence the
moment I cease to be useful?"
Mr. Seymour had expected that hisaUusionto the money would
have awakened Alicia's curiosity, and alarmed her delicacy; and
he was surprised that she had not interrupted him on the instant
to demand an explanation; but Alicia's eyes, and thoughts, and
whole soul were bent on a figure she dimly discerned, hovering
near them, through the trees ; and his eloquence was squandered
on unheeding ears.
The person, whoever it was, was evidently watching them, and
concealing himself As they advanced, and their change of position would have exposed him to their view, he retreated, himng
himself first behind one tree and then another; but still keeping
near enough to observe their motions. A cold fear crept through
Alicia's veins, and her heart sunk heavy within her, for she thought
it was her husband. It was not so much from the intelhgence of
her eyes that she judged, for she had seen the figure too imperfectly to recognise it; but some other sense, like that which warns
the ghost seer that a spirit from the grave is near, whispered that
it was Arthur. Like one, too, in the presence of some suck fearfill apparition, her speech forsook her, her voice died away in her
throat, her knees bent under her, and she laid her hand on Mr.
Seymour's arm, partly to prevent herself from sinking to the
earth, and partly in the design of drawing his attention to the
person that was dodging them.
But Mr. Seymour, who was carried away by his own eloquence.
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and occupied with his own views, having seen nothing of what
alarmed his companion, mistook the motive of the action. He
miagined she was overcome by the announcement of the price at
which he had purchased her immunity; that she was vanquished
by his generosity, and that her reserve was melting in the beams
of its splendour; and under that persuasion, he suddenly flung
his arm about her waist, and pressed her, half fainting as she was,
and almost incapable of resistance, even had there been time for
it, -with fervour to his heart.
Like hghtning, quicker than words can speak it, the figure
AUcia had descried darted, upon them from behind a neighbouring
tree; with one hand he tore her from the arm that encircled her,
and flung her off with such force, that she feU to the earth at a
distance of several yards from the spot where the impulse had
been received; whUst, with the other, he dealt Mr. Seymour a
blow across the face that in an instant deluged his whole person
-with blood. Pale and gasping with passion, and with a countenance in which revenge sat glaring at her -rictims, Arthur Aytoun
stood before them.
Mr. Seymour was quickly upon his feet, and whilst wiping the
blood from his face, he looked with almost as much astonishment
as resentment at the author of so unexpected an assault. Alicia
had not yet told him of her husband's return; and his first notion
was that he had been assaUed by a lunatic; but Mr. Aytoun's
first words undeceived him.
" ViUain!" cried the enraged husband, " cowardly, sneaking
viUain, infamous seducer of honest men's wives, when you think
their absence ensures you impunity—-wretch, not worthy to breatha
the pure air of heaven that you pollute with your adulterous vows
—you perhaps don't know me ? But you shall learn to know me
to the peril of your body, that I'll tear piecemeal; and of your
soul, that I'U send to hell! I am that woman's husband!"
" Sir," replied Mr. Sejonour, with a command of himself that,
considering the situation he was placed in, was truly surprising;
and which nothing could inspire but that great usage of the world,
which, if it does not subdue, most assuredly tempers the rage of
angry passion, and gives man the power of moderating the expression of its violence, " Sir, under the circumstances in which
we are mutually placed, words of any sort are worse than useless.
No explanation I could make could appease your resentment;
and even if it could, no apology on your part could efface the
affront I have received. Blows, sir, unless from a person I could
meet on no other terms, I never return. These," and he held out
his hands, " these are not the weapons I am accustomed to use.
Here is my card—^make your arrangements to-day; and at as early
an hour to-morrow morning you please to appoint, and at whatever spot you choose to name, you will find me punctuaUy awaiting you."
As Mr. Se.ymour concluded these words, he picked up his hat
that was lying on the ground, and having smoothed round the nap
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•with the cuff of his coat, he cast a pitying glance at Alicia, who,
•with her head supported on Susan's lap, was stUl stretched, in a state
of insensibility, on the earth; and then bowing calmly, and •wit!
perfect grace and self-possession to Mr. Aytoun, he walked deliberately away to where he had left his horse and groom.
Mr. Aytoun looked after him for a moment, and then, -without
even casting his eyes in the direction where his -wretched wife was
lying, he turned his back towards the path Mr. Seymour had
taken; and like a chafed lion, striding through the wildest and
most unfrequented parts, he crossed the gardens, and issuing from
them by the Bayswater gate, he returned by that road to London.
For some time Susan sat on the ground supporting her mistress,
afraid to leave her, and unable to remove her. At length, catching a ghmpse of a man at a Uttle distance, she caUed to him. He
proved to be one of the rangers, and with his assistance she contrived to get the unfortunate Alicia conveyed to the lodge. There,
after a while, they succeeded in restoring her so far, that Susan
ventured to have her carried to the coach; and bidding the driver
make aU the speed he could, they soon reached Hammersmith;
where, yet but imperfectly remembering what had occurred, Mrs.
Aytoun was hfted out of the carriage, and conveyed to her o-wi;
bedchamber.

CHAPTEE X X X n .
THE DOEL.

SOME hours elapsed before, by means of restoratives and a
rechning position, Alicia revived sufficiently to recal the scene
she had -witnessed. From repeated fainting fits she had sunk at
length into an uneasy slumber, and Susan had ventured out of
the room for a few minutes, to direct that some tea should be prepared for her against she awoke, when she was summoned to
return by the violent ringing of Mrs. Aytoun's bell; and, on
rushing up stairs, she found her mistress standing on the landingplace, half undressed as she had left her, with cheeks as white as
the muslin peignoir that was flung around her person, and looking rather like one lately risen from the grave, than an inhabitant of the earth, but supported on her limbs by the flame that
was raging -within her.
" Susan!" she cried with vehemence, as soon as she descried her
faithful attendant,—" oh, Susan, why did you let me rest ? I
must be up and stirring, girl, or I have rested my last rest on
earth. Send off instantly for a post-chaise, and while they are
fetching it, come you and get me ready—we must away to
London."
Susan obeyed without a word; she thought it better she should
go. She might do good, but even if she did not, to have denied
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her the reUef of, at least, attempting to do something, would have
been cruel; the feelings that urged her, had they found no vent
in action, might have destroyed her reason.
"TeU me," said she, whUst Susan assisted her to dress, "teU
me everything that passed—every word you heard. For myself,
I saw nothing after I was flung to the earth—the last thing I
remember was seeing Mr. Seymour's face streaming with blood.
Of course there was a chaUenge; did you hear when they are to
meet ?"
" To-morrow morning, early," replied Susan, who thought the
danger much too serious to risk anything by diminishing its imminence ; " but the place was not fixed. Mr. Seymour gave master
his address, and left him to settle it as he pleased."
" And where was the address, Susan ?" asked Alicia, eagerly.
" I t was a card he gave, ma'am; he didn't mention it," returned
Susan.
"Oh, that he had!" exclaimed Ahcia. "Perhaps he would
take pity on me if I could see him; but I have no idea where he
hves. t think I once heard him say he lodged, when he was in
to-wn, at an hotel; but how am I to discover which; and so little
iime to do it in ?"
The chaise was quickly at the door, and a very short time
sufficed to convey them to Craven-street.
" Is your master here?" cried Mrs. Aytoun, anxiously, as soon
as Betty appeared at the door.
" No, ma'am," replied the calm and unconscious Betty. " Master has not been here since he left yesterday morning. I thought
he was with you at Hammersmith."
" AYhat!" said Mrs. Aytoun, as she threw herself on her sofa,
" didn't he sleep here last night?"
"No, ma'am," replied Betty ; "I've seen nothing of him."
" Then he must have been told something before he came to
me," said Airs. Aytoun.
"Master went over to Mrs. Parsons," said Betty, who perceived that there was something -wrong.—" And oh! I forgot,
master saw Mr. Seymour, ma'am, when he called for your note
the night before last. He was just at the door when master's
coach drove up—"
No further explanation was necessary ; Alicia saw it all; and
her only hope lay in the chance of flnding her husband, and
inducing him, b.y a timely explanation, to make an apology to Mr.
Seymour, and forego the meeting. Susan ran for a coach; and
the.y were soon started on a chase, unfortunately not very likely to
prove successful. Alicia knew nothing of her husband's haunts ;
or rather he had none to know. His home had been his haven;
and he was seldom away from it, except when engaged on business.
"The hours for business were passed, for it was alread,y between
eight and nine o'clock; and she almost feared she should find no
one at the office of the Messrs. Karl, where she first proceeded;
and it proved, indeed, that every one had left it but the porter.
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" Air. Aytoun has not been here, ma'am," said he, in answer to
her inquiries, "since yesterday morning. I am quite sure of i t ;
because I know Mr. Karl has been expecting him all day; and
waited at home for him several hours; and he desired me, if he
came, to beg he would be here by ten o'clock to-morrow."
Alicia next directed the coachman to the private residences of
the Alessrs. Karl; and, in succession, to the house of every other
acquaintance she could think of; but with the same result. No
one had heard or seen anything of Arthur Aytoun.
" Oh, how like him," she said ; " my poor, poor husband; he's
hiding his unhappy head that he thinks I have covered with
shame; whilst I, his wretched and innocent wife, am seeking in
vain to undeceive him."
Her endeavours to find her husband proving fruitless, her last
hope was in obtaining an interriew with Mr. Seymour; but how
to discover his residence? She only knew that he was the
Honourable Mr. Seymour, and that he generally lodged at an
hotel. Armed with these feeble indications, she set forth on this
new quest; and after inquiring at the door of a vast number of
hotels at the West End of the town, she at length learned that
there was an Honourable Mr. Seymour lodging at one in Grosvehorstreet; and thither she immediately drove.
It was now near midnight; but the door of the house was
partly open, and she saw a hght in the passage. The coachman
rang the beU, and the summons was quickly answered by a
waiter.
"Does the Honourable Mr. Seymour lodge hereP" asked
Alicia.
" Sometimes, ma'am," replied the waiter. " He always keeps a
room here, and we take in his letters."
" Is he here now?" said she.
"No, ma'am," returned the waiter. " H e hasn't been here
since the morning; he called then to give some orders; but he
said he should not return to sleep."
"Oh, my God!" cried Ahcia, unconscious of the insolent
curiosity -with which the waiter was surveying her, " and can't
you teU me where he's to be found ?"
" No, ma'am," returned the man, who could have told her veiy
well if he had pleased; for Mr. Seymour had been there on his
return from the Gardens, to say that he expected some letters of
consequence; and that they must be forwarded to the house of
his friend Colonel AUeyn, the moment they arrived. But the man
had some doubts how far the -risits of a lady, in a hackney coach,
at twelve o'clock at night, might be agreeable to the Honourable
Mr. Seymour. He remembered some visits of the like sort before, which had terminated in tears and reproaches from one
party, and sundry .smart oaths addressed to himself from the
other, for not having prevented the interview: so, on this occasion,
he resolved to be prudent; and, having given what he intended
should be his final answer, he turned on hia heel, and re-entered
the house.
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" AYhere now, ma'am?" asked the coachman.
" AYhere shaU we go, Susan P" said Alicia. " I shall go mad if
I return home, and sit there doing nothing but count me hours
tUl the dreadful morning."
" Suppose we were just to drive there, and see if master's called
since we came out, ma'am," said Susan, by way of proposing
something to pacify her. " There's no teUing, you know; he
might wish to leave some message, or a letter, or something."
" So he might," replied AUcia; "and in that case he wouldn't
go tUl mght, lest the neighbours should see him. TeU the man to
drive home instantly," she added, impatiently.
" Go back to Craven-street directly," said Susan; and the slow
and bm'ly coachman, encumbered with great-coats, gradually
ascended to his box.
" Good Heavens!" said Mrs. Aytoun, " I wish he'd make haste;
every moment is precious. I may miss seeing Arthur by the
delay," and she thrust her head out of the -window to bid him be
quick.
At that instant the door of the hotel opened, and a gentleman,
stepping out, walked rapidly away. Mrs. Aytoun, whose attention was engaged by the coachman, did not observe him tUl he
had moved two or three .yards from the door, but then, whether
he had heard her voice, or from whatever cause it might be, he
turned his head and looked back. Imperfect as the hght was,
she was quite sure it was her husband.
"Let me out!" she cried to the man, who had just succeeded
in getting his horses to move on—"let me out. Or drive after
that gentleman as fast as ,vou can."
" A^"hich shall I do, ma'am ?" asked the man, with imperturbable
coolness, and making no attempt to do either.
" Oh, let me out," she cried, strugghng with the handle of the
door.
" Let me, ma'am," said Susan, " I can open it;" and in a moment more Alicia had jumped out, and was in fuU chase of her
husband; Susan, of course, foUowing with aU the speed she
could.
But Susan being last, she had not gone many steps before she
found her progress arrested by the stout arm of the coachman;
whose natural apathy being overcome by the perU of his fare, had
contrived to tumble off his box much quicker than he had
mounted i t ; and now demanded to know what they meant by
bUking him.
" It s no use your stopping me," said Susan, impatiently, " for I
have but a couple of shillings in my pocket--you may have them,
if you choose, and if you'U eaUto-morrow at Craven-street, where
vou took us up, you .shall be paid as much as you please. Only
let me go now, that I may overtake mymistress, fori believe she's
goiiiLT out of her senses."
"She seems maddish, sure enough," replied the coachman;
and -non by the liberal promise of being paid as much as he
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pleased, he let go her arm; and gi-ring a view haUoa after her as
she set out, he remounted his box, and drove to a neighbouring
pubhc-house; where, considering the two shillings as extra money,
and no part of his fare, he converted them into copious draughts
of porter, and hot brandy and water.
In the meantime, Susan, who had lost sight of her mistress by
the delay, and only knew that she had run towards Bond-street,
foUowed in the same direction; but, when she reached the corner,
she was uncertain which way to take; till a watchman, who was
passing at the moment, said he had just seen a lady cross the
street, and run towards Hanover-square.
Away went poor Susan, crossing the square, and through street
after street, fancying at first she saw her mistress before her: and
afterwards running on, more from her alarm and confusion than
from any rational hope of overtaking her; tUl she found herself
in one of the streets leading out of Soho. She then recognised
where she was ; which before, so erratic had been her course, she
had not very weU known; and she slackened her pace to consider
what she should do.
" My mistress wUl surely go home," thought she, " whether she
overtakes Mr. Aytoun or not; and the best thing I can do, is to
go there too."
She had just arrived at this decision, and was thinking which
was the most direct way to reach the Strand, when a powerful
grasp was laid upon her arm, and a man, in the dress of a saUor,
said—" Give me what money you have about you, or I'll take your
life."
" For God's sake, don't hurt me," rephed Susan. " I hav'n't a
farthing in my pocket, I do assure you."
" Have you a watch?" asked the man, sternly.
" N o , " answered Susan. " I never had such a thing belonging
to me. I'm only a poor servant; pray let me go !"
" I'U see if you're teUing me a lie," said the man, and he put his
hand to her side to feel her pocket.
" I'm teUing you the truth," said Susan. " I'd rather give you
my money, if I had any, than be kept here. Pray let me go!"
"Go, and be d—d!" said the man, as he dropped her arm, and
hastened away in the direction of Oxford-street: whUst Susan
took the opposite one.
" I've seen that man before, I'm certain," said she to herself,
" but I can't think where;" and as she walked on at a rapid pace
to Craven-street, she reviewed aU the situations and circumstances
in which it was possible she might have met with him; but without being able to assign either time or place to the recoUection
that had struck her.
AVhen she reached Craven-street, her dismay was great at
finding Mrs. Aytoun had not arrived; but as she did not know in
what direction to seek her, she concluded that the most advisable
thing she could do, was to wait there tUl she came.
However, the night passed without any inteUigence of her;
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and it was not till between eleven and twelve o'clock on the following day, that a man arrived from Hammersmith with a message, saying that Mrs. Aytoun had been brought to Prospect-place
early in the morning, having been found in the Gardens in a state
of delirium. I t appeared that she had passed the night in searching for, or imagining she was searching for her husband; and the
lodge-keeper at Kensington said, that when he opened the gates
in the morning, he had found her waiting there in a hackney
coach; and had let her in, thinking she looked strange, but not
aware that there was anything -wrong. After waiting upwards of
two hours, the coachman, whom she had not paid, spoke to the
keeper, aud mentioned how he had taken her up at the da-wn of
day in PiccadiUy, and said that he had some suspicion that she
was out of her senses ; which inducing the keeper to search for
her in the Gardens, she was found lying on the ground exactly
on the spot where her husband and Mr. Seymour had quarrelled
on the preceding day. She -was extremely un-wUling to be taken
away, alleging that she was waiting there to prevent her husband
being kiUed in a duel. Finally, however, they had succeeded in
removing her; and the keeper, who on the prerious day had
•learned her address, had sjent her to Hammersmith in the coach,
accompanied b.y his wife. Susan lost no time in repairing thither
also: and to her great relief she found her already in bed, and
under the care of the medical man who had attended her in her
late Ulness.
Where was Arthur Aytoun the whUe P Alas! Arthur Aytoun
was in custody for the murder of Mr. Seymour. Never doubting
his wife's guilt, and mad with passion, he had -written to Mr.
Seymour, that he should take no second to the meeting, and that
the contest must last tUl one of them fell. Mr. Seymour, who
knew that Mr. Aytoun was not so much injured as he imagined,
aud only waited till, by an exchange of shots, the affront he himself had received should be wiped away, to tell him so, did not
think himseff bound to comply with the conditions demanded.
Ho, therefore, went to the ground accompanied by his friend.
But Mr. Aytoun refused to listen to anything Colonel AUeyn had
to say, or to submit to any of the regulations established for such
occasions. He said he came there with the determination to kiU
Mr. Seymour, or to be kUled himself; and scarcely waiting tUl
the ground was measured, and before any signal could be given,
he fired, and Air. Seymour feU, shot through the heart, having
onlv time to saj', " It was my own faul?-.'' before he expired.
Mr. Aytoun made no attempt to esciiipe; on the contrary, he
kept his ground sullenly, tUl the officers arrived to take him into
custody; avowing, that he came there with the intention of taking
Mr. Seymour's life, and that they were very welcome to take his
in return.
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CHAPTEE X X X l I I .
SUSAN MAKES A VISIT TO NEWG.*-''^*"

A DANGEROUS fcvcr, accompanied by delirfim, confined Mrs.
Aytoun for many weeks to her bed; and durin tlie wanderings
of her brain, her thoughts unceasingly ran on th" events of that
dreadful day and night. Sometunes she would i ""agine herself
kneeling at her husband's feet, and in the most a ecting terim
would assure him of her innocence ; and swear that sh loved him
a thousand times better than her own existence. At thers, she
would fancy herself stiU pursuing him through the stree whilst
he fled from her; and then again she would speak of it to usan
as a thing past.
"Wasn't it cruel of him," she would say, "to make me foUow
him aU the livelong night, and yet never let me overtake him ?
The faster I ran, the faster he ran: and yet I could see him aU
the time. Sometimes when I was tired, I slackened my pace, and
then he turned and beckoned me to come on^and when I couldn't
go any further and sat down upon a step to rest, I heard his voice
calhng to me Alicia! Alicia.' he said. Come on! come on!"
The first symptom she gave of her returning senses was, that
one day when she had been asleep, and Susan was sitting by her
bedside at work, she suddenly awoke, and raising herself on her
elbow, she drew aside- the curtain that concealed Susan from her
view, and looking steadUy in her face, she said, " Is Arthur
dead?"
" No, ma'am," replied Susan, " master's ahve and weU."
Alicia then feU back on her pUlow, and went to sleep again, and
it was not tUl the next day that she made any further attempt at
conversation.
" Susan," said she, on the foUowing morning, " I beheve I've
been very iU."
"You have, ma'am," rephed Susan; "but, thank God, you're
better."
"That's uot it," said she, putting her hand to her head—"it's
something else."
Susan was afraid to suggest what she might probably -wish to
ask; lest the recoUection of the late events should be too much,
for her.
" I dare say you wish to ask after master, ma'am," said she;
" he's very weU; but you're not to see him tiU you're stronger.''
"AYho says so?" asked she.
" The doctor says so, ma'am," rephed Susan.
" Oh, very weU," she said; and after that she appeared satisfied,
and her health rapidly improved.
But as her strength returned, so did her memory; and by
degrees she extracted from Susan, question by question, au
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account of all that had happened, except the death of M r . Seymour and Arthur's imprisonment. Those two circumstances,
which she herself had learned from the medical man, Susan
thought it prudent to withhold.
At length, one day, when M r s . Aytoun was considerably
recovered, though not yet strong enough to leave her bed, Susan
said to her, " I've been thinking, ma'am, that perhaps if you
would give me leave to go to town and t r y to see master, I might
do some good."
" I ' m afraid he wouldn't Usten to you, Susan," said M r s .
Aytoun. " D e p e n d on it, M r . Seymour has told him I ' m guiltless ; for though he's profligate enough to have desired to seduce
me, I do not believe him so -wicked, as to let me lie under an
imputation that he knows I don't merit. And yet, you see,
A r t h u r would let me die deserted and broken-hearted before he'd
stretch out a hand to save me."
"Nevertheless, ma'am," said Susan, who had heard that M r .
Seymour had died before he had time to enter into any explanations, and who was aware t h a t Arthur couldn't come if he would—
"nevertheless, ma'am, if you've no objection, I should like to go.
I t is your dut.y to do all you can to clear yourself—if master wont
hsten to the truth, God forgive h i m ! "
" G o , Susan!" said Alicia, " g o , my honest g i r l ; and may the
blessing of Heaven go with you!"
Accordingly, on the following day, Susan left Hammersmith
by one of the early coaches; and baring ascertained that her
master was confined in Newgate, thither she proceeded at once,
and was admitted without difficulty.
" I'd better go and teU Mr. Aytoun you wish to see him," said
the turnkey. " He's not very fond of company, and most times
sends people away."
" I f you please, don't tell him," said Susan to the man, beseechingl.\' " I come from his poor wife, that's breaking her heart
about him ; and if I go back without seeing him, it will be such
a cruel ilisa])pointmeiit!"
" O h , well," said the man, " i f that's the case, come along at
oni^e: I'U say nothing about it—there," added he, " t h a t ' s where
he is ; go i n ; " and Susan found herself in the presence of her
master.
.M r. Aytoun, who, when she entered, was pacing the room like
the restless denizen of the jungle when torn from his native wilds,
.ind condemned to waste the fiery energies of his fierce nature in a
prison of si^ feet sipiare, started and turned hastily round to see
w hat uiqiermitted visitor had dared to intrude on his desolation.
AVhen he saw who it was, the wTath that seemed at first kindled
b.y the unexpected interruption, changed to an expression of the
coldest and haughtiest contempt.
H e crossed his arms, and
looked at her in silence.
Nothing dismayed was Susan, for she knew she came armed
with truth.
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" If I were what you think me, sir," said she, "you'd have a
right to look at me so, for I should deserve i t ; but it's hard to
be condemned unheard."
" I don't condemn you, woman," said he. "You must earn
your bread."
" Honestly, sir, I must," rephed Susan ; "but I'd rather want
it than do a thing against my conscience."
" Conscience is very accommodating," he said, coldly.
"Mine is not, sir," returned Susan.
" What brmgs you here ?" inquired Mr. Aytoun. " If it's to
justify yourself, it's unnecessary. Your conduct can be of no
importance to me ; nor can my opinion, henceforth, be of any to
you."
"You're mistaken, sir," returned Susan. " I can't remain
quiet and know myself unjustly suspected; and, in Christian
charity, you're bound to listen to what I have to say. If you
don't believe me when I have done, I can't help it. I shall at
least have the comfort of kno-wing that I have done my duty to
myself."
" WeU," said Mr. Aytoun, " what is it you want to say? Make
haste, and let me hear it as concisely as possible."
" Thank ye, sir," replied Susan, dropping a curtsey. " I wont
keep you long,—but, you know, sir, I can't speak of myself without, perhaps, betraying things—about other people."
" Never mind, never mind, go on," said Mr. Aytoun; who,
though he would not have condescended to ask, or even to hsten,
had he been inrited to do so, to any detaUs on the subject of his
wife and Mr. Seymour, was nevertheless not sorry to have some
hght thrown on the mystery of their intimacy.
" WeU, sir," said Susan, " you hadn't been gone more than four
or five weeks, when my mistress mentioned to me, one day, whe-n.
I was taking up her breakfast, that she began to think she was in
the famUy way."
" Four or five weeks after I went away?" said he.
" Yes, sir," returned Susan. " I'd observed that my mistress
looked poorly, and couldn't eat her breakfast of a morning—so
that when she told me, I wasn't so much surprised. Of course, I
said how pleased you'd be, sir; and she said you would; ' but,'
says she, ' Susan, I wont teU him yet, for fear of a disappointment.' Poor thing! I'm sure she thought more of the pleasure it
would give you, than of her o-vm."
"WeU, go on," said Mr. Aytoun, impatiently, afraid of
betraying the tender memories that Susan's words had awakened.
" Yes, sir," continued she. " WeU, my mistress, as you may
suppose, naturaUy took to preparing for the little one she expected ; and a great amusement it was to her: and all the whUe
I used to be waiting on her at breakfast, or dinner, or dressing
her, we never talked of anything else but what it was to have;
and how she hoped she should be able to nurse it herself; but
BtiU when I asked her if she hid aaentioaed, it to you she always
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said, ' N o , Susan, I hav'n't said a word about it yet. I should so
like to keep it for a surprise for h i m ; and presently, after he
comes back, just quietly to ring the bell, and desire you to bring
down the baby. Poor, dear A r t h u r ! I can just fancy I see his
dear face, when I p u t it into his arms, and told him it was his
own.'
" Y o u ' d better sit down, Susan," said M r . Aytoun, turning
away to draw forward a chair. " "You'U be tired -with standing
so long."
" T h a n k ye, sir," said Susan, quietly seating herself. " W e U ,
sir, aU this went on very weU for about four m o n t h s ; and then a
thing occurred that has caused all these misfortunes."
" "What was that ?" inquired Mr. Aytoun, with evidently
awakened curiosity; and thereupon Susan narrated aU the particulars of M r . Green's affair, and the visit to the police-office;
Air. Aytoun the whUe Ustening -with the most intense interest.
" B u t what was Seymour doing at the pohce office ?" inquired
he. " A r e you sure, Susan, he did not go there to meet her?
She must have kno-wn him before, depend on it."
" I ' m certain, sir, as I ' m sitting here, that it was the first time
she ever saw him. As for his being at the office, I heard him
sa.v in the coach, as we came home, that he was a friend of the
magistrate's, and that he had gone there to speak to bim ; indeed,
he said that he often dropt in there of a morning, when he'd
nothing to do, because he liked to see human hfe. Neither my
mistress nor I heard what his name was tiU he caUed the next
clay; and we did not know he was the ' Honourable,' tUl Betty
learned it from Airs. Parsons' maid. Mrs. Parsons had heard it
from M r . Green."
" But why, instead of encouraging the risits of a profhgate man
of fashion like Air. Seymour," said Mr. Aytoun, " didn't Alicia
send for me ? She knew that at any risk or loss I would have
flown to her assistance."
" Ah, sir, there she was wrong; that was her mistake, sir. She
thought .vou'd be so angrv, and so unhappy, and think it such a
disgrace; and Mr. Se.\ mour always advised her to hush it up, as
it was miiiossible she could prove her innocence, unless she could
produce the real thief"
" A n d -who could be the real thief?" said Mr. Aytoun.
" God himself know s. sir," answered Susan. " I have sometimes
had thoughts about it I shouldn't like to speak unless I -ft'as sure.
Bccideti. there's no telling whether the things ever came right
out of Air Green's shop."
" A'ou don't susiiect Bett.y?"
" Oh, no, s h ! To my certain knowledge, Betty never -was out
of her kitchen whilst the things were in the house."
" B u t to return to Seymour," said Mr, Aytoun; "Alicia must
have known very well w hat his motives were from the beginning.
She couldn't suppose he was taking aU that trouble for a stranger,
H-ithout looking for his reward."
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" I believe, sir, at first she thought it was aU good-nature and
pity," replied Susan, " but after a little while she did begin to see
through him; and then it was that she began to talk of going
away to the countr.y."
" She told me it was for her health," said Mr. Aytoun.
" Because she was afraid to tell you the truth, sir," answered
Susan. " But she was iU too, with fretting, and shutting herself
up in the house so much ; and that was the cause cl vnbiat happened directly after we arrived at Hammersmith."
" Did anybody attend her?" inquired Mr. Aytoun.
" To be sure there did, sir," answered Susain. " Mr. Perfect,
the first doctor in Hammersmith. And he's been attending her
affain now ; and saved her life, I believe; for it went very hard
with her."
" Has she been iU?" inquired Mr. Aytoun, with assumed
•aidiflerence.
" All but dead, sir," replied Susan.
" However, Susan," said Mr. Aytoun, " you've certainly accounted for a great deal that I couldn't understand—at least if
I'm to believe your story—"
" And I'm sure you do believe it, sir," returned Susan.
" It's of very little consequence whether I do or not," said he ;
" because, at all events, it can neither excuse nor account for what
happened afterwards; the confirmation of which, you know, I
saw with my own eyes. She could have no motive but one in
having private meetings with him in the Gardens, when she could
either have received him at home, or communicated with him by
letter ; and when a married woman permits any other man than
her husband to throw his arm round her waist, her virtue, if it's
not already lost, is scarcely worth the keeping."
" All that's very true, sir," answered Susan, " except the motive : her motive for meeting Mr. Seymour in the Gardens was,
that he mightn't find out where she was; and I'm satisfied that he
died without finding it out, though he took great pains about it.
Poor thing ! she thought to get Mr. Green's business settled -without your knowing anything of it; and then to break off all
acquaintance with Mr. Seymour, before your return."
" She couldn't suppose he'd consent to that," said Mr, Aytoun,
" when she had accepted such obligations from him."
" She did suppose it, sir," said Susan. " She mayn't know the
world as weU as you do; but, she said, he must see that therewas
no use in his courting and troubling her; and that therefore she
thought, when she told him so, he'd give it up. As for his putting
his arm round her waist, I never saw him do such a thing before;
and why he did it then, I don't know, nor she neither. She says,
she saw you amongst the trees, and took hold of his arm to make
him look at you; and perhaps he misunderstood her meaning—
but that's gone with him to his grave; and we can never know it."
" And what then has been the object of your visit to me P" said
Mr. Aytoun, after some reflection.
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** To teU you the truth, sir," answered Susan.
"And to persuade me that my wife is innocent; and that I have
taken the life of a feUow-creature -without provocation ?" and Mr.
Aytoun rose from his seat, and walked hastUy about the room.
" The innocent must be justified, sir," said Susan, " come
what wUl of it."
StUl Air. Aytoun traversed the room with an agitated step,
and his countenance betrayed the conflict -within him.
" Why her very manner_ of receiving me on my return," at
last he said, suddenly stopping opposite to Susan, and fixing his
eyes on her fiercely, " was enough to proclaim her guUt. Why,
woman, she couldn't look me in the face."
" Yery Hkely, sir," repUed Susan, calmly. " She knew she'd a
secret that she was afraid of your finding out: and that's enough
to make any -wife tremble before her husband, except she's used to
deceive him. Besides, sir, what reason you had I don't know;
but you were no more hke yourself than she was. She fancied
vou'd heard something about Mr. Green ; and to say the truth,
80 did I."
" G r e a t God!" exclaimed Air. Aytoun, after an interval of
violent emotion, " if she is innocent, t am a murderer !"
Susan, who had admirably maintained her firmness during the
whole interview, was now ready to weep vrith him. " Nevertheless, sir," said she, " the sin must be taken away from the guUtless, and laid where it is due."
" Where is my wife?" said he, sobbing like an infant.
" At Hammersmith, sir, in her sick bed, where she has Iain
these six weeks, lietween life and death." And then Susan
resumed her stor.y from the time the two gentlemen had left her
in the Gardens, up to the present moment; simxDly and naturaUy
narrating aU Alicia's anxiety for her husband's safety; and her
eager pursuit of him in the hope of convincing him of the truth,
and preventing the fatal meeting: and finally how she had been
found in the Gardens, and conveyed to the lodgings.
There was such an impress of truth in all Susan said, and his
previous i'X)ierieucc of her character gave so much weight to her
assertions, that conviction stole upon Arthur Aytoun's mind, in
spite of the obstinate and passionate incredulity with which he
had begun to listen.
" Leave me," he said, holding out his hand to Susan, after a
violent fit of weeping; " leave me! for I've a heavy account to
settle with my conscience. Go to her—go to Alicia—to my wffe—
mv poor wronged—injured woman: tcU her I must try first to
make my peace -(^ith God; but that when I'm sufficiently calm,
and she is well enough to come, I'U see her—and before I presume
to take her in m.\- arms, and press her to my heart, I'll kneel dowr
at her feet, and iisk her to forgive me, and to remember me when
I am gone—as I soon shaU be, Susan, fori shall be condemned to
death, as I deserve—to remember me -with pity, and to beheve,
that it was my great love for her that, when Ithought I'd lost her,
made me madV'
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CHAPTEE XXXIVTHE PLEADING.

SUSAN returned to Hammersmith, the herald of comfort; but it
now became necessary to account for Mr. Aytoun's continued absence ; and his unhappy wife had to learn that he would, in all
proba'bUity, pay the forfeit of his hasty suspicion by the sacrifice
of his hfe.
She abandoned her country lodgings the moment she was well
enough to be removed to London; and after the first painful interriew with her deeply repentant husband was over, melancholy as
was the prospect before them, her grief was soothed by the conviction that she had recovered his esteem; and his, by the certainty of her unfailing affection.
But now poor Arthur Aytoun was less willing to die. I t is
true, his crime sat heavy on his conscience; but he was a young
man, in the prime of hfe and health; and the reckless despair
that had made him seek to sacrifice his life on the altar of his lost
happiness, was now converted into horror at the image of the ignominious death that awaited him; and a mournful regret at the
idea of prematurely parting -with his young -wife, with whom he
had looked to hve so many happy years.
Poor Ahcia, too, had not only the pain of so cruel a separation
in perspective, but had to support, in addition, the terrible consciousness, that though guUtless in act and thought, stUl her own
imprudence had been the cause of the catastrophe.
She procured the best advice she could on the management of
her husband's case; but it was the universal opinion that his conduet had been of so -riolent and aggravated a character, that there
was httle hope of his escape, unless the friends of the late Mr.
Seymour could be induced to forego the prosecution; a result
scarcely to be looked for, from the indignation they loudly expressed at the unfair advantage Mr. Aytoun had taken.
Mr. Aytoun's sohcitor waited on Colonel AUeyn, who was
married to a sister of Mr. Seymour's; and urged every motive he
could think of to induce forbearance: but without success.
Colonel AUeyn said he considered it a duty he owed, not only to
his brother-in-law, but to the world in general, to make an example of a man who, regardless of the laws of honour, and of the
rules estabUshed for the benefit of aU, had shot his adversary like
a dog, without taking the risk of a shot himself.
" If conduct hke Mr. Aytotm's," he said, " were permitted to
pass with impunity, no gentleman could go to a meeting of the
sort, without the chance of being murdered; the whole structure
of modem society, as it at present stands, would be overthrown,
and people would end by shootuig their adversary on the first
convenient opportunity -without warning or witnesses."
o 2
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The period for the trial was fast approaching, and there was but
one resource left—one feeble hope; it rested in the possibUity that
the appeal -which had faded from the lips of the la-wyer, might be
more prevailing from those of the heart-broken wife. Alicia
resolved to make the experiment.
She arranged her dress of plain white muslin, and h^n neat
straw bonnet, -with aU the care she could; and took as much
pains to look pretty, as she had been used to do in her maiden
days when she expected a visit from Arthur; for she felt she was
about to enter on a conflict wherein no weapon should be neglected. She selected an early hour, and without any previous
announcement of her intention, lest she should be denied admittance, she presented herself at Colonel AUeyn's door; and the
servant, ha-ring received no orders to the contrary, ushered her at
once into the spacious and richly-furnished drawing-room.
On a sofa, at one end, with a newspaper in his hand, lay Colonel
.\Ue.yn himself—an elegant and distinguished-looking man of
about forty years of age. His -wife, a handsome young woman appe.rently about thirty, was seated at a round table in the middle of
the room, on which lay, in careless profusion, a number of splendid
trifles; together with a beautiful inlaid desk, on which, with a
uDlden pen, she was -writing diminutive notes on black-edged
paper. On the richly flowered carpet, which -ried in its glowing
hues with a parterre of bright tuhps, sat a lovely little girl,
i>n whose fair head perhaps seven summers might have smiled,
v, ith her arms twined roimd a beautiful Blenheim spaniel that
was lying b.v her side. On another sofa, at the opposite extremity
of the room to Colonel AUe.yn, sat an elderly lady of a grave and
dignified aspect, occupied at an embroidery frame. The whole
party were in deep mourning.
As Airs. Aytoun was announced. Colonel AUeyn and his lady
both rose from their seats in evident surprise, and, -without ad\ aneing, each stood, he -with his paper, and she with her pen in
her hand, as if mieertain how to receive their risitor; whilst the
• old lady, with her needle arrested in the air, looked over her frame
with eijual astonishment at the new' comer.
The first sensation over. Colonel AUeyn moved a few steps forward, and said, " Allow me the honour of offering you a seat,"
and advanced a chair for Alicia, not far from the sofa which he
liad previously occupied, and on which he again placed himself.
Mrs. .Vlle,yn also resumed her seat, and drew her paper towards
lier as if she considered that she had no part in the visit; and the
Old lady once more slowly set her needle in motion, though with
her attention evidently rather fixed on the scene that was about
to be acted, than on her own emplo.yment. The little girl, too,
w hose antics with the dog had been for a moment arrested by the
general disturbance, again threw her arms about its neck, and
turned her back to the stranger.
" I am come, sir," said Alicia, perceiving that Colonel AUeyn
sat with a grave countenance, in which the rigid determination
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not to be influenced by anything she had to say, might be easily
deciphered—" I am come to ask for mercy—a wretched wife, to
implore the life of her husband—of the dearest, best, and kindest
of husbands, sir, whose love for me has been the cause of his
offence; and who, tUl the belief of my unworthiness drove him
from his senses, never had a reflection cast upon his character,
nor was ever guilty of an action that the most scrupulous man of
honour could arraigm"
" We must the more regret, madam," replied Colonel AUeyn,
in a low tone of voice, and with an unmoved countenance, "that
his flrst deviation should have been of so fatal a character, that it
is impossible to find either exculpation or excuse."
" Oh, sir," returned Mrs. Aytoun, "don't say that! never venture to assert that there is no excuse, tiU you have been yourself
placed in a like situation."
But Alicia had no sooner pronounced these words than the
thought occurred to her, which, had not struck her before, " Is
Colonel AUeyn aware that I am innocent?" If not, the speech
she had made was certainly Ul calculated to appease either himself
or his wife; and, indeed, the very idea of having intruded herself
into their drawing-room, whUst they imagined her otherwise,
overwhelmed her with dismay. Her cheeks crimsoned at the supposition, and she added hastUy, "But, perhaps, sir, you beheve
me guUty?"
" Oh, no," cried Colonel AUe.yn, with more warmth than he
had yet e-vinced; whUst his wife and the elderly lady each raised
her head from her occupation and echoed the " Oh, no!" at the
same moment. "Oh, no," repeated the colonel. " M y unfortunate brother-in-law did you fuU justice, and effectually vindicated
your character in his conversation with me the day before the
meeting."
" I thought he would not wish to leave me under so cruel an
imputation," replied Mrs. Aytoun, "and I have always believed
that, had he lived long enough to do it, he would have justified
me to my poor husband."
" Gertainl.y, he would," returned Colonel AUeyn. " I was aot
aware that Mr. Aytoun had entertained any doubts on the subject.'"
"Oh, yes, sir," replied Alicia. "Alany things tended to mislead him, and appearances were much against me. I have been
most unfortunate," she added, weeping, " for in the first instance
the whole thing originated in an accusation as extraordinary as it
was unfounded, and from which, to this hour, I have never been
able to clear myself, and perhaps never may."
" H a d I been aware," returned Colonel AUeyji. "that Mr.
Aj'toun entertained any doubts of your innocence, I should have
esteemed it my duty to remove them; and if any remain, I shaU
be most ready to do so stUl. That he might consider your conduct imprudent, I could, of course, conceive."
" "ies, sir," replied Alicia, firmly, "in one point of riew I was
very imprudent. I had much better have braved the pubhcity of
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the first accusation than have incurred the appearance of worse
, guUt. B u t I was not imprudent in the sense in which, I beUeve,
you used the w o r d ; a n d my husband's persuasion of my guilt
arose out of his conriction t h a t I never could be so. H e perfectly
weU knew my opinions on subjects of that nature, and he knew,
also, that he had left me an attached and devoted -wife, whom
notliing but the most entire ahenation and perversion could have
induced to consent to clandestine meetings with any man. Oh,
sir, there was much excuse for h i m ; there was indeed! H e came
home after a long absence, elated at the prospect of seeing m e ;
and he found me, as he beheved, the debased minion of a stranger.
A most unhappy combination of circumstances tended to deceive
bim—my unexpected removal into the country, for one—"
" A n d the whole of this unhappy combination, he, without
pausing for inquiry, made Mr. Seymour pay for with his life,"
rejoined Colonel AUeyn.
•' N o doubt, he should have paused to hiquire, sir," returned
Ahcia; " b u t is it unusual for men who consider themselves
injured to lose their reason in their passion? And -with respect to
making Air. Seymour pay for the combination of circumstances
that gave me the appearance of guUt, pardon me for saying, t h a t
Mr. Seymour's own conduct was, in effect, the chief cause of that
fallacious appearance. I t was to avoid M r . Seymour's too obtrusive attention that I quitted my h o m e ; and it was to prevent his
knowing my address that I agreed to meet bim in the Gardens,
instead of receiving him at my own house."
" I cannot denj% madam," rephed Colonel AUeyn, " t h a t the
motive of quarrel was quite sufficient to justify Mr. Aytoun in
demanding satisfaction; but I think you -wiU yourself find it dillicult to olli'r any excuse for his conduct on the ground."
" None, sir, but that he was not in his senses," repUed Alicia.
" AN'hich is an excuse every criminal may offer for every crime,"
answered Colonel AUeyn.
" T h e y may, sir, certainly," replied Alicia; " a n d it woiUd
therefore. I am aware, in a court of justice be dangerous to admit
it. But in private, sir, when one human being sits in judgment
on another, every extenuation should be listened to. I know
that b,\ the laws of every ci\ilized country in the world, my husband -would be prcuiounced worth.y of death; and that the riolence
of his passion could not be admitted in mitigation of his sentence.
But my visit is to imjilore .vou, sir, not to look on his offence with
the eye (.if the law, but with the e.ye of a fellow-creature—of a
fellow-creature liable to the same passions and to the same errors.
The judge, whUst he is iironouncing sentence on a criminal, may
be conscious in his heart, that under the like degree of temptation
he would himself have faUen into the same crime; but it is his
duty to be guided by the laws established ; and he is not caUed
upon to make his own conscience the standard of his judgment.
But is it possible for you, sir, to pursue my poor husband to his
grave, w ithout asking yourself how you might have acted under
the same provocation P"
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" I cannot believe, Mrs. Aytoun," replied the colonel, " that
under any circumstances, however aggravating, I could be so unmindful of the laws of honour, as to take the unfau^ advantage
that Mr. Aytoun did."
" Oh, sir," said Alicia: " but remember that it was not with the
viewofkiUing his adversary and escaping himself, that Arthur
did it. His eagerness to lose his own life, was quite as urgent as
his desire to take Mr. Se.ymour's. All he seems to have aimed at
was the certain death of both. Arthur's natural feehng was, that
if he bimself fell and Mr. Seymour surviyed, the injured would
suffer and the offender escape; which, considering that his adversary was a much more practised shot than himself, was the
probable result. If you could lay aside resentment, sir, and consider the case quite impartiaUy, I think you might perceive such
extenuations as would make you hesitate to take a life in cold
blood, in revenge for one taken in passion. You have time to
refiect, sir: Arthur had none. Besides, to address myself to y9ur
compassion, think of the heavy chastisement your are inflicting
on me. I admit it is cruel that Mr. Seymour should have paid so
dearly for his fault; though his was a fault committed knowingly,
and -with intention; for I fear that his views, from thefiLrst,in
the assistance he gave me, were not honourable. But how much
hearier wUl be my penalty for an error committed from ignorance
and timidity! itow much better were it to fall as Mr. Seymour
did, than to die the slow death of the broken-hearted—or to drag
on a wretched existence, a prey to repentance and regret."
Here Mrs. AUeyn took out her pocket-handkerchief and wiped
her eyes; whilst the old lady, blowing her nose sonorously,
attracted the attention of the child, who looked about to see what
was the matter.
"Oh, listen to me, sir," said Alicia, cksping her hands; "be
merciful, and spare my poor husband's life! Ji you knew the
tender love we've borne each other—how happy we always were,
-without a sorrow in the world tiU this sad misunderstanding came
upon US; and if you could conceive his remorse—if you could
imagine what he has suffered since he has been convinced of my
innocence—^how he hourly accuses himself as a murderer, and
says he deserves to die! Oh, Colonel AUeyn, you may safely
'leave his chastisement to his own feehngs. Don't imagine that
if his hfe is spared, he is escaping with impunity. I know that
years of remorse and bitter regret are before him—but oh, don't
take him from me! Madam," she said to Mrs. AUeyn, who she
saw was not unmoved, " plead for me! I know you are injured,
too, even more deeply than Colonel AUejoi—^but oh, forgive! forgive ! and if ever sorrow overtakes you, the remembrance of your
mercy to the poor imploring wife that kneels to you to beg her
husband's life, wiU help you to support your afflictions 1"
As Ahcia uttered these last words she feU on her knees, and
with uphfted hands and streaming eyes, awaited her sentence
from Colonel AUeyn. Mrs. AUeyn sat with her pocket-handker-
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chief to her face, but she said nothing; whUst the chUd, who had
been graduaUy creeping towards Ahcia, softly stole her Uttle arm
round her neck and imprinted a kiss on her cheek.
" Don't cry," she whispered; " papa wUl. He always forgives
me when I'm sorry for being naughty; and he says it's everybody's duty to forgive when people are sorry: so don't cry," and
she gave her another kiss.
AUcia, quite overcome by the sweet words of the innocent chUd,
and grateful tor the force of her artless pleading, threw her arms
round her, exclaiming, " Oh, angel, ask him yourself! Beg for
me—^he never can refuse you!" and the chUd, climbing on her
papa's knee, threw her soft arms about his neck, and with a loring
kiss, whispered, " Do, papa! forgive her this time: I'm almost sure
she'll never do it again!"
" Archibald, my son," said the elderly lady, who had crossed
the room during the latter part of the coUoquy, laying her hand
on Colonel AUeyn's shoulder, and speaking in a calm, dignified
tone that denoted the influence she still retained—" Archibald, my
son, we must forgive and spare. We mustn't take this poor young
creature's husband from her. She has suffered more than enough;
and we owe her a reparation for the wrong our kinsman sought
to do her, in the guise of a service. Beware, lest we should be
seeking our revenge in the guise of justice."
" Papa's going to forgive now," whispered the chUd to Alicia,
sUpping off Colonel AUeyn s knee, and kissing her cheek; " so
you needn't cry an.y more. I always know when he's going to
forgive by his face."
A^'ben the day appointed for Arthur Aytoun's trial arrived, the
court assembled, and the jury were sworn—but neither prosecutor
nor witnesses appeared: and he was acquitted.

CHAPTEE XXXV
THE RECOGNITION.

ON ihe evening preceding Air. Aytoun's trial, Susan was
sitting at the gate of the prison in a coach, which she had been
desired to have in attendance ; for the purpose of bringing away
certain of his clothes, and other articles which had been conveyed
there for his use. I^xcrything had been put in, and she wa?
waiting for her mistress to come out and join her, when shu
observed a man in a saUor's jacket pass and repass two or three
times before the irate. Since the night of her attack in Sohosquaro, she had never met a person in the same costume without
turning to have a second look at him, and she now thrust her
head out of the window to endeavour to catch a view of the face
of the person in question. AVhen he came opposite the coach, he
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also looked up at her. On his part there appeared no recognition,
for he pursued his walk as before; but she felt satisfied that it
was the same man that had demanded her money on that occasion.
I t was not only from her recollection of his face on that night
that she recognised him, but her memory was aided by some
previous recoUection, to which she could assign neither time nor
place.
After taking several turns, he at length stopt and rang the
bell, and the summons being answered by the gaoler, some
words passed between them, which Susan was unable to distinguish ; after which the man went away.
" Can you teU me the name of that person P" inquired she of
the gaoler, " or who he is?"
" I don't know," replied he. " I never seen him afore to my
knowledge, but once; and then he came to leave a message for
Tim Swipes, as is in here for larceny."
" And what did he come for now?" inquired Susan.
" He come for the same thing," returned the man. " Just to
leave a word for Tim."
The Messrs. Karl, Mr. Aytoun's employers, thought they
could not do him a greater service than to supply him immediately -with some active occupation, which should perforce direct
his mind from himself, and take him away, for a time, from the
scene of his troubles; they therefore informed him that they had
some urgent business in Eussia, which they wished him to undertake ; and accordingly, within a fortnight after his liberation, he
again started on his travels.
Mrs. Aytoun, too, was not sorry for this arrangement. She
ardently desired to leave the neighbourhood the.y had been hving
in, and she thought it better that aUthe bustle and inconveniences
of removal should be spared to Arthur in his present state of
nervous excitabUity. I t was therefore arranged that she should
fix on another house as remote^ as possible from the scene of their
disasters ; and that when the important matters were concluded,
and nothing remained but what might devolve upon Betty, that
she and Susan should go down to Brighton for a whUe, to enjoy
a httle change of air and recreation.
This plan was accordingly executed, and Mrs. Aytoun took a
smaU first floor, consisting of two little bed-rooms and a sittingroom, in the house of a Mrs. Eichards, on the AYest Cliff, who informed them that her parlours were let, for a month, to a young
entleman, who, with his wife and child, had come down from
iOndon a few days before.
The day after Mrs. Aytoun was established in her new lodgings, Susan happened to see the little girl who belonged to the
occupants of the parlour floor playing with her doll in the passage;
and being a lover of chUdren, she seated herself on the lower
stair, and caUed her to come and show her her doll. i?he chUd
was shy at first, and needed a httle coaxing, but after a whUe, she
was won by Susan's good-humoured face, and sidled up to her.
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'' What a nice doU!" said Susan. " Who gave it you ?"
"Papa," she said; "he gave it me on my birth-day. Look,
she's got a new frock on."
"Avery handsome frock indeed it is," replied Susan, surveying it -wifii some curiosity.
"And who, my dear, gave you the frock?"
" Mamma gave me the frock," said the chUd. " We went out
in a boat upon the sea the other day, and the sea came into the
boat and spoUt mamma's bonnet; so she made doUy a frock out
of it yesterday. Isn't it a nice one ?"
" It is, indeed," rephed Susan, stUl examining the frock; "and
what's your name, my dear?"
"Nancy," rephed the chUd._
" But your other name P" inquired Susan. " You've another
name besides Nancy"—but before the chUd could answer the
question, the parlour door, which had not been previously quite
closed, was suddenly thro-wn open, and a showUy-dressed young
woman coming out, seized the chUd angrily by the arm, and
dragged her into the room.
"I'U ask their name of Mrs. Eichards," thought Susan—
" though, to be sure, there must be many pieces of sUk made to
one pattern, so I don't know why I should think anything of it."
The truth was, Susan's attention had been attracted by observing that the doU's frock was of the exact pattern and colour of the
piece of sUk which had been brought to Craven-street from Mr.
Green's ; and of which sundry yards were asserted to be missing.
The silk which Airs. Aytoun had had cut off by the shopman,
and which she designed for a dress, was stUl lying in her drawer
unused—so great an aversion the circumstances connected -with it
had inspired; and Susan, when packing up, had seen it only the
day before they left London. I t was an expensive silk, of French
manufacture, and remarkable both in pattern and colour. She
made no remark, however, on what she had seen to Mrs. Aytoun;
both because the coincidence was too trifling in itself to notice,
and because she made it a rule never to aUude to the unpleasant
circumstances connected with that period; but the little girl was
no more seen in the passage.
On the day foUowin"; this shght adventure, Susan and her
mistress wc'ut out together; the latter was going to bathe, and
the former to attend her. They had not got three yards from
the door, when Susan recoUected that she had omitted bringing
some article that Airs. Aytoun would require, and she turned
hastily back to fiHch it. As she did so, she caught a ghmpse of
two heads over the parlour blinds, one of which—the gentleman's
—disappeared the instant it met her eye. The lady, -who was the
same i>erson that had fetched in the chUd the day before, continued to watch them as long as they were in sight. " I wonder
why he don't hke to be seen," thought Susan. " I'U certamly not
forget to ask Airs. Eichards his name."
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Susan rose the next morning betimes, intending, after she had
got the drawing-room ready, and laid the breakfast things, to run
mto the town and endeavour to procure some fresh eggs for Mrs.
Aytoun, whose stiU delicate health required a nourishing diet.
She had just finished her household affairs, and was crossing the
landing-place to her own little room to put on her bonnet, when
she heard a voice below saying, " Mind you cord that trunk weU,"
which induced her to stop for a moment to look out of the staircase
window, which was immediately over the door.
In front of the house stood a porter's truck, and jumping round
about it was the little girl of the parlour, with her doU in her arms
(no longer, however, adorned with the new sUk frock), and her
bonnet and pelisse on. The child appeared in a high state of excitement, as chUdren usually are when something new is about
to happen—running in and out of the house, and chattering to the
people in the passage.
Presently the owner of the truck himself appeared, carrying out
a largish hair trunk, which he placed on his machine; and having
successively fetched out a portmanteau and a band-box, which he
added to his burden, he put his wheels in motion and moved off,
foUowed, at the interval of a few yards, by the chUd and her
parents, who a minute afterwards issued from the door, habited
for a journey. The lady had a good-sized basket ui her hand,
and the gentleman a couple of cloaks throwm over his arm.
As they walked away, with the child skipping joyfuUy before
them, the wife made some observation to the husband, and as she
did so, turned her head and looked up at Mrs. Aytoun's window,
as if her remark had some relation to the occupants of the
drawing-room. Susan was stUl looking out, wondering what
could have caused their hasty departure; the lady eridently perceived her, and, as it appeared to Susan, mentioned the circumstance to her husband. He did not, however, turn his head to
look at her; but, with a hasty and apparently involuntary impulse, he abruptly puUed his hat over his eyes, and quickened his
pace.
"Yery odd," thought Susan, again; " I should like to know
something more about them." She then put on her bonnet, and
set forth in search of her eggs, towards a street where she had
seen announced in a -window, " New-laid eggs sold here."
The shop happened to be situated only two doors frqni an inn;
and at the inn door stood a coach, apparently on the point of
starting; and beside it, the identical porter and truck tha,t she
had seen leave the lodging a few minutes before. Susan stationed
herself at the shop door to watch their proceedings, for she felt
an indefinable desire to get a view of the gentleman's face; more,
perhaps, because she fancied he sought to conceal it than from any
other motive.
_ " Hand up that 'ere trunk, now," cried a man who was packing
the luggage on the roof of the vehicle.
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" P u t your best leg foremost, Joey, wUl y o u ? " said the coachman, coming out of the i n n ; " w e ' r e ' h i n d time already. Now
gemmen," continued he, " n o w ladies, if you please," addressing
the passengers that were standing by, and cramming the six insides into the smaU door of the vehicle; whUst the outsides
ascended as they could to the roof.
The porter looked up the street—" Here's three more coming,"
said he, " what belongs to the luggage I brought;" and the lady
and gentleman appeared hastening towards the i n n ; the former
dragging the chUd onwards by one hand, who in the other held a
bun, which she was too intent on eating to be disposed to quicken
her pace. They had evidently, from the appearance of their
basket, been purchasing a Uttle provision for the journey, which
had retarded their arrival.
As they reached the coach, the impatient J e h u seized the lad.y's
arm, and hoisted her up to the back seat, and then handed up the
chUd to her; whUst the gentleman was engaged settling the demands of the porter.
" N o w , sir," said the coachman, " w e ' r e off," as he advanced to
ascend his box, whUst the passenger set his foot upon the wheel.
Susan stepped forwards, determined to get a look at bim as the
coach drove past.
" You're sure that portmanteau s in the b o o t ? " said he, leaning
forwards and addressing the porter, whUst the coachman was
adjusting himself on his seat.
" Sure of it, sir," repUed the man.
" Lord A'mighty!" ejaculated Susan, as she caught a view of his
face.
" AU r i g h t ! " cried a voice, and awa.y went the coach; and as it
dashed forwards, the gentleman looked down and descried Susan—
their e.yes met, and the mystery was unveUed. M r . James Hurley,
for such she had learned from Airs. Eichards, on the preceding
evening, was the name he went by—Mr. James Hurley was the
shopman who had brought the fatal goods from Air. Green's; and
-\\ho had given evidence against Airs. Aytoun at the police-office:
more thau t h a t ; she felt also perfectly assured that Mr. James
H u r l e y was also the sailor that liad attacked her in Soho-square,
and whom she had afterw'ards seen inquiring for Tim Swipes at
Ihe gate of JNcwgatc.
She had never seen him in his character of shopman, except on
that fatal day; and the disguise he wore on the other occasions,
had so far perplexed her memory, that though she remembered
the features, she could not recal where she had seen them. But
ujw, dressed as he had been in the first instance, the truth struck
her at once; the recognition was xierfeet.
H e r surprise was so i^veai, that she stood for sonie monients
staring after the coach, mute and motionless ; and feeling as if the
four horses w ere bearing away M r . James Hurley from her sight
for ever, just at the instant he had assumed an inexpressible degree
•f importance in her eyes.
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" Did you want to go by that 'ere coach, my lass P" said the
ostler of the inn, perceiring the interest with which she was looking after it. " You're just a bit too late."
" What coach is it, sir?" said she; " where's it going to?"
" It's the Portsmouth coach," answered he. " Is that the one
you're waiting for?"
" N o : I'm much obliged to you," she rei^lied. " I was only
looking at it;" and she turned into the shop to bargain for her
?ggs.
"rhe combination of circumstances struck Susan as most singular.
" This man, then," she said to herself, " that Mr. Green says is his
nephew, and a person of most excellent character, is a thief that
walks the streets by night, in disguise; and that associates with
Tim Swipes, who is confined in Newgate for larceny! And what,
in the name of goodness, has sent them off in such a hurry, I
wonder!" and she hurried home, impatient to learn what Mrs.
Eichards might have to tell her on the subject.—" Yes," said the
worthy landlady, " they're off with a fiea in their ear; but, hows'ever, they've paid me my month, though they've only been in the
lodgings ten days ; so I've no right to grumble."
" But how came they to go in such a hurry," asked Susan,
" when they'd engaged the rooms for a month?"
" I knew nothing of it tUl ten o'clock last night," replied Mrs.
Eichards. " But when they came in to supper, they sent for me
into the parlour, and said they'd heard of some relations of theirs
that were staying at Margate, and that they wished to go and join
them; and asked me if I'd let them off for a fortnight's rent. But
I couldn't do that, you know, when I'd turned away an old lodger
of mine, because I couldn't take him in, only the day before
yesterday—I hope he's not fixed yet, by the bye—I've just sent
Jemmy to inquire for him at 'the Ship'—so they paid me my
month without more ado; and off they went. She's a dressy sort
of body, Mrs. Hurley," added Mrs. Eichards; " but I couldn't
make out what they are. I asked the chUd one day if her papa
kept a shop, and she said, 'No.' He's some sort of a clerk, I take
it."
" Very likely," returned Susan. " Does the Portsmouth coach
go to Margate?"
" Bless you, no," cried Mrs. Eichards. "They're the opposite
ends of the world—Margate's that way, and Portsmouth the oiher,"
said she, pointing east and west.
" They're gone by the Portsmouth coach, however," said Susan.
" No f" exclaimed Mrs. Eichards, incredulously. " AYhat makes
you think so?"
" Because I saw them off, not a quarter of an hour ago," replied
Susan; " they went away from the inn next to where t was buying my eggs ; and I asked what coach it was."
" That's a good joke," said Mrs. Eichards. " They've made a
mistake, depend on it, and got on the •wrong coach."
But Susan had her own reasons fo» thiiaking otherwise; indeed.

254

SUSAN HOPLKT.

she had a very strong suspicion that they not only had sought to
conceal their departure, and the direction of their travels; but she
believed that it was nothing else in the world but Mrs. Aytoun's
arrival that had routed them. However, for the present, she resolved to keep her thoughts and her discoveries to herself. She
did not wish to agitate Mrs. Aytoun, or to re-rive unpleasant
recoUections, unless she was tolerably sure of attaining some satisfactory result. " I'll endeavour, when we go back to to-wn, to find
out something about this Mr. James Hurley," said she to herself;
" and then, if 1 find it's worth looking into, I'U mention it to
master when he returns."

CHAPTEE XXXVI.
SUS.1.M INIKODUCES HERSELF TO A N ACQUAINTANCE OF THE READER.

AIES. AYTOUN and Susan, after remaining a month at Brighton,
returned to London by the coach. "When they reached Croydon,
a shght accident occurred to one of the wheels, and the passengers
took refuge in the inn tUl the damage was repaired.
There were several newspapers of various dates lying about the
room they were shown into, and Susan have taken up one of them,
the foUowing paragraph met her eye:—
" The young man suspected of being concerned in the late
robberv at Air. Green's, having been brought up for the third time
before Air. C
, has at length been finaUy committed to take his
trial at the approaching session."
Anything relating to Mr. Green's shop, more especiaUy since
her late recognition of Mr. James Hurley, had assumed an interest
in Susan's eyes; and her curiosity was immediately excited to learn
something more of the robbery in question.
" What," thought she, " if it's Mr. James Hurley himself?
I should not be surprised; but I'll find that out, I'm determined, as soon as I get to London." And accordingly, a few days
after her arrival, having obtained leave of absence for a couple of
hours, she went straii,dit to her friend the gaoler at Newgate, with
whom she had picked up a little acquaintance during the term of
Mr. Aytoun's detention there, and teUing him she had a particular
reason for the request, begged him to give her a sight of the young
man that was imprisoned f'or Mr. Green's business.
" Do you know anything of him P" said he, as he led her along
to the room where the prisoner was confined.
" I can't tell tiU I see him," she replied. " "What's his name P'
" The name we've got him by is Tomkms," returned the gaoler;
"but I believe he has several aliases."
" Then he's not a young thief?" said Susan.
" H e ' s a young man," replied the gaoler: "and we never had
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him in here before; but they say he's been at it some time. He
was shopman to Mr. Green, who turned him awa.y a little while
ago, because he suspected him of robbing the till; but he couldn't
prove nothing against him, so he got off. But it seems this here
robbery's been a put-up business—somebody on the premises, or
as knew them weU, has been concerned in it; and Mr. Green,
nat'ral enough, suspects this here chap. That's he," said he, pointing to a youth about twenty, who was tossing up a halfpenny for
heads or tails, with one of his companions.
" Then it's not the person I suspected," said Susan, disappointed.
'• Does he confess he did it?"
"Not he," replied the man; "he says he'd no hand in it whatsomcver. But that goes for nothing, you know."
Susan had got a little time to spare, before she was obliged to
return home, and she resolved to employ it in a visit to Mr.
Green's shop. She had never been in it since the accusation
brought against her mistress, nor, indeed, above once before in her
life; and she thought it most likely that Mr. Green would not
recognise her. She was curious to ascertain if Mr. James Hurley
was stUl in the haberdasher's service, and whether that was the
name he went by in London as well as at Brighton; so she resolved to spen-d a couple of shUlings in tapes, buttons, pins, and
needles, which being articles that required some nicety in the
selection, would afford her time to look about.
The shop being very fuU, and she in no immediate hurry, she
seated herself in a convenient position whence she could take a
survey of the different young men behind the counter; but
amongst them she could not descry Mr. James Hurley. She was
disappointed again; but, however, he might be out, or not yet
returned from his country excursion; so she bought some trifling
articles, and left the shop, resolved to look in again some day when
opportunity offered.
But she was destined to meet with Mr. James Hurley in the
place of aU others she would have least thought of looking for him.
Mrs. Aytoun permitted each of her servants alternately to spend
the Sunday out; aud Susan had appointed with a friend that the
first time it was her turn they -would go to the evening service at
the Foundling, which having at that time the attraction of a most
eloquent and powerful preacher, was drawing immense congregations, amongst whom were to be found many, of both sexes, of
the highest rank and fashion.
The crowd was very great, and the contest for places almost aa
warm as in a theatre on the night of a new play; but Susan's
friend had a sister who was one of the nurses, and by going early,
and addressing themselves to her, she gave them seats in the
gaUery amongst the servants of the establishment.
Susan was a devout person, and during the prayers, in spite of
the temptation, she looked very little about her; but whUst the
organ was playing, she ventured to take a survey of the scene

below het. The aisles were fuU as well as the seats, and standing
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in the midst of the throng, immediately imder her, who should
she see, to her astonishment, but Mr. James Hurley!
"WeU," thought she, "of all the places in the world, what
should make him come here!" and in spite of herself, during the
remainder of the serrice, Mr. James Hurley and the suspicions
she had connected with him, drew more of her attentioi) than the
admonitions of the preacher.
As soon as the entertainment they expected is over, people are
generaUy as eager to get 0"t of a place of this sort as they are to
get into i t ; and so it provcl on this occasion. The moment the
serrice was concluded, and the congregation, having finished their
last sUent orison, had risen from their knees, there was a rush
made towards the door by the most impatient, who sought to get
away before they were impeded by the throng. But too many
were of the same mind, and consequently a considerable degree
of confusion ensued; but of aU the eager and vehement strugglers
below, nobody appeared to Susan to be in such a violent hurry as
Air. James Hurley. And yet, in spite of his pushing and jostling
aud working with his elbows, he did not seem to make so rapid a
progress as might be expected. His efforts seemed rather to retard
the progress of other people than to advance his own ; and, at all
events, the.y materially added to the general confusion and inconvenience. In process of time, however, the mass of human beings
was pushed or struggled through the doors, and the church was
nearly empty; but Susan and her friend stayed behind awhUe to
look at the children, and have some conversation with the nurse.
Presently, whilst the.y were yet standing in the gaUery and looking
about them, several persons were seen re-entering the doors below,
whilst the vergers and seat-keepers appeared, aU at once, under a
considerable degree of bustle and excitement.
People ran to the places they had occupied, and stooped down
to look under the benches; whilst the officials rushed up and down
the aisles and through the nave, as if they were in a state of
delirium; and the cry went forth that several of the congregation
had been robbed.
" Lord A'mighty !" murmured Susan to herself, as certain suspicions crossed her mind ; but they were only suspicions, and therefore she said nothing. " There are more thieves in the world
than Mr. James Hurley," thought she; " but I'll go to Mr. Green's
again to-morrow, if 1 can get time, I'm determined;" and she
did go, for she was commissioned to make some purchases for
her mistress; and, as Air. Green could not know who they were
for, she considered that, in spite of the feud, her motive was sufficient to justify her in making them there without hinting her intention to Mrs. Aytoun.
As usual, the shop was very fuU, and the young men verjr^
busy ; and, as before, she was disappointed in her expectation of
seeing the person she was looking for amongst them.
However, when her purchases were completed, and she timdered a note to pay for them, fiie man who had served her, and
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who had scribbled the amount on a scrap of paper, said, " If you'll
walk backwards and show this at the desk, they'U hand you the
difference."
Susan obeyed ; the top of a man's head appeared above a high
desk, over which he was stooping—" WiU you please to take this
biU?" said she, holding up her money and the amount; the man
dehberately finished the column he was casting up, and made a
note of the amount at the bottom of the page—and then he Ufted
up his head, and displayed to Susan's admiring eyes the features
of Air. James Hurley.
Whatever emotion Susan's face might indicate, the gentleman's
certainl.y indicated no less. He turned first very red, and then
very pale, whUst with a trembhng hand he took the money and
returned her the change. His eye quaUed before hers, and she
read in it the guilt that sat upon his soul.
Susan had now to reflect what she should do next. Had Mr.
Aytoun been at home, she would not have hesitated to acquaint
him with her suspicions, and the circumstances that had given
rise to them; but she was unwUling to disturb her mistress's
tranquiUity tiU she had something more certain to go upon.
Alicia had never been strong since her former illnesses, and she
was now again in a situation to require peculiar delicacy and consideration. " I'U go," thought Susan, after due reflection, " and
teU it all to master's lawyer, Mr. OUiphant, and hear what he
thinks about it;" and accordingly she went.
Mr. OUiphant had heard the whole of the circumstances connected -with Mr. Green's accusation from Mr. Aytoun, when he
waited on that gentleman to consult about his case, in Newgate, and he had entertained a suspicion that coincided exactly
with the one Susan had hinted to her master on the day she had
pleaded so efficiently for her mistress. The notion of both parties
was, that the lady visitor who was in the parlour when the goods
were left, and who was no other than Mrs. Bloxham, must be the
real criminal; and AUcia herself, when the idea was suggested to
her, inclined very much to the same opinion, for no particular
reason except that the lady's reputation was not quite unspotted
in the matter of honesty, and that the character Mr. Green had
given of his nephew, put him out of the category.
" AU you teU me," said he, when he had listened to Susan's
narrative, "is very striking indeed; and it would be a most desirable thing for poor Mrs. Aytoun and her husband if we could
remove the thing entirely from her shoulders, by bringing it home
to somebody else; but I don't exactly see how we are to proceed, except we attack him for his attempting to rob you in the
street; and now that's so long ago, and there being nothing but
your word for it, I am afraid the character the uncle wUl give
him wUl be too strong for us; and they'll say it's a plot to clear Mrs.
Aji;oim, and so make her case worse than it is now. However
strong the presumptions are, you can't swear that the doll's frock
was cut off the same piece of sUk; nor if it were, that they came
B
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by it dishonestly. Neither can you assert that he robbed the
people at the Foundling; though in aU probabUity he was one of
the gang, from the confusion you saw him creating."
" No, I can't," replied Susan. " Besides, the tlung would be to
find some of the articles upon him."
"WeU," said Mr. OUiphant, "I'll think over the business, and
see what's best to be done; and if I require your assistance, I'U
send you a penny-post letter. AYhat's your name ?"
" Susan Hopley, sir," she repUed.
"Hopley, Hopley," reiterated he. " I ' v e heard that nam©
before. Hopley! "What is there connected in my mind -with the
name of Hopley?"
Poor Susan's cheeks crimsoned, and if the la-wyer had looked in
her face at the moment, its expression might have recaUed what
he was seeking to remember; but he did not. He was making •
notes in his memorandum book of her address, and of what she
had told him; and by the time he raised his eyes to dismiss her,
she had recovered from her confusion. " How hard it is," thought
she, as she walked home, " t o be obhged to blush for one's name,
when one has done nothing to disgrace it!"

CHAPTEE X X X V I I .
THE JUSTIFICATION.

ON the foUowing day a gentleman presented himself to Susan's
friend, the gaoler at Newgate, and requested an interriew with
Abraham Tomkins, who was in for Mr. Green's business.
"Abraham Tomkins," said he, when he had led the youth away
from his companions, " I don't know whether it may be possible
for me to convince you that I speak the truth—but for private
reasons of my own, it is my desire to undertake your defence in
the trial that's about to ensue."
Abraham Tomkins on this announcement looked a little incredulous, and very much puzzled.
" If you are guilt.^-," said Mr. OUiphant, " I can only defend
you according to the technicalities of the law, taking advantage of
whatever accidents or obscurities ma.y be in your favour; and that
I wUl promise to do, to the best of my abilities. If, on the other
hand, you are innocent, I think there is little doubt I can prove
vou SO; but the condition of my having anything to do with the
liusiiiess at aU is, that you tell me .the precise truth. You must
be aware," added he, "that 1 can have no ill design against you
in seeking .vour confidence. Even if I were j-our enemy, and
sought to entrap .you, it would be useless. I dare say you know
that .you will be judged according to the evidence, and not according to any private confession I might extract from you."
" I know that, sir," rephed Abraham; but stiU lookmg suspictcuSi
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"And observe," rejoined Mr. OUiphant, " I don't pretend that I
am interfering in this business for your benefit. I do it for ends
of my own, though you -wUl be the gainer. My object is to ascertain the truth, which I have a particular interest in knowing; and
I make it your interest to teU it me, by engaging to undertake
your defence, to the best of my abUities; and you know it is impossible for me to do that effectually, unless I am acquainted with
the facts."
"Are you a lawyer, sir?" inquired Abraham.
" Y e s , " replied Mr. OUiphant, "and it is for the benefit of a
chent of mine I am acting."
" I'd no hand in it, sir," said Abraham.
Mr. OUiphant looked sharply in the lad's face, and he thought
he was speaking the truth.
" I hadn't, indeed, sir," replied the young man; "and I could
prove an alibi; only the witnesses I have to bring forward wouldn't
be beheved."
" You were in bad company, then?" said Mr. OUiphant.
" It warn't very good," rephed Abraham.
"But I may contrive to make their testimony avaUable," rejoined the lawyer; " so teU me where you reaUy were."
" At Isaac Lecky's, the Jew," replied Abraham.
" You might have been in a better place, assuredly," returned
Air. OUiphant; who from this unreserved avowal was the rather
disposed to think the young man was teUing the truth.
" I was there from eight o'clock in the evening tiU ten the next
morning," added Abraham; "and I never heard a word of the
business, tUl Isaac himself told me of it."
" And does Isaac know who did it?" inquired Mr. OUiphant.
" No, he doesn't," returned the lad. " And yet, maybe, he
does; there's no saying. He swore he didn't; but he made me
drunk, and kept me there aU night; and perhaps it was that I
mightn't be able to prove an alibi."
" Is he acquainted with any of the young men in Mr. Green'i
estabhshment?" inquired the lawyer.
" N o t that I know of," answered Abraham; " b u t there's no
teUing who he's acquainted with."
" Do you think I could get anything out of Lecky if I were to
go to him?" asked Mr. OUiphant.
" If you could make it his interest," replied the lad. " But it's
more like to be his interest not to peach, when there's no suspicion.
He might blow up a walable hand by it. He'd ask a pretty round
gum before he'd sing, I take it."
"Have you any suspicion yoxirself who did it?" inquired the
lawyer.
" I can't say I have," repUed Abraham.
"Are there none of the young men in the shop that keep bad
company?"
" Not one, that I know of," answered the lad. " Mr. Green's
the partick'lerest master as is about his young men. He turned
B 2
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me off for next to nothing, and that it was threw me out of employment; else I shouldn't be here on suspicion now."
" I thought you robbed the tiU?" said the la-wyer.
" The till had been robbed before I touched a stiver out of it,"
answered Abraham; " but I just borrowed half-a-crown to go halfprice to the play, and so I got the credit of taking aU that bad been
missed."
" Then there's undoubtedly a thief on the premises ?" said M r .
OUiphant.
" T h a t ' s certain," said A b r a h a m ; " b u t he's a close'uu, whoever
h e is.—You might go to Isaac," added he, after a Uttle consideration, " and t r y h i m ; he might peach; there's never no teUing."
" I wUl," said the lawyer, " and before the trial, you shaU see
me again."
M r . OUiphant felt no doubt of the lad's ha-ring told him the
t r u t h ; and everything he had heard tended in his mind to the
confirmation of Susan's suspicion. There was, as Abraham said,
a thief on the premises, " and a close 'un," who, shielded by the
confidence reposed in him, had been committing the most daring
robberies; and every circumstance pointed to Mr. James Hurley
as the criminal.
Isaac Leckv, who was a known receiver of stolen goods, and
connected with half the thieves about London, was a man who
nevertheless kept up a tolerable outside of honesty in his front
shop, which was situated near St, Martin's-lane, and had the
appearance of a decent pawnbroker's. No man was more plausible;
and his character amongst his customers, who were in the habit
of pawning their Sunday clothes on Monday morning, to redeem
them on Saturday night, was that of a fair-deaUng man. But
there was a certain back-door, opening on an obscure court, known
to customers of another description, that, had it a tongue to speak
withal, could have told many a curious tale.
Thither, at all hours of the night, stole visitors apparently of
the most various gi-adcs. Gentlemen, dressed in the very extreme
of the fashion, with large whiskers or moustaches, shirt-coUars
that almost reached their eves, and gilt chains round their necks,
to which nothing was appended. Then there were demure-looking, sUent, and tolerably well-dressed men, who appeared to belong
to no class at all; but who did a little business in a quiet way, and
])icked up a great deal of useful information. Their grave and
respectable appearance rendered their testimony to the exemplary
virtues of anv of their acquaintance who happened to be unpleasantl.v situated, csjieciaUy valuable and efficient. Footmen in
shalili.\' worn-out liveries, whose last place had unfortunately
spoiled their characters; and now and then, one in more gorgeous
attire, who, like the golden chrysalis, was in a state of transition.
Beggars, sailors, dustmen, chimney-sweepers, were aU to be seen
in their turns at Mr. Lecky's back-door, and occasionaUy, though
less frequently, women. But they were customers to whom the
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cautious Jew gave Uttle encouragement; as many as pleased were
welcome to his front-door, but he preferred reserving the more
secret entrance for visitors of harder metal.
Isaac Lecky was a man who looked like an anasarcous taUow
candle—so puffy, so featureless, so white. As unlike as possible
to Duncan, "who had so much blood in him," Mr. Lecky appeared
to have none at all—his arteries and veins seemed to be fiUed with
serum. His hair was of a dirty-looking shade of light brown;
his e.yes gray, small, and piggish, whilst his diminutive nose, and
smaU pursed-up mouth were scarcely discernible between the pair
of colourless tumid cheeks that bordered them. In short, Mr.
Leckv, though still calling himself a Jew, and adhering pretty
closely to his own people, as he professed to consider them, had so
deteriorated from the type of his ancestors by the frequent alloy
of Christian blood they had grafted into the stock, that he had lost
all the distinguishing characteristics of those generally handsome
infidels ; whilst nature, probably thinking that he could make out
no good title to the features of any other sect, had evaded the
difficulty by giving him an assortment that would have been
unanimously repudiated by every denomination whatsoever. His
dress, consisting of a well-brushed, but rather thread-bare black
coat, with drab continuations and gaiters, had an air of being put
on -with great precision; and the handkerchief round his neck,
which considering the region wherein he dwelt, showed a paler
tinge of yellow than might have been expected, was folded over
his breast with particular neatness, and attached to his shirt by a
paste pin, that many of his front-door customers venerated as a
real diamond.
When Mr. OUiphant stepped into the shop, Isaac, who was
standing behind his counter sorting his tickets, cast upon him a
glance of curiosity; for the weU-attired, weU-fed, cheerful-looking
law.yer had by no means the air of a person likely to have deahnga
-with the pawnbroker.
" You're Isaac Lecky, I presume ?" said Mr. Olhphant.
" The same, sir, at your service," replied Isaac.
" Mr. Lecky," continued the lawyer, " I've a httle business -with
you of a private nature; but I should like to be out of the way nf
mterruption whUst we talk it over. But perhaps you've nobody
to take care of your shop."
" O h yes, sir," answered Lecky, " I can get my daughter to dt
that for me;" and on his opening a door and caUing "Jessy," a
handsome girl of about eighteen or twenty, with features of so
decidedly Jewish a type, that it was impossible to look at her
without entertaining the most painful doubts respecting the prudence of the late Mrs. Lecky, descended from an upstairs apartment, and, in spite of her green silk dress, and large gold ear-rings,
imhesitatingly placed herself behind the counter.
" This way, if you please, sir," said Mr. Lecky, bowing, and -with
a very demure aspect preceding Mr. OUiphant into the smaU par-
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lour that was behind the shop, and from which it was separated by
a glass-door; a view through which he insured for himself by the
seat he selected, after presenting one to his risitor.
As soon as he was seated, he iilaced his hands between his knees,
which he closed firmly on them to hold them fast, as if it were necessary in the presence of good company to suppress any evU
habits they might have acquired, or restrain their propensity for
picking and steaUng; and then -with his body bent forwards, his
mouth pursed into its smaUest dimensions, and his smaU gray eyes
inclined to the earth, but stUl catching ever and anon a glance at
Mr. OUiphant's features, he waited sUently tUl that gentleman
should be pleased to open his communication.
This was not instantly; for the lawyer, though well acquainted
with Isaac Lecky's reputation, had never seen him before; and he
could not help surve.ving with some curiosity and interest the
strange blank face he had before him, so unlike what he had expected ; and he had also to consider what was the most likely way
of gaining his point without doing mischief; for he did not -wish
to betray his own suspicion of Hurley, unless he were pretty sure
of Isaac's co-operation, as such a disclosure might only serve to
put the other on his guard.
"The fact is," said Mr.OUiphant, " t o come to the point at
once—you have it in your power to do me a service, Mr. Lecky—
whether you will be willing to obUge me, remains to be seen."
Mr. Lecky bent his person shghtly forward, but it was a cautious bend that took care not to promise too much.
" The case is this. .There is a young lad in trouble about a robbery, with which I happen to know he had no concern. For
reasons it is not necessary to explain, a chent of mine is deeply
interested in the fate of the boy, and has committed the charge of
his defence to my management.—You know the lad I mean, of
course p.;
Air. Lecky, however, called up an unconscious look.
" Abraham Tomkins," said Mr. OUiphant, and paused for an
observation from the other side; but Isaac preserved his attitude
and his sUence.
"Now, as I know, as you do also, Mr.Lecky, that the young
man is innocent, I am desirous of doing the best I can in the business, and I want jou to assist me. Have you any objection?"
" None, sir; no objection whatever," rephed Mr. Lecky; "but
what can J do?"
" In the first place, you know the boy was here on the night
the yobbcry was committed, from eight at night tUl ten the next
morning."
"AA^as he, sir?" said Mr. Lecky, "that's more than Iknow,
I'm sure; but I don't say he wasn't; for it's a thhig I'm not
likely to keep in my mind so long; the human faculties being so
imperfect."
" He most assuredly was," returned Mr. OUiphant, nodding his
head significantly, as if he knew more than he avowed; " that I
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have found the means of ascertaining—to my own satisfaction, at
least. But I own I'm not so clear of being able to satisfy the jury
on that point, unless you'll give me your assistance."
" W h a t can J do, sir?" said Mr. Lecky, again; " I ' m sure I
couldn't take upon myself to swear to such a thing. It's at least
three months ago now, since it happened; and I couldn't charge
my memory with what took place on an.y particular night. I've
so many people coming here, backwards and forwards, that I
couldn't undertake to say the next week, let alone months, on what
night I saw them. It's not possible, sir. Youmust see that .yourself—the human faculties bemg so imperfect, sir; that of memory
in pertick'lar; and since the late Mrs. Lecky's death, I can't say
mine has ever been what it was afore."
" That's to be regretted," gravely answered Mr. OUiphant.
" However, there are circumstances which don't easUy escape the
most tieacherous memory; and as you first informed the lad of
the robbery yourself, the morning after it was committed, you
must have been perfectly aware at the time that he was not the
thief. Now, though the exact date might escape you, I should
think that circumstance could not."
" Lord, sir," replied the Jew, "you forget that I may have men
tioned the same thing to twenty people, at least, within an hou
after I heard of it myself. I t was natural I should speak of it t>
whoever I saw, a thing like that—that was making a noise. 1
couldn't pretend, I'm sure, to say who I mentioned it to, and who
I didn't."
"Then you reaUy can't give me any information on the subject?"
said Mr. Olhphant.
" None whatever, sir," said Isaac. " I wish I could, I'm sure.
But the human memory, as I observed before
"
" I'd give anybody fifty pounds that would put me in the way of
finding out the truth," said Mr. OUiphant, taking up his hat, and
speaking rather to himself than addressing Isaac; and so saying,
he arose to take his leave.
" Cash down, sir?" said Mr. Lecky, without changing his attitude, or moring a muscle of his countenance.
" Cash down," replied the lawyer.
" And nobody know where you got your information?" said th-Jew: "AU close?"
" AU close," said the lawyer.
" Sit down, sir, if you please," said Isaac.
Affairs had reached this crisis, when, through the glass WKH", a
woman with a parcel in her hand was seen to enter the shop.
" Excuse me a moment, sir," said the pawnbroker, " but my
daughter's not used to the shop; I must just step and see what
that person wants;" and he arose and quitted the room, closing
theglass-door after him.
He had scarcely done so, when Mr. OUiphajit heard some one
knocking with their knuckles at the back doo.^ which was immediately beyond the room he was sitting 'ir and only separated
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from it by a very narrow passage. The summons not being
answered, it was repeated more impatiently; upon which the
lawyer arose, and opening the door of the room, looked out.
"""Why the devil don't you open the door?" said a voice -without.
"Don't you know the bell's broke?" And Mr. OUiphant, who
had no objection to being a little initiated into the mysteries of
Isaac's establishment, obeyed the summons; and by drawing back
a couple of strong bolts, and turning a heavy key, gave admission
to the stranger.
" AYhat the h— do you keep one so long at the door for?" said
a man, entering abruptly. " I tugged at the beU last night tUl I
broke it." But having by this time reached the room, where it
was lighter, he perceived that he was addressing his objurgations to
a stranger. " I beg your pardon," said he, looking surprised at
the sort of person in whose company he so unexpectedly found
himself.
He was rather a genteel-looking young man, about five or sis
and twenty; wearing a blue coat, gray trousers, and spotted waistcoat; and on finding that it was not Isaac who had admitted him,
he stood in the middle of the room, as if uncertain what to do.
But before there was time for further explanation, the glass-door
opened, and the .Jew himself returned, -with an apology in his
mouth for detaining his visitor; but on perceiving the new comer,
the words were arrested on his lips. He looked at one, and at the
other, and at the door of the room which Mr, Olhphant had shut
after letting in the stranger; and seemed to think that the person
he saw before him, was either but the semblance of a man, or must
have ascended through the fioor,
" I wanted to speak to you particularly," began the young man.
" Air. John Brown," said Isaac, hastUy interrupting him as he
was about to speak, " I'm at this moment particularly engaged.
Call to-night, to-morrow, next night—there's no use fixing a
time."
" But I must speak to you," said the young man. " I was here
last night tugging at the bell for an hour. I suppose you were
out."
" I was," replied the .Tew. " It was a festival; and I and my
daughter supped from home. But, my dear sir, Mr. Brown, as I
observed before, I'm particularly engaged—some other time—some
other time—" and he urged the stranger towards the door.
" I must speak one word to you," said the young man, keeping
fast hold of Isaac by the breast of his coat; and they vanished
from the room together and closed the door.
The conference w as not long, and having dismissed his risitor,
Mr. Lecky returned, casting up his eye as he entered to the broken
wire of the bell, w hich he appeared not to have before known was
disabled.
"Now," said Mr. OUiphant, getting impatient to settle his
business with the Jew, and be gone—"as we had agreed, fifty
pounds—cash down—and nobody know who gave the information."
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" I'm sure, sir," said Mr. Leckv, resuming his former attitude,
" if it had been in my power, I should have been most happy.
But as I said before, the human faculties are so imperfect, especiaUy that of memory, that it's not possible to remember the
particulars of a thing that happened so long since."
"But my good Mr. Lecky," said Mr. OUiphant, smUing, "we
had got over that stage of the business some time ago; and had
advanced far into the next. You know, when you were called
away, you had just agreed to give me the information I want, upon
the above-named conditions. Cash down, and aU close."
" I sir!" exclaimed Mr. Lecky, with apparent astonishment.
" Not I, sir. How could I agree to tell -what I don't know? I'm
sure, sir, I know no more about the business than the babe unborn."
Air. OUiphant began to suspect that the Jew's memory reaUy
was in some degree defective; for that he had been on the point
of communicating the secret when he left the room, he could
scarcely doubt. So he renewed his offer, and described his object
more explicitly; but by no effort could he bring Isaac Lecky up
to the point he had got him to before. There certainly appeared
to exist some strange hiatus in his faculties: and the lawyer
finaUy quitted the house, uncertain whether the Jew had altered
his mind, or whether he had mistaken his intentions; and having
only gained one step by his motion, which was a more confirmed
belief in Abraham Tomkins's innocence.
It wanted now but two days to the trial; and in order to fulfil
his promise to Abraham, he put his case into the hands of a barrister of his acquaintance, with a request that he'd do what he
could for him; and he desired Susan to be in attendance, in case
anything should occur to make her testimony desirable. " But I
fear," he said, " there's nothing to be done. Mr. James Hurley is,
I dare say, what you take him to be; but we have nothing but
your suspicions to advance, and can show no sort of grounds for
an accusation. However, he'U dish himself in time, no doubt; and
then the truth about Mrs. Aytoun's business, if he'd any hand in
it, may perhaps come out."
When Abraham Tomkins learned that the Jew refused to remember that he had passed the night of the robbery at his house,
he said, " Then he's been concerned in the business; or at any rate
knows who was; and that was what he kept me there for, and made
me drunk."
The circumstantial eridence against Abraham Tomkins produced
on the trial was but slight; but the presumption against him was
very strong.
He had been, for some time, suspected of keeping bad company;
articles of value were frequently missing from the shop, in a way
nobody could account for, and the tUl had been repeatedly robbed,
to a greater or less amount. At length, he was detected in abstracting half-a-crown, and consequently pronounced guUty of all
the other defalcations; but nothing was found on him. However,
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he lost his place and his character, and he had been heard to say,
" that as Mr. Green had taken the bread out of his mouth, he
would make him pay for it." A maid-servant of Mr. Green's also
asserted, that he had been tampering with her to let bim risit her
of an evening, and that she had told her master she was sure
Abraham Tomkins had some bad design: and that if any robberj
were committed, she should know who did it.
One of the first -witnesses caUed was Air. Green himself, but the
court was informed that being dangerously Ul of a fever, he was
unable to attend; but that his nephew, who was his book-keepei
and forenoan, and who knew more of the business than he did himself, was in court, and ready to appear for him.
Mr. Edward Green was therefore called into the -witness-box,
and to Mr. OUiphant's astonishment, the young man whom he had
himself admitted through Isaac Lecky's back-door, only two days
pre-riously, answered to the summons. " Mr. John Brown!" said
he to himself, " M r . John Brown, then, turns out to be Mr.
Edward Green!"
"Here's a bit of paper for you, Air. OUiphant," said a man,
tapping him on the shoulder—" a woman gived it me that's waiting
outside."
I t was a request from Susan that he would come and speak to
her.
" That's him, sir," said she, "just gone in."
" "Which do you mean ?" inquired he.
" The last witness they fetched in, sir," said Susan. " That's
Mr. James Hurley."
"You're certain?"inquired Mr. OUiphant.
" Quite positive, sir," said Susan.
" Did he see you ?" inquired the lawyer.
" N o , " replied Susan; " I took care he shouldn't; and that's
why I wouldn't send in to you before."
" It's aU right," said the lawyer. " I think we have him now."
And the.y had: presently afterwards, when the counsel for
Abraham Tomkins -svas caUed upon for the defence, his first step
was to demand that the late witness, Mr. Edward Green, ahas
James Hurley, alias John Brown, should be taken into custody,
and a warrant of search immediately granted.
In a lodging near the Haymarkct dwelt the lady who went by
the name of Airs. James Hurley, and the little girl that Susan had
seen at Brighton; and there was discovered quite enough to
estabUsh Mr. Ivlward Green as the delimjuent, not only with
respect to the afliiir immediately under investigation, but in
several others, esiieciaU.y the robbery lately committed at the
Foundling. The doU's frock, the remnants of a bonnet splashed
•with sea-water, and a spencer stiU in tolerably good repair, were
also found, and sworn to by Air. Green and his shopmen, to be
cut from the identical piece of silk that had been sent to Mrs.
Aytoun.
FinaUy, she was triumphantly vindicated by the criminal's con.-
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fession,' and Air. Aytoun had the consolation of feeling, that however much he had to lament the consequences of his own precipitation, not the faintest cloud remained to obscure the brightness of
his wife's reputation.
" It's plain enough," said the la^wyer to Mr. Aytoun, when on
that gentleman's return they discussed these strange events—it's
plain enough what it was that confounded the worthy Isaa,c's
human faculties. By the bye," added he, "that's a capital girl,
that servant of yours—Hopley, Hopley—I always forget to ask her
where she came from."

CHAPTEE X X X V I I I .
A GLANCE INTO THE INTERIOR OF DON QUERUBIN DE E A ROSA'S
ESTABLISHMENT.

DOMESTIC

" LOOK at that beautiful woman," said the Marquis de la Eosa
to his wife, as they were seated in a box at the Theatre Fran?ais;
" I think she is an Englishwoman."
" AYhat is it to you if she is ?" answered the marchioness.
" One is never tired of admiring beauty," replied the marquis,
appropriating the comphment to his lady by a bow.
" Content yourself with what you have," returned she, sharply.
" It's more than your due."
".My dear Dorothee," repUed the marquis, "that is not a
pleasant way of speaking."
" I have a right to speak as I hke,'' returned the marchioness.
" Not to me," answered the marquis; " neither do I merit such
ungracious observations. Do I not comply with your desires in
everytliing ? AYhat can I more ?"
" Leave me alone," repUed the lady, turning her white shoulder
to the marquis and her face to the stage.
The advantage of this arrangement was, that Don Querubin
could indulge himself -with the contemplation of the Enghsh
beauty as much as he pleased. The object of his admiration was
not onl.y young and extremel.y beautiful, but she was also splendidly attired. Nor was elegance sacriflced to splendour; brilliant
as were the jewels she wore, the graceful form of her white satin
robe, and the inimitable fall of the rich scarf that was thrown
over her shoulders, were not less attractive.
The power of her beauty was perhaps rather enhanced than
diminished by an air of languor, almost amounting to melancholy,
that shaded her lovely features. During the early part of the
evening, she was alone in her box, and she sat in one corner of it,
with her white arm, round which was entwined a jeweUed bracelet, leaning on the velvet cushion in front, and her eyes fixed on
the scene, where a tragedy of Eacine's was representing, which
seemed whoUy to absorb her attention. Many an admiring gaze
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was fixed upon her; and as the lenders of opera-glasses passed
between the rows of the pit, crying, " "Who wants a spy-glass ?"
many more were borrowed for the purpose of being directed at
her than at Ma'm'seUe Duchesnois. But she appeared either unconscious of, or indifferent to, the admiration she excited; tiU,
later in the evening, a very elegant man, apparently of the highest
fashion, entered the box, and took his seat beside her, after which
some others joined them; and she occasionaUy took a part in the
conversation, though stUl preserving the same air of languor and
indifference.
" Criquet," said the marquis, when he found an opportunity of
confiding to his faithful valet the impression made upon him by
the lovely stianger; " she is adorable."
" I don't doubt it," rephed Criquet.
" And between you and I, Criquet, I think she looked at me."
" It is possible, certainly," answered Criquet.
" We must find out who she is," continued the marquis.
" That wUl not be difficult," returned Criquet.
" By no means," rejoined the marquis; " since I am satisfied
she is a person of the first distinction."
"And when we have discovered who she is," said Criquet,
"what then?"
" AYe'U procure an introduction, Criquet. Being a marquis,
she cannot refuse."
"And the marchioness?" said Criquet, raising his eyebrows,
and folding in his lips.
" A h ! " said Don Querubin, slightly shrugging his shoulders.
" She'U stand no gammon," observed Criquet.
"That's true," replied Don Querubin, with a considerable
elongation of visage. " I thought to have contented her by
bringing her to Paris—but alas !"
" You thought to have contented her!" cried Criquet, with an
air of astonishment.
" N o cloubt," replied the marquis; "wasn't it what she was
always urging me to do?"
"There is no denying that," returned Criquet, "but you know—"
" I know what ?" said Don Querubin.
" There are some people in the world that are never contented,"
observed Criquet.
"That's tiue a«ain," answered the marquis. " B u t you must
admit, Criquet, that she's very handsome?"
" Oh, no doubt of that," replied Criquet.
" Beautiful as an angel," added the marquis.
" Hem!" said Criquet; " I never saw one."
" But to return to the beautiful stranger—" said Don Querubin.
" A more interesting subject, certainly," observed Criquet.
" A\'e must find out who she is, and then procure an introduction."
" Those are two different things," remarked Criquet. " With
respect to the first, I undertake it."
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" About it, then," said the marquis ; " we have no time to lose."
" That's as true as gunpowder," replied Criquet, as he left the
room.
'• Alonsieur," said Madame de la Eosa, flinging into the marquis's dressing-room shortly afterwards, " that servant of yours
is detestable."
" How ?" said the marquis; "is it Criquet?"
" Certainl.y," replied she ; "his assurance is insupportable."
" But, my love—" said Don Querubin, in a tone of expostulation.
" Hold your tongue!" said the marchioness, " and don't defend him."
" I don't defend him," returned the marquis, " if he is wrong."
" Wrong!" ejaculated the marchioness; " of course he's -wrong;
but you, you'U never admit it."
" But what's the matter now?" inquired the marquis.
" It is," said the marchioness, " that I desire to have my carriage
drawn b.y six horses at Longchamp, and he says it's impossible."
" He is quite right," replied the marquis.
" I knew you'd say so !" exclaimed the lady.
" I only say what is true," rejoined Don Querubin; " the thing's
impossible."
"Possible or impossible," repUed the marchioness; "I'U have
them."
" But, my dear," rejoined Don Querubin, " it cannot be. No
carriages will have six horses but those of the royal family.
Others must content themselves with four."
" I shaU have sis," rejoined the marchioness.
" You'U be turned back," answered Don Querubin; " you'll not
be permitted to advance."
" But I wUl advance, though," answered the marchioness.
" But, my lovely Dorothee!" said the marquis, " Usten."
" I wUl not listen," repUed the lady. " I know very weU that
you and Criquet combine to impose upon me; but you'U not
find it so easy as you imagine."
" I never thought it easy," answered Don Querubin. " I have
a better opinion of your understanding."
" I dare say!" returned the marchioness, with a contemptuous
curl of the lip.
" But with respect to the horses—" rejoined the marquis.
" I shall, have them," interrupted the lady; and she flung out
of the room, as she had flung into it.
"Ah, heavens ! Criquet," exclaimed the marquis, when he was
next alone with his faithful valet; " I am in despair!"
" What's the matter!" inquired Criquet.
" I shaU be insulted—my carriage wUl be turned back—she
insists on appearing with sis horses at Longchamp!"
" Give yourself no uneasiness on that score," replied Criquet,
with inimitable composure; " I have just been to the hvery
stables—they'U teU her they're not to be had."
" Splat's weU," said Don Querubin, greatly reheved. " It's to
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DC regretted, Criquet, that she is not more reasonable on certain
points."
" Doubtless," replied Criquet.
" Because, really, at bottom, she is a good woman.
" T h a t may be the case," answered Criquet.
" I am sure of it," rejoined the marquis.
" I am glad of it," repUed Criquet.
" And I am convinced of her attachment to me," continued Don
Querubin.
" That is certainly satisfactory," answered Criquet.
"Though, it must be granted that her temper is not always
perfect," added the marquis.
"That is a fact which admits of no contradiction," rephed
Criquet.
"But, come," said Don Queru'bin, recaUing his spirits, and
shaking himself free of the marchioness; " what news have you
learnt of the fair stianger?"
"Ah, by the bye!" said Criquet, "thereby hangs a tale."
" AYhat is her name ?" inquired the marquis.
" First," said Criquet, " what was the name of the lovely
Englishwoman—the beautiful girl that rascal Gaveston was to
send you, and who never arrived ?"
"Ah!" answered Don Querubin, with an involuntary sigh;
" which was the cause of our marriage; for I beheve if MademoiseUe Dorothee had not been incited by jealousy, that we should
not have obtained the avowal of her attachment."
"That is extremely possible," repUed Criquet.
" We might even never have known it, Criquet."
" I am disposed to think we never should,"answeredCriquet. "But
to return to the beautiful Englishwoman—what was her name?"
"Ah," said Don Querubin, let us see!" and he took out his
tablets to search for the name—" here it is, here it is, MademoiseUe Amabel Jons!"
" Then it's herself!" cried Criquet, hitting the table -with his fist.
" How?" exclaimed the marquis.
" I teU you it's her," answered Criquet — "her very self—
Ma'm'seUe Amabel Jean! I have heard her whole history from
Madame Coulin here below; and from Truchet the tailor. She
lodged, on her arrival in Paris, at this very hotel."
" You pierce my heart!" exclaimed Don Querubin, faUing back
in a sentimental attitude.
"Listen," continued Criquet. " I t was exactly at the very
period we expected her at Bordeaux, that she appeared here under
the guardianship of a man that caUed himself her uncle—but he
was a sharper—a black leg. He caUed himself Colonel Jean or
Jons—lodged here for a month—got clothes for himself and for
her—was visited by the young men of the highest fashion, who
swarmed about her like bees round a honey-pot: thej^ say she was
a simple creature—knowing nothing of the world—credulous as a
child. At the expiration of the month, they went away one even-
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mg in the carriage of the Due de Eochechouart—she was seen no
more for some time. At length, after several months, she returned
as the Due de Eochechouart's mistress. But the report is, that
she was deceived by a false marriage, iu which that old villain
DiUon, the Duke's servant, officiated as priest; and we know how
probable that is, since it was the office they did me the honour to
desig^n for me."
•'Just heaven!" cried Don Querubin, lifting up his hands;
"what \'iUany there is in this world!"
" A^ou may well say that," answered Criquet.
" But does she stUl live with the duke ?" inquired the marquis.
" StiU," answered Criquet. " What could she do ?—she had no
means of subsistence—her hopes of making an advantageous marriage were annihUated. Besides, they say the Due is very much
attached to her—that she is the first woman that has fixed him."
" AATiat a history!" exclaimed Don Querubin. " Do you know,
Criquet, I must see her—I must, indeed."
" I don't object," answered Criquet. "Butwe must look about
for an introduction."
" I have rather a mind to write," said the marquis, "andteU
her who I am ; probably she'U not refuse me an interriew, which
I shaU soUcit in the most respectful terms."
" It's not amiss;" said Criquet; " write, and I'U endeavour to
dehver it into her own hands."
"Good," rephed Don Querubin. "Give me my portfoho at
once, Criquet, that I may compose something suitable to the
occasion. Now let us see, how shaU we begin ?"
" MADAME,—There was a time when I had hoped to have been
invested -with the privUege of addressing you by a dearer title—
[that wUl doubtless awaken her curiosity, aiid she'U cast her
beautiful eyes to the bottom of the page, to ascertain the signature]—but some adverse destiny, which I am unable to comprehend, disappointed my expectations, and plunged me into eternal
despair.
" For the purpose of augmenting my agonies, the cruel fates
have decreed that I should not remain ignorant of the charms that
I once hoped would have completed my bliss, and rewarded the
most faithful and devoted of lovers. I was doomed to behold
them, for the first time, last night at the Theatre FrauQais; and
having ascertained by my inquiries, at least by Criquet's, which is
the same thing—[Exactly, remarked Criquet,]—that the possessor
of so much beauty is no other than the lovely Englishwoman I had
hoped to lead from the altar as Madame la Marquise de la Eosa y
Saveta, I venture to petition for the honour of being permitted to
throw myself at your feet, in order that I may have an opportxmity of expressing my despair, and at the same time the unceasing adoration -with which I shall remain, Madame,
" The most humble and devoted of your admirers,
"DON

QUEEUBIN, MAEQUIS DE LA EOSA Y SAYETA."
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" I t ' s perfect," said Criquet.
" Y o u hke i t ? " said Querubin, with a gratified air.
" N o t h i n g can be better," rephed Criquet. " I shall wait upon
her without delay. B u t take care,—not a word to my lady."
" No, no," said the marquis, " that poor httle heart of hers
would buret with jealousy."

CHAPTEE XXXIX.
THE FOUNDATIONS OF THE WICKED BEGIN TO TREMBLE.

CRIQUET, who by the way thought himself quite as much injureU
a.^ his master, by the adverse fortune which had somehow or other
turned the fair EngUshwoman's steps in the -wrong direction, and
thrown them both under the tjTannical dominion of the imperious
Dorothee, charged with Don Querubin's missive, proceeded to the
hotel of the D u e de Eochechouart, and requested the honour of
dehvering a letter into the hands of Madame Amabel J o n s ; and
no difficulties being cast in the way of his admission, he was
speedily introduced into an elegant boudoir, and found himself in
the presence of its lovely inhabitant.
The hangings of the room were of pale blue satin, ornamented
with a rich gold fringe; and the chairs and ottamans were covered
with the same material. The panels of the walls and of the doors
were adorned with beautifuUy executed arabesques, and finished
with superb gold mountings; the carpet was of velvet; the tables
of the most curious inlaid woods; the slabs of the finest marble,
supported by richly gilt figures of cupids, and bearing vases ol
the most didicate china, filled with rare flo-wers. A splendid ormolu clock -was on the mantelpiece; and a variety of equally
splendid nothings scattered about the room. Books and music
lay on the table; and beside them a guitar, on which the lad.>
jlppearcd to have been playing. H e r own dress was in a style ol
(simple, but refined elegance; and her excessive beauty appeared,
'o the curious eye of the valet, full}' worthy of the splendour by
^hich she M as surrounded.
Supposed to have considerable influence over the duke, and by
fiis lilicraiil.N towards her having the command of a great deal of
money, she w;is accustomed to receive many visits and apphcations," ol' one sort or the other—petitions for her interest, her
patronage, or her charity; and she therefore received Criquet and
opened the letter he brought without the slightest curiosity or
cinotion. But as she perused Don Querubin's eiiistlc, the colour
mounted to her fair checks; and as she finished it, there was some
confusion in her manner, -s\hen she said: " I have not the honour
of knowing the Marquis de la Eosa."
" T h a t , madame," answered Criquet, " i s our misfortune; and it
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is in the hope of in some degree repairing it, that I have done myself
the honour of waiting on you. My master, Don Querubin,
earnestly solicits the honour of throwing himself at your feet, as
the onl.y consolation that now remains to him."
" I scarcely know," replied the lad.y, "what purpose can be
answered b.y such an introduction; but if the marquis desires it, I
have no objection to receive him. If he will present himself hera
to-morrow at this hour, he will find me at home."
It is possible that Criquet's mission might not have been so
successful, but the lad.y's curiosity pleaded powerfully in his
favour. She could not help desiring to see the man who was willingto have raised her to the rank she had so much desired, and to
have an opportunity of comparing what she had gained with what
she had lost; and certainl.y, when the figure of Don Querubin presented itself to her eyes, it required either an excess of virtue, or
of ambition, to regret the exchange she had made, in becoming the
mistress of the elegant and accomplished Eochechouart, rather
than the wife of the honourable, but extremely ugly old Spaniard.
The marquis, who considered her not only a most lovely, but
from what Criquet had related to him, a most injured woman,
approached her with as much deference as if she had been a.
goddess; and he would have literally thrown himself at her feet,
as he had threatened in his letter, but that Criquet not being at
hand to help him, he somewhat distrusted his own alacrity in rising
again; so he contented himself with raising her fair hand to his
lips, and bowing to the ground.
" Aladame," said he, " you see before you the most disappointed
of men; and whatever regret I may have hither felt, its poignancy
•wiU be from this moment tenfold augmented. You are doubtless
acquainted with the hopes I was led to entertain, and which for
some months I refused to resign."
"Your disappointment, sir," said the lady, "did not originate
•with me; or, at least, if it did do so in any degree, it was only my
excessive inexperience that was in fault. I was conducted to
Paris, whUe I thought I was on my way to Bordeaux; and after
my arrival here, circumstances occurred which changed aU my
prospects. The person to whom I -was intrusted took advantage
of my ignorance of the world, and I had no means of extricatin<*
m.yself from his toils."
" I have heard something, madame," replied the marquis, "ot
an odious imposition being practised upon you; and, from a circumstance known only to me and Criquet my valet, I am too
much disposed to beUeve the report well founded; and I have
requested the honour of this interview, madam, not only that I
might enjoy the privUege of contemplating your divine beaut.y,
which I had once hoped to caU my own, but also to offer myself
as an avenger of the -wrongs you have received. I here lay m.v
sword at your feet; and I shaU never consider myself worthy of
•n-earing it again, unless you'U permit me to draw it in your
cause."
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" Y o u are very good, sir," repUed Aladame Amabel, calmly;
" but it is much too late to think of avenging my -wrongs, whatever
they may have been. I don't deny that I was deceived; but my
own foolish ambition aided the deception ; and though the person
to whom I was entrusted betrayed me, he was a viUain, unworthy
the sword of an honourable man. Added to which, even were it
desirable, I could not tell you where to find him. After he had
received the price of his vUlany, he disappeared, and I have never
seen him since."
_ " A n d is there no other person, madame," inquired Don Querubin, " w h o merits your reproaches ?"
" None, sir," replied the lady. " A t least, whatever resentrnent
I may have entertained against any one else, has long since
expired. The truth is, sir, as you seem interested in my fate, that
for nearly three months I believed myself the wife of the Due de
Eochechouart; and when, at the end of that time, I discovered the
deception that had been practised upon me, I had become too
much attached to him to desire to part. I married him from
ambition, b u t I live with him because 1 love him. H e leaves me
nothing to wish for, but his name, that it's in his power to bestow;
and that, now that I know the world better, I am aware I ought
never to have aspired to. I don't deny that I am disappointed,
imd that my situation is not what I would have chosen; but it can
never be mended now, neither do I desire to change it. I t is,
therefore, useless to speak more on the subject. Do you stUl
correspond with Air. Gaveston, sir ?" she added. " Do you know
if he is married ?"
" The rascal!" replied Don Querubin, clenching his teeth; " the
scoundrel! to betray such an angel. I correspond with h i m !
Nc\-er! But he is married, I learn from Alonsieur Eaoul. H e
married the daughter of his principal—the poor man that was
murdered."
" Alurilered!" cried Aladame Amabel. "AYas Air. AA^entworth
murdered ? Bv whom ?"
"B.y his sen'ant. I heard," replied the marquis; " b u t I never
learnt the particulars ; it was somewhere on the road, -when he
was travelling. I think."
" A n d how long is it since this happened?" inquired the lady.
" I s it lately?"
" Oh n o ! " returned the marquis. " Let me see; we heard of it
in Bordeaux, about the time I was looking for your arrival. I
remember I bad sent t'liquet in to make inquiries at the Quay,
and at the coach-oiliee, for I didn't kiio^c which wa.v you proposed
to travel, and there he saw- Alonsieur l\:ioul, who mentioned that
he had just got a letter from Alonsieur Simpson, to say his principal
-was dead."
" jVnd that ho was murdered?" said Aladame Amabel.
" Assuredly," replied Don Querubin,
" I should like to hear the particulars," said the ladi'. " Can't
you recal t h e m ? "
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" I forget," returned the marquis; "but perhaps Criquet may
recollect: he is in the ante-room, if you'll permit me to call him in
and question him."
" Pray do," said Aladame Amabel; and Criquet was summoned.
" Oh, yes." said he, on being interrogated. " I remember very
-v\-ell -\vhat Air. Eaoul told me. He was traveUing, the poor gentleman, returning from the sea to his own house, and he was murdered at an inn on the road, by his own footman."
" By his own footman !" exclaimed Madame Amabel; " did you
hoar his name? "
" If I did I have forgotten it," replied Criquet; " the English
names are difficult."
" But are .you sure it was about the time .you were expecting my
arrival at Bordeaux?"
" Quite sure," said Criquet. " I t was to inquire for your ladyship that I went to Bordeaux, by the marquis's orders; and I
called at Alonsieur Erioul's, to ask if there were any letters, and.
it was then he told me of it. He had just received the news."
" And it had just happened, had it ?" inquired Madame Amabel.
" Then it must have been after Air. Gaveston's marriage?"
" No, no," replied Criquet; " it had happened sometime before,
I think ; and for that viUain, Gaveston, he was not married tUl
some time afterwards. We had him in Bordeaux after the old
gentleman's death; but he was not married then."
" It's very singular," said Madame Amabel. " I wish you could
teU me more about it. AYas the footman taken?"
" O h no," answered Criquet. " I remember now—he was not
taken, and it -was for love he did it. Gaveston himself told Alonsieur Eaoul so, when he came to Bordeaux—for, for our parts,"
added Criquet, looking at Don Querubin, " tve never spoke to
him."
" The -wretch !" exclaimed the marquis ; " never shaU he set his
foot within the Chateau de la Eosa."
"Butgo on," said Madame Amabel; "and teU me aU you can
remember—you say he did it for love?"
" Ay," answered Criquet; " so said Gaveston. It appeared that
he was in love with one of the servants of the house—a very handsome girl, but she was a bad one, and she w^ould not have him
because he'd no money. So he robbed the poor old man, aud
murdered him, and thej^ both went off together."
" AYhat! the footmau and the dairymaid ?" exclaimed Madame
Amabel.
" I can't sa.y whether she was the dairymaid," answered Criquet; "but I know^ it was one of the servants of the house, and
that they both disappeared after the murder, and had not been
heard of since."
•'Heavens and earth!" exclaimed Madame Amabel. " A u d i t
was Gaveston who told this story?"
" I t was himself," replied Criquet. " I didn't hear him, be9 9,
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cause, as I said before, we don't speak to h i m ; but I had it from
M r . Eaoul, to whom he related the particulars."
" Gracious heavens !" again exclaimed the lady.
" B u t he's a scoundrel, that Gaveston," added Criquet, observing
that for some reason or other she was very much affected by the
inteUigence; " he's not to be believed. Perhaps there's not a word
of t r u t h in the story."
" The fact of the murder cannot be doubted," said the marquis,
" because the news came from M r . Simpson, who is an honest
man."
" But -nhy do you doubt Air. Gaveston's word?" inquired M a dame Amabel; " ha-ve you any particular reason for doing s o ? "
''Because he's a viUain," answered Criquet.
" It's too true," rejoined the marquis ; " read that letter, and
you'U be convinced of i t ; " and he handed her Gaveston's letter,
which he had brought with him.
" G o o d heavens!" once more exclaimed Amabel, who seemed
quite overwhelmed with these discoveries. " AV^hat could be his
motive?"
" AA'e never could conceive his motive, madame," replied the
marquis. " to tell you the truth. Could we, Criquet?"
" N e v e r , " answered Criquet. " H a d it not been for that infamous clause at the termination of the letter, we should have
supposed that .you were some young lady, perhaps a relation of
his own. for whom he wished to obtain an advantageous settlement;
and that he had proposed the alliance from knowing my lord the
marquis's predilection for the ladies of .vour country."
" I t was so I understood it," returned Madame Amabel. " The
fact is Air. Gaveston desired to make love to me on his own account : but, aware that he was engaged to Miss Wentworth, I
wouldn't listen to him. H e then pretended to be my friend, aud
told me that he was acquainted with a nobleman at Bordeaux, who
had commissioned him to look out for an English -wife for him,
and that he would send me there, only that I must mention to
nobody where I was going; aud he himself arranged everything
sccretl.v for ni.v journey."
•• It is quite true that I had said to him that I wished he would
find me a beautiful Eniilish bride," returned the marquis. " B u t
it was a villanous thing of him to proi)ose a false marriage, and I
cannot conceive his motive fordointc it."
" I think 1 can," saiil Aladame Amabel. " lie thought that my
ambition -oould inspire me with a desire io visit I'higland as a
marchioness. I remeinlier hinting something of the sort, for I
-was very vain, and as <illy as a child: and ho wished to put
that out of my power. Buti are you sure he married Aliss Wentworth?"
'• H e married the ilaiinhter of the murdered gentleman, beyond
a doubt." replied Pon (Querubin : " siiu e which, he nolongertakes
an active jiart in the business. The correspondence of the firm is
canied on through Air. Simpson."
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" That was the clerk, I think?" said Aladame Amabel.
" He was," replied the marquis ; " but he is now a partner."
" I should be happy to have his address," said the lady, " if you
could give it me."
" I can procure it from Air. Eaoul," replied the marquis. And
he and Criquet took their leave, charmed -nith Madame Amabel,
and with permission to repeat their visit.

CHAPTEE XL.
SUSAN VISITS HER OLD ACQU.\i::TANCE.

THE injury Airs. Aytoun's health had sustained proving of a
more permanent nature than was expected, she was at length recommended to try the effect of travelling for a ,vear or two: in
pursuance of which adrice, their little establishment was broken
up, and their servants discharged. She accompanied her husband
to the continent, and Susan found a situation as housemaid, in the
faniUv of a Air, and Airs. Cripps, who resided in the neighbourhood of Clapham.
Air. Cripps had formerl.v been a grocer in the cit.'c, and had
retired from business with a very considerable fortune, a -wife, and
three daughters. He lived in a handsome house, with iron gates,
and a carriage-drive up to the door in front, and a large garden
with graperies and hot-houses behind; and he maintained his
establishment and his table on a liberal and hospitable footing.
The day before Susan quitted London to undertake her new
serrice, she paid a visit to her friend Dobbs, who was stUl hving in
Parhament-street; and also to Julia, -n'ho, by Air. Simpson's kindness, had been settled in a small neat shop at KJnightsbridge, as a
haberdasher; where she was doing very well, and making a decent
maintenance for herself and her chUd.
Harry Leeson's disappearance, which they had heard of, at the
time it occurred, from Jeremy, had been a source of extreme unliappiness both to Dobbs and to Susan : and though now several
years had elapsed since his departiu-e, their anxiety had experienced but little alleriation. Air. Simpson had made every eflbrt
to discover hun for some time, by means of advertisements and
handbUls; but Harr.v, who knew nothing of the fi'iend he had in
his uncle's old clerk, beheved that the invitations to return were
only lures held out b.v Gaveston to get him again into his power;
and as he soon found himself, through the friendship of Captain
Glassford, in a comfortable situation, -with a fair prospect of independence in view, his pride and resentment made him resolve
never to present huuself before his enem.y tUl he had attained an
age and station that should be a check upon his insolence.
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To reheve Fanny's anxiety, he had written her a few lines from
one of the W e s t India Islands, assuring her that he was safe and
well provided for, and that, in process of time, she should see him
again, but giving her no clue by which he might be traced. This
he had done during his \ o.vage in the Fire-fly, soon after his departure from Oakfield; and from that time nothing had been
heard of him. The general apprehension amongst his friend?
was tb.at he had gone on board some ship as a seaman; and this
notion gained strength when years elapsed without farther intelligence.
On this, the most interesting subject to Susan, Dobbs had no
news to give ; but she had heard from Oakfield that Airs, Gave,
ston •nas no longer residing there, but had quitted her husband,
and was living with a sister of her father, at Brighton, H e lecl
her such a life, Jeremy said, that Air, Simpson had advised the
step, and had made aU the necessary arrangements for her.
Jeremy himself had taken a small inn in the neighbourhood; for
that retaining his situation after his mistress was gone, was out of
the question. Gaveston he described as insupportable; growing
dail.^- more gloomy, arbitrary, and t.yrannical, and above all, suspicious ; and that the minister of the parish had been heard to
liken him to certain tyrants of old, called Di and Ishus, who had
false ears made so large that the.v could hear what everybody said
of them. •• Alore fools they," as Air. .leremy justly observed. H e
concluded his letter with some aflecting remarks on the dechning
state of Airs. .leremy's heaUh ; observing, at the same time, in a
manner that Dobbs thought rather significant, that deplorable as
such a loss would be, it was quite impossible he could live without
a wife, and that he shoidd be imder the melancholy necessity of
immediately looking out for another,
" Bless the man," said Dobbs ; " does he think I'd have h i m ? "
"AA'h.vnot?" answered Susan. " H e ' s a good man, comfortabl.v to do, and much of an age for you."
" That's aU true," said Dobbs. with a laugh that Susan fancied
did not augur ill for Air. .leremy's hcipes—" but the world would
make such a joke of it, if I was to get married at this time of day.
Bill, by-the-b.v. Susan, there's a bit of news in the letter about an
old friend of yours."
" .Vbout AViUiam Dean, is it r" asked Susan, -with a slight blush.
" ' D e e d is it,'' answered Dobbs, " a n d I scarce know- what to
sa.v for him. I didn't think William would have done .so."
" AVhat has he done?" inquired Susan; " n o t h i n g wrong, I
hope? "
" I t ' s not what's right," replied Dobbs, "after what passed
between him and you, .leremy says he's keeping company with
Grace Litihlfoot, Alabel's sister."
" I don't blame him for giving up thoughts of me," answered
Susan. " I alwa.\-s told him he -would be very silly to keep from
marryii.g for mv sake ; and it is time AViUiam thought of settling;
hvl 1 almost -nondcr at his fixing on Grace, though, to be sure,
she's very pretty."
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" I'm afraid it's not for her beauty so mucn as for her riches,"
answered Dobbs, " at least so Jeremy says; but perhaps that'? in
aniier."
" H e r riches !" exclahned Susan.
" Ay," replied Dobbs, " .you may well stare. But it seems that
eveiy Christmas, for some time back, Grace has received a present
of money as regularl.y as the Christmas came, without ever being
able to make out who sent it till lately; and then there came a
letter from Alabel."
" From Mabel!" cried Susan, eagerly; " and is there anything
about Andrew ?"
" AYait, and I'U tell you," answered Dobbs. " The letter begins
with hoping she has regularly received the money every Christmas,
and that she is well and happy. Then it says t h a t she, t h a t is
Alabel, has heard b.y chance that Mr. Wentworth is dead, and
that he was supposed to have been murdered b.y his footman;
and she desires to learn all the particulars—what footman it was,
and when it happened—and whether the man was taken. She
adds, that she never can believe it could be Andrew, -who was so
much attached to the famUy; and was, besides, such a good
younc man."
" Then she doesn't seem to know anything about Andrew," said
Susan.
" Nothing in the world," answered Dobbs. " But then, as
Jeremy says, that goes for nothing; because if she does know, of
course she wouldn't own it."
" B u t then she needn't have written to ask what she knew
already," said Susan.
" But to find out what people thinks about it, perhaps," said
Dobbs. " However, there's no saying; for my part, I never believed that she went away with Andrew, and I don't beheve it
now."
" But where is she ?" inquired Susan. " I'U go to her, and find
out the truth, if I beg my bread along the road."
" A h ! there's the thing," repliedDobbs; "nobod.y knows; and she
doesn't say a word about herself from the beginning of the letter
to the end of i t ; and there's no hint of where she is, nor who she
is, married or single. The only thing that makes them think she's
married is, that she advises Grace to be satisfied with her own
station, and not to be looking for a match above herself, as she
always had done; for that pride of that sort is sure to meet with
a faU, and bring people into trouble. So they think that she ha.<s
married somebody that treats her Ul."
" And where is Grace's answer to be sent?" inquired Susan.
" T o a banker's here in Lunnun," responded D o b b s ; " a n d
Grace wrote to the banker to beg he'd tell her where her sister
w a s ; but the answer came, that he had received the commission
from one of his correspondents, but that he knew nothing further
on the subject."
" A n d WiUiam's keeping company with Grace, is h e ? " said
Susan.
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" H e is," answered Dobbs. " I t seems he has had a hking for
her for some time; but people beUeving her sister went away with
Andrew, and was somehow concerned in the murder, made him
fearful of making up to her. But now this letter's come, he says
it's clear Mabel knows nothing of Andrew, and that he don't see
why Grace should suffer for what she'd nothing to do with, anyway."
" I don't see why she should, either," replied Susan; " a n d I
don't blame "WUham at aU. H e would have taken me when I
was in the midst of my troubles, with scarcely a creature to speak
to, except Mr. J e r e m y ; and that's what few men would have
done. Grace was always a very nice girl, and I never heard anything against her."
" N o r against Mabel either, tUl she went away, except her
pride," observed Dobbs.
" Nothing else," answered Susan; " and I wonder people didn't
see how improbable it was that her pride would let her go off
-with a poor lad Uke Andrew, without even being married to him.
She'd refused many better offers than A n d r e w ; that everybody
kne-n'. And is that all the news from Oakfield?" inquired she.
" Y e s , " answered D o b b s ; "except that Mr. Gaveston's got
himself made a magistrate for the county, and is making himself
very b u s y ; Jeremv says, meddhng with everything. There's
talk of a new road being made somewhere, and J e r e m y says that
M r . Gaveston wants it one way, and the rest of the magistrates
another; and they are all at sixes and sevens about i t ; Gaveston's
•so t.>T.-annical and obstinate."
After giving Dobbs her address, and requesting her to send her
any information she might get either about Mabel or Henry,
Susan took her leave, and proceeded to pay her visit to Julia.
J u h a had nothing ver.y particular to relate, except that she had
seen Air. D.vson. " I happened to be standing at the door," she
said, " when he was passing on the outside of one of the Bath
coaches, and saw me. H e called to the coachman, and got down
directly. H e said he'd been abroad sometime; and that ever
since his return he'd been looking for me."
" B u t you wont have anything more to sa.y to him, s u r e ? " said
Susan.
" O h n o ! " replied .lulia, "never, depend upon t h a t ; neither
does he desire it, I fanc.y AVhat he wanted, was some deed, or
-will, or something of that sort, that he says was left iu the lodging we were lixing in, when he went awa.y ; and I do remember
his once showing me such a thinjz, and desiring me to take care of
i t ; but that was some time before, and what became of it I can't
hink, A\'hen we fell into .such distress, after he went away, I
•farted w ith ever.ythiug by deijjrce.s, and the parchment may have
been amongst some of the thiiit,'s ; I couldn't sa.y. Heaven knows!
I may have lidited the tire with it some da.v, -when .lulia was so
ill; for I often didn't know what I was doing, m.y mind was in
such a distracted state
i\it he says it's of value, and would bring
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him money; and he wants me to tr.y and find out what became
of it; so the first evening I can spare from the shop, I'll go to
the lodging, and inquire if such a thing was found; but I don't
expect to hear anything of it,"
" I wouldn't encourage his acquaintance, if I were you," replied
Susan, " If he's seen coming here, it may get you an iU name in
the neighbourhood."
" I wont let him come here," answered Julia. " The onl.y
reason I was glad to see him, is, that I have no other way of
sending a message to Air. Godfre.y. Now, he says, though Mr.
Godfre.y has been married some years, he has no children, and
if he shouldn't happen to have any, perhaps if he w^ero but to
.see what a nice little girl Julia is grown, he might do something
for her, which would be a great relief to my mind."
" I wouldn't look to an.y such thing, if I were you," replied
Susan ; " but I'd bring Julia up to get her living in some decent
way: and above all, never give her a notion that she has a rich
father. From his past conduct I shouldn't expect anything from
him; and if it ever comes, it wont be the less welcome for coming
unlocked for."

CHAPTEE XLI.
THE READER IS INTRODUCED TO A PERSON OF DISTINCTION.

ON the foUowing day. Susan proceeded to Virginia House, the
residence of Mr. and Mrs. Cripps, and was installed in her new
situation.
Air. and Mrs. Cripps were in man.y respects an extremel.y
happy couple. They were rich, good-tempered, and fat; and had
three daughters, whom they thought not to be equalled by any
daughters that ever were born. The eldest. Miss Caroline, was a
Itteauty ; she had very fair hair, that fiowed in a profession of soft
ringlets over a very white neck; her person was petite, and her
features extremel.y small and unmeaning. Miss Livia, the second
was less remarkable for her personal charms ; but she was of;
very inciuiring turn of mind, and extremely anxious to be well in
formed on all subjects. As her papa justl.y observed, " Let Liy\
alone ; she'U never let anything go by without asking the mean
ing of it."
As for Miss Jemima, the j'oungest, she was, as her mamm?
assured everybody, a -progidy. Nothing came amiss to her. She
always knew her lessons, although nobody ever saw her looking
iu a book; she had such an ear for music, that having heard a
tune once, she was sure to be humming it the whole day afterwards ; her dancing.master said she was his best scholar, although
she had only, as Mrs. Cripps observed, been at it a quarter : " as
for drawing," said the admiring parent, " she has such a turn for
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doing things after nature, that I wont have her taught, for fea,r it
should^ cramp her genius. F o r as dear Mr. Cripps remarked,
when she showed him a ship she'd done after nature, when we were
at Margate, ' Anybody can draw if they're taught; but the true
test of talent is to do it without.'"
_ Y ' i t h respect to education, beyond reading and writing, two
faculties which she very sparhigly made use of. Miss Caroline
never had a n y ; because, being a beauty, she thought, and her
parents were of the same opinion, that learning was quite unnecessary. Added to which, her constitution being delicate, might
have been injured by application. A few abortive attempts had
been made to educate Aliss Liria in her childhood: but they were
soon abandoned, not only being found ineffectual, but superfluous;
the young lad.y's desire for information being sufficiently active
to supply all that was required; and her preference for oral instruction as decided as was her aversion to whatever was presented to her in a Uterary shape. Miss Jemima was yet a child;
but it appeared to her parents as unnecessary to educate her as
the others, because she was evidently determined to educate herself As Air, Cripps observed, " Teach Jemmy her A, B, C, and
leave the rest to her," This was accordingly done, and apparently with great success; as at nine years old Jemmy was found
to have read a great deal, and to be acquainted with many tMngs
that were utterly unknown to the rest of the family,
AU this was very gratifying ; and Mr, and Mrs. Cripps would
have been a ver.y happy couple, but for one drawback; which was,
that the people in the neighbom'hood of Virginia House, whose
dominions were no larger than theirs, and whose fori-unes were
generaU.v not near so large, did not visit them. Unacquainted
with the manners of polite life, they had themselves, on their flrst
settlement there, made some rather indiscreet advances, which
bad been ill received, and had probably operated against them,
and been sufficient, combined -with other slight objections, to obstruct their entraucc into societ.v, so that the.y lived alone in their
glorv. This was strange, as Air. and Airs. Cripps justly thought,
where fhcre were three such daughters in a famil.y, each of whom
had the prospect of fifty thousand pounds ; ,and it was extieraely
mortilying to the parents; who, although they would have been
crmtcnt with inferior society themselves, were ambitious for their
children, whom they had hoped to see exalted into another sphere
b.v marria^'e ; and who had, with that view, drojiped all communication with their former acquaintance when the.y retired from
business. It -^vas a great misfortune to them, that the most
fashionable young man of the neighbourliood. he whose example
all the rest followed, had declared flecidedl.v against them. He
could alloi-d to do it, because he -was eii^ageci to he married to a
.young lad.v -n'ith thirt.v thousand pounds already, who had reasons
of her own for wishing- to exclude the Crii)pses from society; and
the others, who were not equally independent, and to whom
the fifty thousand pounds woxUd have been very acceptable, turned
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their backs on Virginia House, because no one amongst them had
courage enough to set up for himself, and foUow his own inclinations.
Their isolation formed also a considerable obstruction in tho
way of Aliss Livy's education; limiting her opportunities of inquiring, and restricting her means of information.
In order to compensate in some degree for these disadvantages.
Air, Cripps took his famUy every .year to the sea-side, where they
could attend the public assemblies and breakfasts; and sometimes succeeded in making an acquaintance who -was wdlling, after
their return home, to accept of the hospitahties of Virginia House.
At the period of Susan's location in the family, they had just
returned from one of these annual excursions; and it was
rumoured amongst the servants, that the expedition had resulted
in a very fair prospect of a high alliance for Aliss Caroline. The
lad.y's maid, who had accompanied them from home, narrated, that
a foreign gentleman of distinction had been struck with Miss
Carry at a ball, and was remarked to take up his glass whenever
he met her ; that some days afterwards, she had herself been introduced to his servant, a tip-top sort of man, at the races ; and
that when his master rode past, and took up his glass to look at
Aliss Carry, who was in the carriage, he had observed, not the
least knowing that she belonged to the family, that that was the
young lady his master was in love with.
" AYhy don't he teU her so then? said I," continued Mrs.
Gimp, the abigail in question; " who knows but she might take a
fancy to him ?"
" How do you know but he has told her?" responded George,
the count's servant.
" Because I know he has not," answered Gimp. " If he had, I
should have heard of it, because I belong to the famUy."
" Upon that," observed Gimp, " the man seemed quite struck,
for it was evident he'd no idea who I was. ' Oh!' said he, then,
eyeing me from top to toe ; and I had on a pink spencer, and a
pea-green bonnet, as good as new, that Miss Carry herself had
only just given me; 'Oh!' says he, quite surprised, ' then it is ?
genteel family, after aU.'
" ' A genteel famUy,' says I, 'to be sure it is. AVhy, that's their
O-wn carriage and horses they're riding in.'
" ' Is it?' says the man ; ' I declare you perfectly astonish me,
We heard they were nothing but tradesfolks from London,
and that was why my master, the count, refused an introduction ; for, of course, persons of his rank are exceedingly particular
who they make acquaintance with at these sort of places.'—' No
doubt,' says I ; ' and so are we very particular, who we make
acquaintance writh, I assure you. But as for tradesfolks from
London, my master is Mr. Cripps, of A-^irginia House, as handsome a place as you'd wish to see; a gentleman with two hundred
thousand pounds, if he's worth a farthing.'
" ' God bless me!' exclaimed the valet; ' it's really a pity the
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count refused an introduction, on the young lady's account. I t
might have been a fine thing for her.'
" ' And for him too,' says I . ' I suppose he'd have no objection
to fift.y thousand pounds ?'
" ' N o , ' says h e ; ' I suppose he'd have no objection—nobody
h a s ; but it wouldn't be any consideration, with all his estates.
Lord bless y o u ! he's one of the richest noblemen in Europe.'
" ' You don't sa.y so !' says I .
H e is,' says h e ; ' why, don't j'Ou know who he is ?'
' " N o t I,'saj's I : ' A l i s s Carry couldn't tell us his name.'
" ' O h , then,' says he, looking sly, 'Aliss Carry did speak of himP'
" ' D i d she?' says I, ' t o be sure she did. " I don't know b u t
^liat she was as much struck as he w a s ; only it's no business of
mine to say so, she being a young lady, unless he'd spoke first;
so of course you won't tell him.'
" ' O h , no,' saj-s he, 'honour bright!' laying his hand on his
breast.
" I knew he would teU, in course," continued Gimp : he'd ha'
been a fool not. ' But,' says I, ' you was going to tell us his
name, and who he is.'
" ' AA'hy, Lord,' says he, ' I thought everybody knew t h a t !
AMiv he's the famous Count Euckloony. to be sure; the greatest
proprietor in Europe. I n course. Air. Cripps must have heard
of lum in his travels.'
" ' I dare sa.y he has,' sa3-s I ; ' and I am sure it's a pit.y such a
handsome couple as they'd make, that the.y shoulcln't be acquainted. He's so dark, and she's so fair, t h a t the.v'd make a
beautiful match.'
" ' It's a pity, certainl.y, answered the m a n ; ' b u t I'm afraid it's
too late now-, for the count wUl only be here one more ball.
After that, he must go up to London, to pay his respects to the
king, that's expectiuLC him on a visit.'
" AVell," continued Gimp, " you may be sure Miss Carry -vs'cnt
t o the next ball; and beautiful she looked, in her blue and sUver;
and the count was introduced bv the master of the ceremonies,
and danced with her: and they sav the w hole compan.y stood by
to see them, the.y danced so bcautifuU.v, After that, he called
Several times, and jiaid great attention to Al iss Carr.v; and he's
coming to Virginia House, as soon as the king can spare him
away from the palace."
I t was probabl.y from symiiathy with Miss Carr.y's feehngs, or
with the count's impatience, but the king did spare him sooner
than was expected: and one fine morning the count arrived on
ji'jrseback, to make a call.
H e appeared, as far as it was possible to distinguish his features,
a handsome man, of about fort.v, or thereabouts; but his face
was provided with such a plentiful crop of dark hair, which was
suffered to grow A\ liercver there was the slightest excuse for it,
that it was not cas.\' to discover exactly what sort of ground it
covered. His figure was good, and his dress extremely fashion-
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able ; but with some additions of foreign ornament and splendour,
not general amongst English gentlemen at that period.
A\ ith respect to his manner, it was grave, deliberate, and selfpossessed. H e was b.y no means a great talker, rather the contrar.y; but Miss Livy found him an invaluable acquisition, as he
was prepared to answer all her questions, never being at a loss
upon any subject whatever. H e spoke English fluently, and with
very little accent, sometimes, indeed, with none at aU; a peculiarity
of which Aliss Li^'y very naturally inquired the reason; and he
informed her, that it arose from his having acquired the language
from two different masters. One was himself a foreigner, and
taught it him with a foreign accent; the other was an Englishman, and taught him without any; and the result was, that he
sometimes spoke like one of his instructors, and sometimes like
the other ; which, Mr, Cripps observed, was " e x t r e m e l y n a t u r a l ; "
recommending him, at the same time, to " stick to the Enghshman, and cut the parlez-vous," But Miss Carry, on the contrary,
preferred the accent; on which account it probably was that he
continued to vary his mode of speaking in a manner that alternatel.v satisfied each. Finally, to complete the count's description,
he never laughed, or even smiled; his gravity was imperturbable;
a peculiarity which, as may be easily conceived, gave him an air
of dignity and superiority to the rest of mankind that was truly
imposin^^
''This distinguished person having alighted from his horse, and
followed the footman to the drawing-room, who announced him
as Count Euckalony, presented himself with his usual cahn
demeanour, which formed a striking contrast to the excitement
and eagerness with which he was received.
" It's so good of you to remember us so soon," exclaimed Mrs.
Cripps. " W e were half afraid you'd have forgotten the direction ; and dear Mr. Cripps was thinking of enclosing a card t o
the king's palace, where we supposed you must be staying."
_ " I t ' s impossible I could forget," answered the count, with a
significant glance at Miss Carry.
" So Liyy said," replied Mrs. Cripps. " ' For,' says she, ' h o w
could he have so much information on every subject, if he
couldn't keep such a trifhng thing as a direction in his mind?' "
" Aliss Livy's observation was extremely just," returned t h e
count. " I make it a rule never to forget anything."
"AA^e hardly expected his majesty could have spared you so
soon," observed Mrs. Cripps.
" Wh.y," replied the count, " to say the truth, my visit has been
curtaUed b.y a circumstance that, situated as I am, I cannot help
exceedingly regrettins];;" and here he cast another expressive
glance towards Miss Carry.
" N o t h i n g unpleasant, I hope?" said Mrs. Cripps.
" Only inasmuch as it will oblige me to quit this country sooner
than I had intended," answered the count. " The fact is, I am
summoned to the court of Austria on particular business."
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" G o o d gracious!" exclaimed Mrs. Cripps and Miss Li^'y;
" h o w unfortunate!" A'vTiilst Miss Carry said nothing; but as
she walked to the window and took out her pocket-handkerchief,
it was presumed that she was considerably affected by the
intelligence.
" But you'U come back to us ?" said Mrs. Cripps, affectionately.
" Should it be in my power, I shall be too happy to do so,"
returned the count. " B u t these things do not always depend
upon ourselves. AYe are unfortunately not so independent of our
sovereign as you are in this country. l i e sometimes interferes
in our famU.y affairs, in a manner that crosses our dearest
inclinations."
" Goodness!" cried Miss Livy, " w h a t does he do?''
"Proposes an aUiance, for example, which we are not at libert.y
to decline. Or, perhaps, forbids one that we have set our hearts
upon."
H e r e Aliss Carry, who stUl kept her place at the window, with
her back turned to the company, raised her handkerchief to her
face and appeared to be -sviping her eyes.
" There is nothmg of that sort likel.y at present, I hope," said
M r s . Cripps, as she rose and presented her rinaigrette to Miss Carry.
" I trust not," replied the count; " b u t I confess I am not without apprehensions; it is one of the misfortunes attending large
possessions that we are not always permitted to bestow them as
we would desire. There is a niece of the emperor's at present of
marriageable years, and they -will naturall.y be looking for suitable
alliance for her."
H e r e Air. Cripps, whom the servants had been sent in search
of made his appearance in the drawing-room, and after exchanginir greetings with the count, -n^as informed of the threatened
calamit.y ; vdiile Aliss Carry's emotion became so uncontrollable,
that her mamma recommended her ciuitting the room, which she
incontinently did,
" AVhat!" exclaimed Air, Cripps, " would the Emperor of Hungary, or whatever he is. go to marry a chap at your time of life,
whether he will or no ! I'.y jingo ! that's a pretty go !"
" It's shocking tyrannical," said Airs. Cripps, " and very affecti n g ; " and she imt her hand in her pocket for her handkerchief,
b u t unluclvil.v she had left it up-stairs.
" I know what I'd do," said Aliss .Icmmy, who had hitherto
been a silent listener to the conversation, " i f I was as big as the
count, and an.vbody wanted to marry me against my will,"
"AVhat would .vou d o ? " inquired Airs, Cripps,
" AN^hy I'd marry tho person I liked directl.y, before the emperor
could hinder m e ; and then he couldn't make you marry twice,
could he ?"
"Certainly uot," replied the count; " if I were so fortunate aa
to have time to follow your advice, Aliss Jemima, I should esteem
myself a happy man. But the orders of the emperor are peremptory. I must depart almost immediately."
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" How soon ?" inquired Miss Jemmy.
" In a fortnight at furthest, I fear," said the count.
"And can't people be married in a fortnight?" asked Miss
Jemmy.
" No doubt, if everything had been previously settled," replied
the count, " but when one has not procured the lady's consent, or
even dared to make known one's wishes, I feai it would be presumption to entcrtiiin a hope,"
" Not at all," said Mrs. Cripps ; "if the lady hkes you, I don't
see wh.y things can't be as well done in two weeks as in twenty."
" But I am not so happy as to be certain that the lady does hko
me," answered the count, with an air of great modesty.
" Oh yes she does," said Miss Jemmy.
" Jemmy!" exclaimed Mrs. Cripps, " fie ! child; how can .you
talk so ? You don't know what you're saying."
"Yes I do, ma," replied Miss Jemmy. "Isn't Carry saying
she adores the count all day long? I'm sure she said so this
morning to Gimp, when she was dressing her hair; and she asked
Gimp if he wasn't a sweet fellow."
" Oh my goodness!" cried Mrs. Cripps, putting her hands before
her face; " get out of the room. Jemmy; your a very naughty
chUd to talk so. Pray excuse her, count, and don't attend to what
she says. She's such a ver,y precarious chUd, that it's quite impossible to keep her back—quite a -progidy, I assure you."
The count, however, taking advantage of the young lady's communication, pressed for further information ; when Mrs. Cripps,
with all due reluctance and reserve, admitted that she was afraid
he had made a deep impression on poor Carry's heart.
" To be sure he has," added Mr. Cripps. " What's the use of
mincing the matter ? The girl's as fond of him as she can stare."
The count's modesty being thus reassured, and such signal
encouragement given to his suit, he declared that he had no further hesitation in avowing the most decided passion for Miss
Carry; whose charms, he confessed, had touched his heart from
the first moment he beheld her, but that some malignant reports
had prevented his seeking an immediate introduction; now, however, he was too happy in being aUowed to lay his title and fortune
at her feet.
Nothing could exceed the satisfaction of the family at this consummation of their most ambitious hopes, and the triumph it would
afford them over their proud and scornful neighbours. Even the
necessity for so early a union as the count's peculiar circumstances
rendered necessary, appeared to them far from objectionable.
From what they had gathered from Gimp, and from the few words
the count had dropt about " malignant reports," and " declining
an introduction," they were not without apprehensions that a discovery of the very recent date of their transmigration from the
shop in the city to Virginia House, might operate against them
in the aristocratic mind of Eoccaleoni; and that therefore the
shorter the interval before the ceremony the better. Once married.
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as the happ.y couple were to start for the continent immediatel3^
it was not likel.y that the count's prejudices would be disturbed
by hearing anything of the matter.
The preliminary arrangements were soon satisfactorily arranged;
but as much remained to be discussed, the count -was requested
to pass the rest of the day at Virginia House, to which he condescendingly acceded.
I t would be adrisable, he said, to keep their intentions as secret
as possible tUl the ceremony was over, lest any rumour of what
was impending should reach the court of Austria. News traveUed
apace; and of course he had enemies—all great men have—and
there were those connected with the Austrian embassy who would
not be sorry to do him an injury with the emperor. M r . and
Airs. Cripps had not the slightest objection to this precaution.
They were also afflicted with that inseparable symptom of great•jess—they too had enemies, who would be envious of Miss Carry's
nigh fortune ; and who might, in the hope of interrupting the
aUiance, be disposed to volunteer some communications about the
shop and the city.
Thus the views and wishes on both sides perfectly coincided,
and nothing could be more harmonious than the negotiations of
the contracting parties ; more especiaUy as Air. Cripps declared
that, on the wedding-day, he should be prepared to transfer fifty
thousand pounds consols to the bridegroom's account.
" On my part," said the count, " our mode is somewhat different
—you'll allow me to settle a little estate on the young lad.y. I
wish I knew which of those I possess would be most agreeable to
her taste. It's important; because, in the event of her being left
a widow, it would be desirable that she should have a residence
that suited h e r ; and it is perfectl.y immaterial to me-which it is."
Of course Aliss Carry put her handkerehief to her e.yes, at the
word widow; and Airs. Cripps murmured an emphatic "God
forbid!"
"Eoccaleoni," pursued the count, "from which I derive my
title, is naturally entailed on m.v eldest son."
" I l a ! ha !" said Air. Cripps. joiji^Mnii .Miss Carry's elbow ; "we
shall be having a young count soon:" at which ,Aliss Carry said,
" D o n ' t , iia -for shame !" and blushed verv liccoiningl.y.
'• And it is there," added the count, " that I chiefly reside."
" A\']iere is it ?" asked Miss Livy.
" I t ' s in Transylvania," replied the count.
" Is it a pretty place ?" said .Miss Livy.
" Eather splendid than prett\-," answered the count. " T h e
castle is ver.v ancient."
" H o w ancient?" inquired Aliss Liv.v, who, elated with the
exaltation of her sister, was beginning to be in train,
•' I t dates from the reign of Nero." ans-wered the count.
" AVas he the king of Transylvania?" asked Miss Livy.
" H e -was," replied he.
" WeU," said Miss Jemmy, " I've a large sheet of paper, With
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the pictures of all the kings upon it; and there it sa.ys he was the
Emperor of Eome."
" That was his brother," said the count.
" AN'hat's the English of Eoccaleoni ?" inquired Miss Livy.
" It means the rock of lions," replied he.
" Are there lions there?" asked Aliss Liv.y.
We meet with one or two occasiouallv," answered the count.
'• Formerly they were very numerous, as well as the bears ; but
we have extirpated them by degrees."
" AIv goodness!" exclaimed Aliss Carr.v; " I hope I sl-.u'a'i.
meet a lion when I'm out walking in Trans.vlvania."
" I don't think it ver.v likel,^'," answered the count; cver>
precaution wUl be used to prevent it."
" WeU," said Aliss Jemniy, " look here; in m.y book ot animals,
it sa.ys there are no lions except in Asia or Africa."
"Well," said Air. Cripps, "how" do you know but I'rarisvlvania's there too ?"
" I s it?" inquired Aliss Livy.
" No," replied the count, " it's in Europe."
" And the book says there are no lions in Europe," said iViiss
Jemmy.
" The information in books is not to be depended on," answered
the count; " on which account I never read them."
" Nor I," said Aliss Livy; " they go such a round-about wa.v to
teU one anything, and make so man.y words about it, it's quite
tiresome."
" I t is," observed Mr. Cripps; "and the.v're so full of lies.
What was the name of that book t read, Jemm.y ?"
" I t was 'Gulliver's Travels,' " replied Jemmy.
" A h ! " said Mr. Cripps, "he must take us for gulls to believe
him. Lord bless you, such a farrago of lies!"
"Entirely false," said the count. "I've been in those parts
m.yself, and know that his account is not to be depended on."
" If you never read books," said Miss Jemm.y, " how do you
know so many things?"
" Entirel.y b.y observation," answered he; " and by asking questions, as Miss Liv.y does. As for geography, orthography, and the
use of the globes, I learnt them all by traveUing, and making use
of my ej'-es."
" And how did you learn history?" inquired Miss Livy.
" B.y visiting the countries themselves, and talking to the
people," replied he. " For example, when I wanted to learn the
Eoman history, I went to Eome, and questioned the Eomanti
about it. Of course they must know their own history best."
" The devil's in it if they don't," said Mr. Cripps.
And in this sort of improving discourse, the afternoon passed
very agreeably; tUl in the evening the count took his leave, with
a promise of returning on the foUowing day to dinner.
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CHAPTEE XLII.
a c S A N MAKES A DISCOVERY T H A T CHANGES H E R PLANS.

As there were many purchases and preparations to be made in
the short period that intervened before t h e wedding, Mrs. Cripps
and the young ladies spent the succeeding morning in London.
Amongst other wants, it was discovered that the bride would
require a maid to accomuany her abroad. The count h a d given
his opinion, on this subject being mentioned, that it was unnecessary, as English maids were useless on the continent, and he
could casil.v procure an accomplished foreign one as soon as they
had crossed the Channel. B u t Miss Carry had always been accustomed to the services of Gimp, and was, moreover, a remarkably
helpless young lady; and she avowed her utter incapabUity of
dispensing with t h e attendance of a femme-de-chambre;_ besides,
she said, she could not speak French, nor understand it_ either,
and that it was therefore useless for her to engage a foreign servant tiU she had acciuired that accomplishment.
Mrs. Gimp was therefore apphed to, and a proposal made to
her to accompany t h e bride; b u t that prudent lad.y declined to
make any change in her situation. She knew when she was well
off, and preferred the luxuries and comforts of A'irginia House to
the prosiiective accommodations of an ancient castle in Transylvania. Besides, she entertained a decided aversion to old castles,
which, she justly oliserved, were apt to be haunted; and -with
respect to Trans.vlvania, or any such outlandish place, it might
be aU \"ery well for them t h a t liked it, b u t England was good
enough for her.
Susan, who had been accustomed to wait on her former mistress,
aud was a ver.v handy person, was next applied t o ; b u t she also
declined; because, knowing nothing of the count, and thinking
Aliss Carry a fooi, she did not choose to embark herself with their
fortunes. I t therefore became necessary to look out for some one
else to fUl the situation.
I n the meantime, Boccaleoni arrived duly to dinner every day,
and continued liberally to satisfy Aliss Liyv's curiosit,y, and to
store liei- mind with a variety of agreeable information. But Air,
Cripps's hospitalil,\- revolted at seeing his future son-in-law mount
his horse of an evening to return to town, es]ieeiall.v if it happened io rain; and he thcrefoi-e iiroiioscd to the count to establish
himself at A^irginia lionse, and remain there till the wedding.
The eouut said he should be exceedingly hapji.y to do so, and
'.hat ho would send down his servant on the followint,'-morning
With his portmanteau. Airs. Cripps inquired if the man could
bjieak Ihiglish.
" O h yes," ans-n'Ored h e ; " h e is an F.nglishman. I have no
f-creign servant with me at present. This is a very valuable

SUSAN HOPLEY.

291

fellow, that I have had some time. I engaged him on the continent for the purpose of exercising myself in speaking English
before I came here ; and he has been traveUing with me through
France and Italy, in a tour I've been making to look after my
estates in those countries. He's a very superior sort of person
for his situation in life; when we were in Eome, the Eomans
were struck with his resemblance to Julius Caesar."
" AYeU," said Miss Jemmy, " I've got a picture of Julius Cssar
amongst my kings, so I shaU be able to see if he's like him."
" Julius Cfcsar was very bald," observed the count, " and George
is very bald."
" A'V'asn't Julius Ca;sar a great warrior?" inquired Miss Livy.
" He was," replied the count.
" My book says he conquered Britain," remarked Miss Jemmy.
" Whe-sv!" said Mr. Cripps, " that's a good un."
" Absm'd!" said the count.
"Them books of yours is full of lies. Jemmy," said Air.
Cripps; " you should burn them. The man that dares to sa.y
any d
d frog-eating Frenchman ever conc[uered Britain, must
be a rascal."
"Julius Ca3sar wasn't a Frenchman, pa," answered Jemmj-;
" he was a Eoman."
" I t ' s aU one," observed Mr. Cripps. " A Frenchman and a
Eoman's all the same thing. They neither on 'em ever conquered
Britain, nor ever shaU." And Mr. Cripps brandished his knife
and fork in a manner that evinced his determination to prevent it.
" Did Julius Caesar lose his hair in battle ?" inquired Miss Livy.
" He did," answered the count. " I t was singed off by a cannonbaU that passed immediately over his head."
On the foUo-wing morning, Susan was preparing the best bedroom for the count's accommodation, when one of the coaches
which passed the house, drew up, and deposited that great man's
servant and portmanteau at the gate.
" Oh !" said Miss Jemmy, running into the room with a large
sheet of paper in her hand, "look here, Susan; I've brought my
pictures of kings, that I may see if George is like Julius Caesar,
as the count says. That's Julius Cajsar, and here's George
coming up stairs with the portmanteau;" and accordingly the
li^'ing transcript of the Eoman emperor, conducted by the footman, entered the room.
""VYell," cried Miss Jemmy, " I declare he is like him. Turu
round, George, and let me see if you are bald. Look, Susan,
isn't he like hiin ?" And she took hold of her to invite her to a
nearer inspection of the new-comer. But Susan stood transfixed,
staring at the man with no less astonishment than if Julius Caesar
himself had actuaUy stood before her—for George, the count's
servant, was no other than the man with the crooked nose.
" AVho is it I'm like ?'' said ho. " AYhat are you looking at me
BO for ?" apparently more surprised than pleased at the sensation
he had created.
X 2
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" It's to see if you're hke Julius Caesar," replied Aliss J e m m y ;
" a n d now I see you are, I shall go down and tell Livy, that she
may come and look at you too;" and away she ran.
" AA^ell!" said the man, in an impatient tone, to Susan, who,
speechless with amazement, stUl stood with her eyes fixed on his
face; " what the devil are j^oM staring at ? Is this the count's room.-'
" Yes," answered Susan, endeavouring to rouse herself. ' ' A r e
you his servant ?"
" To be sure I am," rephed he. " Did you never see a gentleman's servant before, that you can't take your eyes oft' me ?"
" I t ' s only the likeness I was struck with," answered Susan;
" the chUd had been just showing me the picture."
" It's a joke of my master's," said he, partly recovering his
good humour. " You seem to have a comfortable house here."
" Y e s , " replied Susan, " i t ' s a comfortable house, and everything comfortable about it. I hope Miss Carry wont change for
the worse where she's going ?"
" B l e s s .vou!" cried h e ; " this is nothing to Eoccaleoni. Why,
our pigeon-house is weU nigh as large as this. She'll be astonished when she gets there, I fanc.y."
" Comfort and grandeur don't always go together," observed
Susan.
" AA^ell," said George, " if Eoccaleoni's too large for her taste,
she may go to one of the other estates; there's plenty to pick and
choose from."
" I hope she'U be happ.y," said Susan, with a sigh; for her recognition of George had very considerably abated her respect for
his master. Indeed, an idea occurred to her that never had presented itself before—she had a notion that the count was the very
man she had seen at the police-office, -nith Nose.y, the day she was
there with Airs. A.vtoun, and had overheard Jackson's remarks
upon their c\ idence about the watch and purse.
On that da.v she had onl.y caught a side view of his face as he
went out, and had seen little more than she had .yet seen of the
count's—namely, that it was very much overgrown with dark hair.
But that coincidence, coupled with the appearance of the servant,
awakened some unpleasant suspicions iu her mind.
I t is true, she knew nothing,' iu the -world against George's character herself. She had never even seen or heard of him tiU he
rang at the back-door of ()akfielcl two nights before Air, AVentworth's death; and she had no rational grounds for ))uttiug an iU
construction on so slight a circumstance; nor did .she find that
an.ybod.y else to whom she had mentioned it, was disposed to do
so. H e r dream, if dream it was, could have no weight with anybody but herself; and therefore all the ill she could have advanced against him, was comprised in the few words -lackson had
uttered ; which, after all, did not amount to much more than that
his person -n-as familiar in places not over respectable—but direct
accusation there was none. StiU she could not help auguring iU
of the count, and of Aliss Carry's prospects; and had Air. and
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Airs. Cripps been a different sort of couple, she would have felt inclined to have imparted to them the doubts she could not banish
from her mind; but being what they were, she was quite certain,
that anything she could allege, had she had ten times as much
evidence to adduce, would have no weight in the world against
the count's plausibility.
However, as far as her private interests were concerned, she was
by no means sorry to have this opportunity of making the man's
acquaintance, and discovering his character. She had always
anxiously desired to learn something about him; and now that
the occasion offered, as she feared she could do no good in Miss
Carry's case by interfering, she resolved to use it for her own
satisfaction—to be silent and observe.
AA^itli respect to George, his displeasure appeared to subside
when her inspection ceased; and he conversed with her and the
other servants familiarly enough, answering all their inquiries about
his master by magnificent accounts of his wealth and grandeur.
In the meantime, the days flew rapidl.y by, and it wanted but
three to the wedding. Mrs. Cripps and Miss Carry were gone to
town on their shopping affairs, and Mr. Cripps to transact some
business at the bank ; Miss Livy was embroidering a green cat in
the drawing-room, and Miss Jemm.y was in the coach-house,
drawing the new barouche " after nature ;" whUst the count, who
now seldom left the villa, lest he should be seen by anybody connected with the Austrian embassy, remained behind.
Susan had gone into the garden at the cook's request, to pick
some herbs, and was stooping down behind a row of raspberry
bushes, when she heard footsteps and voices approaching; and
peeping between the leaves, she perceived they proceeded from
;he count and his man George.
They were walking slowly, side by side, with their arms thrown
Dehind their backs, the servant apparently quite as much at his
;asc as the master, and in earnest conversation. She could not
resist her curiosity to overhear something of the dialogue, and she
rhorefore preserved her attitude, and remained as quiet as she
-•oidd.
" But it's too late," said the count. "You should havethought
)f it before."
" Not at all too late, if you manage it weU," replied Georgo' They'U agree to anything you'll propose—they're such fools!"
" I don't know that," answered the count. " Perhaps she
(vont consent herself. She's a d
d fool, certainly; but she's
3;ot a will of her own, for aU that."
" Well, try it," said George. " There's no harm in trying it—"
ind here the course of their walk took them out of Susan's
learing.
Presently, however, they approached again. " Of course," said
Greorge, in answer to some observation of the other's, which had
aot reached Susan ; " of course, I should give up that claim eniirely ; and therefore it's your interest as well as mine."
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" It's a devUish pity you didn't think of it before!" observed
the count, who appeared to be moved by the last suggestion to
take a more favourable view of his companion's proposal, whatever it might be. " There's so little time left; only three days to
do it iu."
" Time enough," answered George. " Propose it to-day at
dinner, you can sa.v it's only for a few weeks ; depend on it, she'll
do it, and leave the rest to me."
" I'U go and sound her about it now," said the count,—and
-with that they turned off and left the garden.
The words she had heard amounted to little or nothing: she
coidd not teU what they meant; they might mean evil or they
might n o t ; b u t the familiarity, the strange tone of equalit.y, that
seemed to subsist between master and man, struck Susan as most
extraordinary. " If I had but sensible people to deal with," she
said to herself, " I ' d speak, although it does want but three days
of the wedding—but they're such fools; by-the-by, that -was what
George said, and certainl.y he was right there."
On the following morning, after breakfast, Susan was summoned
to an inteiwiew with Airs. Cripps. " Susan," said the lady, "we
hav'n't been able to find a maid yet, to accompany the countess
abroad, and now we have but three days before us. All the
women we've seen have objected to go, because the family is not
coming back."
" I n d e e d , ma'am ?" said Susan, " that's a pitv."
" I t ' s very inconvenient," answered Airs. Cripps; "and, perhaps, if we had decided before on letting Livy and Jemima go
with her sister, there wouldn't have been so much difficulty;
because the woman, whoever she is could return with them."
" I s Aliss Liyv going too, ma'am," said Susan; ' ' a n d Miss
Jemima r"
" Yes," answered Airs. Cripps ; " they're both to go ; it wiU be
much better and pleasanter for Carry, as the count says—he's aU
kindness and consideration, I'm sure ; a perfect angel of a man,
he is, as ever lived, Carr\-- 'U be a happy woman, as I'm always
teUini;- her. However, as 1 was saying, Livv's to accompany her
sister, ju.st for a few weeks ; and b.v that time the countess might
get a foreign servant : and w-hoever goes with them might return
with Li\-,\- and the child. But we've no time now to look about
for anvbod.y that would suit."
" A\"out Airs. Giuqi go, ma a m ? " said Susan. " N o , she wont,"
answered Airs. Crijijis ; " I've just been a.sking her. But, perhaps,
as it's for such a short time, Susan, aud it would be such a convenience to us, .vou would ?"
Afany thoughts flashed through Susan's mind at this proposal.
I n the first iilace, her curiosity about George w as yet by no means
satisfied, l i e talked away fluently enough amongst the servants,
and gave them man.y amusing accounts of his travels, the places
and yieople he had seen abroad, and the ways and customs of
foreign nations—but nothing ever transpired about himself per-
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sonally, and he was singularly reserved with respect to all his
former experiences in England. No interrogations elicited from
him in what families he had lived previous to his taking the
count's situation, nor what parts of the country he was acquainted
with. His very name she was yet ignorant of; in short, she knew
no more of him than she did on the day they first met in the
count's bed-chamber, and she was unwilling to lose sight of him
tiU she had made better use of her opportunity.
Then she recalled the conversation she had overheard the day
before in the garden. She now suspected that it regarded Miss
Livy; what it meant she could not tell, but she inclined to think
it was no good. " If I go," thought she, " I ma.y be of some use
to the poor foolish thing, if any harm's intended her."_ "WeU^
ma'am," answered she to Mrs. Cripps, "as it's only for a few
weeks, I've no objection. I'll go with the young ladies."

CHAPTEE X L I I I .
SUSPICIOUS CIRCUMSTAHCES.

THE count having, to Mr. Cripps's infinite satisfaction, announced himself a member of the Protestant Church, the happy
couple were married, b.y special licence, at Virginia House; and
the mutual desire for secresy still prevailing, no one was present
at the ceremony but the famUy themselves, and their servants;
and, as soon as the ladies had exchanged their white robes for
their travelling dresses, the bride and bridegroom, with Miss
Liv.y, started in their new barouche, with George and Susan in
the rumble; the four horses and two postUions decked with
white favours, announcing to the envious neighbourhood, and to
the admiring world, the auspicious event that had taken place.
They slept the first night at Eochester, the second at Dover,
and on the following morniug they crossed the channel to Calais ;
during which interval, Susan remarked nothing very particular in
the conduct of her companions, unless it was the peculiar empressement -with which George handed Miss Li-yy in and out of
the carriage, and attended to all her wants ; taking upon himself,
also, the duty of occasionally answering her questions, -when the
count did not seem disposed to do it himself: which induced the
young lad.y to observe, that she found George a very weU informed
person for his situation in hfe.
AVhen they got over the water, however, the scene in some
respects changed. George, who, from the iDeginning, had been
dressed in plain clothes, and might have passed for one thing as
•«-ell as another, being a sort of fiashy, swaggering man, instead of
acting as he had hitherto done, looking after the luggage and
doing the duty of an attendant, assumed a different tone, com-
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mitting the charge to others, and calling about him with an air of
authority and independence ; and instead of offering to conduct
Susan, to whom he had hitherto been civil enough, up to the
hotel, he desired her to follow with the porters, who were bringing the fuggage, and walked away himself w-ith the rest of the
party. Neither did he assist in unpacking the dresses aud articles
for the toilet that were required; but, having his portmanteau
placed in the bed-room he had selected, he arranged his attire to
his own satisfaction, and then, without saying anything to anybod.y on the subject, he went out.
Susan s curiosity being considerably excited by these unusual
proceedings, she took an opportunity of asking Miss Livy, in the
evening, what was become of him. " O h ! " said the young lady,
" the count says we shall see him again in Paris, where we're
going to-morrow."
" I thought we were going to the count's castle in Transylvania?" said Susan.
'• So we are, afterwards," repUed Aliss Livy; " b u t we're going
to Paris first, where the count says we shall meet a particular
friend of his, caUed Colonel Jones, that he is as fond of as if he
were his brother."
W i t h a mind b.v no means at ease, Susan started, with the rest
of the part.v, for Paris, on the succeeding day. The strange conduct and disappearance of George formed a serious addition to
the previous amount of mystery, and she could not but apprehend
t h a t ' ' worse remained behind." If the servant had been assuming a false character, the chances were that the master had been
doing the same; and she could not avoid certain misgivings with
respect to the estate in Transylvania, and all the other estates;
especially that in the south of France, where, she had one day
heard the count assurini,' Aliss Livv, in answer to her inquiry
" whether echoes ever spoke first r" that a phenomenon of that
nature was to be found. The only encouraging circumstance
was. that Eoccaleoni continued to treat them kincUy; she could
perceive no ditli'rcncc in his behaviour, and the young women appeared perfectly satisfied and happy in his company.
On their arrival in Paris, they took up their abode in the best
apartments of a haiiilsonie hotel; and the count lost no time in
introducing them to the usual round of spectacles and amusenu'iils: cA en Susan, for the first week, much as her suspicions
weri' aw akcneil, observed nothing uncommon iir unsatisfactory in
his proceedings.
One ilay. however, about the eighth or ninth after their arrival,
when she luqipened to be in the salon, receiving' some directions
from the ladies, the la(|iiais-de-])lace entered, and annomiccil
Alonsieur le t'oloncl .loncs; and, to her infinite astonishment,
liiough apparently creating none in the minds of the rest of the
•Ariy, Geoi-^re, the late valet, presented himself, attired in the
eight of the fashion, and with all the ease and confidence of an
old acquaintance.
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" A h ! mon cher,"* said the count, who, now that he was in
France, occasionally garnished his conversation with a few foreign
phrases, " vous voUa, enfin !"t Do you know that we have been
expecting you these three days, with the utmost impatience?
That is, I and my dear little countess here—as for Miss Liv.y, ot
course she had no desire for your arrival; none in the world—
had you Livy ?"
" i am very sorry to hear that," reulied the colonel, taking a
seat beside Aliss Livy, •who laughed and blushed, and looked extremely conscious; '" and, had 1 knowm it sooner, I might have
extended my visit to the duke for another week, as he urged me
to do. But my impatience would not permit of a longer stay;
and I ordered my horses to the door this morning before he was
up, and left a note excusing my sudden departure."
"And how chd you find the duchess, and aU the famUyP" inquired Eoccaleoni.
"Surprisingly weU," answered the colonel; "with the exception of the young marquis, who had a fall from his horse the daj
before I arrived, and had broken the small bone of his arm.
However, he's doing very well."
" AA^as there much company at the chateau?" asked the count.
" A great deal," answered the colonel. " There was the Due
de Eochechouart, the Prince of Tarentum, all the Armagnacs, the
Alarquis and Marchioness de Beauregard, and several others
But, nevertheless, they are extremely anxious for a visit from yoi
and the ladies; and begged I would urge you to fix an earlj
period."
" That I wUl," replied the count, "as soon as we have seen a
few more of the sights of Paris; but, as the weather is so fine ai
present, I wish to take advantage of it, to show my dear littk
Carry the environs of the city. To-morrow we propose spending
the day at Versailles. Perhaps you'll give us the pleasure of youi
company ?"
To this polite invitation the colonel acceded; and shortly after
wards, a walk to the ThuiUeries being proposed, they all foui
started together, Eoccaleoni giving his arm to his wife, and tli<
colonel his to Miss Li-vy.
" WeU," thought Susan, as she looked out of the window aftc!
them, " it may be all right—I hope it is. But why Colonel Jones
should pretend to be the count's servant, I can't for the life o'
me make out; and, for all his fine clothes and great talk, I don'feel clear in my mind that he's not the servant yet."
In the meantime, the colonel and Miss Livy proceeded dowr
the street, for some minutes in a silence which being only inter
rupted by the sighs which ever and anon proceeded from tin
o'ercharged breast of the former, was infinitel.y more moving
and expressive than the most eloquent oration could have been
especially as each "suspiration of forced breath" was accompanies
• My dear fellow.

1 Here you are at last.
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by a corresponding pressure of the fair arm he supported, every
pressure augmenting, by a regular gradation, in tenderness and
intensity.
At length, " u n a b l e longer to conceal his pain," the enamoured
colonel ventured to murmur, " Can you forgive the follies that
m.y unhappy passion has made me commit?"
' ' I can't think why you did i t ! " a.uswered Miss Liv.v, who by
no means approved of "sUence in love," and who was extremely
glad to have her tongue set free, and her curiosity satisfied.
" Hasn't the count explained my motives ?" said he.
" N o , " said she, " h e told us you'd do it."
" D — n h i m ! " murmured the colonel, in an inaudible whisper.
" I am sorry for that," he continued aloud; " for it's a delicate
subject for me to enter upon, especiaUy when my feelings are so
apt to overpower me. I ' m sure .you must have often perceived
m.y agitation when I approached .you."
" B u t what did you do it for ?" reiterated Miss Livy. " W h y
didn't you come as Colonel Jones at first?"
" A l a s ! " replied the colonel, " t h e smaUness of my fortune
compared to the count's, and my not having a title to bestow, like
him, made me fear j^ou would scorn my pretensions, and drive
me from your presence unheard. And I fancied if I could only
introduce mj^self under j'Our roof, and perhaps, in m.y disguise,
make some impression on your heart, I might have a better
chance of success afterwards. I t was very absurd, no doubt;
b u t you know love makes men commit all sorts of foUies: and
mine, I believe, has ahnost overpowered mv reason;" and here
the colonel's voice faltered, and he appeared exceedingly afi'ected.
"AVhen did it come o n ? " inquired Aliss Livv, whose gratification, great as it was, by no means queUed her curiosity.
" T h e first time mv e.yes beheld ,vou," ho replied; " y o u were
walking with your sister, the present countess, and Eoccaleoni
aud I were toLrether, arm in arm, ' Heavens !' I exclaimed, 'look
at that lovely woman!'
' W h i c h ? ' said h e ; ' s h e iu blue?'
' N o , ' I answered; ' t h e other, iu green, Obsi^rve her counten a n c e : see what mind there is in her face!' However, he pert^isted iu admirintj; your sister most, whilst I couldn't take my
eyes from you. From that moment I was a lost m a n ; and when
I found that niv friend was about to jiay you a visit at A^irginia
House. 1 besought him to introduce me under your roof as his
ser\-.-mt."
" AN^ell, it's very odd," said Aliss Livy; '' but papa and mamma
would have been very glad to see you, if you'd said you were
Colonel Jones."
"Perhaiis I was -^vrong," replied the colonel; " a n d on that
account, if I am so happv as to malie au impression on .your
heart, I should request, as a ]iarticular iaxour, that you would not
I'XlKise the folly that my passion led me to commit, I shouldn't
:ike to be huiL'lied at."
" But they'll know you when -we go to England," said Miss
Livy, jumping at once to the conclusion.
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" B u t I shall not miud that," answered he, " i f I am only so
happy as to secure your hand first. But I fear if they should
discover the imposition I practised on them before I have obtained
their consent to our union, itma.v operate against me."
" It's ver.y funny," said Miss L i v y ; " but papa said I should be
sure to get a husband in Trans.vlvania."
" Then you consent to m.y wishes?" said the colonel; " a n d I
may consider m.yself the happiest of m e n ? "
I t had not entered into Miss Livy's mind to oppose t h e m ; she
had that sort of weak good nature that would have inclined her
to accept anybody that had offered; and a man of the colonel's
rank and fii;ure, a particular friend of the count's, one who
visited dukes and marquises, and who had performed such a feat
as disguising himself, and appearing in a false character, in order
to win her afl'ections, combined every recommendation she could
desire.
Aliss Liyv's consent, therefore, was soon w o n ; but that was
not enough for the colonel, who declared himself quite incapable
of taking her, without the approbation of her respected p a r e n t s ;
but lest the attachment should appear too sudden, it was arranged
that a way should be paved for his application for her hand, by
a few preliminary letters, wherein his name and quaUfications
might be advantageously introduced. Thus Miss Livy wrote—
" A I Y DEAE PAPA,—I told you in my last letter that we were
e.xpectingto be joined b.y the count's particular friend. Colonel
Jones. H e has been with us now some days; and a charming
man he is! I'm sure you'd be dehghted with him, he's so full of
information; I reall.v don't know which is the cleverest, he or
the c o u n t ; and you know I was always naturaUy fond of clever
people. Jemm.y likes him exceedingly; and so does Carry. I t
makes it very convenient for Carry and me, and saves us a deal
of trouble, as we don't understand French, and the men who
show the sights can't speak English; so the count and the colone?
tell is what everything is, and -who painted it. W e -went .yester.
day to see the catacombs where they bury the dead here, no\,
like our churchyards, but large places underground; but it's not
disagreeable, because they've no flesh on. The colonel says
they are aU boiled first, till the flesh turns into fat, and they
make wax candles of it, which is the reason they're so much
cheaper here. There was a picture of a lady in blue satin, and a
Spanish hat, so like mamma, that the count talks of having it
copied : the colonel sa.ys ' It's the mother of the Gracchi, by Sir
Christopher AA''ren;' but he couldn't remember her name. The
skulls are all piled up one above another in rows, and you walk
through them -with a bit of candle in your h a n d ; but sometimes
the candle goes out, and then you can't go out, for ever.y one of
them's exactl.y the same. AYe went to see the Goblins at w o r k ;
but tlie colonel says ' they've worked it all on the wrong side,'
which is a pit.y. There was a very grand piece, large enough to
cover one end of the drawinff-room at Virginia House. The
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colonel told us it was ' a battle between Alexander the Great
and Louis the XIV ; but he could not recoUect which beat. But
I think one of the most beautiful things we've seen, is the king s
palace at VersaiUes, which is entirely fuU of water-works, that
sprinkle you aU over -with gold-fish; and such loads of crimson
satin I never saw! But at the theatie.they don't act in Enghsh,
which makes it not very amusing to Carry and me; but the
colonel teUs us what it's about, and I'm certain you'U be delighted
with him. Carry is, and says I'm a fortunate girl; and believe
me, dear papa,
" Your affectionate daughter,
" L I V Y CEIPPS."

" P.S. We saw a beautiful picture of Queen Cleopatra, committing suicide with a large pearl. The colonel says ' it stuck in
her throat, and choked her.' But the picture that pleased me
most, was a large one that contains aU our ro.yal family; there's
King George and Queen Charlotte, and the Prince of AYales, and
all the princes and princesses; and beautiful likenesses they are.
The colonel says ' it was painted by Vandyck.' I'm certain
you'll be surprised when you see the colonel. You'd never guess
who he is, if you were to guess from now tUl Christmas."
After a few epistles of this nature had been forwarded to England, a proposal in form from the colonel, strongly supported by
the recommendations of the count and countess, was despatched,
-with a reciuest for an earl.y answer, as it w as desirable the
marriage should take place before the party quitted Paris for
Eoccaleoni, which they intended doing shortl.y; and as no doubt
was entertained by the ladies of Air. Cripps's compliance, every
preparation was made f'or the ceremony.
How ever, to their surprise, the answer, instead of the expected
consent, contained a decided refusal; and an intimation, morover,
that Air, Cri]>ps was about to start immediatel.y for Paris,
On the morning after this intelligence reached them, the travelling carriage ajipeared at the door, and the count, countess,
colonel, Aliss Livy, and Susan, started for the castle in Transylvania.

CHAPTEE XLIV
t l l E r i l A N C I S OF AKKIVING A T HOCCALEONl A P P E A U RATHER A T A DISCOrNT

FOR -twii da,\s the part.\- travelled without adventure; and as the
three women w ere all equally iMuoraiit of the language and of the
country, tlie.v had no further means of knowing where the.y were
.yoiii^r, than what they learned from the gentlemen who escorted
them.

SUSAN HOPLEY.

301

On the third evening, after passing for some hours through a
country thinly inhabited and httle cultivated, the carriage drew
up at a small lone inn on a barren heath, and the two gentlemen
alighting, handed out the ladies, and conducted them into the
house.
" Take out the ladies' travelling bags, and whatever they will
want for the night," said the count to Susan; " but leave everything else in the carriage."
" Are we to stay in this lonely place aU night ?" inquired the
countess.
" I t ' s inevitable." returned her husband; "there is no other
inn within a considerable distance."
As they entered the narrow passage that led to the interior ot
the house, they were met by a taU, dark-complexioned woman,
apparently about fifty years of age; and who, although she had
still the remains of much beaut3^ had also, what Susan thought,
a most sinister expression of countenance. She wore a darkcoloured Unen bed-gown, which only descended to her knees,
below which appeared a red stuff petticoat; on her feet she had
blue worsted stockings and wooden shoes; and on her head, a
yeUow handkerchief, in the form of a toque. Her hair, which
straggled from beneath it, was perfectlj^ grey, and formed a
striking contrast to her black brows and jett.y eyes, which were
stUl hghted by the fiery temperament within, and from which
glances of distrust and suspicion were darted on all that approached her.
On meeting the party in the passage, she made a sort of salutation to the gentlemen, which seemed to imply a previous acquaintance, but she said nothing; whilst they addressed a few words to
her in a low voice, in French.
She then silently preceded them into the kitchen, and drawing
a wooden bench towards the chimne.y, she wiped off the dust
with her apron, and, by pointing to it, invited the ladies to sit down.
" Am I to sit down in the kitchen ?" inquired the countess, with
some indignation.
" There is no alternative," said the count; "there is no other
room in the house except the bed-rooms; and, besides, the evening is chiUy, and it is the only one with a chimney."
With some remorse for their elegant silk pelisses, the ladies
accommodated themselves to the necessit.y of the case, and seated
themselves, giving Susan a corner beside them. The kitchen,
which was paved with red bricks, was scantUy furnished: shelves
with a few cooking utensUs, a deal table, and some wooden seats,
fonning the whole of its contents, with the exception of a very
old, large arm-chair, covered with what had once been red
damask, which stood on the other side of the chimney, and which
was occupied by a man who appeared to Susan (the most observing of the party) as well worthy of attention as the woman. Not
that he had the same sinister expression of countenance; on the
contrary, the expression he bore was that of a deep and fixed
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melancholy—of a melancholy that seemed to have imprinted itself
there under former circumstances, and in other times, and of which
the type stiU remained, although the griefs were no longer remembered, nor the feelings yet in existence which had engraven
the lines. The face was long, and ver.y pale; and the well-formed
features testified had once been a very handsome one. His person
was on a smaller and slighter scale than that of the woman;
and, although he looked much older, to an observing e.ye the
marks of age appeared rather the result of trouble thau of time.
H e sat with his body bent forward, his arms resting on the two
elbows of the chair, and his face turned almost invariably _ to the
embers which fiickered on the hearth, and on which his eyes
seemed to fix themselves, as if he traced in the bright sparkles
that successivelj^ shone their short moment of existence, and then
set in darkness, the image of his own transitory pleasures and
extinguished hopes. His dress, which consisted of a loose coat of
grey flannel, with trousers of the same material, and a black
velvet cap, was respectable and very clean, as indeed was that of
the woman ; and altogether he had the air of having been designed
for something better than the situation in which he now appeared.
AYhen the party entered the room, he rose slowly from his chair,
and made them a profound and respectful salutation, after which he
reseated himself, -n-ithout saying a word, and resumed his contemplation of the fire, testifying no further consciousness of their
presence.
Whilst Susan was making these observations, and the young
ladies were mutually expressing their impatience to reach the
elegant accommodations of Eoccaleoni, the woman and the two
gentlemen left the room together, and -n'ere absent some minutes.
AYi'ii she returned, she brought in some eggs, and immediately
set about preparing a repast for the company, in which office she
was aided by an odd, rough-looking, red-haired bo.v, in a blue
blouse, pcrha]is about fourteen vears of age, whom she appeared
to have summoned from some other occupation to her assistance.
During this proi-ess, the gentlemen walked about before the
door, in deep conversation, pausing now and then to hold a consultation with the postilion, who still remained there with the
carriage. The horses were then taken out, and the vehicle
wheeled under a shed, whilst the.v I'c-eiitered the house, and partook of the refreshment prejiared f'or them, A'V'hen the.y had
finished their meal, the woman drew the table into a corner, and
spreading the board \vitli humbler fire, she and the postilion and
the boy took their evening repast; but beforo either herself or
the others were served, she npiiropriated a portion to the occupant
of the arm-chair, whose wanl s she apiieared sedulously to attend to.
" I s that the master of the house?" inquired Miss Livy.
" Y e s , " answered the count; " but he's almost chUdish, and
takes no part in the management of it."
The renin inder of the time that elapsed before the ladies retired,
passed dully enough. There was something depressing in the
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desolate air of the place, and the imperturbable silence of its inhabitants ; for not a sound from any of their lips had yet reached
the travellers. The man still sat gazing at the fire, the boy quietly
cleared aw ay the supper things, and the woman went and came
about her household affairs. The countess appeared languid and
tired; Aliss Livy's active mind found little subject for inquiry;
Aliss Jemmy was so sleepy she could not keep her eyes open; and
the two gentlemen appeared very much occupied with their ow.u
reflections.
As for Susan, she did not feel in an.y respect comfortable or
satisfied. She had many reasons for being displeased at their
hast,^' departm'e from Paris, and suspicious as to its motive. She
distrusted aU she saw and all she heard; and she watched the
motions of the strange sUent people, under whose roof the.y were
to pass the night, with an uneasy feeling of curiosity.
" I think," said the count, at length, " .you had better go to
bed. Is the room ready?" he added, addressing the woman, wdio,
bo-n'ing her head in token of assent, immediately lighted a candle,
and stood read.y to conduct the ladies.
" As for us," said he, " we must pass the night by the fire here;
for, unluckil.y, there is but one room in the house, besides what
the people themselves occupy. However, it's but a few hours,
and we shaU do very weU."
The room to which the woman conducted them was up-stairs,
and like the rest of the house, poorly furnished, but clean. I t
contained two beds, each originally designed but for one persbn;
but on this occasion it was arranged that the countess and Miss
Livy should occupy one, and Miss Jemmy and Susan the other.
After waiting a moment, as if to ascertain if there were any further commands, the woman bowed her head and departed.
The young ladies, whose minds were neither suspicious nor
anxious, undressed and went to bed; where, after a few observations on the coarseness of the sheets, and the inferiority of the
accommodation, they soon fell fast asleep. Susan went to bed
too, and after a time, to sleep; but her mind being less tranquil
than the others, her sleep was less sound. She dreamed uneasy
dreams about her brother and Gaveston, and the strange, sUent
•n'oman; then she thought the melancholy-looking man in the
arm-chair was Andrew, and that the count and the colonel were
going to murder him, and that she interfered to save his life.
This crisis woke her, and she opened her eyes. The room appeared
light, although there was no candle burning, and she raised her
head to look at her companions. They appeared in a calm sleep;
and without reflecting whence the light proceeded that enabled
her to see them, she turned round, and tried to go to sleep again.
But before she had sunk into forgetfulness, she was again roused
by a sound that seemed to proceed from beneath the window:
there were voices and wheels—probably some traveUers arrived—
then the sound of horses' feet; and at last the smart slam of a
carriage door, the smack ef a whip, the wheels roUed away, and
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the room was dark. Susan almost involuntarily jumped out of
bed and ran to the window. I t looked to the front, and there was
neither curtain nor blind to impede her view; but all she could
discern was two fast-receding lights, evidently the lamps of a
carriage. " Travellers stopped to bait their horses," thought she,
and once more settling her head on her piUow, she fell into a
uound sleep that lasted tUl morning.
I t was near eight o'clock when she awoke, and she arose and
dressed herself that she might be ready to assist the ladies. Soon
afterwards Miss Jemmy, who was by much the most lively and
active of the three, lifted up her head and announced that she was
ivady to rise and be dressed; and as was her custom, as soon as
this ceremon.y was accomplished, she ran out of the room to see
^^llat was going on below; and Susan soon saw her. from the
window, amusing herself with some fowls, that were pecking about
:n the front of the house.
AMien the ladies were nearly dressed. Miss Livy opened the
window, and caUed to Jemima to request the colonel would give
her a certain parcel that he would find in the pocket of the
carriage.
" I don't know where he is," replied the child.
" Isn't he in the kitchen?"'said Miss Liv.y.
" N o ! " answered Jemima; " I ' v e been looking for them, and
the.v're not there. I think they must be gone for a walk."
'' AYeU, then, t r y and get it .yourself," said the countess. " Make
somebod.y open the door for you."
On this injunction'the child disappeared, but presently returned,
saving that she could not find the carriage, and that she could not
make any one understand what she wanted. The article required
was therefore dispensed with; and the ladies, having finished their
-toilet, descended to the kitchen, where they found everything
precisely as on the preceding evening. There was a small woodfire on the hearth: the man in the arm-chair sat gazing at it as if
he had never stirred or turned his head since they left him, and
the woman -n^as making preparations for their breakfast. The
ladies stood before the fire warming themselves—for although it
was .vet early in the autumn, the morning's were already chilly-"'
and wondering where the gentlemen were; but as they had never
yet made aiiy attempt at speaking the language, their two
cavaliers having abvaNs interpreted for them, and given t h e m n o
encouragement to ;icquirc it, the.y were shy of making the inquiry.
AVhen Susan had closed her travelling bags and finished hei
business up stairs, she descended; and on entering the kitchen,
the tirst thing that struck her eye was the breakfast table. On it
were three basins of coffee at one end; and at the other, removed
from the rest, there was another basin placed for her, as had been
done at the supper the night before; but there appeared no breakfast for the gentlemen. However, it was rather late, and they
might have breakfasted alread.y.
W h e n everything waa prepared, the woman touched Susans
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arm, and pomted tc the table; and then, without explanation or
comment, she quitted the room, and busied herself with her other
affairs.
" ShaU I caU Aliss Jemima in to breakfast?" inquired Susan.
" Do," answered the ladies; "but isn't it very odd where the
gentlemen can be ?"
" I'U see if I can find them," said Susan; and after sending in
the child, she hastened with some anxiet.y to see, not exactly if she
could find the gentlemen, but if she could find the carriage—but
no such thing was visible; neither carriage, horses, nor postiUion,
could she discover a vestige of.
" Then they're gone!" said she; "and that was the carriage I
heard last night! Gone, too, without explanation, or announcing
their departure, soon after we left them!" and Susan could not
help auguring from this that they had probably no intention of
returning.
The carriage, which had been built expressly for the journey,
and formed to contain a great deal of luggage, was altogether no
despicable prize. There were there, not only the expensive
wardrobes of the ladies, but some very valuable jewels, which Mr.
Cripps had given his daughter in honour of the high aUiance she
was contracting; aud so low had Susan's opinion of the count and
his friend fallen, that she had no difficulty in beliering them
capable of any stratagem to avoid meeting Mr. Cripps, and to
appropriate the property.
However, as this was only her own conjecture, and if correct,
the iU news would be known soon enough, she kept her thoughts
to herself.)
In the meantime, when the breakfast was despatched, the ladies
became very impatient to depart; and Jemima, who had more
notion of putting a few words together than the others, puUed the
woman by the gown, and inquired as weU as she could, where the
gentlemen were. The hostess looked surprised at the question,
but without answering pointed to the east.
" Ask if they'll soon be back," said the countess. But this was
an interrogation beyond Jemima's capabilities, and they were
therefore obliged to be satisfied without further information.
But the day wore on, and nothing was seen of them; neither
did any other travellers arrive to break the mysterious stUlness
around them. The only voice they heard, besides their own, was
that of the boy, who spoke occasionally to the woman, but in a
patois that would have been perfectly uninteUigible to any stranger. As for the hostess herself, it became pretty evident that she
was either dumb, or under a vow of sUence, as aU ber communications were conveyed by signs. Altogether, nothing could be
less encouraging than their situation. The man and the boy took
no notice of them at aU; the woman none beyond serving them
their meals, which she did unasked; and though they all watched
the road as anxiously as ever did Bluebeard's wife and her sister
Ann, they could " not see anvbody coming."
V
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Jemima played with the fowls and the ducks, and kept u p her
spirits well enough; but her sisters, overcome by ennui and the
weariness of expectation, gave way to their tears. Not that they
had any suspicion that they were abandoned. They were too
simple, and had been too completely deceived, to entertain any
such notion; Susan alone penetrated the truth, and she saw very
clearly that with her alone must rest the remedy for their misfortune.
But the difficulties before her were many. I n the first place,
she was weU aware that beyond a few francs there was no money
amongst them. The gentlemen had kept that, as well as everything else, in their own hands, and the simple girls scarcely knew
the denominations of the coin of the realm. Then, she had not
t h e shghtest idea where they were, and she could not conceive any
means of ascertaining. She judged that they must have deviated
from the high road, because, before arriving at the lonely inn,
they had travelled a vast distance without passing through any
but the meanest viUages; the stages had been very long, and the
places where they had changed horses merely posting stations
where relays were kept.
Nevertheless, as she was satisfied they were abandoned, and
that eveiy chance of escaping from their present disagreeable
situation rested with her, she set herself seriously to consider
what -n-as to be done, after having allowed a fair interval for the
yet possible, but as she considered, ver.y improbable, return of the
husband and the lover.

CHAPTEE XLV
SCS.VN FINDS H E n S E L F IN . \ N I NEXPECTED DILEMMA.

W H E N three days had elapsed, which interval the ladies bestow-ed in tears, and in watching the road to see if " anybody was
coming," .lemima in ]ilaying with the ducks and fowls, budding
towers of sloiies, and watching the boy in his out-of-door occupations, and Susan in reflection on their situation, and the means
of extrication, she ventured for the first time to suggest her suspicions. The coinilcss and Aliss Liv.y were at first indignant at
the idea—especiall,\- the former, whi.ise husband had hitherto, for
ends of his own, behaved very well to her; but Susan's representations, and the lapse of a couple more days, brought them pretty
much to her way of thinking: and, utterly unable to act for themselves in such an enicrgene.y, the.y applieil to her to decide what
was to be done. Too w eak to be much afi'ected by the lamentable
imposition of which the.v had been the victims, the.y mourned
their desertion much less than their danger. The loss of the
husband aud the lover, and the rank and splendour expected to
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be derived from them, made but little impression; all such regrets
were merged in fears for the present, and in anxiety to escape
from their dUemma, and find themselves once more in the drawing-room at Virginia House; and to the attainment of this
desirable object, they entreated Susan, with tears and clasped
hands, to direct the whole of her energies.
"AIy dear young ladies," said Susan, "it's what I am as anxious
to do as you can be, and I have been thinking of nothing else aU
these days we have been here. But as for any particular danger,
I see no cause for fear. If the people here meant to harm us, they
might have done it before now. But the thing that puzzles me
most, is what we're to do for money; for if we saw an opportunity
of getting away, we hav'n't enough, I'm afraid, even to pay what
we've had here, much less for the expenses of a journey."
This set them to reckoning the amount of their funds, when it
appeared that all they could raise between them was only about
thirty hvres.
Susan's first proposal was, that they should prepare a couple of
letters, one addressed to Virginia House, and the other to Mr.
Cripps, addressed to the hotel they had been lodging at in Paris;
as, if he came in search of them as he had intimated, it was there,
of course, he would inquire, aud thus the letter might reach him.
But the difficulty was how to forward them when written. During
the five da.ys they had been in the house of Monsieur Le Clerc, for
such was the name inscribed over the door, they had seen but one
stranger, and that was a man who arrived one evening with a large,
shaggy-haired dog, and_ who had disappeared before they came
down stairs in the morning: but whence he came, and whither he
went, they had no idea. Susan, in fact, wondered how the people
contrived to keep the house upon the profits of such scanty custom ; and the more she thought of the dumb woman, the silent
man, and the odd, half-witted boy—for he appeared little removed
from an idiot—the more mysterious she thought their way of hfe
and their means of supporting it.
The only symptom she had observed that indicated therewas an
inhabited place at hand, was, that on the morning after the man
-with the dog had been there, the boy was missing, and did not
appear again untU evening, when he brought home a basket on his
arm, containing various articles of prorision. Thus she concluded
there must be a town, or viUage, or at least a shop, -within such a
distance as he could walk, and therefore attainable by her; and
she saw no hope for them but in her attempting the enterprise*
She might thus, at least, find some means of forwarding the letters,
if she could do no more; and even this would be much gained, as
she had already explained, as weU as she could, to the woman and
the boy, that she wanted them conveyed to the post, in the hope
that they might direct her which way to find a post town; but
they had only shaken their heads, and given her to understand
that they knew no means of sending them. She would also, pro»
bably, discover where they were, so that their friends might learn
V 2
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where to seek them : the only direction for that purpose they were
at present able to insert in the letters, being, that they were in an
inn, kept by a Mr. Le Clerc, three days journey from Paris.
B u t when Susan proposed setting out on this expedition, the
young women were seized with terror at the idea of being left
alone, even for a day, and stUl more at the possibihty which sug.
gested itself of her meeting with some danger or accident which
might prevent her return. She was their whole stay and rehance;
they had just sense enough to perceive that she had more than they
had, and on her they cast their cares. I n her, they knew, lay their
whole chance of release; for they might have remained at Mr. Le
Clerc's inn to the day of judgment, before their own energies or
invention would have effected their restoration to their friends :
but like the weak creatures they were, the.y had not resolution
to encounter the inconvenience of losing her for a day, for the sake
of the ultimate benefit to be derived from her absence. They
imagined themselves surrounded bj- all manner of perils, from
which her presence alone protected t h e m ; and " what shaU we do,
if anything happens while you are gone?" was their constant
answer to her proposal of departure. They would even have preferred accompanying her, and encountering the unknown dangers
of the expedition, to remaining without h e r ; but that was out of
the question, as neither their feet nor their shoes were calculated
for walking, and a couple of miles would have entirely exhausted
their pedestrian capabUities. The only one that agreed to her
proposal was .lemima, who, though but a child of twelve years old,
h a d a great deal more sense and character than her sisters. She
saw the necessity of it, laughed at their notions of danger, and
when she found that the.v would not give their consent, she advised
Susan to ao w-ithout it, " J u s t set oflV she said, " some morning
before they're up, and I'll teU them where you're gone." And
after duly considering the case, Susan resolved to follow her recommendation.
Accordingly, w ith a few francs in her pocket, the two letters,
and a slice of bread, that she contrived to secure the night before,
Susan started one morning from the solitary inn on her adventurous
journey. She bad nothing to guide her as to the direction she
should take ; but recollecting, that on the road they had travelled
over there had been no town for man.y miles, she resolved to take
the opposite one.
I t was about six o'clock, on a fine autumn morning, when she
set forth, her departure exciting no observation on the part of the
hostess, as she had made a practice of walking out oefore the
ladies were up, in the hope of effecting some discovery in the
neighbourhood that might be useful. F o r several hours she
trudged along the road without meeting a single human being;
and she judged that she must have gone over at least ten nules,
when feeling tired, and observing a fine clear spring of water
gushing from the bank, she sat down to rest, and refresh herself
with a draught of the cool element and her bit of bread.
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"WhUst she was yet sitting, she observed two figures approaching, not by the road, but across the common, immediatel.y in front
of ner, where there was no apparent path. At first she thought it
was a man and a chUd, but as they drew nearer she saw it was a
man with a large dog; and ere long, she discerned that it was the
very man and dog that she had seen at the inn some evenings
before.
When he arrived -within a few yards he seemed also to rC'
cognise her, and advancing straight towards where she was sitting,
he said a few words in French, to which, not comprehending them,
she could only respond by shaking her head. He then pointed in
the direction of the inn, and mentioned the name of Le Clerc,
which she interpreted into an inquiry whether she was not hving
there, and she therefore nodded in sign of assent; upon which he
took off one of his shoes, lifted up the inner sole, and taking out a
letter, handed it to her, pointing again towards the inn, and saying
something which she construed into a request that she would convey it there; and perceiving that it was actually addressed to
Madame Le Clerc, she testified her readiness to undertake the
commission.
The man upon this gave her to understand that he was obliged;
offered her a drink from a flask he carried in his pocket, which, on
tasting, she found was brandy; and then, whistling to his dog, he
turned round, and retraced his steps across the common; whUst
presently afterwards Susan resumed her journey.
She had walked nearly a couple of hours more, and was beginning to get a good deal alarmed at the space she was placing
between herself and the unfortunate girls she had left behind,
fearing that if she went much further she should find it impossible
to return that night, when she was cheered by the sight of a town
at no great distance. A pretty considerable one, too, it appeared;
and she stept forwards with a lightened heart, thinking that if she
derived no other advantages from her expedition, there was every
probabUity of her finding the means of forwarding her letters.
Some little way in advance, however, between her and the town
she was making for, there stood a single small house b.y the road
side, round the door of which she saw lounging several men; somo
in uniform, apparently soldiers, and others in plain clothes.
"Stop!" cried one of them, as she was about to pass on " AYhere are j-ou going?"
Susan, who was utterly ignorant of custom-houses, and barriers,
and passports, and the precautions used at particular times and
places on frontier towns on the continent, imagined, from the man's
insolent tone of voice and evident design of impeding her progress, that he intended to insult her; and instead of stopping, she
quickened her pace, and endeavoured to avoid him.
"Stop!" he cried again in a loud voice, as she slipt past him;
"stop, or I'U make you;" whilst a roar of laughter amongst the
lookers-on testified their diversion; when Susan, alarmed at the
augmented riolence of his manner, and never doubting but some
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insult was designed, converted her walk into a run, and fairly
took to her heels. B u t her efforts to escape were vain. She soon
felt her arm in the rough gripe of the angry soldier; and then
apprehending resistance would only make matters worse, she
quietly suffered herself to be led back to the guard-house; volleys
of oaths and abuse being showered on her on the way, which,
however, she had the happiness not to comprehend.
Next foUowed a series of interrogations, addressed to her in an
angry tone, to aU of which she could only answer by a sUent
shake of the head, being utterly ignorant of their purport, and of
the nature of her offence.
" Come!" cried the man, with increased irritation, and forcing
her at the same time into the house, a measure which she thought
so suspicious, that she opposed it with aU her stiength, " Come, let
us see what you've got about you."
Exceedingly alarmed, and her imagination running quite astray
as to theu' intentions, Susan wept and entreated as they conducted
her into a back room of the guard-house; and when, with a rudeness approaching to brutahty, they proceeded to search her person,
she resisted their efforts to lay hands on her with aU the strength
she could exert.
B u t her opposition availed nothing, except to augment their
-riolence; and they speedily extracted the contents of her pockets,
to the examination of which they had ffrst directed their attention,
and amongst them drew forth -the two English letters, and also
the one she had undertaken to deliver to Aladame Le Clerc.
On perceiving the address of the latter there was an erident
sensation amongst the m e n ; they turned it aU ways, peeped
through it. endeavouring to make out something of its contents,
and appeared to hold a consiUtation whether or not they should
open it; a question, however, which seemed to be ultimately
decided iu the negative.
Gradually, Susan's first apprehensions subsided. She comprehended that they were searching her person for some purpose or
other, and .she regretted exceedingly that she was unable to understand or answer tiie intcrroications they continued to put to her;
more especiaUy as she perceived that considerable importance was
attached to the letter they had found upon her, and she would
have been hapiiy to e.xidain in what manner it had fallen into her
hands. B u t unforlunatel.y this was impossible ; and all she could
do was to await the unraveUing of the mystery in silence, and-with
what patience she could. AN'ith respect to the last, indeed, it
appeared likely enoui^h to be called into exorcise; for when their
search was over, instead of restoring the letters and setting her
free, the.v locked her in the r o o d by herself, and carried the
papers aw ay with them.
Unconscious of evil, and concluding that ere long she would
be released, Susan, as regarded In^rself, would have felt no great
uneasiness, nor perhaps considered her situation much worse than
it was before; but w hen she thought of the helpless creatures she had
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left behind her, and the alarm they would feel if she did not return
by night, she was seriousl.y distressed at the obstruction thus
placed in her wav, and the delay it would occasion.
_ After enduring a confinement of a couple of hours, during which
time she heard, by the clatter of knives and forks and plates, that
the guards were at dinner, the door was opened; and being summoned forth, she was given to understand that she was to accompany two of them to the town, a proposal to which she was far
from objecting; and they therefore set out immediately at a brisk
pace, one walking on each side of her.
After some conversation between her guards and others that
were stationed at the gate, she was conducted through the streets to
the Court-house, where a great many people were assembled, whose
attention appeared to be engaged by some matter of public interest. Making their way through the crowd, the men that had
charge of her led her into an anteroom, where, mingled with
soldiers and police-officers, were several persons, some of whom
seemed, like herself, to have been brought there not wholly by their
own consent. The latter were mostly se5,ted on wooden benches
that were placed against the waU; and on one of these she also
was invited to rest herself. There was a constant hum and buzz
of conversation amongst the officers on the one hand, and amongst
the questionable-looking people on the other; and some observations were addressed to her, which, however, finding she only
answered by a shake of the head, were soon discontinued. So
she sat quietly watching the scene before her, wondering at the
singularity of her own situation, and lamenting over the alarm of
the poor helpless girls she had left behind her at the inn. OccasionaUy, the scene was varied by the opening of a pair of large
folding-doors at one end of the room, and the appearance of some
persons from an inner apartment, or by some of those who were
in the outer being caUed in; but Susan's astonishment may be
imagined, when on one of these occasions, a sudden rush of several
people through the doors baring awakened her attention, she
lifted up her head, and beheld, first the count, and secondly the
colonel, each surrounded by guards, and evidently in custody; and
presently afterwards a second rush, when there came out, attended
by several gentlemen, apparently of distinction, a very beautiful
and elegant person, attired in deep mourning, and seemingly in
great distress, in whom, at the first glance, she recognised Mahel,
the dairy-maid.
The first party she only foUowed with her eyes as they were
conducted through the room; but when the second appeared,
thrown off her guard by the surprise, and her anxious wish not to
lose the opportunity she had so long eagerly desired, she suddenly
started to her feet, and made an effort to follow them. But ere
she had advanced two steps, a sturdy arm arrested her progress,
and she found herself forced back into her seat, with a stern command to be quiet, and not create a disturbance; whilst the brilliant
company passed on, and disappeared through the door at the other
end.
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H e r thoughts whoUy abstracted from her own situation by this
unexpected yision, unconscious of the lapse of time, and indifferent
to all that surrounded her, even to her own detention, except inasmuch as it prevented her foUowing Mabel, Susan sat for some
time longer, whilst several of those about her, having been summoned into the inner apartment, got their business settled, aud
depart;ed, either freely or otherwise, as it might happen.
I n the meantime the hours advanced; evening was drawing on;
and, at length, the folding-doors were again thrown open, and the
contents of the inner room, amongst whom appeared magistrates,
officers, and other persons in authority, pouring out, announced
t h a t the business of the day was over.
A certain number of Susan's companions then departed at their
leisure ; but others, and amongst them she herself, were led away
b.y the guards that had charge of them, and being conducted to a
place of confinement near at hand, were locked up.

CHAPTEE XLVI.
TWO PERSONAGES A P P E A R ON T H E SCENE WHOM T H E R E A D E R -WILL
RECOGNISE A S OLD ACQUAINTANCE.

O N the foUowing morning Susan w as again conducted to the
court-house, and in her turn was introduced into the inner apartment, and placed before the magistrates, accompanied by the
guards who had brought her there.
" A^'ho is this woman?" said the magistrate.
" AVe believe her to be Julia Le Clerc," replied the Serjeant.
" Does she admit that she is that person?" said the magistrate,
" She is dumb, your worship," answered the serjeant.
" And deaf?" inquired the magistrate.
" Ko, not deaf," answered the other. " She is said to have lost
her s])eech from fright man.y .vears ago."
" AVhat is your name ?" inquired the magistrate of Susan.
But Susan remained silent, for as the whole dialo^fue was conducted in French, she comprehended nothing that was going on.
" C a n y>Hi write?" said the magisti-ate.
Susan shook her head in token that she did not understand the
question.
" S h e can't -write," said the magistrate. " H o w are we to
interrogate a person who can neither write nor speak? On what
chariie have you brought her h e r e ? "
" H e r house, as >our worship knows," replied the serjeant, "is
If, well-know n resort for smugglers ; and we have been long on the
look-out to get some proof against them."
" A n d have you a n y ? " inquired the magistrate.
" N o t exactly," answered the serjeant. " B u t yesterday WD
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caught her endeavouring to slip past the barrier, and she made
violent resistance when we attempted to search her person."
" That's suspicious, certainly," observed the magistrate. "And
what did you find?"
" Here are the contents of her pockets," replied the man, " consisting of three letters, five francs, a pocket-handkerchief, and a
small box, containing an English half-crown and two shirt studs."
" But there's nothing criminal in that," said the magistrate.
"No," answered the serjeant; " b u t her coming into the town
at this particular period is of itself suspicious, as she has never
been seen here before. I t is probable that she wished to find
some means of communicating with the prisoners."
" A'^ery hkely," answered the magistrate, whose head appeared
rather a recipient for other people's ideas than a magazine of his
own.
"Perhaps the letters may throw some light on her designs,"
said the clerk.
" I shouldn't wonder," replied the magistrate ; " hand them up.
' A Monsieur Creeps en Angleterre,'" said he, reading the address
of the first.—"' A Monsieur Creeps a Paris,'" turning to the
second. " And another to ' Madame Le Clerc;' come, we'U take
a peep at the inside of this one!" and thereupon, throwing aside
the two first, he broke the seal of the third, and read as follows:—
" Madame,—This is to inform you that I have at length discovered the persons you have so long desired to find. I have
been on their track for some time, but circumstances were unfavourable. Your inteUigence was in aU respects correct. They
are free traders on the coast, and wUl be wiUing to undertake any
business you propose, on satisfactory terms. They are inseparable, and undertake nothing but in concert. They -wUl arrive at
your house shortly after the receipt of this, which I send by
Jacques Menin.—Yours to command, Louis GEOS."
" That's odd," said the magistrate. " I don't very well understand it."
•' One thing in it is evident," observed the clerk ; "these men
are wanted to carry on some illicit traffic."
" That's clear, certainly," said the magistrate ; " what shaU we
do with her, Drouet?"
" Detain her, I should recommend,'^ said Drouet; " a t least,
for the present, and set a trap for the villains she expects. But
su ppose we see the contents of the other letters."
" Ah!" said the magistrate, when he had opened them, " they're
n English, Drouet, which I don't comprehend; but it appears to
me they're of no importance. They're signed " Lee-vy Creeps,'
and seem to be addressed from a chUd to her papa: see, there is
the word papa legible enough."
" Letters she has been entrusted to put in the post, probably,"
said the clerk, throwing them aside.
" Take her away," said the magistrate, and brmg up somebodj*
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else. We'U consider what's to be done with her by and bye." And
Susan was accordingly led back to her previous place of confinement, and again locked up.
In the meantime, when the two ladies arose on the preceding
day, and learnt from Jemima that Susan had already been gone
some hours, they were seized with dismay at the idea of being left
at the mercy of the fearful dumb woman, who was to them an
object of the greatest terror. Every danger, possible and impossible, presented itself to their imaginations; they proclaimed their
con-riction that she would never return; or that, if she did, they
should never live to see it, as, doubtless, the hostess would take advantage of the opportunity to rob and murder them: and the day
was passed in tears and lamentations, which, as the hours drew on
•without any signs of her reappearance, became more and more
•riolent. Jemima, on the contrary, passed the day in her usual
amusements, and neither participated in their fears nor their distrust. She had as much confidence in Susan as they had; but,
young as she was, she was a much more reasonable being. She
had no doubt that she would return the moment she had effected
the object she went for; and she entertained no apprehensions of
the dumb woman, because she knew that Susan entertained none;
and that, if she had, she would not have gone away and left them
at her mercy. " Perhaps it's a great way to a post-office," said
the chUd to her weeping sisters, when, as the night approached,
their terrors became every moment more uncontroUable. " She
said she would return this evening, if possible ; but that we were
not to be frightened if she didn't, as she couldn't teU how far she
might have to go. I'm sure if Susan thought Mrs. Le Clerc would
hurt us, she wouldn't have gone at aU."
"How can Susan tell what Mrs. Le Clerc means to do?" said
the countess. " I heard her sa.y herseli, -nhen first we came, that
she thought the woman had a very bad countenance."
" But if she wanted to hurt us, she might have done it when
Susan was here," answered Jemima. " How could she have helped
it ? She's not a man to fight for us."
" Hold your tongue, Jemm.y," said Miss Livy; "you're only a
child, ami don't know anything about it."
" Oh, M's, I do," said .lemima. " I know what Susan told me,
and she said there was no danger, and that she'd come back as
soon as she could;" and away she ran to see Eauque, the boy,
feed the chickens.
At her usual hour Jemima went to bed ; but the other two,
having barricaded their room-door as weU as they could, only
la.y down in their clothes, agreeing that one should sleep whUst
the other -n-atched; but terror kept them both awake, and they
pas::ed the wear.y night in fane.ying the.y heard stealthy footsteps
approaching the door, or low whisperings outside of it, or a hand
softl.y trying the lock ; and, in short, in imagining all those mysterious and fearful tokens that iiresage the approach of danger.
How ever, the morning dawned, and found them alive, but not
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relieved. They were stUl confident that Susan would never return ; whUst Jemima, who had slept the sound and healthy sleep
of chUdhood, awoke gay and refreshed, and as confident as ever
that she would.
The hostess, who from the moment of their arrival had always
appeared extremel.y indifferent to their presence, and little curious
about their proceedings, serving them their meals at stated hours,
and performing requisite serrices unasked, but lavishing on them
not a graiu of extra civility or attention, nevertheless seemed to
feel some surprise at Susan's disappearance. She placed her
cover, as usual, at breakfast, dinner, and supper, and was evidently
perplexed that she was not forthcoming.
She interrogated
Eauque on the subject, with whom she was in the habit of communicating by the finger alphabet used by dumb people; but he
shook his head, and declared he knew nothing about it. This
very curiosity on her part, rational as it was, served only to augment the terror of her lodgers. They observed her eyes fixed on
them whenever they happened to look towards her, and fearful
eyes they were, certainly—bright, black, fierce, and suspicious;
and they persuaded themselves that she was watching their movements.
" I'm sure," said Carohne to her sister, after they had eaten their
breakfast, " that we should be safer anywhere than here; and I
wouldn't pass such another night as the last for anything in the
world. Suppose we go out as if we meant to take a walk, and see
if we can't find some house, or somebody that would protect us.
Perhaps, if Susan's coming back we may meet her; and if she don't
come back, I'm sure I'd rather run any risk than remain in the
power of this horrid woman."
Livia willingly acceded to the proposal; aU she feared was, that
the hostess would lay violent hands upon them, and confine them
to the house; but Jemima objected; urging, that if Susan returned during their absence she would be seriously alarmed. But
this argument had no weight with the sisters. Susan's alarm they
represented couldn't equal theirs; she had a great deal more
courage, and was better able to take care of herself; besides, the
woman wouldn't think it worth whUe to hurt her: in short, they
were resolved to go, whether Jemima accompanied them or not.
" Perhaps she'U be less likely to stop us if we leave Jemima,"
suggested Caroline. " She'd think we're coming back. Besides,
she'll never think of hurting such a child as that."
" And she hkes her better than she likes us," observed Livy.
" She always gives her the best of everything; and the other day
when her feet were wet, she would change her shoes and stockings
for her."
" And then when we reach any place of safety or get to Paris,
we can easUy send for Jemmy," said Caroline; " and as she's not
frightened, it's no hardship to her to stay behind."
" And as we've got so little money, it -wiU be better not to be too
many; it wUl last longer for two than for three."
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So "laying this flattering unction to their" selfish " souls," they
arrayed themselves in their bonnets and shawls, and with an air of
as much indifference as they could assume, walked out; having the
satisfaction to find that the hostess made no effort to impede their
intentions, nor seemed to entertain any suspicion that they were
taking their final departure. As the road they had come in the
carriage was the one that led to Paris, they turned their steps in
t h a t direction; and having sauntered on in a careless manner as
long as they were near the house, lest the hostess should be watchi n g them, as soon as they were out of sight they accelerated their
pace, and advanced over the ground with as much speed as their
lU-exercised limbs permitted.
I n the meantime, as the day advanced, the httle girl became extremely anxious for the return of Susan; not that she was alarmed
for herself, but because she wearied without her, having no one to
speak t o ; and because she feared Susan might have met -with some
accident.
AYhen the dinner was served, and no one appeared to eat it but
the chUd, the woman seemed extremely surprised, and inquired of
her by signs, as weU as she could, what had become of the rest of
the party. Jemima, who had picked up so much French as to know
t h a t marcher meant to walk, pronounced that w o r d ; upon which
the hostess patted her kindly on the cheek, and invited her to eat,
a t the same time setting bj' the dinner of the other two to be kept
tiU their return. But when the evening arrived -without anything
being seen of them, her astonishment was evidently considerable,
and seemed to be accompanied b.v some uneasiness. She talked
a great deal to Eauque with her fingers, and apparently sent him
in search of them, as he went out and was absent for some time.
H e returned, how ever, shaking his head, and giving her to underi^tand he brought no intelligence. Still her surprise and an.riety
did not b.y an.y means take the form of displeasure to Jemima.
On the contrary, she treated her w ith a degree of kindness and
attention she had never done before: for, hitherto, whatever sensibility her soul seemed capable of appeared to be solel.v reserved
i'cir the helpless being in the arm-chair. His wants and comforts
were never ncLrlecteil; his me;ils were regularly prepared and
placed before him, ere aii.\-bod.v else was serycd ; the fire was
maintained the greatest part of the da.v merely with a view to his
eon\enieiiee, and she carerull.y moved his chair nearer or farther
from it as the teuqieratiire of the room directed ; and at a certain
hour she always lighted a caudle, and assisted him out of the room
to his bed.
I t w as this singular devotion that had so far redeemed her in
Susan's eyes, as to counterlialance in a great degree the unpromising expression o t h e r countenance, and the mystery that seemed
to hang about her. She could not help judging mercifully of a
woman who was capable of such a devoted and constant afl'ection
to one, who, whatever he might formerly have been, was certainly
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now only an object of pity; and Jemima had intelligence and natural tact enough to be inspired with confidence from the same
source. Thus she received Madame Le Clerc's little advances with
cheerfulness and good-humour, and although she wished very much
for Susan's return, she was under no apprehensions for her own
safety. AYhen the chUd's usual hour for retiring arrived, the hostess attended her up stairs, saw her comfortably laid in bed, and as
she patted her cheek when she left the room, there was a relaxation of the white compressed lips that almost amounted to a smile,
-svhere smUcs for many a long year had never beamed. The next
day passed as this, without events ; nothing was seen of the sisters, nor of Susan. Jemima began really to fear something had
happem^d to her, and she would have been ver.y much reheved if
she could have expressed her apprehensions to Madame Le Clerc
in words ; but that was impossible. All she could do, she did;
she took hold of her hand and looked in her face with an expression of anxiety; and the dumb woman patted her head encouragingly, made the same feeble approach to a smile she had done
the night before; and on one occasion, went so far as to take her
head in her hands and kiss her forehead.
I t was on the evening of the day after the sisters' departure that
the four inhabitants of the lonely inn, the man, the woman,
Eauque, and Jemima, were assembled in the kitchen at rather an
earlier hour than usual. The afternoon had been wet and cold;
the chUd had been driven in from her out-door amusements, and
Eauque from his occupations; the fire was fed with an additional
log, the old man's chair pushed close to the chimney corner, and
Aladame Le Clerc, seeing Jemima was in want of amusement, had
given her a large hank of blue worsted, and asked her, by signs, if
she would wind it for her.
Altogether, there was an air of comfort in the apartment that
might have deceived a stranger into the belief that it w^as the
abode of cheerful contentment: the fire blazed, the invalid w^atched
the fhckering flames, Eauque cut out wooden pegs for fastening
the hnen on the drying lines, Madame Le Clerc was employed
with her knitting-needles, and Jemima in winding the worsted.
AU at once, the sound of heavy feet was heard at the outer door:
aU lifted up their heads, except the man, in whom it appeared to
excite no attention. Madame Le Cletc and Eauque rose, and the
latter went out to open the door; whilst Jemima, letting the ball
of worsted roU from her lap, anxiously watched to see whether it
was Susan, or her sisters, or their perfidious seducers, that had
returned.
I t was neither of them. Eauque entered the room preceding
two men, who would neither of them have been very remarkable
alone, but who were remarkable from their singular resemblance of
air, manner, and dress. They were, as nearl.y as possible, of the
same age, height, and complexion, the latter being extremely dark
by nature and become more so by exposure to the weather; the
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hair of both was for the most part grey, a few black ones here and
there remaining to show what it had been; they wore broad oilskin hats, and were coarsely attired as saUors.
They advanced to-wards Madame Le Clerc with a salutation
somewhat more polished than might have been expected from
their appearance; and Jemuna, who was obserring the scene,
looked up at her to see how she returned it. But she did not
return it—she was standing like a person transfixed, with her face
the colour of marble, and her eyes glaring on the men with an
expression that inspired even the chUd with terror. GraduaUy,
this fixed and ghastly expression relaxed, the usuaUy compressed
hps parted, and a smUe succeeded—an unnatural and fearful
smUe, which denoted neither pleasure nor benignity, b u t which
accompanied as it was b.y the stiU vengeful glare of the eye, anc.
the maUgnant extension of the nostrUs, rather resembled the grin
of an hyena, than a token of satisfaction.
Both expressions, however, were transitory; a moment or two,
and the face of the hostess had resumed its usual appearance;
except that it continued, perhaps, paler than before, and that a
sterner resolution than common sat upon the brow. She seemed,
too, to feel that she had not received her guests weU; and she
endeavoured to make amends for her inhospitality by an extraordinary degree of assiduity. She stirred the fire into a brighter
blaze, drew a bench close to it, and, with remarkable alacrity,
placed a table with refreshments and liquors before them; whilst
the men, who seemed nothing loath, lost no time in avaUing themselves of the entertainment prepared for them.
A few words, remarking on the state of the weather and the
season, formed all the discourse that accompanied the meal; but
when they had done eating, and filled their glasses, the visitors
seemed disposed for further communication,
" A h , " said one of them, " i t ' s singular to be dumb and not
deaf"
" T h o s e things arise from illness occasionally," answered the
other; "sometimes from a fever."
H e r e Aladame Le Clerc, who heard what they were saying,
looked up from her knitting, which she had resumed, and appeared,
b.v her e.yes, to take part in the conversation. " H a s she been
dumb from her birth ?" asked the first man of Eauque, who was
removing the supper things from the table.
At this question Aladame Le Clerc touched Eauque on the arm,
and drew his attention to herself before he had time to answer;
" TeU them," said she, " t h a t I lost my siieech in a fright at sea,
when I was like to be dro-wned;" and Eauque did as he was
desired.
" That's likely enough," observed one of the men to the other.^
" Y o u know it-was said .lube Le Aloine lost hers from the fright,"
" K o doubt she did, for some time," replied the other; " h e r
evidence was given in writing. But I think she recovered it; it
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Has only temporary, I fancy. Somebody cured her in England,
where she went to reside with her husbaiid."
" AVell," said the first, " I think we'd better proceed to business,
and learn what's required of us. Doubtless, madame," continued
he, addressing the hostess, who, although she appeared to be
engaged with her knitting, was lending an attentive ear to their
discourse, " doubtless you have been expecting us, and it is needless to say who we are, or what has brought us here ?"
' ' I presume," answered Madame Le Clerc, through Eauque's
interpretation, "that I see before me the brave foster-brothers of
Nantes, whose deeds are celebrated along the whole coast from
Calais to Brest?"
" Precisely," answered one of them; " we are the two Eodolphes
of Nantes, at .your service; and are here ready to undertake any
enterprise likely to be beneficial to ourselves and our friends."
" You have been wanted here for some time," repUed Madame
Le Clerc. " The fact is, we want an entire change of tactics, a
whoU.v new organization. Everything's known, or at least suspected; and if it wasn't for the dogs, we shouldn't pass twenty
louis' worth of lace in a month. You must be doubtless sensible
of the difference yourselves. You must get much less to transport than you used ?"
" Trade languishes, certainly," replied one of the men, " and we
shall be wiUing to do our utmost to regenerate it. But we understood it was for some specific purpose you had desired to see us?"
" I t was," replied Madame Le Clerc, "one I have long desired
to accomplish;" and as Eauque interpreted her words, she fixed
her eyes with a peculiar meaning on the two strangers.
"And what is it?" inquired the men.
"That," she replied, nodding significantly, "youwUl learn by
and by; but you rnust receive the communication from myself.
In the meantime, drink and be welcome,"
The visitors were by no means slow to accept the invitation;
and appearing content to wait her own convenience for the explanation she promised, they turned the conversation into another
channel.
"This is an awkward affair," they observed, "that has just
occurred; and had we heard of it before we reached this neighbourhood, we should have deferred our visit; for it sets the country
on the alert, and makes traveUing difficult."
" AVhat is it ?" inquired Madame Le Clerc.
" Is it possible you are not aware of it ?" said they.
" I have heard of nothing," answered she; "we have had nobody here this week. The last was Jacques Menin, and I expected him again yesterday, but he didn't come."
" Probably prevented by the circumstance we aUude to,"
rephed one of the visitors. " Listen: it appears there have been
two men—interlopers — not belonging to us—-who have 'been
attempting something on a great scale—with a carriage and four
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—provided with passports, too—passing for foreigners—they are,
indeed, proved to be English—they had been to Mahnes, Brussels,
and other places, and were on their return, weU charged; the
whole inside of the carriage, which was English buUt, and therefore the less suspected, had a false lining—capitally done, they
say—never would have been discovered; in short, when they
passed through into Flanders about ten days ago, they were
taken for persons of the highest distinction, as their passports
represented,—it is supposed they transported goods to an immense
value on that occasion. WeU, aU went well tUl they got near
Lisle on their return—then fortune changed!—about five mUes on
the other side of the barrier, they met three persons on horseback, a gentleman and lady, followed hy a groom. The gentleman
was the Duke de Eochechouart, who, it appetos, knew them both
—one, indeed, had been his own servant; and the other he had
become acquainted with in some unpleasant transaction—what it
was didn't transpire—however, the parties recognised each other.
I t appears, that for some reason or other, the duke-wished to have
some communication with them, and he desired his groom to
follow them into the town and observe where they put up. Probably they misunderstood the manoeuvre, and fancied their enterprise was suspected; however that may be, when the.y perceived
that the man persisted in foUowing them, they shot him dead on
the spot. The duke, on hearing the shot, galloped up to see what
was the matter, and a second pistol stretched him on the earth
beside his servant. In short, they were both killed. The postillions
then turned the horses' heads, put them into a gallop, and they
fled for their lives. A little more, and they had reached the
frontier; but the lad.y was at their heels—just in time the.y met a
troop of ca^alr.^-—she cried to them to stop the murderers—they
did so—they were turned back again and brought into Lisle, where
the lady—the duchess I suppose she is, gives evidence against
them. The whole town is in commotion—the duke was there
with his regiment, and ver.y much beloved."
" I know the men perfectly," replied Aladame Le Clerc, who had
listened to the narration with great interest: "they stopped here
on their way, and (he child you see there belongs to them; and,
in short, I have goods of value of theirs now in my hands, which
wc want your aid in transporting across the channel. You shaU
see them by and by. You didn't come through Lisle ?"
"No, no," repliid one of the Eodolphes; "we never pass
through gato3 when we can keep on the outside of them. But
who are these men ? Have you known them long?"
" Tliey have been here two or three times before," answered the
hostess. " The first time I saw them was several years ago; they
had then not only passports, but a letter of recommendation to
the authorities, from this very Duke of Eochechouart, whom one
of them had found means of obliging. They have never attempted
anything but under the most favourable circusastances, and have,
hitherto. b««u verv successful."

SUSAN HOPLET.

38!

CHAPTEE XLVII.
A DOMICILIARY VISIT.

O N the morning after the appearance of the two Eodolphes, as
described iu the last chapter, the quiet of the inhabitants of the
lowly inn was disturbed at an early hour by the arrival of a party
of police from Lisle, who, entering the house with considerable
bluster and noise, announced that they were come in search of
the two men who had arrived there on the preceding evening.
" The.y are gone," replied the hostess, through the interpretation
of Eauque. " They departed with the dawn of light."
" That is not true," repUed the chief of the party; "we know
that they are stiU on the premises."
"You are mistaken," answered Madame Le Clerc; "yoii ynll
not find them here."
"We'll trj'-, however," returned the officer. "Do you remain
here," continued he to one of his party, " and let no one leave the
room whUe we search the house. We shaU find them concealed
somewhere, I have no doubt."
A rigorous search was then instituted; every part of the house
was examined; every bed turned down, and looked under; every
closet opened; and the outhouses and stables were visited with the
same strictness; but the men were not forthcoming. In short, the
officers were beginning to be shaken in their conrictions, notwithstanding that those who had been emplo.yed as spies, and had
watched the men into the house, positively affirmed that they had
never left it. The,y returned to the kitchen, however, without
having found the slightest trace of the persons in question. Eauque
was interrogated, and an attempt was made to interrogate Jemima
and the invahd in the arm-chair. Jemima, they soon found, did
not understand them; and as for Monsieur Le Clerc, all their
efforts were vain to rouse his attention sufficientl.v to extiact any
information from him. Though he was very deaf, his ears were
by no means impervious to sound; and although his organs of
speech were in a great degree paralysed, and very rarely exercised,
the.y would have been yet available, if his memory had served him
sufficiently to put a sentence together. But it did not; and
neither were his powers of attention equal to taking in the scope
of a question. He would turn his head to the speaker, and appear
to hsten to the first word or two, when an effort had been made- to
rouse him ; but before a sentence could be completed, the mind
had sunk again into forgetfulness, the eyes were again fixed on the
sole object of his attention, the fire on the hearth; and a repetition
of the experiment, how often soever made, invariably led but to
the same result.
As for Eauque, he declared he knew nothing about the men.
He said, " that when he went to bed on the preceding evening, he
X
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left them with Madame Le Clerc in the kitchen, and that when he
rose in the morning they were gone."
" Since this is the case," said the officer, " y o u must accompany
us into the town, to be examined by the magistrates, and the
hostess must go with us also. F o r this poor invalid, it appears
useless to disturb him."
" TeU them," said Madame Le Clerc to Eauque, " t h a t he cannot
be left. A^Tiere I go, he must go. "Who is to feed him, and give
him a fire, and put him to bed? They wouldn't leave a chUd in the
cradle; neither must he be left who is as helpless."
" B u t we have not the means of transporting him," answered
the officer. " H e can't walk, I suppose?"
" I f our going is ine^ritable," said Madame Le Clerc, " y o u can
attach one of your horses to the cart that's in the shed; it wiU
serve to take us that far."
" And this chUd," said he, " w h o is she? She must accompany
us, too."
" She's an E n g h s h girl," answered Aladame Le Clerc, " left here
for a few days by some tiaveUers, who wUl probably return
shortly in search of her."
The cart was then dra-wn from the shed, a horse of one of the
officers selected to draw it, and arrangements were made for the
departure of the whole party, •with the exception of two, who were
to stay behind and watch the house.
AMiUst this was doing. Aladame Le Clerc, who saw there was no
alternative and that opposition would be vain, busied herself in
preparing her husband for the journey, and also gave Jemima to
understand that she must accompany t h e m : and the chUd, who
was getting heartUy weary of her situation, now that Susan and
her sisters were gone, rejoiced in the prospect of a change.
AA'hen all was ready, and they were about to leave the house,
the men asked Eauque for something to drink before starting;
upon which he proceeded to a small cupboard, which opened by a
sliding panel in the wainscot, where the liquors were kept.
" That is a place we overlooked," obseiwed the officer; "but it
is too small to conceal a man."
" I t is,'' answered another, -nlio was putting his head into the
cupboard, and (>xamining il ; "it's- full of bottles—ha, h a ! good
brandy—no doubt capital; it's in these places one gets it good.
B u t let's see —what have wc h e r e ? " and he drew out two emaU
knapsacks, with straps attached to them, and inscribed with
initials: 1\. B. on one, and E . G. on the other. They each contained a blue checked shirt, a couple of pairs of stockings, and one
or two other small articles.
" Those knapsacks belong to the men we're in search of," said
the oflicer to Eauque.
" That may be," answered Eauque.
" AI ay be ?" replied the i ifficer : " you know it is so."
" I don't say to the contrary," returned Eauque.
'* B u t do you admit that they do ?" persisted the man.
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" It's extremely possible," returned Eauque.
" But I say it's not only possible, but true," said the officer.
" Very likely," answered Eauque.
" But you wont admit it ?" said the officer.
" I don't deny it," said Eauque; " doubtless you know better
than I do."
At this point of the conversation Madame Le Clerc, who had
been out of the room preparing for her departure, returned, and
was asked if the knapsacks didn't belong to the men in question.
"Undoubtedly," she replied; "but they went away this morning
without them; probably intending to return shortly."
The officers shook their heads incredulously—they even went
over the house again, and examined it, if possible, more closely
than before, but with no better success; and finding further delay
unavailing, the.y placed Madame Le Clerc, her husband, Jemima,
and Eauque in the cart, and started for Lisle.
AYhen they arrived there, and were produced before the magistrate, there was some surprise created at the appearance of a
second dumb woman; who was, however, easUy identified as the
real Madame Le Clerc, both by her own admission, and the testimony of others.
" That other person has been detained under an error, then,"
observed the magistrate; " she must be released immediately."
With respect to the men, Madame Le Clerc and Eauque, when
interrogated, persisted in the same account they had given before.
They admitted freely that they were the two Eodolphes of Nantes,
the notorious foster-brothers, by which name they were known aU.
over the kingdom; and she admitted, also, that she had employed
people to invite them to -risit her house. But she affirmed that
they had left it early in the morning; and Eauque declared that
he had neither seen nor heard anything of them since he went to
bed on the preceding evening; whUe the officers who had been
emplo.ved to watch them, as positively asserted that they had
assuredly never left the premises.
Being informed that Jemima was an English child left at the inn
by some traveUers, who would return and claim her, which was
either all Madame Le Clerc knew, or aU she chose to say, a person
was sent for who could speak a little Enghsh, and she also was
interrogated about the men; but her account coincided with
Eauque's: she had left them in the kitchen when she went to bed,
and had not seen them since.
" Ask her if it's true that she was left at the mn by her friends,"
said the magistrate.
"Yes," answered Jemima,
" And do you expect them to return ?"
"Yes," replied the child, who, forward as she was, was both
abashed and frightened at the forms and ceremonies of a judicial
interrogation; the more as, not comprehending any of the previous inquiry, she did not know what it aU meant.
""What's your name?" said the interpreter.
X 2
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"Jemima," answered she; which being a name entirely unfamUiar to French ears, was conceived at once to be a specimen of
the barbarous and unpronounceable English surnames.
As nothing further could be ehcited with respect to the fosterbrothers—about whom some information had been received which
rendered their capture desirable; especiaUy just now, when the
death of the Duke de Eochechouart, and the discovery of the real
character of the traveUers in the English barouche, had set the
world on the alert, and had shaken some of the officials in their
seats, who expected nothing less than a sharp reprimand, if no
worse, from the higher powers—the Le Clercs and Eauque were
remanded for the present, and placed in confinement; whilst
Jemima, at the recommendation of the magistrate, was lodged
with a respectable person, to be taken care of tUl her friends
claimed her.
Whilst this scene was acting in the court-house, Susan, whose
natural phUosophy had enabled her to endure her detention with
more patience than might have been expected, all at once found
herself set free, and turned into the street with as little ceremony
as she had been captured; " Go, you are free," being all the explanation offered on the subject.
If she had had the means of expressing herself, and had known
who to apply to, she would, before she left the town, have sought
some information about Mabel; but the difficulties that stood in
her way, from her ignorance in both respects, and her impatience
to return to the young people at the inn, whom she considered
whoUy under her protection, and whose terrors at her absence
she easily comprehended, induced her to set forth on her way
back, the moment she was released. Added to which, there was
barel.y time for her to perform the journe.y on foot before dark,
aud she neither liked the thoughts of being benighted on the road,
nor of seeking a lodging in the town,
" AMien once all this trouble is over, and we have got back to
Paris or to Ihigland," said she to herself, " I shall easil.y find the
means of learning all I want about Alabel, I'll go to Mr. Simpson, and tell him who I am, and all about it; and as she must be
well known here, no doubt he'll be able to discover her," And
staying the appetite of her impatience and curiosity by this resolution, she started on her way back to the inn.

CHAPTEE XLVIII.
MR. OLLIPIIANT RECEIVES A N CNEXPECTED VISIT FROM ISAAC LECKY,
THE JEW.

ONE morning, whUst Air. OUiphant was engaged in his office,
he was informed that a person desired to speak -nith him on par"icular business; and on repairing to his private room, in obedience
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to the summons, he was surprised to see his old acquaintance,
Isaac Lecky, the Jew.
" How now, Mr. Lecky," said he; "do you want a httle Christian
law to settle the difference betwixt you and some of your tribe P
Can't you get on upon the old rule of an eye for an eye, and a
tooth for a tooth ?"
" Ah, Mr. OUiphant, sir," replied Isaac, " we poor Jews are
scoffed and scorned; but sometimes we do you Christians good
service for aU that."
" That's when there's more to be got by serving us than cheating
us, Isaac," answered Mr. OUiphant. " But sit down; what's your
business now?" And Isaac seated himself in his old attitude, with
his hands tightly packed between his knees, which were inclined
inwards to hold them fast.
"AVell, Mr. OUiphant, sir," said Isaac, "my business regards
a bit of parchment, that has somehow or other fallen into the
hands of a friend of mine—indeed, I can't say that he's much of a
friend either—just an acquaintance—a person I know to speak to,
when we meet at the synagogue."
" WeU, but the parchment!" said Mr. OUiphant. " AVhat about
that?"
"WeU, sir, as I was observing," continued Mr. Lecky, "there's
a bit of parchment faUen into his hands that, I take it, may cous i n something of more value than the skin—at least, if the right
parties could get hold of it."
" AYhat is it ?—a deed ?" inquired the lawyer.
" I t is a deed," answered Isaac.
" "What sort of a deed? a settlement? a wUl?"
"It's a wUl," said the Jew.
"Probably some old copy of a will of no value," said Mr.
OUiphant.
" It's attested," said Isaac; " signed and -witnessed in due form."
" StiU it may have been but a duplicate copy," said Mr.
OUiphant. " AYhat makes you think it's of value ?"
" I have my own reasons for thinking that," answered the Jew.
" I should like to hear them," said Mr. OUiphant.
""WeU, sir," said Isaac, "the truth is, that a person has been
inquiring for it."
" The right owner?" asked Mr. OUiphant.
" The person that brought it to me—that is, to my friend—but
not the right owner, I'm certain."
"How then?—was the -ndU left in pledge?" inquired the
lawyer.
" No," answered Isaac; " it was found in the breast-pocket of a
coat, that was pledged some years ago, -with several other things
which have never been redeemed."
" And now the will's inquired for ?"
" Exactly," replied Mr. Lecky.
" And why don't you give it up?" said the lawyer.
" It's not me," answered the Jew; " it's my friend."
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"AYeU, why don't your friend give it up? There can be no
difficulty in ascertaining to whom it belongs," said Mr. OUiphant.
" None in the world," repUed Isaac. " But you know, sir, a
thing of that sort, that's of value, can't be expected to be let shp for
nothing, particularly when it turns up in this here sort of way,
years afterwards, when everybody must naturaUy have concluded
it was lost and gone, past recovery."
" Then you want me to tieat -with the parties that the deed
belongs to," said Air. OUiphant; "in short, to negotiate between
them and you, and get a price for you ? Is that it ?"
" Something of that sort," answered Isaac.
"Humph!" said Mr. OUiphant. "That's business very much
out of my Une. At the same time, if this document is really of
value to somebody who has been defrauded of it, it should be
restored one way or another. But, in the first place, I must see
it; I must judge of its value and authenticity; and learn who
the parties are to whom restitution is to be made. Have you it
-with you?"
" Vou know, sir," said Lecky, " t h e wUl is not mine—I'm only
acting for another person, and I must either return the parchment or the price of it to my friend."
" Very weU," said Mr. OUiphant; "aU I can say is, that if the
deed proves to be of value, I'U endeavour to obtain a suitable
reward for the produce of it. But unless you'U trust it in my
hands, it's useless prolonging this interview, as we're both losing
our time;" and Mr. OUiphant rose impatiently from his seat.
" Here it is, sir; here it is," said Isaac, who was a timid man,
and began to fear he had exhausted the law.yer's forbearance.
" You see, sir," said he, stUl holding it folded as it was—" there
are marks upon it—stains, sir, of blood—of bloody fingers. I remember the business well enough; it was thought to be a put-up
affair betwixt the footman and the dairymaid—you remember it,
sir ? AVentworth—Mr. Wentworth, of Oakfield, the great wine
merchant?"
"Good God!" exclahned Mr. OUiphant, as he examined the
document; " who did you get this from, Mr. Lecky?"
" From a woman," answered Mr. Lecky, who, in the excitement
of the moment, here dropped his friend out of the transaction.
" Alost likel.vthe dair.^Tnaid herself^a pretty creature, a very pretty
creature, indeed, she was when she used to come first to my house;
that's now perhaps seven or eight years ago. She'd a chUd, too,
as pretty as herself; but I fancy the man, whoever he was—the
footmau, probabl.y—that was concerned with her, left her; for she
fell into great distress, and stript herself, little by little, of everything. Amongst the rest, there came a box of men's clothes; I
sold them all but one coat, but that I never could get off. It was
stained, very much stained and spotted; it often struck me it was
blood, and now I don't doubt it. I don't know how it was I overlooked that pocket, for we always examine the pockets—but it
was concealed in the breast, which was padded, and it wasn't easy
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to feel there was anything there. However, lately she came back,
for I hav'n't seen anything of her for some years—but she came
back to inquire for the parchment; but I told her I knew nothing
of it, aud that the things were all sold—and, indeed, I thought
they were, for I had clean forgotten the coat, which had been
thrown aside as unsaleable. But some time afterwards, a poor
creature, one of our own people, came to me for assistance—he
was starving, and had no clothes to his back; and as I was looking about to see if there was anything I could spare, what should
I Ught on but this here coat. So, as I'd had it so long, I thought
it wasn't wronging myself nor my daughter to clothe him in it;
for, indeed, the moths were getting into it, and there was more
hke to be loss in keeping it than in giving it away. But whilst I
was pointing out to him what a comfortable thing it was, and how
warm it would keep him across the breast, aU padded as it was, I
thought I felt something that made me look a Uttle closer, and
what should I find but the pocket, and this here deed in it."
" And has the woman returned to make any further inquiries ?"
asked Mr. OUiphant.
" No," rephed Isaac; " I have never seen her since."
" But doubtless you know where to find her?" said Mr. OUiphant.
" W h y , no," answered Isaac, after a Uttle consideration; " I
don't think I do, and I don't expect to see her again. In short,
to say the truth, I wonder at her risking the thing at aU; for if
I'd found the wUl before she came, it might have led to her detection. I might have stopt her, you know."
"Distress, I suppose, drove her to it," replied the lawyer.
" People -will do anything for bread. But we must find her out,
Mr. Lecky; and I think it wUl be worth your whUe to help us."
" And the wUl ?" said Isaac, anxiously.
" I wUl undertake to say that you shaU be fairly rewarded,"
returned Mr. OUiphant; " but in the meantime you must trust to
my word, and leave it with me. Moreo-ver, it is desirable that
the thing should be kept as private as possible tUl we see our way.
Don't mention the circumstance to anybody."
" Except to my friend—^my principal," said Isaac, who just then
recoUected him.
" Oh, your friend, of course, is an exception," said Mr. Olhphant,
laughing, as he saw him to the door.

CHAPTEE XLIX.
MR. SIMPSON A N D THE I,A-WYER P A Y A VISIT TO OAKFIELD.

W H E N Isaac Lecky said that he did not know where the woman
was to be fo' md who had pledged the articles amongst which the
wUl was foufid, he happened to speak the truth. He neither
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knew her residence nor her name, and thus the progress of the
investigation, which Mr. OUiphant was eager to prosecute, was
arrested. Isaac did not doubt that she was the dairymaid who
had eloped with the footman; and Mr. OUiphant and Mr. Simpson, to whom the affair was communicated, entertained the same
opinion.
However, the recovery of the ^riU was in itself important.
There could be no doubt of its authenticity; it had been drawn
up in Mr. OUiphant's office, and sent down, with a duplicate, to
•Oakfield, to be attested. The signatures of Mr. Wentworth and
the -witnesses were attached to it; and, from the stains of blood
that appeared on it, the probabUity was, that Air. Wentworth had
had it with him on his last fatal journey, and that it had been
taken from the portfolio which was found open and rified after
his death. What had become of the other copy, which the same
witnesses affirmed had also been signed and attested, yet remained
a mystery.
As Mr. Gaveston's situation in regard to the property was entirely
changed by the recovery of this document, by -nhich the bulk of
it was vested in trustees for the use of his wife, and as Harry
Leeson's right to his legacy was also established by it, as well as
the claim of the servants and others to various smaU sums which
Mr. AA'entworth had bequeathed to them, it became necessary to
communicate the event to that gentleman without delay; and for
this purpose Mr. Simpson and Mr. OUiphant resolved to make a
visit to Oakfield. " I can be of no use, I believe," said Mr.
Simpson; " but it's a good -n^hUe since I was there, and I should
hke to see what's going on, and how he receives the inteUigence."
" Not very gratefully, .you may be assured," returned Mr.
OUiphant.' " It will diminish his importance a good deal, and he
wont Uke that now that he's such a great man in the county."
" It's curious how, in some respects, his character appears to
be changed," observed Mr. Simpson. " It's true, he was always
eager for money; but formerly it w as to squander it at the
gaming-table, or with a parcel of blackguards on the turf; but
now all that sort of thing's given up, and his whole ambition
seems to be to acquire infiuence, and to domineer over everybody
about him."
"Which he docs with a vengeance, I understand," rejoined Mr.
OUiphant. " I'm told that his behaviour on the bench, since he
has been a magistrate, is quite unbearable; insomuch that two or
three gentlemen who were in the commission have resigned, because the.y wouldn't act with him."
" I don't wonder at it, I'm sure," replied Mr. T^'mpson; "from
the account I heard from old Jeremy, who came up to town lately
to settle some afl'airs on the death of his wife. But the great
offence he has given appears to be about the new road; and it's
curious how he seems to have got the better of them aU. He
actuaU.y stood alone in his opinion ; everybody but himself were
perfectly agreed as to the direction it should take; and Mr.
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Franklin, who was anxious to keep it off a little estate he has
lying in the line, thought the thing secure; but -whether out of
enmity tc him, because he had interfered between him and his
wife—Franklin says he's sure it's that—but -vchatever it was, he
sec to work to oppose them all; and, faith! he carried the day,
and the road has been cut right through Franklin's property."
"It's singular," said Mr. OUiphant, "that Mrs. Gaveston
should have attached herself to a man of such a character. One
would think it impossible, seeing so much of him as she did, that
she should not have found him out before she married him."
" H e spared no pains to deceive her," replied Mr. Simpson.
" And although the.y were cousins, and had known each other
from childhood, yet; they were never long together at a time.
'Then, it must be admitted, he had considerable powers of entertaining, and he exceUed in all those sports and exercises which
show a man to advantage and attract the attention of women. He
deceived me for a long time, and Mr. Wentworth for longer. But
he, poor man, had begun to dislike him very much before he died,
and I had found him out a good deal earlier."
" AA^ell, this bit of parchment, as my friend Isaac calls it, -wUl
take the shine out of him, I fancy," said Mr. OUiphant, " and wiU
make poor Airs. Gaveston independent and comfortable. And as
for that Uttle feUow, if we could find him
"
" He'U turn up some day," answered Mr. Simpson. " Youknow
that Mrs. Gaveston received a letter from him soon after he went,
assuring her he was in a fair way of doing well; and it's extremely
possible he may have written others, which being addressed to
Oakfield, now she's no longer there, would naturally fall into
Gaveston's hands, and never be heard of more."
The two gentlemen, on reaching Oakfield, were informed that
Mr. Gaveston was at that moment engaged in the library -with !^.
person on business, and were therefore shown into the breakfastroom adjoining, and requested to wait tUl he Was at leisure.
The rooms were divided by folding-doors, w^hich were closed but
not latched; and consequently the traveUers, who-were standing
sUently contemplating a picture of their old friend that hung over
the chimney-piece, found themselves involuntary confidants of
the conversation that was going on in the next apartment. The
first words that reached their ears were, " That damned road!"
upon which their eyes met, and a significant smile was exchanged
between them, for it was the voice of Mr. Gaveston that gave utterance to them.
" But you know, sir, it was your own wUl," replied the other
person. "You insisted the road should take that direction. I
always told you from the first that it wasn't the best line; but you
wouldn't listen."
" But you never told me you were going to take it through
Maningtree," said Mr. Gaveston. " Why didn't you tell me
that?"
" I t foUowed of course, sir; there was no other way of doing it.
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pro-rided we took your line," repUed the other. " If you would
only have looked at the plans I sketched, you'd have seen it yourself; but you wouldn't, youknow, sir; you said you were resolved
it should go through Peach MiU, and no other way."
"Damnation!" muttered Mr. Gaveston. "Well, but, Borthwick, can't you turn it a httle to the right or the left, and keep
clear of that place ?"
" AYhat place, sir ?" said Borthwick; " Maningtree P"
" No, no, not Maningtree; you say that's impossible."
" Impossible!—to be sure, sir; why we're vrithin a mile of it
now."
"WeU, but that house—those grounds, I mean; can't you clear
them ?"
" AYhat, the old Manor House, sh-P"
"Ay, ay," said Air. Gaveston, impatiently; " t h e old Manor
House, or anything else you hke to caU it."
" Lord, sir," said Borth-wick, " what would be the use of sparing
that ? AYhy it's just a nuisance to the neighbourhood, and the
people are glad enough to get rid of it from before their eyes, particularly the inn; it's just an eyesore to them and their customers.
If it's not taken do-wn, it'U tumble down; for there's never been
five shillings laid out in repairs these thirty years, nor ever -srill
again; for since that affair of Mr. Wentworth's, you know, sir,
it's never even been used for traveUers, as it was before."
" WeU, sir, but if I -wish it spared ?" said Mr. Gaveston,
fiercely.
" B u t it's too late, sir," replied Borthwick. "The bargain's
made with the agents for the property, and glad enough they were
to strike it; and so wiU the principal, for he never looked to get
sixpence an acre for it; and we've given a pretty round sum—
more than it's worth, in my opinion. But that's no business of
mine."
" But it is of mine, sir," replied Air. Gaveston, arrogantly. " It's
mj' business to see that the public money's not thrown away, and
improperl.^' squandered; and I wont agree to the bargain. I wont
stand to it, sir. .Vs one of the trustees of the roads, and as a maistrate for the com11.y, I've a right to object, and I will object,
'ra.y, sir, why -nasn't I consulted before such a prodigal arrangement was made ?"
" Lord, sir, .you were present,, you know, when the gross sums
for the different estates w as voted; but you never objected to the
amount, nor inquired into the iiarticulars, e.Ycept about the compensation for Peach Alill, to Mr. Franklin. Certainly you did
object to that, I remember, and said it was too high; and you got
a thousand pounds knocked off. And this other business was
settled the same day, sir; but I believe you were so much engased about Peach Alill, that you didn't attend to the rest."
Here a pause of some minutes ensued. Mr. Gaveston was
forced into the conviction, that if the thing he objected to had become ineritable, or nearly so, he had nobody to blame but himself.
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which formed a very considerable aggravation of his annoyance;
and he was engaged in thinking if there were no possible expedient left by which the error he had committed might be remedied.
" There's nobody in the line that could be brought to object,
Borthwick, is there ?"
"Not one, sir," answered Borthwick. "Nobody ever did object; that is, none of the landlords nor proprietors that we proposed to cut through, except Mr. Franklin. All the rest found
their account in it too well; but it was a heavy loss to him, no
doubt, and a disappointment, too. But we've been through Peach
MUl these six months, so it's too late for him to object now."
" But suppose the proprietor wont ratify?" said Mr. Gaveston.
" AA'eU, sir, if he wouldn't," answered Borthwick, " that might
cause a good deal of trouble and delay, certaioly; and we might
be obhged to turn the road a bit aside; but it would be a pity, a
great pity! I t would spoU the line altogether; for it cuts as
straight as an arrow through them Eemorden grounds."
" Damn the line!" said Mr. Gaveston. " But if the proprietor
objected to ratify, there's time enough yet to turn it, is there
notP"
" You must be quick about it, sir," answered Borthwick;
" there's not a day to lose. Indeed, if it hadn't been that he's
abroad, we should have been at work there now, puUing down the
house. For some time the agents couldn't ferret him out; and at
last, when they did, they found he'd just started for the continent.
But they've sent after him, and it's hkely the thing wont hang on
hand, for the money 'U be welcome enough. They say he'd run
through ever5rthing he had at the end of the first two years, and
has been living on his wits ever since."
" AYho are the agents?" said Mr. Gaveston.
" Their names are Wright and Greyling, sir, I believe," replied
Borthwick; " but the sohcitor that acts for them is called Glassford, and he hves in the Temple. He'd be the proper person to
apply to, I should think."
" I believe he would," rephed Mr. Gaveston, musingly; "but,
perhaps, Borthwick, you could get the address of this Mr. Eemorden ; you say he's on the continent, but that's a large field.
The thing is, to know the spot, the exact spot, or one may lose a
great deal of time."
"I'U try and find out, sir, if you-wish it," said Borthwick,
" Do, Borthwick, and lose no time," returned Mr. Gaveston;
"and let me know the moment you hear."
" I wUl, sir," said Borthwick, taking his leave.
" Good morning, Borthwick," said Mr. Gaveston, in a friendly
tone ; " and, Borthwick, you'U hang back a little—don't put on too
many men; and you needn't get the stones brought up so fast,
you know. Give us a little time to look about us. There's no
hurry; none in the world. The longer the road's making the
better for the poor people that are at work on it. It'U be a bad
day for them when they lay the last stone."
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" I t wiU, sir," said Borthwick, " no doubt, sir."
" So, Borthwick, don't hurry, take it easy. By the by, that bit
of land you wanted—I think it's about an acre and a half?"
" J u s t about, sir," answered Borth-wick.
" W e U , I think we shaU be able to come to an agreement; I
have been considering about it—but we'U speak of that another
time. Good morning, Borthwick."

C H A P T E E L.
wmcn

CONTAINS T H E RESULT OF T H E VISIT TO O A K F I E L D , A N D THE
D E P A R T U R E THENCE OF MR. SIMPSON A N D T H E E.A.WYER.

M E . BOETHWICK ha-ring made his exit immediately into the
haU, without passing through the breakfast-room, M r . Gaveston
arose, and not knowing any one was there, threw open the folding
doors, in order to extend the space in which he was about to walk
himself down a Uttle; for like many other people, when he was
vexed or excited, or wanted to coUect his ideas, or calm his mind,
he found exercise a great assistant in the operation. But what he
saw, when he opened the doors, did by no means tend to arrange
his ideas, or augment his placidity. H e saw the two men, whom,
of all others in the world, he most feared and hated; for he knew
the.v despised him, and yet he did not dare to show his resentment. H e could not b u t be aware that there were many who held
no better opinion of him than they did; and he was on Ul terms
with a great proxiortion of his neighbours, for his arrogance and
irritabiUt.^^ were almost unbearable; but then he eased his mind
by thwarting their plans, opposing their opinions, and showing
them as much contempt and insolence as one gentleman dare
show another without the risk of getting his brains blown out for
his impertinence. B u t somehow or other he never could feel at
his ease, nor give way to his natural temper in the presence of
these two men. They had been Air. Wentworth's most intimate
;ind attached friends, they had been mixed up with aU his affairs,
they were the defenders of his daughter, and ready to be the protectors of his nephew. H e knew that they were stUl as eager as
ever to discover the truth, and to penetrate the mystery that
bung over the fatal night at the Old Manor H o u s e ; and he was
aw are t h a t if even a link w as found to guide them, they would
never let, it go till they had followed out the whole chain: and as
the lawyer was shrewd, and Air. Simpson was wealthy, they were
extremely likely to succeeil. I n short, nothing but the disappearance of .Vndrew and Alabel, which fixed suspicion on them till it
had grown into a certainty, had prevented the most active investigations on the part of the two gentlemen in question. But,
beguiled by that circumstance, they had directed all their exertions to the discovery of Andrew and his supposed paramour,
instead of to the ascertaining whether they were actually the
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guUty parties or not. But the moment might come that should
start them in a new direction, and who should say what might
follow ? Then, they had outwitted him; they had taken advantage of his fears, without even knowing the power of the weapon
they were wielding, to wrest from him one half of the lucrative
business in the city. He had since found out Mr. Simpson's
motive, and seen through the manoeuvre, which he did not doubt
the lawyer was at the bottom of; he was aware it was not for his
own profit he had worked; but that, distrusting him, he had done
it for the sake of the daughter and nephew of his friend and benefactor ; but he did not like him the better for that, but the worse,
Such men are to be feared, for they are untractable. Altogether,
there were no two men whom he less desired to see at Oakfield,
or anywhere else indeed, more especially in a moment of irritation and embarrassment, like the present; and certainly there
were none whom he would have less desired to make the confidants of his conversation with Borthwick; and yet the probability
was that they had heard a great part of it, if not all; how much,
he could not judge, for he did not know how long they might have
been there.
Under all these circumstances, it may be conceived that the sur
prise was not an agreeable one, and that the first involuntary
expression which passed over his face, denoted anything but pleasure. But he " caUed up a look" as quickly as he could, and threw
the blame of the first on his astonishment at so unexpected a
rencontre in his breakfast-room, and on his not instantly recognising who his visitors were.
" Have you been long here ?" said he.
"Nearly half an hour, I dare say," repUed Mr. OUiphant, who
felt a particular gratification in annoying him ; " but hearing you
so earnest in conversation, we wouldn't interrupt you, of course."
" It's that d
d road," replied Mr. Gaveston. " There's
always something going wrong with it; and I've more trouble
about it than enough. I find, because I didn't happen to be in
the way to attend to it, they have been squandering the pubhc
money iu a shameful way—giving five thousand pounds for an
estate not worth two, when by turning the road only a few hundred yards to the left, they might have cleared it altogether,
merely cutting through two or three small farms, where the people
must have taken what they could get."
" They must have been fairly compensated," said Mr. OUiphant>
" whether their farms were small or large; and probably the two or
three smaU farms would have cost more to buy -up than the single
estate, because usuaUy each proprietor takes care to ask something
more than his property is really worth; and amongst them you
might have found some extremely unreasonable. Besides, what's a
thousand or two of pounds in making a road of such importance
as the one in question. Surely, you wouldn't turn it out of its
hne for such a consideration as that!"
" Why, net if it -n'ere detrimental, certainly," replied Mr.
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Gaveston;" but in my opinion, it wouldn't injure the hne a bit to
give it a httle bend at that particular spot."
" And as for that cursed old place," continued Mr. OUiphant,
" nothing in the world would give me greater satisfaction than to
have it razed off the face of the earth. I'd have had the house
uUed down, and the grounds ploughed up the very next day, if
had had my wUl."
" Would you?" said Mr. Gaveston, hanging his head a Uttle on
one side, and endeavouring to look sentimental. ""Well I own
I entertain a different feeUng. I wouldn't have the place disturbed, but rather let it stand as a memorial—"
" Of a d
d, coldblooded, rascaUy murder, of one of the best
men that the Almighty ever turned out of his hands!" exclaimed
Mr. OUiphant, with vehemence. "God! a man must have a
singular taste in memorials who would wish to spare the place on
that accotmt."
" B u t come into the library and sit down," said Gaveston,
" whUst I desire AlitcheU to bring some refreshments;" and he
left the room hastily, in order to get the opportunity of gulping
down a httle of his vexation, and also that he might vent some of
it on the imlucky AlitcheU for having shown the two gentlemen
into the breakfast-room instead of the drawing-room, which would
have placed them beyond the hearing of his private conversation
with Borthwick.
"AVhen did you leave tq^wn?" said he, as he re-entered the
room : you have had charming weather for the journey."
"AYe have," rephed Mr. Simpson, "which induced us not to
hurry; so we drove clown quite leisurely, and have been three
days on the road. This is OUiphant's idle time, and he wanted a
httle countr.v air."
" Nothing hke it," answered Air. Gaveston, somewhat reheved
b.y their last speech; for he had been wondering what could have
procured him the honour of this unexpected visit, a curiosity that
was not unaccompanied by anxiety; and he was glad to find that
it -was nothing but the desire of recreation that had brought the
gentlemen from London. But they were only deferring the communication they had to make tUl Mitchell had cleared away the
refreshments; and therefore, without hinting a word of it, they
fumed the conversation on general topics, whilst they were discussing the luncheon.
"AVhat do you say to a walk over the grounds?" said Mr.
Gaveston, who alli'cted as much hospitality as he could contrive
to throw into a voice and manner which indulgence and irritation
had rendered rather indocUe; " it wiU give you an appetite for
your dinner."
" AVe shall have time for a walk, I dare say," rephed Mr.
OUiphant; "but before we move, we've a httle business to talk
over with you, if you'll give us leave."
"Assuredly," said Air, Gaveston, reseating himself, with an
•uneasy air; "we can discuss the business, and have a walk too,
before dinner."
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_" Hem!" said Mr. OUiphant, clearing his throat, as he settled
himself in his chair. " You know one of the circumstances connected with our lamented friend's death, that has always created
the greatest surprise and curiosity, was the disappearance of the
wUl."
" Or rather, that no wUl was found," said Gaveston.
" Disappearance!" reiterated the lawyer, in a decided tone;
" disappearance of a thing which was known to have existed—
known not only to me, but to others."
" AYeU," said Gaveston, in the tone of a man who gives way
•without being con-rinced. " As you please: but go on."
"And not only one copy, but two," continued Mr. OUiphant;
" which made the circumstance the more remarkable, as it left no
room for attributing the loss to accident."
" AYeU!" said Mr. Gaveston, with some impatience.
" And therefore," added the lawyer, " I h a d the less hope of ever
recovering the lost documents; as I naturaUy concluded that
whatever motive had occasioned the theft, would also occasion
their destruction."
" N o doubt," answered Gaveston, whose countenance was
every moment getting more and more be.yond his control.
" However, strange to say," pursued Mr. OUiphant, " that does
not appear to be the case; for at this present moment I've got the
wUl in my pocket;" and he clapped his hand to his side with a
decision that denoted not only his satisfaction at fincUng it, but
his assurance of its vahdity.
Air. Gaveston attempted a smUe of incredulity, but it was a
faUure; the Ups trembled, and his features, drawn from their
natural position by the struggle between their own wUl and the
power he was endeavouring to exert over them, gave a hideous
expression to the face,
"Nothing was ever more true, I assure you," replied Mr. OUiphant, in answer to the doubt he perceived Mr. Gaveston wished
to insinuate. "And alas!" he added, as he drew it from his
pocket, and presented it to the horror-struck eyes of the -wretched
man before bim ; " alas! it bears but too melancholy marks of its
authenticity—the bloody fingers of the murderer bear -witness
for it!"
Mr. Gaveston, apparently too much amazed and bewUdered to
know what he was doing, involuntarily held out his hand to take
it; but Mr. Olfiphant, feigning not to observe the movement, stUl
grasped it tightly. I t might be an excess of caution; but there
was a fire in the room, and there is no accounting for the impulses
of a desperate man.
" The provisions of the wUl," pursued the lawyer, " I have before
acquainted you with. They correspond exactly with the rough
draught I showed you after Mr. Wentworth's death; and, in
short, were framed upon it—^for after I had taken his instructions,
I threw them upon paper, and submitted the sketch to him,
before I fUled it up with all the requisite formahties."
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"Gentlemen," said_Mr. Gaveston, making a strong effort to
lecal his scattered spirits, and as he spoke, he rose hastUy, and
walked across the room, in order to escape from the close inspection he felt himself under as he sat: " this is a very extraordinary
communication—very extraordinary, indeed—and you cannot be
surprised at my being rather shaken by it—it's a thing no man
coidd hear without some degree of agitation, however strong his
nerves might be—and it's not a trifle that shakes mine, I assure
you. But are you really satisfied—are you really certain of what
you affirm ?"
" So certain,'] repUed Mr. OUiphant, " that I'U give you leave to
•try the authenticity of this deed,"—and he clapped his hand upon
it •with the most determined air of conviction—" in every court of
judicature in the three kingdoms; and more than that, I'll stake
my whole fortune on the result."
"And so would I," added Mr. Simpson, quietly, but firmly.
" Oh!" said Mr. Gaveston, and there was an evident faltering
»f the voice; " I—I don't mean to dispute—I have no desire to—
to question—if you are con^rinced—I certainly shaU submit—
there's no necessity for tiying the thing before any court whatsoever, but the court cf our own consciences, gentlemen."
" Anj^ other appeal would be useless, certainly," replied Mr.
OUiphant, who, as well as Mr. Simpson, was perfectly amazed at
this submissive acquiescence, for they had both come prepared to
encounter a storm of passion, a resolute denial of all belief in the
authenticitj- of the wUl, and, in short, a regular declaration of
war.
I t •n-as singular that the question that would naturally have first
presented itself, and which, either to a person interested or uninteri'sted in the result, would have most excited curiosity, Mr.
Gaveston forbore to ask. He did not say, " How was it recovered ?" but Air. OUiphant volunteered the information.
" You must be naturally curious to know-," said he, "by what
accident the thing has turned up, after so manj^ years, and when,
despairiug of success, we had long ceased all inquiry. But it's singular how documents of this sort do survive, and come to light
when they're least looked for. Old Time's a great redresser of
wrongs, and works out many a good cause and establishes many a
right, in his own quiet way, where our most strenuous endeavours
have failed. The way we got this is odd enough. There's a
certain .Jew, a pawnbroker, that lives in the neighbourhood of
St. Alartin's-lane, by name Isaac Lecky. A woman with whom
he formerly had dealings, went to him lately to inquire if, amongst
certain articles pledged some years since, and never redeemed, he
had found a will. Isaac said he had not, and that the things had
aU been sold long since. However, not long afterwards, in looking
over his stores, w hat should he stumble upon but a coat, which he
remembered to have got from ber, and •which, being much stained
—with blood, he thinks—had been found unsaleable, and thrown
uiJide. The worthy Jew, of course, according to the maxims oi
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his tribe, began to reckon what might be made of the accident;
and as I had had occasion to see him formcrl.y about some little
matters, who should he fix on but me to bring the will to, with
the view of engaging me to make a bargain for him with the
persons to be benefited b.y his discovery."
During this communication, Mr. Gaveston stood at the window
with his back to the gentlemen, and more than once, as hjC proceeded, he wiped the perspiration from his brow.
" And the woman ?" he gasped out: "what became of her?"
" O h ! the woman," replied Mr. Olhphant, "he could give na
account of. He neither knew her name nor her address; but for
my own part, I have little doubt of its being Mabel, the dairymaid. He describes her as young and pretty, and says that
she had with her a little girl, as pretty as herself. However, I
have set him to ferret her out, and promised to reward him well if
he succeeds; so that in all probability we shall soon come at the'
truth of the whole affair. In the meantime, with respect to the
wUl
"
" Oh, with respect to the will," interrupted Mr. Gaveston^
"there need be no trouble, no dispute—none in the world. I shall
not oppose anything that is right, you may rely on it."
The two friends looked at each other with amazement. The mam
so violent, so obstinate, so selfish, and, as they believed, so unprincipled, seemedall at once subdued, complying, disinterested, and just.
They could scarcely credit their ears or their understandings. Mr.
Simpson, naturally benevolent and forgiving, began to feel his
heart softening towards the being he had long despised and detested. But the lawyev, a man of sterner stuff and shrewder
discernment, and whom much intercourse with the world had
made intimately acquainted with human nature, saw something
in this apparently sudden change of character that perplexed him.
He had looked for the most pertinacious incredulity, the most
vigorous opposition; and even if the thorough conviction of their
inefficacy could be supposed to induce their forbearance, at the
best, a submission to inevitable necessity, deformed by an exhibition of the worst passions, was the most favourable result he
expected.
Strange thoughts crept into his mind—a chUhng of the heart he
had never felt before, made him shudder to the very marrow ia
his bones. He sat gazing at the profile of the man that stood at
the window, as he might have gazed if a being of another world
had suddenly presented itself before him. There was a dead
sUence: Mr. Gaveston felt the eye that was upon him, and waa
tiansfixed to the spot, Mr. Simpson cleared his throat, and tried
to speak; but he was awed by the bearing of his companions, and
could find nothing to say.
This sort of paralyzation of the party lasted some minutes, and
might have lasted longer; for Mr. Gaveston could not move, and
Mr. OUiphant had sunk into such a state of abstraction, that he
was unoor.»ciou8 of the lapse of time. At length Mr. Simpsora
T
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made a desperate effort to shake off the petrifaction that he felt
was beginning to be infectious; he pushed back his chair, and
rising, said, " W e U , gentlemen, shaU we walk-?"
Air. Gaveston turned round; his cheeks and lips were of an
ashy whiteness; his mouth was contracted; the whole face drawn,
as if he hacl actuaUy suflijred from a stroke of paralysis: he walked
forward -with an infirm step, and appeared to be looking about
for his hat. Air. OUiphant rose too, but he moved like a man in
a dream.
" O u r hats are in the other room, I believe," said Air. Simpson;
and he walked forward to fetch them, followed b.y Mr. OUiphant.
AA'hen they had passed through the doors, Air. Gaveston stopped
short in the centre of the room, clapped his hand to his forehead,
and held it there for a moment w ith a forcible pressure, whilst he
divided his paUid lips, and clenched his teeth, tiU his face assumed
an expression perfectly demoniacal. Then, as if the boihng agony
within was somewhat relieved by the energy he had wasted, he
made a strong eflbrt to recal himself: aud as the gentlemen were
returning into the room with their hats in their hands, he threw
open the door, and preceded them into the haU, where his own
was lying, and from thence stepped out on the lawn. They
foUowed; and seldom perhaps have three people commenced a
walk, avowedly of recreation, under more singular circumstances.
I t may easily be conceived that, with all the efforts Mr. Gaveston could make—and he made most vigorous ones—the conversation was not very livel.A". As they walked through the gardens,
he fried horticulture; and as they walked through the fields, he
tried agriculture; and when tlie.-i- got into the road, as roads were
not exactly in the present state of affairs desirable subjects, he feU
u]ion politics and the state of the country. But besides that Mr.
Simpson was x)rofoundl.y ignorant of the two first, and not very
weU versed in the last, he -was so struck by the singular bearing of
Air. OUiphant. so unlike the cheerful, loriuacious, but at the same
time firm and decided manner of the free-hearted, honest, and
rospcrous laA-y\-cr, that he could not collect his ideas, nor direct
is attention to w-hat the other w-as sayinii; whilst Air. OUiphant
himself had the air of a person who had been e.veeediuidy frightened b.v some -\-cry extraordinary or supernatural e-\'ent, and
-whose whole faculties were benumbed by the shock.
So they walked on from field to field, and from garden to
garden, till the hour of dinner drew nigh; when Air. Gaveston,
-v\-ho piloted the way, directed their stejis homewards, and they
withdrew to their separate rooms to arrange their toUets.
"OUiphant, my dear fellow"," said Air. Simpson, entering the
law.yer's room when he was himself dress-ed, " w h a t is all this?—
what, in the name of wonder, has come over you?—Why, .you're
not dressed, man, and there's the dinner bell!—why, you've not
even unstrapped your poi-tmanteaul Are ,vou Ul?"
" I am not weW" rephed Mr. OUiphant; "indeed, I feel eztiemely unwell. I'U thank you to say so to Mr. Gaveston. I
couldn't eat any dinner if I were to sit down tc +.<ib!e, E.vcuse me
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as •n-ell as .vou can. I shall go out and take a stroll; and if I am
not better, perhaps j'ou'll not see me in the drawing-room tonight. To-morrow morning, my dear Simpson, if you've no objection, we'll start for London, at sunrise. Our business is concluded, and we have no object iu delaying here. AYe can then
talk over this affair at our leisure."
Air. OUiphant appeared no more that evening. Before he la.y
down in his bed, he carefully fastened the door, and placed the
wUl under his pillow; and on the following morning, the two
gentlemen started for London.
CHAPTEE LI.
MR. G.VVESTON LEAVES O A K F I E L D FOR LONDON, A N D P A Y S TWO VISITS
T H A T ARE LITTLE EXPECTED.

No sleep blessed Mr. Gaveston's eyes during the night that
lodged the two friends under his roof, and w'itli the first dawn ot
light he arose and dressed himself; but he did not quit his room
till he heard the wheels that w^ere bearing away his inauspicious
-risitors, roUing from the door. Then he descended, ordering his
breakfast to be instantly served, and his horse to be saddled;
whilst he dispatched one of the servants forward to Borthwiok's
house, to desire he would be in the way, as he intended calling on
him, as he passed, on his way to town.
The law.ver and Air. Simpson had scarcely been gone half an
hour, when Mr. Gaveston was mounted, and galloping down the
lawn and along the road at such a rate that old Jeremy, who,
roused by the clattering of the hoofs through the paved street ol
Alapleton, thrust his be-night-capped head out of the window^ of
the Green Dragon, to see who was frighting the town from its
propriety at that early hour, swore, that in the cloud of dust he
kicked up, he saw the devil at his heels, urging him forwards.
"He's riding to h—1," said he, "as sure as my name's John
Jerem.y, and there goes Old Nick after him!"
Old Nick, however, on this occasion, happened to be personated
by Air. Borthwuck, who, having started early about some road
business, had been met by the servant, and was now ui chase of
Gaveston.
The pre-occupation of his mind, and the noise his own horse was
making, prevented his at first hearing the clatter of his pursuer;
but the bay mare did; and accordingly the faster Borthwick followed, the faster she fied, tiU at length her augmenting speed and
excitement drew the rider's attention, and turning his head, he
perceived him of the roads urging on his steed to overtake him;
upon which he drew in his rein, and waited till the other came up.
" I was just starting for Maningtree, sir," said he, " to see how
things were going on, when I met your servant; so I turned my
horse's head this way, and rode after you."
T 2
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" Q u i t e right, Borthwick," said Gaveston. " T h e fact is, I am
caUed away suddenl.v on particular business, and it was necessary
I should see you before I go. I n the first place, with respect to
that man's address—Eemorden's, I mean."
" I've written for it, sir," answered Borthwick; " the letter
went last night; but, at the same time, I don't feel altogether sure
of getting it. He's most times in hiding from his creditors, as far
as I can learn, and is not over fond of letting people know where
he is. A u d i have heard that he's done more than a thing or two,
that makes it a-n-kward for him to answer to his name; so that he
claps on an alias here, and another there, insomuch, that if you
don't happen to know his person, you hav'n't much chance of
fighting on him."
" But that attorney you spoke of—what's his name? H e that's
agent for the property ?"
" Glassford, sir—Glassford of the Temple," replied Borthwick.
" H e knows where he is, of course, because you say they had
•written, or were going to write to him, to ratify the agreement."
" Yes, I fancy they know, sir," ans-wered Borthw'ick; " at least
they have some way of getting at him, because he had long ago
desired the estate should be sold if a purchaser could be found;
and therefore he took care they should have some means of
communicating with him on the subject, in case they got an offer.
But it's not so certain they'll give the address. Very likely he
may have forbidden them to a o i t ; aud they'U probably propose to
conve.v an.y letter or message themselves."
" That's not impossible, certainly," answered Gaveston. " However, the moment you get an answer, of whatever nature it may
be, forward it to me at Laval's, and I'U leave directions where it's
to be sent, in the event ofmy being gone. And now, Borthwick,
remember what I said yesterday—don't push forward too fast.
Take off some of the men from that spot, and put them on somewhere else. H a n g Isack as much as you can, till you hear from
me on the subject."
" I w ill, sir," said the obsequious Borthwick, " you may depend
on it, sir. AYe shall have no diflicult.^' in stopping a bit for want
of stones, and that sort of thing. Besides, two of the quarrymen
-n-ere killed b.y an explosion yesterday, and another had his leg
broke, which will make us rather short of hands for the present,"
" That'.s fortunate," observed Gaveston, " W e U , then, now
Borthwick, I must get forward a httle, for my business is urgent,"
" You hav'n't thought any more of that little field," said Bortbwick. " h a v e you, sir?"
" Oh, the field!—to be sure I have," said Mr, Gaveston. " W h a t
could make me forget to mention i t ! I t was exactly one of the
thiiiLCs I -nanted to see you about. You shall have it, certainly
]3orthwick, on the terms you propose. You may pull down the
colta^^e that's on it to-morrow, if you please, and go to work your
own way. If you like to draw- up a bit of an agreement, do so, and
send it after me. I'll sign it, and return it immediately. I t may
be more satisiactory to you, perhaps."
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" Thank you, sir," said Borthwick, agreeabl.y surprised at this
unexpected compliance, and little dreaming that Mr. Gaveston
was giving what was no longer at his own disposal, " I will, sir,
sine* you're so good. It's safer to clap things on a bit of paper, in
case of accidents to either party,"
" WeU, then, Borthwick, good bye," said Air. Gaveston, as he
put his horse into a trot. " You shall hear from me as soon as I
can make out this man. Till then—you understand?"
" O h , perfectly, sir," said Borthwdck. " G o o d morning, sir;
pleasant journev to you!" And the well-pleased surveyor turned
his horse's head in the direction of his newly-acquired field, where
he forthwith gave orders for the immediate destruction of the
cottage, the repairing of the hedge, and sun Jr.v other little matters
of personal interest; after which he trotted briskly homewards, put
his horse in the stable, and set himself to wov'c to draw up the
deed that was to bind Mr. Gaveston to his v ord; muttering to
himself as he did it, " Fast bind, fast find; he .s iu a devilish good
humour just now, certainly; but the wind ma.v blow from another
quarter when he comes back ; and as for his word, I wouldn't give
that for it!" and he squirted the ink out of his pen on the floor.
" N o , n o ; fast bind, fast find, I say; so here goes. I don't see
very well, for my part, what his object can be in clearing them
Eemorden grounds. As for the price, that's all my e.ye! H e care
for the pubhc money!" And Mr. Borthwick chuckled inwardly
at the extravagance of the notion. " However, it's no business of
m i n e ; I've got the field by it, and that's enough for me. It's an
iU wind that blows nobod.y any good—fast bind, fast find;" and
so, alternately solUoqidzing and -writing on a subject, in itself so
agreeable, the worthy surveyor pleasantly passed the hours tUl
dinner-time, at which repast he indulged himself with a few extra
glasses, in honour of his new acquisition; and then, after a comfortable nap, he finished the evening with a game of double dummy
with Airs. Borthwick, wisely leaving the roads to take care of
themselves.
I n the meantime. Air. Gaveston hastened on his way to London
with aU the speed he could; and if the devU was not urging him on
from behind, as Mr. Jeremy had asserted, he was urged on by something in his own breast, not a whit less complacent and agreeable.
As he did not wish to faU in with the traveUers that had left his
house that morning, he made a little circuit through some bye-lanes,and then cut into the high road a couple of mUes in advance of
them, making up the extra distance by the speed of his mare; and
when her Umbs began to tire, and her pace to slacken, he left her
in the care of a trustworth.y ostler, where he was in the habit of
baiting on less urgent journeys, and mounting the outside of one
of the coaches, proceeded by that conveyance to London.
Although it was late when he arrived, he had no sooner dismounted, than he proceeded to a certain ready-made linen warehouse, near Temple B a r ; and knocking at the private door—for
the shop was already closed—he inquired if he could see Airs.
AValker, and being answered in the affirmative, he entered, am
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•wag shown into a back parlour, where he found that lady refreshing herself with a dozen of oysters and a pint of porter, after her
faticue.
" A i r s . Walker," said he, " y o u r obedient servant. H o w are
.your"
" L o r d , Air. Godfrey!" exclaimed the lady, shading her eyes
with her hand, that she might get a clearer view of his features;
' ' w h o in the world -would have thought of seeing y o u ? "
" It's some time since we've met, certainly," replied he. " Howhave you been doing since ?"
" T o l l o l , Air. Godfrey," replied the lady; " n o great things,
nor not much amiss either. But lank, sir, you've grown a cleal
fatter than you used to be."
" A n idle hfe. Airs. AValker, I believe; I don't take so much,
exercise as I used to do. But I called to ask you if you can tell
me anything of a person that I am ashamed to say I have not
heard of for some time ; but reaUy circumstances of one sort or
another ha-ve prevented m.y doing exactly what I wished in that
quarter. You know who 1 mean, of course ?"
" .Tulia Clark?" answered Airs. AValker.
" Exactl.v," said he. _ " I'm afraid she must have been badly off.
H a v e you heard anything o t h e r lately?"
" AYhy, yes. I have," rephed Airs. AA alker.
" At least about twelve months ago or so, it was that I chanced
tohu'lit on her, for she has left off calling here for these three or
four years back. For some time she used to look in to inquire if
you had left anything for h e r ; but as we heard nothing of you,
she graduaUy ceased coming ; and I was wondering what had become of her, when one day last summer, as I was walking down
to Bronipton to see a sister of mine that had taken a lodging there
f ir the sake of a little country air, after an Ulness she'd had, who
should I see standing at the door of a shop at Knightsbridge but
.Julia Clark."
" AVhat was she doing t h e r e ? " said Air. Gaveston. " Does she
live t h e r e ? "
" A y . does she." replied Airs. AA'alkcr, " and has got as tidy a
shop of haberdashery and such like as you'd wish to see on a
siminier's day ; and very well she's doing, she told me. And as
for the chilli--"
" But who the devil put her into the shop?" interrupted Mr.
Gaveston. " She couldn't have any money herself."
" Oh. none in the world," repliecl Airs. AValker. " Things went
very bad with her, and she was reduced to the utmost distress, I
know, bef ire she got settled there ; for she used to come here and
beg mc to give her a little needlework to do, such as she could take
home with her, fir she coiildu'tcome outon account of leaving the
child. I n short, it was as much as they could do to keep body and
soul iot:ether : but, :is people say, when things get to the w'orst,
they must m e n d ; and so it w-a.s with her. For, at last, being
actuaUy driven to desperation, -i\ hat should she do but go to one
of the bridges, and attempt to jimip into the water, with her chUd
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in her arms. But it was uot to be. Somo gentleman or another
caught her just in time, and saved them both from a watery grave,"
" Aud took her to live wuth him for his pains, I suppose," said
Air. G:ivestou.
"No, no," replied Airs. Walker; "nothing of that sort, I
fancy ; but she told him her story, and he took compassion upon
her, and set her up iu the shop, where, as I said before, she's
doins ver.v comfortably for herself and the child."
" Humph!" said Air. Ga-veston, folding in his lips, for he would
rather have heard a less favourable account of Julia's circumstances. " Aud there she is stUl, then ?" said he.
" There she was the last time I passed that way,, and I have no
doubt you'U find her there now," replied Mrs.'Walker. "She
seemed very happy aud contented, and said that her friend, Mr.
Simpson, was going to send her lititle girl to school for her."
"Air. Simpson?" reiterated Gaveston; "who's Mr. Simpson?"
" That's the gentleman that saved her life, and set her up in
the shop," answered Mrs. Walker.
"Simpson!" again repeated Mr. Gaveston. "What Simpson
isit="
" I don't exactl.y know who he is," replied Mrs. Walker.
"She said he was an elderly man and a merchant. I'm not sure,
but I've a notion she said he was a wine-merchant somewhere in
the cit.v."
Air. Gaveston pushed back his chair, and, hastily rising, took
up his hat.
" Lord, sir! what hurry!" exclaimed Mrs. Walker, who enjoyed
a bit of gossip over her supper exceedingly. " Sit down, and
perhaps you'll take a glass of something warm ?"
" Not to-night, thank ye," replied Mr. Gaveston, in a hurried
manner. " It's late, and I've business to do. Good night, Mrs.
AA'alker. On the right hand side, you said?"
_" Yes, sir, on the right; just about half way between the turnpike and the barracks. Nearer the barracks, I'm thinking, thau
the toU, though.^Lord, sir, wait tiU I light .you—don't be in such
a hurry; you'll be tumbling over the cat in the passage!" A prediction which a loud scream from the cat immediately afterwards
announced to have been fulfilled ere it was weU delivered.
"Bobby! Bobby! poor Bobby!" cried Mrs. AValker, rushing
with the candle after Mr. Gaveston; who, utterly unmindful of
her and Bobby both, darted out of the house, and slammed the
door behind him, before she was well out of the parlour.
" Bless the man!" cried Mrs. Walker, " one ou'd think he'd a
bogle behind him ! Poor Bobby !—did he tread on Bobby's taUP"
and lifting up the cat in her arms, she carried him into the parlour,
where she solaced him with soft caresses and some chopped liver,
and herself with a comfortable glass of hot gin and water.
It was less than half an hour after his precipitate exit from the
linen warehouse, that Air. Gaveston might have been seen
striding throuah the turnpike at the w'est end of Piccadilly, at a
p^g., j.i..,4- „-„,,i.i !.„„„ „„„,^Q^ +r) justify the hypothesis of either
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M r . Jeremy or M r s . W a l k e r ; and the expression of his countenance, had there been hght sufficient to peruse it, would indubitably have tended to its confirmation. As it was, the few
passengers that passed him turned their heads with wonder, to see
what strange rision it was that had darted past them with such
extraordinary velocity; and if a gleam of a lamp happened to faU
upon the face, something very Uke fear was superadded to amazernent. His coat and waistcoat, which he had unbuttoned to relieve
himself from the heat his agitation of mind and violent exercise
occasioned, fiew back, as he advanced against the air, displaying
tiie broad breast of his shirt; whUst in one hand he carried his
bar, and in the other a white pocket-handkerchief, -with which he
everv minute or two -wiped the perspiration that was dropping in
showers from his forehead.
" It's a maniac escaped from some madhouse," said the people
as they passed. " I t would be a charity to send some of the
watchmen after h i m ; for he'U most like do himself, or somebody
else, a mischief."
A^'hen he had proceeded beyond the deadwaU, and had reached
the spot where a row of smaU shops bordered the road, he
flackened his pace, and began to examine the names over the
doors, in order to decipher, by the imperfect light, which was the
one he wanted; and he was not long in making out the words,
.Julia Clark, Haberdasher, inscribed over a shop front, -where he
had also the satisfaction of perceiving a light shining from the
^A indow of an upper apartment. I t was a low, small house, consistiiiLc only of the shop, with a parlour behind it, and two small
apartments above. The shuttei's of the shop were closed, as were
those of the door, the up^ier haU of which was of glass; to the
-windows above, -where the light was seen, there were no shutters,
but a low muslin curtaiu served somewhat to shade the interior
fr6m the intrusive e.ves without.
" I wiuider if she lives alone," thought Gaveston; and for a
moment he jiaused to surve.y the exterior of the house, and then
he lifted the knocker, and gave a single loud summons. Presently
the light disappeared from the window above, and immediately
afterwards a voice within was heard inquiring who was there.
" Open the door, .lulia, and you'U see," replied Mr, Gaveston.
" A i r . Sinqison!" she exclaimed, on hearing a man's voice addressing her by her Christian name—for her neighbours were
accustomed to caU her Airs. C l a r k — " L a ! sir, is it you at this
time of night ?" and SO saying, she drew back the bolts and unlocked the door.
Air. Gaveston stejit in, and pushing back the door behind him,
stood before her.
" G o o d heavens! Air. Godfrey!" she exclaimed.
" Y e s , Julia," replied h e ; " y o u may weU look surprised—it's
me. indeed;" and he took her hand afl'ectionately between his as
he siiokc.
" I t ' s so unexpected," said she, leaning against the waU. " t h a t
T m I'm ouite overcome—:" and ahe nlncArl inov ha-nA before her
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eyes, whilst the involuntary tears that sprang from them testified
to her emotion.
" Come," said he, supporting her with his arm, " come in and
sit down. AVe've a great deal to talk over;" and thus saying, he
led her into the parlour behind the shop, and placing her in a
chair, sat down beside her.
" Y o u must have thought mo very unfeeling," said he, " for a
long tune past; and, indeed, although I have more excuse for m y
apparent neglect than you are aware of, I cannot altogether
exonerate myself from blame. But the world, Julia, the world,
has so many clauus on men in m.y situation; we are so drawn this
way and that way, and every way but the one that our inclinations
lead us. that we often appear to women who don't, and indeed
can't, allow for this sort of thing, much worse than we are. But
there comes a time, I believe, to every man, when, either from age
and reflection, or from disappointment and weariness, he is
awakened to a sense of the hoUowmess of worldly friendships and
worldl.y people; and feels inclined to fall back upon his early
attachments as the best and truest solace for his declining years."
At the words " declining years," Julia lifted her eyes to his face,
for Air. Gaveston was yet in the prime of life.
" Y o u look surprised, my dear Julia," said he, " t o hear me
talk in that strain; but the truth is, that though I am not old, I
have seen a great deal of life, and have met with many vexations
and crosses in my progress through it, which has exactly the same
meUowing effect on a man's character as the lapse of years. However it be," he added, and he threw his arm around her waist,
and drew her towards him—" whatever be the cause, and we need
not waste our time in searching for it, the effect you see—it has
brought me back to j'ou."
To this eloquent oration Julia could onl.y answer by her tears.
AU he said might be very t r u e ; she knew too little of the world to
decide whether it was or not, but at all events it was extremely
affecting. H e was her first and only love (for she had been thrown
into Mr. Dyson's arms b.y necessity and the manoeuvres of Gaveston, and by no means b.y her own inclination), and he was the
father of the chUd she adored, who had been the blessing of her
past years of povert.y and desertion, and who now, in her more
prosi>erous days, -was the pride and delight of her heart.
" O h ! " she exclaimed, " how I wish Julia was at home!"
" She's not at home, then," said Mr. Gaveston, looking about
him.
" N o , she's at school," answered the mother; " a t a very nice
school at Putney, where a good friend of mine has placed her."
" A friend, J u l i a ! " said Mr. Gaveston, wath an air of surprise,
tinged with a shade of jealousy. " I hope it's not a lover ?"
" Oh no," she replied; " h e ' s ciuite an elderly steady man, quite
difi'ereut to t h a t ; but he's one of the best of human beings. He
put me in this shop, and has been as kind as a father to m e ; and
he has promised that if an.ything happens to me, he'll take care ol
Julia, which is such a comfort; for I often used to think what wai
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to become of the poor chUdif I ched, without a friend m the world
to help her."
" D o n ' t say that," answered Mr. Gaveston, reproachfully.
" She has a father to help her, and shaU never need the assistance
of this Air. Si
, what did you say his name was ?"
" I didn't mention his name," said Julia.
" Didn't you ?" said he. " I thought you did. W h a t is it ?
" He's caUed Simpson," answered s h e ; " J o h n Simpson—he's a
wiue-merchant in the city."
'• Have you seen him lately?" inquired he.
'• N o t for some time," she rephed; " a u d i t was partly that made
me think it was him w-hen you spoke; though I nevgr knew him
corae so late. But I shouldn't wonder if he's here to-morrow.
AA'hen he does call, it's generaUy on a Sunday; and I should hke
so much to introduce you to him."
" To-morrow, .Julia, I shall be many mUes from here," replied
Air, Gaveston, " and that brings me to the object ofmy visit, I
am going abroad, perhaps for some time, and I came to ask you
to accompany me."
" Ale!" exclaimed Julia, astonished.
" Yes," he replied. " Y o u . Surely you wont refuse me ?"
'' But your wife ?" said she. " Air. Dyson told me you were
married."
" A i r . D y s o n ! " exclaimed Mr. Gaveston; " w h e n did you see
M r . l\vson?"
•' Not many months ago," she rephed. " H e saw me as he was
passing on the outside of a coach, and got off to speak to me. H e
said he'd been abroad ever since he went away that time with
Aliss .Tones : and it was he told me you were married."
" .Vnd is that all?" inquired Air. Gaveston. " Tell me everything he said to you."
" I askeil him about Aliss Jones," continued .Julia.
" Well ? " said Air. Gaveston, anxiously. " AVhat did he say?"
" Oh, that he'd got her off capitaU.y ; married her to some great
man a duke, I think he said, in Paris."
" .V duke in P a r i s ! " reiterated Air. Gaveston. _
" "^'e.s," replied Julia. " Didn't you know i t ? "
" S o , " answered Air. Gaveston ; " I never could make out what
was become of her. I never heard either of her or D.vson from
the hour they started; and I belieyed them to be stiU together
some\\here. And what else did he say ?"
" The principal thim: he wanted," answiu'cd Julia, "was a will
tiial he said was left by mistake ;uiioiigst some of his old clothes;
and lie desired me to try and lind it. But I can't; the man I'd
pleilgeil the things to had sold them, and could give no account
" . \ i i d do you know w-hcrc Dyson is now?" inquired Mr.
'" lie's abroad a^^in," she said. " H e called here one day just
before iie went, to know if I'd found the wiU: and said he was
:,. . ,^,,.^U^r^f^y.^i•^y•\a

nnrl flint if T b e a r d anvthiuff a b o u t it, I w a s
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to write to him, addressed t'l Colonel Jones, at the post-office
there ; and he desired me to tell the pawnbroker that if he could
find it, he should be handsomely rewarded,"
" And have you?" eagerl.y inquired Gaveston,
'' Not .vet," said she. " It's so seldom I can leave the shop.
But I mean to go the fu'st time I can get awa.y."
'' And yon can't tell me the name of the duke that he said Ma—
Aliss .Jones, I mean, was married to?"
'' No," replied Julia. " I don't think he mentioned it."
Here there was a pause in the conversation, wdiich interval was
occupied on Gaveston's part in reviewing his situation, and in
making as close calculations as the time woulcl admit, of the
advantages aud disadvantages of the different lines of conduct
that were open to him.
One thing was quite evident—which was, that by some means
or other, Julia herself must be put out of the -way. The links
that connected her w-ith tl-'C concern b.y himself. Air. Dyson,
Alabel, Air. Simpson and the Jew, were all too many not to render
her existence perUous in the extreme to his own. With respect
to attempting to secure her silence, it was a risk not to be ventured. In the first place, he could not purchase it, even were he
quite assured of her acquiescence, without explaining the interest
he had in the bargain, a confidence too dangerous to be thought
of. A surer way would be, by attaching her to himself through
kindness to her and the child; but he could not rely on his own
temper and perseverance in a line of conduct so alien to his nature.
Besides, in either case, she might by some evil chance or another
be identified b.y Isaac Lecky, and her evidence be extracted from
her in a court of justice, however unwiUingl.y given. Hacl he
been aware of her intimacy with Susan, he would have perceived
yet stronger reasons for putting an eflectual seal upon her lips ,
but of this he yet knew nothing.
" What!" said he, after a time ; " do you live alone here ?"
" Yes," she replied, " quite alone, now that Juha's gone to
school. I miss her sadly."
" Then there's nobody in the house with you now at all ? Nobody here but our two selves ?" said he, casting his eyes round the
room.
" N o t a creature," said she. "AYhy do you ask? Do you
want anything?"
" No," he replied; " only our conversation might be overheard.'
" That's impossible," answered she.
Mr. Gaveston arose, and walked about the room; and as he
did so, he shut the door that led from the parlour to the shop.
The decision he felt himself called upon to make was difficult.
There was no time to be lost—not an hour; he could neither
afford to linger in town himself, nor could he venture to leave
Juha beliind him. For his own part, he hacl to set out instantly
in search of the owner of the manor-house, and endeavour to prevent his ratifying a bargain which he hacl the greatest interest in
annidling; and if he aUowed her to remain -where she was, the
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next day, for anything he knew, might produce some accidental
concurrence of circumstances that might be fatal.
Two expedients remained; either to avaU himself of the present
moment, or to induce her to depart with him at once for the continent, and afterwards be guided in his disposal of her by circumstances.
I n favour of the flrst, there were many arguments. There
were b u t two persons in the world that were at the same time
aware of his connexion with Julia, and of his real name and situation, and they were Alabel and Mr. Dyson ; either, he imagined,
little to be feared. Alabel, if what he had heard were true, was
never likely to return to England ; or if she did, there was little
probability of her penetrating the fate of so obscure a person, and
so shght an acquaintance as Julia ; and with respect to Mr. Dyson,
there were motives of sufficient force to keep him quiet. The
hour, the loneliness, all favoured him ; no one could have traced
him to the house ; and, indeed, no one knew of his being in town,
e.vcept the people at the hotel, and Airs. AValker. But then, Mrs.
AValker did know it, and knew moreover that he was seeking
.Julia's address. It's true she onl.v knew him as Mr. Godfrey;
but she was well acquainted with his person, and there was no
telling what accident might enlighten her further; and therefore
this impediment had to be weighed against the other facihties.
A^'ith regard to the second expedient—the carrying J u h a
instantly abroad with him, there were many chfficulties to be got
over;—the necessity for immediate departure, the inducing her to
leave the chUd behind her, the natural aversion she would feel to
noiiig awa.y without explaining the circumstances to Mr. Simpson,
her acquaintance with his marriage; and finally, the obstacles
that might be iu the wa.y of disposing of her abroad, more espeeiall.\- after he had been seen, as he inevitably must be, in her
company. .\nd all these important considerations had to be
weii-rlied, and his decision made, in so short a time.
A\'liilst he was thus pacing the room, .lulia too had faUen into a
lit 'if abstraction. She was thinking of his proposal to accompany
leni, wonderinir what he meant b.y it, if he would repeat it, and
what .ihe shinihl say ; and she was balancing in her own mind the
Very arguments against the plan that he was foreseeing,
.She .sat with Inr face towards the fire-place, where a few red
ashes, not yet quite extinct, w ere lying in the grate ; the only light
t h e r e w a s in the I'oom, besides, was the caudle she had brought
from above, when she came down to open the door, and which
now, with a flaring wick, that was eating a channel down one side
of it, stood upon the table, on which also rested the arm that supjiorteil her head. Young, and still very jiretty, and in spite of aU
the wroni^s she had met with, .yet most unsuspicious andconficUng,
it A\ a.s a savaue heart that could think ot taking the poor life that
had long been at odds with so many sorrows, and at last found a
little haven of iicace to rest in—that could think of pouring out
her blood on her own hearth, and leaving the yet warm body
•slrelched in death that he had so lately pressed to his bosom.
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But time u r g e d ; at each turn he took his eye fell on her—he
ut his hand in his pocket, and drew out a razor and his pocket
andkerchief—he took the handkerchief in his left hand, and t h e
razor in his right, and at every turn he imperceptibly approached
nearer to her chair.
She never stirred, for she was still deep in thought, weighing
the eflect her consent or refusal might have on little Julia's
future fate.
" The next turn," thought he, and he drew still nearer. At that
moment a hand was heard on the latch of the outer door, which
after Air. Gaveston's entrance had not been bolted. .Julia started
from her chair—Mr. Gaveston hastUy replaced the handkerchief
and the razor in his pocket. " Whose there ?" cried she, opening
the parlour door.
" It's I, Airs. Clark," said the watchman, stepi^ing in with his
lanthorn in his hand. " Since that 'ere robbery, I tries all the
doors every night when it strikes twelve. A'ours arn't locked.
But I beg pardon," he added, perceiving Mr. Gaveston; " I
did'nt know you had company."
The ensuing day, being Sunday, the shutters of Mrs. Clark's
shop remained closed, as a matter of course; but when Monda.v
aud Tuesday came, and the.y were not taken down, the neighbours
began to wonder; and at length the house was entered, and her
absence being ascertained, an investigation was instituted as t o
what had become of her.
Nobody could throw any light on the affair but the watchman ;
and all he knew was, that he had seen a gentleman with her on
the previous Saturday night at twelve o'clock; and that between
that and two, he had met a man and woman walking at a rapid
pace iu the direction of H y d e Park-gate, whom he was inchned to
think were Airs. Clark herself and the gentleman in question.
F u r t h e r inquuy elicited nothing more satisfactory on the subject;
and the disappearance of Julia Clark served for a nine days'
wonder, and a perpetual mystery to the worthy inhabitants of
Knightsbridge.

E

CHAPTEE LII.
MR. CRIPPS MAKES A N UNPLEASANT DISCOVERY, A N D STARTS FOB PARIS.

AA'HEN Mr. Cripps found that his second daughter. Miss Liv.y,.
was about to foUow her sister's example, and ennoble his family
by another distinguished alliance, he reflected that such honours
are not to be had for nothing, and that there -would be another
fifty thousand pounds to be paid for the distinction.
A hundred thousand pounds subtracted from his property in so
short a period, would make a serious reduction in his income, and
must lead to some arrangements about which it was necessary he
should consult with his solicitor; and happening to be in town on
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the daj' he had received his daughter's letter, requesting his consent to her union with the colonel, he took the opportunity of
calling at t h e Temple to discuss the subject.
" iUiother wedding in the family!" exclaimed Air. Glassford;
" and so soon ! AA'hy, .vou're a fortunate man. Air. Cripps. I've
got three daughters to dispose of, b u t I don't find they go off at
that rate."
" I t never rains b u t it pours, you know," observed M r . Cripps.
" I t ' s a pit.y Jemm.y arn't old enough for a husband. I dare say
the count would be able to find one for h e r amongst his great ac•quaintance."
" O h ! the gentleman whom Aliss Livv is about to make happy,
is a friend of the count's, is h e ? " said Air. Glassford.
" Partikler," answered Air. Cripps ; " they're just Uke brothers,
Jjbry tells me."
" That wiU be extremely pleasant for aU parties," observed t h e
la-w;\'er.
" A'ery," said Air. C r i p p s ; " as soon as the wedding's over,
t h e y are all to go together to the count's castle in Trans.ylvania."
" AYhere?" said Air. Glassford.
" I n Trans.ylvania," replied Air. Cripps.
" Bless mc ! that's a long way off, indeed!" said Air. Glassford.
" Somewhere about Ital.v, arn't i t ? " said Air. Cripps.
" N o t exactly." answered Air. Glassford. " I t ' s on the borders
of Hungar.v :" a piece cif information which did not b y an.v means
tend to enliirliten Air. Cripps with respect to the locality of his
son-in-law's castle. " Ala.v I ask what is the count's title, for I did
not happen to see the marriage announced in the paper!"
'' I t was in t h e papers," said Air. Crijiiis ; b u t not tUl after it
had taken place; for the count w as afraid the Emperor of Austria
would have interfered to prevent it, because he wanted him to
marry one ol' his own relations."
" Indeed ! " said Air. Glassford ; " and in's name ?"
" l i e ' s called Count liuckalooney." replied Air. Cripjis.
" < (t'cour-e—you'd scltlementK r" hinted Air. Glassl'oril.
" Oh ! yes. in course." replied Air. Cripps ; " the count settled
a beautiful estate iiiion her—somewhere or another—1 don't
exactl.\- know WIUM'C."

" 1 slioulii think thai w-as probably of little conse(|ueiice," ob.^crveil the la^^yer. " .\inl may I ask who drew up the deed?"
" A friend of the count's." answered Air. Cri]ips. " AVe were
obliL;-ed to kec]) the thiiij- .^o quiet for fear of the Einjieror of
Austria, that he wouldn'l allow-aiiybod.v else to be let into the
secret,"
" And your daughter's fortune, I dare say, you paid ilow n ?"
"On the n a i l ! " aiisw-ercd Air. Cripps, triumphantly. ' ' N o
ehill,\--shall.v, but forked out at once."
" ileiii!" said Air. Glassford ; " and this other gentleman is a
friend ot' the count's, and perhaps a subject of the Emperor of
Austria, also ?"
" N o , no," answered Air, Cripps, " he's an Enghsliman, I take
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it, by his name ; or hkely a Welshman. I never thought to ask
Livv. He's called Colonel Jones."
"• Colonel Jones?" reiterated Air. Glassford. " O f wliat
service?"
" I never heard," replied Mr. Cripps. " The reg'lars, I suppose."
" The name's so common," observed Mr. Glassford, " that it's
no guide at all. What sort of man is he ?"
•" Bless you, I don't know," replied Air. Cripps. " I never set
eyes on him. Liv.y's met with him in Paris."
" " I n Paris!" said Mr. Glassford. "Colonel Jones!_ Excuse
me, but I really should like to learn a little more of this person
before you give your consent to the match. The fact is, there is
a man of that name, or rather who chooses to assume that name,
that we've had the misfortune to have had much dealings vrith.
Now I happen to know that he is at present in Paris, and I confess I cannot help wishing you would allow us to make a few
inquiries before this affair is carried any further."
" But the count's friend," observed Mr. Cripps. " He must
know him, you know."
" Hem!" rephed Mr. Glassford. " But it is possible the count
himself might be deceived."
" That's true," answered Mr. Cnpps. " He might, certainly."
" You can give me no further indication by which we might
ascertain whether or not it is our Colonel Jones!" said Mr. Glassford. " Miss Livy hasn't sent you his miniature to see how far you
ma.y approve the physiognomy of your new son-in-lnw ?"
" No," said Mr. Cripps. " She says I shall be surprised when
I see him, and that I little think who he is, and seems to hint that
I have seen him ; but she don't say where. Perhaps he used to
come to the shop."
"'The person I allude to," observed the la-wyer, "is sufficiently
remarkable to be identified easily. His name wont assist us much,
but his person will. He's a man that was known for some time
about town b.y the name of Nosej^ owing to a peculiar formed
nose he has, from a blow he got in a brawl some years ago. By
means of that, and his bald head, we can easily describe him to
one of our correspondents in Paris."
"Nosey! reiterated Mr. Cripps. "Nosey! He warn't like
Julius Ca>sar, was he?"
" I don't know that he was," answered Mr. Glassford, laughing.
^' But he's very bald—that's the principal resemblance I know of."
''Bald!" again reiterated Air. Cripps. " A stoutish m.an ?
Fair complexion ?"
" Exactly," replied the lawyer.
" The Lord look down upon us!" cried Mr. Cripps. " Is he a
rogue?"
^ " I fear a greater doesn't exist," answered Mr. Glassford'• But .vou know him, then?"
" Know him!" exclaimed the astonished grocer,—" whv h«'K
the count's servant!"
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" A s much as he is Colonel Jones," rephed M r . Glassford.
" Ively on it he is neither one nor the other."
" And who the devil is he ?" inquired Mr. Cripps.
" His real name is Ilemorden," ans-n-ered Mr. Glassford, " and
he's a gentleman by birth. B u t what little property he had he
ran through within a .year or two after he came to i t ; and since
that time he has been living by his wits. Latterly he has been
very much abroad, where, I suppose, he found it easier to carr,y
on his schemes than here."
" B u t the count," said M r . Cripps, -with a faltering voice;
" how could he be so deceived ?"
" AVe must hope he was deceived," replied M r . Glassford.
" But I cannot conceal from you that the account you have given
me does occasion some misgivings. However, we must hope for
the best. But with regard to the other fellow, there can be no
doubt in the world of his being as consummate a rascal as ever
breathed."
'' AYhat shall I d o ? " inquired M r . Cripps, with a bewildered air.
" Set off for Paris instantly, and fetch back your two unmarried daughters.
The.y'U be getting a husband for Jemima
else, rely on it, young as she is. As for the eldest, you must be
guided b.v circumstances when you are t h e r e ; b u t if the man's
an impostor, as I suspect, a confederate of Eemorden's, bring her
awav by all means."
" And my money I my fifty thousand pounds!" cried Mr. Cripps.
" F o r g e t that you ever had it," replied Air. Glassford; " a n d
be thankful another hundred thousand isn't gone after it."
H e r e was a fall! " O h . heavy declension!" After the pride
and glory of having outwitted the Emperor of Austria himself!
And as for going to P a n s , it was a thing Air. Cripps contemplated with absolute horror; it was worse than the loss of the
fifty thousand pounds ; and he returned to A^irginia House to
con.^iilt his wife, iu a state bordering on distraction.
" T o i^o to France to be fed on frogs and -sou-pe maigrc, and
live amongst a set of fellows that wore wooden shoes, and talked
an outlandish jargon that noboil.N' could undei-stand !"
The poor man hadn't resolution to set about it, so he wrote to
Li\ ia to sa.v he w as coming, and to forbid the banns ; aud then
resolved to allow himself a little while to make up his mii).d to
the enterjirise,
.\ few days after this, Air. Glassford, who never doubted his
having instantl.v departed, dro\ e down to \"ir^,nnia House, and
inquired for Mrs. Cripjis, whom, on being introduced into the
draw-ing-i'ooi;i, he found iu tears.
" I hope no new mi.sl'orf une has occurred ?" said he. " Nothing
worse than I learnt from Mr. Cripjis last week, is there?"
" AN'e'vc heard nothing since," replied the lad.y, sobbing; " b u t
dear, dear .Mr, Cripps is going to set off to-night for Paris ; and
I ' m afraid I shall never see him ai^ain. I'm sure he'll never come
back alive !" And a fresh burst of tears testified the violence of
her affliction and the extent of her fears.
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" B k s s me! What, isn't he gone yet?" exclaimed the lawyer.
"AYe couldn't bring our minds to it," sobbed Mrs. Cripps.
" His things have been packed up these three days, all ready;
and we even had the sandwiches cut, and everything—but when
it came to the point, he couldn't do it. Think what it is, at his
time of life. Air. Glassford, with a full habit of body, to go and
encounter the dangers of a storm.y ocean, full of sharks aud
whales and porpuses—we used to see them floundering about at
Alargate, read.y to devour anybody they could get hold of; and he
that wouldn't be able to understand a word they said to him!—
what chance would he have amongst them ?"
" Not much, if his safety depended on his eloquence, I'm
afraid," replied Air. Glassford, smUing.
"There was one of them we used to meet walking on the pier
at Margate," added Mrs. Cripps; "and sometimes he'd try to
get into conversation with my husband; but. Lord! they coutd
make nothing of it."
" I shoiUd imagine not," said Mr. Glassford. " But reaUy
I cannot help feeling some uneasiness about your daughters from
this delay."
" O h ! Mr. Cripps has written," said the lady, "to forbid the
marriage; so a few days can't make any difference, you know."
"AYe can't be so sure of that," answered the lawyer. "But,
however, would you have any objection to Mr. Cripps going, if
he had a companion ?—one who speaks French well, and would
be able to take care of him?"
" That would be a great comfort, certainly," replied she.
"AA^ell," said he, " a young man from my office, my head
clerk, indeed, starts for Paris to-morrow upon some business we
have in hand; and the object of my visit to-day, was to learn if
he could carry any message, or be of any use in your affairs.
Now, since Mr. Cripps is not yet off, what do you say to their
traveUing together?"
This proposition was gladly acceded to; and on the foUo-wing
morning Mr. Cripps and the young gentleman in question started
on their adventurous journey; and having escaped the monsters
of the deep, and the perils of the road, arrived in due time at
Paris; where, after changing their dress, and taking some refreshment, they lost no time in seeking the Hotel Dangeau, in the
Eue de Eichelieu, whence Aliss Livy's letters had been dated.
But, alas! they were too late. Count, countess, Li-vy, Jemima,
and Colonel Jones, had all departed together a week before, on
their way, as the mistress of the hotel understood, to the count's
castle, which was situated a long way off—where, she never
rightly understood; only she was sure it was a place she'd never
iieard of in France.
Here was a sad blow; and if Mr. Cripps had been alone, as a
journey to the unknown regions of Transylvania was quite out of
the (luestion, he would have stepped into the next dUigence he
met i\ ith, and returned straightway to England. But the young
clerk look a different view e^ the case.
z
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" We must find out which road they ve taken," said he, "and
-nhither they're bound. Betwixt the poUce and the passport
office, there's Uttle doubt but that we shall arrive at the truth on
those points, and then we must consider what's next to be done."
Accordingly, after some inquiry, it was ascertained that the
party had started -with passports for Brussels; and the authorities at Brussels were written to, to ascertain if such persons
had been seen there. The answer was, that two gentlemen,
whose names and description corresponded with those sought for,
had been at Brussels for a day or two, but were unaccompanied
by ladies; and had themselves left the city, on their way back to
France.
" No ladies," said the young clerk; " then they must have left
them somewhere on the road;" and although he was un-wiUing
to communicate his own apprehensions to poor Mr. Cripps, he
could not avoid feeUng considerable uneasiness as to the fate of
the unfortunate girls ; and he proposed that, with as little delay
as possible, they should both set out on the road to Brussels, and
endeavour to trace the fugitives as they went along. A suggestion
to which Air. Cripps, who found himself weU taken care of by
his young companion, and in Uttle danger either from sharks
or Frenchmen, and who had also discovered that there was something better to eat in France than frogs and soupe maigre, made
no objection.
CHAPTEE L i n .
MYSTERIES

UNVEILED.

IT was on the second day after his return from Oakfleld, that
Mr. Simpson received a note dated from an hotel in Brookestreet, requesting him to call on a person there who had something of importance to communicate, and directing him to inquire
for Monsieur Courtois.
Conceiving the communication was about something ri3lating
to his foreign trade, the worthy wine-merchant lost no time in
obeying the summons ; and on asking at the door for Mr. Courtois. a Frenchman immediately came forward, aud in tolerable
l^^iurlish begged to know if his name was Simpson ; and being
answ ered iu the affirmative, requested the honour of conducting
bim up stairs.
Alonsieur Courtois was an elderl.v, respectable-looking man,
with his ihickly-powdered hair dressed in the fashion of the old
court, and attired iu dee)) mourning; and he preceded Mr. Simpson u]) st:iirs with much defi'renee and politeness, but at the
same time with a slow and dignified step, that well became the
gnivit.v of his apjiearaiice.
On reaching- the first floor, he threw open a door, and announced "Alonsieur Simpson," advancing at the same time to
place that gentleman a chair before lie retired
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The apartment to which Air, Simpson fouiid himself introduced,
was a handsome and well-furnished drawing-room, evidently tlia
best in the hotel; and on a sofa, at one end of it, sat a lady, who._
as he approached, arose with the utmost grace to receive him.
She, also, was attired in deep mourning; and the extraordinary
beauty of her face and figure almost dazzled the eyes of the staid
risitor, -(vho came all unprepared for such a vision of loveliness ;
whilst her attractions were rather augmented than diminished by
the air of exceeding languor and deep melancholy that pervaded
her countenance and manner.
" I have the pleasure," she said," of seeing Mr. Simpson of
Mark Lane?"
Mr. Simpson bowed assent.
" The intimate friend," she continued, "of the late Air. Wentworth ?"
" I had the honour to be so, madam," replied Mr. Simpson,
with a sigh.
The lady sighed too; and drawing forth a delicate cambric
handkerchief, she held it for a moment to her eyes.
" Come nearer," she said, pointing to a seat on the sofa beside
her. " Will you have the goodness," she continued, when Air.
Simpson had obe.yed the invitation,—" will you have the goodness
to relate to me all the circumstances of Mr. AYentworth's death^
as far, at least, as they ever came to light?"
" Certainly, madam," replied Mr. Simpson; and wondering
intensely who his fair friend could be, and what the interview
was to lead to, he proceeded to narrate all the particulars that
were known regarding the tragedy in question.
The lady listened to his tale with undeviating attention, occasionally interrupting the progress of the narrative to ask questions
which evinced her intimate knowledge of the persons and localities connected with the drama. AYhen he had concluded, she
again held her handkerchief to her eyes, appearing deeply affected;
and a silence of some moments ensued.
" And from that time to this, sir," she said, at length, "no fm-ther light has been thro-mi on the mystery ? Andrew has never
reappeared, and he and Mabel the dairymaid are stiU supposed
to have eloped together?"
"That, madam," answered Mr. Simpson, "is stUl the general
conviction;" for he did not think it advisable to communicate
the events of the last few days, and the suspicions they hacl
awakened in Mr. OUiphant's breast, and consequently in his own,
till ho was better acquainted with the person he was speaking to.
He wished to hear her story first; and for this she did not seem
disposed to keep him long iu suspense.
'• AVeU, sir," she said, "it is in my power to prove its fallacy;
and you will now perhaps have the goodness to listen to my history : tho which, in order to render it more comprehensible, I will
commence b,y avownug, that I myself am Mabel the dairymaid—
by name, Alabel Lightfoot."
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Air. Simpson could only look his surprise—he had too much
delieac.A- and good breeding, the good breedmg that sprmgs from
generosity and benevolence, to make any comments on the confession.
" Y o u may weU look astonished," she continued, " b u t such is
the fact. AA'ith respect to my own history, previous to my going
to live at Oakfield, I have httle to tell. "My parents were poor,
but respectable, each springing from famihes that in former times
had belonged to the gentry of the county ; and this circumstance,
sUght and unimportant as it may seem, has been the origin o f m y
errors, and the foundation of m.y fortunes, good and ill; for my
mother could not forget i t ; and when she saw that I was likely
to be endowed with some charms of person, she neglected no opportimity of instUhng into my mind the hope and the desire of
improving my situation by a prudent marriage. AAlth this view,
she carefuU.y guarded me from any intimacy with the young
people of my own sphere, especiaUy the m e n ; and I grew up
without a friend or a confidant b u t herself. B u t at the age of
fifteen, I lost h e r ; my father had died before; and both I and
my sister Grace were thro^wn upon the world, and obUged to go
to service.
" F o r m.y own part, I selected the situation of dairy-maid, because I thought it less menial than household service, and because
it entailed the necessity of less communication with the other
servants: for my mother's precepts had been sown in a fruitful
soU. I was b.y nature as ambitious as she could desire me, and
a t the same time as ignorant of the world, and its ways, as if I
had been born in another planet. I had been taught reading and
writing, and had a tolerable notion of grammar; acquirements
which mv mother had taken some pains to procure me. as being
important elements in my future establishment. But I had no
access to books: indeed I was scarcel.y accpiainted with an.v but
the Bible; aud as I avoided the conversation of mv equals, and
had no ojiportunily of enjoying that of my superiors, my mind
was little more enlightened than that of an infant.
" iS'eyerthelrss, in spite of mv ignorance and m.y pride, I had
innumerable lovers, fiir I w as considered the beauty of the village;
but I treated them all with the utmost disdain and indifference.
The only one 1 ever felt the slightest disposition to favour was
Andrew Hoplev, who was in many respects very superior to the
other .young men of his class ; but his station and livery were an
elli'ctiial bar to the indulgence o f m y inclination, and I carefully
repressed it,
" .Now , sir, romes llio period o f m y story in which you wiU find
your-^elf interested.
" 1 had not been long at Oakfield, before Air. Gaveston found
me out, and seemed disposed to ]iay me particular attention. At
first be accosted me with the freedom and famiharify with which
gentlemen iiermit themselves to address .young -women in my
situation ; but soon finding that I was only offended and repelled,
J\C changed his tactics, aud affected to entertain a violent passion
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for me; and ignorant as I was, it is extremely possible that I
might have fallen into his snares, had I not known that he was
engaged to be married to Miss Wentworth—but that circumstance
preserved me; and therefore, although he lamented the vows
that fettered him, and swore that he loved me a thousand times
better than he did her, yet, as I was aware that he could not promote the objects of my ambition, I turned a deaf ear to aU his
protestations.
" A t length, one day—^it was not long before Mr. Wentworth
set out on his excursion to the coast, from which you tell me he
never returned—Mr. Gaveston took an opportunity of joining me
earlv when I was going to milk my cows, before the rest of the
family were about.
" ' Mabel,' he said, ' I flnd that my unfortunate engagement to
Miss AA''entworth, which it is impossible for me to break, must
for ever preclude my obtaining from you a return of the passion
you have inspired me with; but my disappointment, great as it
is, cannot diminish the interest I must ever feel in your happiness;
and since it is not in my power to promote it myself by making
you my -wife, I feel the greatest desire to do it by some other
means. In short, I can't bear to see you here milking cows,
and performing menial offices so far beneath the station for
which nature designed you; and I have been casting about in my
mind what I can do to raise you into the sphere that you would
adorn.
" ' Now, you must know that I have an acquaintance in the
neighbourhood of Bordeaux, which is in France, who is the
greatest admirer of beauty in the world, and who is exceedingly
anxious to obtain a handsome Enghsh wife; but as there are few
Englishwomen there, and none that happen to be very lovely, he
has hitherto found it impossible to satisfy his taste. When I took
leave of him the last time I came away, he asked me if I would
choose a wife for him, and send her out; and without thinking
seriously at the moment of what I was saying, I promised I would.
Now what do you say, Mabel, to marrying my friend, and beco.niing a marchioness?'
" ' A marchioness!' I exclaimed. ' Is he a marquis ?'
"'Yes,' said he; 'he is, I assure you, a marquis of a very
ancient and noble Spanish famUy; and he has, besides, a handsome estate, and a good fortune. It's true, he's not very young ;
but if you can overlook that one defect, I promise you he'll make
you an exceUent husband. He'U fall desperately in love the moment he looks at you; and you may manage him completely, and
have everything your own way. What do you say to my proposal ?
" I answered, that I didn't care the least whether he was young
or old if he would make me a marchioness, and let me hve like a
lady.
" ' O h ! ' he said, 'you'll have carriages and servants at your
command, and live like a princess.' _
" ' Then,' I said, ' I should like it very much. But how am I
to CO to him ?'
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" ' Leave that to me,' he answered. ' But one thing, remember,
you must keep the whole business a profound secret from everybody ; for if it were to reach Mr. AYentworth's ears, he'd be -writing
off to the marquis to teU him you were only a dairymaid, which
there's no necessity in the world for his ever knowing. I shall
tell him you are the daughter of a particular friend of my o-wn.
All you have to do is to keep the thing to yourself,.and be ready
to start at a moment's notice.'
" Soon after this conversation, Air. Gaveston was suddenly
summoned abroad by particular business, and the marriage, which
was to have taken place immediately, was consequently delayed;
and Air. Wentworth, his daughter, and Andrew, went do-wn to
the seaside to await his return.
" Well, sir, two nights befiore the famUy were expected back, as
I was in my room, about eleven o'clock, preparing to go to bed,
I heard a slight tap at the -window I must observe that my room
was on the ground-floor, adjoining the dairy, and that there was a
door which led from it into the other parts of the house. At first
I took no notice of the signal; but when it was repeated, I went
to the window and inquired who was there.
" ' Open the door,' said a man's voice, speaking close to the
glass: ' I've a letter for you, if you are Alabel the dairymaid.'
" ' I am Alabel,' I said; 'but I'm not going to open the door
unless I know who you arc.'
" '1 come from a good friend of yours,' returned the man;
' and the letter's about a certain marquis at Bordeaux. But open
the door, and I'U explain everything.'
" On hearing this, I thought there coiUd be no danger in opening the door, as whoever the man was, he must be a messenger
from Air. Gaveston; so, after fastening the other door that led
into the house, lest we should be interrupted, I let him in.
" He was a stoutish man, dressed in a drab coat, -with a red
handkerchief round his throat, and over his chin ; and he'd a face
that, once seen, was not easily forgotten. He appeared to have
been fomierlv extremely good-looking; but a strange twist of the
nose, aud a remarkable rise across the bridge, gave his features a
peculiar expression.
" ' Here.' said be, handing me a letter, ' are a few lines from
Air. Gaveston, which he has sent that you ma.y be satisfied I am
acting bv his authoritv ; but as I have no time to lose, I'U deliver
my message, and leave you to read them after I am gone.
" AN'hat he desired mc to say is, that on the third night from
this .you arc to hold .yourself read.v to start for London, on your
wav to the continent. He and I will be here to fetch you away;
and to prevent any disappointment, the thing must be managed so
quietly that you shaU not be missed till the following morning.
You are to take care to admit nobody into this part of the house;
and we shall let you know we are here by the same signal I gave
just now. AYiU'you be ready, and are you wUling to go?'
" ' A'es, I am,' I replied,
" ' V 'ry weU,' said he; ' that's a brave g u l ; I admire your
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spirit. And that much being settled, there is no necessity for m.y
lingering here. Eemember, you are to take no clothes, nor anything with you, of an.y description whatever, Mr, Gaveston will
suppl.y you with all that is necessary,'
"Having said this, he went away, and I opened the letter;
which, however, contained nothing more than a request from Mr.
Gaveston that I woulcl be guided by the directions I should receive
from the bearer, who he assured me was his particular friend.
" AA^cU, sir, the intervening time past without any unusual
occurrence, and the night appointed for my departure arrived.
No hour had been mentioned, and I was therefore uncertain how
soon I might expect to be summoned; so I retired earl.y to m.v
room, which, as I was little in the habit of associating with the
other servants, excited no observation; and having bolted the
door of communication, I sat dowm with my bonnet and shawl on,
to await the arrival of Mr. Gaveston.
" I had no watch, but I think it must have been about two
hours after midnight that I was aroused by a noise at the window;
for being quite unused to sitting up so late, I had fallen asleep in
m}^ chair; and I started up hastil.y and opened the door.
" ' Why, Mabel,' said Mr. Gaveston, who entered, followed by
the man who hacl brought me the letter three nights before, ' we
thought you had forgotten the appointment; we have been tr.^ing
to make you hear this quarter of an hour. However, make haste
now, for we have no time to lose. You must disguise yourself in
this dress,' he said, opening a bundle which the other man held
in his hand, and which contained a suit of boy's clothes. ' Put
them on quickly, whUst w^e step into the house for a minute or
two. I want some papers I left in my room when I was here last;'
and so saj^ing, they passed through the door of communication
-R'ith the house, and left me to change my dress.
" They were not gone many minutes, and I was but just read.y
when they returned. ' Now, come,' said Mr. Gaveston, taking me
under his arm, and we stepped out; but just as I was closing th®
dairy-door, he said, 'By-the-by, 1 don't think wo fastened the
door of communication. We'd better do so, or somebody may
get in and rob the house.' So he re-entered my room for that
purpose, and when he came out he called me back.
" ' Here, Mabel,' said he, pointing to the bonnet and shawl,
and other clothes I had just taken off, and which, in my haste, 1
had left lying on the floor, 'pick up those, and tie them iu a
buncUe; they must not be left there.'
" I did so, and he carried them out, and handed them to his
companion. He then gave me his arm, and we walked away
across the park, whilst the other man went round to the front of
the house, where he said they had left their horses, which they
would not bring to the back, because the servants' bed-rooms were
all on that side, and there might be some danger of being heard.
" The horses met us at the park gate, of w'hich Mr. Gaveston
had a private key, to enable him to enter if he came home late at
night when he was staying at Oakfleld; and there, the gentlemen
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having mounted, I being placed on the saddle behind Air.
Gaveston. after stopping to re-lock the gate, we took the high
road to London, for about ten mUes. W e then turned ofl', and
had ridden for about five mUes further across the country, through
b.v-lanes and fields, when Air. Gaveston suddenly stopt at a spot
where tw"0 roads met.
" ' Now.' said he, ' Alabel, here we must part for the present,
and you must continue your journey to London with my friend,
who wUl take every care of y o u ; and in less than a week I shall
join you there. Y o u are now -within a couple of miles of a town,
where .you wUl find a conveyance; and so far you must walk, as I
must take the horses away with me,'
" U p o n this, they lifted me down; and Air, Gaveston, taking
the bimdle containing my clothes, which he said he knew how to
dispC'se of, we parted, he riding one way, and we walking the other.
" As he hacl predicted, we soon came in sight of a pretty considerable town, which we entered, after my companion had warned
me that I -n-as not to speak, but to hold my handkerchief to my
e>-cs. as if I were in great distiess, AValking briskly through the
streets, which were nearl.v emptj', for it was yet but early morniui:, wc reached an inn, where the ostler and a few of the servants
were alreud.v sturing.
" • AVe want a chaise and a pair of horses as quickly as possible,'
said m.v companion to a -waiter, who was .vawning at the door.
" ' First turn out, directly,' cried the man, and away ran the
ostler to obe.v the orders. "Please to walk in and take some
breakt'ast, sir.' added he, ' whilst the.v put to.'
" • AVe'U just step into a room for a moment,' answered my
friend; ' but we must not stop for breakfast. W o are on an
errand of life aud death. This .young gentleman's father has been
seized with a fit : and we're afraid, if we don't make the greatest
sjieed. all will be over before we get there.'
" Upon this, accordini; to m.y instructions, I pretended to cr.y
very much, and the «ood-natured -waiter ran out to hasten the
post-bo.y's pri'iiarations, 'They'll be round directly, sir,' said
he. as be returned ; and iu a couple of minutes more, the chaise
\\as at the door: my companion handed mc into it, and wc were
galloping along the road.
" F o r three stages we got on as fast as we could, my friend
always urgini: the s:ime iiiotiye for speed, and then we stopped to
i'l-eaiitasi ; after which we started i.gain, and stojipcd no more tUl
We re.-iched London: liayiiu; taken nothing but a biscuit and a
gla.^s (.if wine oil the road.
" I t was the middle of the n i u h t w h e n w e arrived; and just
bel'ore we entered the town, my companion called to the driver to
s i . p , and having asked him liis fare, he ]niid him, and dismissed
hni!, sa.-\-in!.;- he needed him no further; and theu giving me his
arm. we entered the town, and walked at a rapid pace through a
gn-a; many .streets—I remember we crossed a bridge, and that is
all 1 kijoxy of the course we took.
" At length, ha\ ing arrived at -\A hat appeared to mc a shabby
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art of the town, my friend stopped at a house that looked rather
Ewhich
etter than the others, and rang the bell; and almost immediately,
made me conclude we were expected, an elderly, decently-

dressed woman opened the door.
" ' Here we arc, Mrs. Davis,' said my companion. And then
turning to me, he said, ' This is your home for the present; you'U
find yourself ver.y comfortable under Mrs. Davis' care till your
friend arrives. Good night!' and shaking me by the hand, he
turned off, and walked away."

CHAPTEE LIV
MABEL CONTINUES HER STORY.

" W H E N the companion of my journey departed," continued
Mabel, "Mrs. Daris, taking me by the hand, led me into a parlour, where I found a comfortable fire with a kettle of boUing
water on the hob, and the tea-things ready upon the table.
" ' I thought,' said she, 'you would prefer a cup of tea to anything else after your journey; there's nothing so refreshing; and
you can eat a bit of cold meat with it if you are inclined.'
" I thanked her and accepted her offer. She was extremely
ciril; but asked me no questions, speaking only of the weather,
the fatigues of travelling, the comforts of tea, and so forth. I
however knew that she was aware ofmy sex; as my companion^
whose name I afterwards learnt was Dyson, had informed me that
I was to be conducted to the house of a friend of Mr. Gaveston's,
who had been told I was a young lad.y on my way to the continent
with the intention of uniting myself to a gentleman to whom I
had been some time attached, but whose alliance was not approved
by my friends. I had also been instructed that I was to call
myself Miss Jones; and that Mr. Gaveston was only known to
Mrs. Davis as Mr. Godfrey
" ' Now,' said Mrs. Davis, when tea was over, ' I dare sa.y .yoivli
be glad to go to bed; and I recommend your lying tiU t tiring
you your breakfast in the morning. You should take a good restafter such a journey.'
" ' But what am I to do,' I said, ' for clothes, when I do rise?
I hav'n't a single article with me.'
" ' O h ! ' said she, 'leave that to me. I'U supply you with
clothes. If they don't exactly fit, never mind that. You'll see
nobody here, and they'll do very well tiU Mr. Godfrey arrives.'
" Accordingly, the next morning, after I had taken my breakfast, she brought me a dark silk dress, and other indispensable
articles, which seemed to have been made for a person about m.y
size, and which she said belonged to her daughter; and when I
was ready to leave my room, instead of taking me dowm to the
parlour I had been in the night before, she led me into a room
adjoining my bed-chamber, -n^hich looked only on a back yard,
and which she said it -was necessary I should inhabit for the
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present; as, if I went below, I might be seen by people couiinfe' i>>
the house, and discovered.
" The first day I was so tired that I did not care much about
this confinement; b u t when I had recovered my fatigue, I began
t o pine for air and exercise, and I begged Airs. Davis to take me
out. B u t this she positively refused, a'Ueging t h a t it was absolutel.v contrary to M r . Godfrey's orders. I n every other respect
she was very obliging, giring me books to read, and doing what
she could to amuse me. I l u t stUl I found my time dreadfuUy
tedious; and when at the end of a weejc M r . Gaveston came, I
earnestly entreated that I might commence m.y journey imme<hatel.v. ' That,' however, he said, ' was impossible, for that there
liad been manv inciuiries made about m e ; and that I should be infallible" traced and taken back to Oakfield, if I showed myself out
of doors y e t ; ' and so simple was I , that I gave credit to aU he
said. ' Depend on it,' he added, ' the moment it's safe for you to
move, you shaU. I n the mean time, I must return to Oakfield,
lest 1 should be suspected of having any hand in taking you off.'
" I t was fully a month before he appeared again, by which time,
between weariness, and a confinement to which I was so unaccustomed, I was getting extremely unwell. StUl he urged it was too
soon to move ; and the only reUef I got was, t h a t two or three
times he took me out to walk of an evening, after it was dark.
B u t I could not help obserring, t h a t the more impatient I became,
the more closely I was watched; and I began to see that I was
little better than a prisoner.
" All these causes together, combined, I believe, with the effects
of a cold I had caught on my journey, at length overthrew my
health and spirits completel.y, and I feU extremely ill. M r s .
Davis and a maid-servant that was in the house, attended me
assiduousl.v enough ; but no medical advice being called in, I continued to get worse and worse, till I was at death's door; and I
believi^ I should actually have died (which I have since believed
would have been exactl.y what Air. Gaveston desired), had not
the servant fakeli fright one day when Airs. D a r i s was out. I
happened to faint whilst she was standing by m.y bedside, and
finding it impossible to recover mo by any means she had recourse
to, she ran out of the house and fetched in an apothecary that
lived in the noiirlibourliood,
" .Mter this the man was suffered to attend m c ; and Mr.
Godfrey, as he was called, also brought a .voung person of his
acquaintance, to see me, called Julia Clark—"
" AA'ho?" .said Air. Simpson, hastily interrupting the discourse,
'' Did you say .lulia Clark—"
" \ ' i s , " replied .Mabel, " Julia Clark was the name of the lady.
A very ])retty young person she was, and very kind to me. Do
vou know h e r ? "
" 1 rather think I do," answered AJr. Simpson. " But excuse
m \ interruption. P r a y go on."
"AVell," continued Alabel, " 1 gradually got better; and
Julia's visits helped me to bear my confinement; and when I was
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sufficiently recovered to travel, Mr. Gaveston announced that
everything was ready for m.v departure ; and that as he could uot
go with me himself, Mr. Dyson had undertaken to conduct me
safe to Bordeaux.
" Accordinglv, early one morning, to my infinite jo.y, I bade
adieu to Airs. Davis and her drear.y apartments, and we proceeded
to Portsmouth, and from thence to Harfleur; where onl.y stopping
one night, we took places in a diligence, which I imagined was to
convey us to Bordeaux.
" But my companion. Air. D.yson, or rather Colonel Jones, for
that was the name he assumed on the journey, had other views;
and instead of conducting me to the Marquis de la Eosa, m.y intended husband, as Mr. Gaveston had charged him to do, he took
me to Paris, where, after engaging apartments in a handsome
iiotel, and providing himself and me with fashionable habiliments,
he introduced me into public as his niece.
" I t is easy for a young Englishwoman there, who is tolerably
good-looking, to attract notice ; and I was soon surrounded by a
crowd of admirers; amongst whom, the most urgent and persevering was the Due de Eochechouart, who was at that time considered the most dissipated and profligate man about the court—
at least, where women were concerned. In other respects, his
character was never arraigned.
"WeU, sir," pursued Alabel, "not to detain .you with a detaU
of the arts that were used to deceive me, it is sufficient to inform
you that I was led to believe the duke was addressing me with
honourable views; and after a few weeks, having been conducted
to one of his castles, at some distance from Paris, I was imposed
upon b.y a false marriage—hi short, sold. The ceremony was performed by a servant of the duke's, an Englishman, called Dillon,
who pretended to be a clergyman, and read the marriage service
from the prayer-book; and Colonel Jones, my pretended uncle,
having received a considerable sum of money for his treachery,
afterwards took his leave, and left me to discover the deception
at my leisure.
" For some months I believed myself the wife of the duke, and
every pains was taken to keep up the delusion; but, at length, an
accident disclosed to me the truth. At the period of my supposed
marriage, I was utterly ignorant of the French language ; and as
the duke could speak English tolerably, having once been ambassador here, I found little inconvenience from my want of
knowledge. But believing myself the Duchess of Eochechouart,
and anticipating the time when I should be introduced at court
and into society, I thought it right to acquire the language of the
people I was to live amongst, I therefore privately engaged a
master, and applied myself assiduousl.y to the study, with the intention of some day surprising Eochechouart with my unexpected
accomplishment; and urged by this motive, and perhaps rather a
natural facility, I made considerable progress in a short time.
Eut this newly acciuired talent •^v^as the accidental means of opening m.y eyes to my real situation.
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" One da.v that I was sitting alone in my boudoir, with a door
ajar that opened into the drawing-room, I overheard a conversation between the duke and one of his friends, which, although I
was not a sufficient adept in the language to understand thoroughly,
undeceived me completely with respect to my own position.
" The subject of the conversation was an aUiance which had
been offered to the duke, and which he had declined; and the
visit was for the purpose of urging him to reconsider a proposal
t h a t -n'as, on many accounts, esteemed highly desirable. But the
duke was firm in his refusal; and I comprehended enough to
learn that he mentioned me as the motive. The gentleman urged,
' that there would be no necessity for parting with m e ; ' but the
duke confessed, that he feared whenever I discovered the deception he had practised, I should leave h i m ; ' and assuredly she
•wiU,' he said, ' if I marry.' I n -which conriction he was perfectly
correct; for I certainly should.
" Y o u ma.v conceive, sir, what a blow this was to me. However, I commanded my feelings sufficiently to remain quite quiet
till the visitor was gone; b u t when Eochechouart returned from
seeing him through the ante-chamber, and I attempted to rise
from m.y chair to speak to him, intending to express m.y indignation, and theu immediately quit the house, I h a d only time to
clasp mv hands, and give him one look of reproach, before I sank
to the LTround iu a state of insensibility. But that one look was
enou:^h. It told him that I was undeceived; and as soon as I
recovered, and was able to listen to him, he entered on his exculpation ; explaining to me the ditficulties that lay in the way of an
alliance between a person in his situation and one in mine—the
oi>position he should have experienced from his connexions, and
the court more especiall.v. as it was easil.y perceived that the pretenilcd Colonel .Jones was a mere sharper, who had brought me
there to make money of. and that I was not his niece, as he had
asserted; and linall.v, he made known to me how I had been
actually sold ; and that it had been merel.v a contest between the
young noblemen I was introduced to. which should have m e ;
Colonel .loncs sianding out foi' the highest price.
" ' I h u s , Amabel,' said he, '.you -would not hnre escaiied, rely
on it : and if you had not fallen to me, you would to Arinagnac,
or U'o i'Orme, or some of the otlu'rs, who probabl.y would not have
loyed you half so much as I do. The conversation you have just
overheard, must, at least, have coinineed you of m.v attachment,'
" I t certainly bad ; and that was the only thing that supported
me under m.v ilisaiqiointment and mortilication. AVhen 1 first
fiicouraLred the duke's attentions, and accepted the olli'r of his
hand, 1 confess that 1 was actuated sohi.v by ambition; and it
would liaye been iicrfectl.\'indiflt.'rent to me whether I attained
3ii\- object tlirougli him, or through an\ ol' the other gentlemen
M
- lio were coiiteslini; the ju-i/.e.
Hut my feelings were now
wliolly changed. W i t h o u t afi'ecting to unilervaluc the luxury,
and indeed magnificence, in which 1 li\ed, or pretending to assert
that it would not have required an extraordinary eflbrt of resolu-
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tion to have resigned them and fallen back into my original
situation, yet, I can truly say, that the afl(?ction Eochechouart
had inspired me with formed a much stronger obstacle to my
leaving him, than his splendid castles and gorgeous liveries, or than
my own sumptuous attire, gilded chariot, and elegant boudoir.
" I really loved him; and, the deception he had practised on me
aside, I had certainly every reason to do so. His kindness and
indulgence to me were unvar.ying; and as for his own qualities,
he was universaUy admitted to be the handsomest and the most
agreeable man about the court.
" You may imagine the result, sir: I consented to remain; and
the duke immediately made a handsome settlement on me, which
secured me in affluence for the rest of my life, whether I left him
or not; and I must do him the justice to say, that never, till the
hour of his death,"—and here she burst into a passion of tears
that almost choked her utterance—" never to the hour of his
death did he give me reason to repent my acquiescence!
" Indeed, I am sure that if 1 had urged it much, he would have
privately legalized our connexion; but I never did; because I felt
that I -was not worthy to become his wife, and that, in many
respects, I should have been doing him a great injury. It is
true I was deceived, and so far innocent; but, on the other hand,
I could not forget that I was not blameless. I had sought to
deceive him also. I had acquiesced in Colonel Jones' imposition,
and attemjjted to pass for what I was not; besides, my own
motives were base and unworthy. I saw they were so, as my
mind improved by education; and I felt that I deserved the
degradation I suffered.
" I therefore made up my mind to the penalty I had incurred.
I knew I must look to pass my life without any society but the
duke's; and that when we returned to Paris, his numerous
engagements would not leave him much time to bestow on me;
and I also felt, that however unwUling he was to part wdth me then,
I might not always retain the same power over his affections.
" Under these circumstances I could not look for much happiness ; but I saw that one means of improviag my situation, both
present and future, was within my reach. I perceived that by
repairing the deficiencies of my early education, I should not
only render myself more agreeable to Eochechouart, but that I
should be supplying myself with a resource during the life of
soUtude and abandonment that lay before me. To this object I
therefore devoted myself; and as I was yet young, and could
command all the advantages that money could purchase, I made
considerable progress in the studies I undertook; and soon
learned to find in my books and my music the best consolation
for my lonely hours and degraded condition.
" In this manner my life passed, without any particular occurrence to interrupt its even tenour, till about six months since, when
I received an unexpected visit from the Marquis de la Eosa, the
gentleman for whom I had been designed by Mr. Gaveston. How
he discovered me I do not know-, but he wrote tome to say he was
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in Paris, aud to desire an inter-riew; and I believe it was more
curiosity than anything else, that made me grant his rec[uest. B u t
his visit led to disclosures I little expected.
" From him 1 first learned that M r . AVentworth was dead; and
although his information was imperfect, I gathered enough to
ascertain that my removal from Oakfield had been somehow or
other mysteriously connected with the catastrophe; and 1 was
the more confirmed in this persuasion, by his showing me a letter
of Air. Gaveston's, wherein he proposed to the marquis to practise
upon me exactl.v the sort of deception to which I had faUen a
victim through the vUlany of his friend; namely, to deceive me by
a false marriage.
" I must observe that the marquis had no idea that I was the
dairy-maid; he only had heard of me as Miss J o n e s ; neither had
I ever confessed to Eochechouart that I had once fUled so humble
a situation ; nor had I courage to do it yet. But for that remnant
of silly pride, I should have immediately written to you on the
subject of what I had learnt, for I obtained your address from
Bordeaux; and perhaps the calamity which I have now to deplore
might not have occurred.
" I fear m.y sad history must weary you, sir," continued M a b e l ;
" b u t the regard you bore Mr. W e n t w o r t h will give you an interest in i t ; and 1 shall not detain .vou much longer.
" About two months ago, the duke's regiment, which had been for
some time on a foreign station, having returned to France, and
being ciuartered at Lisle, he thought it right to join it for a few
weeks: and he proposed to me to accompany him. Of course I
consented; and thither we immediately proceeded, attended by
our h.orses. servants, and equipages.
" One I if my favourite recreations war! riding on horseback; and
as I had but few pleasures. Eochechouart did all he could to make
this agreeable, by supplying me with beautiful animals, and aceoiniiaii\ ing me himself whenever he could.
" AVell. sir, one day, about ten days since, wc were taking our
usual exercise, accompanied onl.y by a irrooni. when we perceived
a handsome I'hiLclish carriage approaehinu at a rapid rate ; and
we shiekeiied our pace in order to get a better vicAv of the
fravellers within. But you ma.v imagine our siiriirise, when, as
the vehicle drew iiiL'h, we ilistinguislied, reclining in the opposite
corner.--, our old acquaintance. Colonel Jones, and DiUon the
duke's firmer \alet !
" T h e nionieut 1 recognised Colonel .Jones, I felt a vehement
desire to obtain from hini some information regarding the mysterious albiirs at Oakfield; and 1 intimated to the duke that I had
a particular re.ison for desiring to speak to him.
" ' d o , ' said he to the uroom ; ' r i d e after that carriage, and
obscrye where they j-iut up : w-c'U f lUow more Icisurel}', aud meet
you at the entrance of the town.'
" T h e man immediately set s]>iirs to his Icrse, and had nearly
over; iken the travellers, when, to our horror nnd astonishment, we
• t-m-l a shot, and -^w him fall to the jurouud.
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"Incensed at this unprovoked attack, -without a moment's
iekberation, and deaf to my cries, the duke threw his horse into
1 gallop, and ijitrsued the murderers. AVhether they knew him,
3r whether, being in uniform, they mistook his intentions, I canaot teU—for we found afterwards that the carriage was loaded
tvith contraband goods—but when they found he was gaining upon
them, they fired another pistol, and shot him dead on the spot.
They then immediately turned their horses' heads, and instead of
pursuing the road to Lisle, they endeavoured to make the best of
their way back across the frontier.
" But their escape, I, at least, had the consolation of preventing.
Mounted on a very fleet horse, and in a state of too much excitement to think of danger, I pursued them at my utmost speed;
and, fortunately, just at the moment they w-ere beginning to fancy
themselves secure, being met by a troop of the duke's regiment
who had been out on a foraging expedition, I succeeded in having
them arrested, and brought back to Lisle. Why they did not
shoot me also, I cannot teU—perhaps they had no more ammunition—for I scarcely think they would have spared me from better
motives.
" I wUl not detain you, sir," said Mabel, who, when she reached
this part of her story, was almost unable to proceed, from the
bitterness of her grief; " I wiU not detain you with an account of
my feelings; those I leave to your imagination. I will only
trouble you with such further particulars as you are likely to be
interested in.
" The two criminals were of course placed in confinement; and
as soon as I was able to appear in court, they were brought before
a magistrate, and my evidence was given against them.
" For their own parts, they neither confessed nor admitted anything; but the contents of the carriage were quite enough to^
explain the motives of their exjiedition, and the origin of their
fears.
" It was, as I said, lined with contraband goods of the most
valuable description; and there was every reason to believe, that
on theu' previous passage through Lisle, shortly before, they had
taken as much out of France as they were now bringing into it.
" Finding, when I had given my evidence, that my presence
would not be again required for a few weeks, and that I -vras in
the meantime at libert.y to depart where I pleased, I resolved to
employ the interval in an endeavour to penetrate the mystery of
Mr. Wentworth's death, and to clear m.yself from the suspicion
that my absence had drawn upon me; and I felt the greater necessity for domg this without delay, because there can be no doubt
that these men wUl be condemned to expiate their crimes on the
scaffold, and with Colonel Jones wUl probably expire all chance
of discovering the secret.
"AVith this view I started for Paris without delay; but I was
des'tined, before I reached it, to be made acquainted with another
instance of their villany. On the morning I cjuitted Lisle, as we
were nnssincT thrmirrh n oiTinll village, I observod a number ov
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countiy people assembled round the door of a h u t ; and as •we
drew nearer, I perceived two laches, apparently in a very exhausted
condition, seated on chairs at the door, to whom the by-standers
were administering sfuch simple refreshments as they had to give.
T h e singularitj^ of the circumstance awakened my curiosity; and
besides, there was something in the appearance of the young
women that led me to beheve they were English.
" I therefore stopped the carriage, and desired Courtois, who
•nas with me, to inquire if anything had happened in which my
assistance could be useful; and he presently learnt from the
peasants, that the two ladies I saw there had crawled into the
vUlage shortly before, apparently quite exhausted and worn out
b.v fatigue and want of food—that they were foreigners, who could
speak no French—and that whence they came or whither they
were going could not be discovered.
" J7pon this, I alighted; and making my way through the crowd,
I addressed them in English, saying, I was afraid they had met
with some unpleasant accident, and offering my services.
" Poor things ! if a voice from Heaven had reached them they
could scarcely have seemed more reheved. All I gathered from
them, however, at that moment, was. that they had tied from some
place where they considered themselves in danger, and that they
hoped to find their father in Paris, where they besought me to
take them.
" T o this request I of course assented; and they were immediately assisted into the carriage. The.y were so exhausted, that I
found it necessary to give up travelling on the following day; and
we therefore rested at AbbevUle, w here I first learnt the circumstances that had brought them into the strange predicament in
which I found them.
" I will not detain you now with the details of their melancholy
story. I t is suflicient to say that the two men. Colonel Jones and
DiUon, had contrived to impose upon their parents and themselves
—one of them, indeed, was married to Dillon, -who had received
with her a hiri,'e sum of money—and liavinG; brought them to
France, had, for some reason or other which they were unable to
comprehend, conveyed them to a lonely inn some miles from where
1 found them, and there abandoned them.
" O n reaching Paris I made immediate search for their friends
at the hotel they had hidged at ; but although it appeared that two
gentlemen had inipiired for them, we could not ascertain who thej"wi're, or where the.y were to be found,
" IJjider these circumstances, urged also by my desire to assist
in exposing the crimes of these viUains, I resolved, instead of
wrilum- to .\ou, as I had proposed, to accompany the young ladies
t o l h i g l a i u i ; and at the same time restore them to their friends,
and seek a personal explanation with yourself
" On reaching Clapham, where my protegees reside, I learnt
that their father had set out for Paris in search of them about ten
days before."
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CHAPTEE LV.
MORE L I G H T .

IT may be supposed that Mr. Simpson lost no time in communicating the substance of Mabel's story to Mr. OUiphant, who
immediately requested an interview with her, in the course of
which he perfectly satisfied himself that the suspicions Mr. Gaveston's strange deportment at Oakfield had first awakened., were
but too well founded.
In the meantime, Mr. Simpson hastened to Knightsbridge, to
assure himself of what there was scarcely room to doubt—^that the
.Julia Clark, whose life he had saved, and she who had been introduced to Mabel, were the same person.
But, to his amazement, he found the shop shut, and the house
uninhabited; and was informed by the neighbours, that two nights
before, Mrs. Clark had departed, as was beheved, in the company
of a gentleman, and had not been heard of since.
This was "confirmation strong" of previous suspicions. There
could be little doubt that the gentleman was Mr. Gaveston ; and
Mr. Olhphant at once detected his motives. He saw that not only
were Gaveston and Godfrey the same person, but that Julia Clark
was the woman that had pledged the clothes to Isaac Lecky, and
had since been employed by Dyson or Jones, whichever his name
might really be, to endeavour to recover it; and that Gaveston,
having recognised her from their account of the circumstances, had
sought her out for the express purpose of placing her evidence beyond their reach.
" But if human exertions can defeat his plans," said Mr. OUiphant, " he shaU be disappointed. But in order to make assurance
doubly sure, let us pay a visit to that Mrs. WetheraU, to whom
.you say Juha Clark related her history in detaU, of which you only
heard the outUnes. From her we may learn whether the name of
her seducer was Godfrey."
I t is needless to say that Mrs. Wetherall's testimony fuUy corroborated their suspicions; and there could be no doubt left of the
identity of the parties.
"Now," said the law.yer, "there is one thing more I should Uke
to be certain of; which is, whether Gaveston followed us to London.
To ascertain that, we must write to Jeremy, I suppose; unless you
know where he's in the habit of putting up ?"
" At Laval's, in Bedford-street, generally, I fancy," repUed M!r.
Simpson. " I know he preferred it, because it was a Frenchhouse.
i t will be worth calling there, at aU events."
" Yes, sir," answered the waiter, to their inquiry. " Mir. Gaveston was here on Saturda.y night for a few minutes. I fancy if
miglit be between ten and eleven o'clock. He seemed in a grea
hiirr.\-. and only called to say that he expected a letter to be sent
here for him, and that we were to forward it immediately to th&
post-o"'ice at Paris."
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" I t is exactly that letter we have called to inquire for," said Mr.
OUiphant. " Air. Gaveston requested us to procure it, and send
it after him, as he changed his route after he was here."
" Here it is, sir," said the waiter ; " i t only came this morning."
Mr. OUiphant paid the postage and walked away with the letter.
" Now." said he, " we at least know where we shall hear of h i m ;
for he'll either go to Paris, or he'U direct them where to forward
the l e t t e r ; for no doubt," observed he, peeping into it, " it contains
something of importance, or he would not have taken so much
trouble to get it. I should like vastly to know what is inside of it."
" And you mean to kno-iv, I suppose," said Mr. Simpson, smUing;
" for else why did you bring it away ?"
" I t was tlie impulse of the moment," replied the lawyer; " but
there are various reasons why this letter may be important; and
I think there arc sufficient to justify me in opening it. W e are,
in the first place, in pursuit of a criminal—for of Gaveston's guilt
I now entertain no more doubt than I do of my own existence—
and we must avail ourselves of whatever means may promote his
detection. I n the next place, to confess a truth, I do not feel quite
eas.v with respect to the fate of that unfortunate woman he has
carried off; and I'm inchned to lose no time in rescuing her from
his gripe, and securing^ her evidence. H a ! " exclaimed he, as,
compressing the sides of the letter, he again put it to his e.ye; " by
Jove, here goes !" and he proceeded to break the seal.
" AYhat is it r" inquired Mr. Simpson.
" I see a name," answered Air. OUiphant, " t h a t w o u l d make me
breiik t]iroui:h a stime wall, with as little ceremon.y as I break this
wax—there's somethin.L' about that other fellow, Jones, in it. And
see, it's from Borthwick, I declare ; what can he have to do with
the business?''
• Let us hear," said Mr. Simpson ; and M r . OUiphant proceeded
to read as follows :—
" SiE,—In obedience to your commands, I write to inform .^'ou
thai I LTot an answer from the agents b.v return. The.v lielieve
Air. Eemorden to be at present in Paris, and h;;ve orders to
enclose to him, under cover ti.i Colonel Jones, post-office, there.
•- AX'ith respect to the little lease you were kind enough to menlirn. I have ju-e]iarcd it, and submitted it to lawyer lirice. Toiiiorvo\'. I shall forward it, iicr coach, to be favoured with yeur
sii.'natTire.
" A n d I have the honour fo remain,
" Your hiinilile s e n a n t .
" tuit'OOKY

IJOUTHWICK."

" A t]ious;iii(l Ihaiiks, M r . Gregor.\- Borthwick," said All'. Oihpi.aiit; ";NOur letter is invaluable; though there is something
:itiout this hciiise and road business that I cannot understand.
Iv'.t this much I rememlier perfectly; that at the time of Mr.
AWntAvorth's death, Franklin told me that that cursed old Alanor
House firmed ])arl of an estate that bad been niaiiy years in the
ilcmorden family-, who were formerly amongst the most :itlluent
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and influential people in the county; but that a series of misfortunes, that almost seemed like a fatality, had fallen upon them, till
the propert.y was greatly reduced, and the family nearly extinct.
The last possessor had died abroad, -where he had gone in pursuit
of some woman; and the remnant hacl then fallen to a nephew,
who was the only surviviugscion of the family. I weU recollect
Franklin's adding, ' he was a iirofligate, good-for-nothing fellow,
who soon ran through the little he hacl; and not being disposed to
live at the Manor House himself, nor able to let it, because it had
fallen so completely out of repair during the absence of the last
tenant, the place was shut up, till the innkeeper offered to pay a
trifle for the use of the lower rooms during the fuU season. As for
Eemorden himself,' he added, 'hehasn't been seen in the country
for years. I t was said he'd taken to the turf, and was spending
his life between the knowing ones at Newmarket and the hells in
London.' Now, what wiU you bet me that Eemorden, Dyson, and
Colonel Jones are not ajli^ne and the same person ?"
" Upon my word, it does not seem very improbable," answered
Air. Simpson.
" And what do you say to a journe.y to Paris? I can spare a
week or two now in such a cause; and thus much I'm sure, that
till I have come to some understanding of this business, I shall not
be fit for any other. If that fellow. Colonel Jones, is going to have
his head taken off, he'U very likely be disposed to make a clean
breast of it before he mounts the scaffold. Besides, he'U have a
natural desire to take his friend Gaveston with him for company
in the other world, and thus we shaU get at the truth. Added to
which, and as I said before, I don't think it a thing to be neglected,
we may find out what has become of Julia Clark."
Mr. Simpson needed no urging to accede to the proposal; but
he begged leave to make one amendment, which was, that if it
were agreeable to her, they should travel in company with Mabel,
for whom he admitted himself to be not a little interested.
" There were aU the elements of virtue in her,'' he said, " aUoyed
by ignorance and iU-directed ambition. Born in another station,
and rationaUy educated, she would have been a noble creature;
and she is a noble creature now, in spite of her errors."
"And you've only to look in her face, and you'll forget them
all," said the law.yer, slyly.
" She's a beautiful creature," answered Air. Simpson, warmly;
" and it must be a heart of adamant that wouldn't pity and forgive
her!"
" I t is not mine, I assure you," said Mr. OUiphant, more
gravely. " I do both: and I shall be most happy to travel with
her, and serve her too, if any means of doing so lie in my pow-er."
Very willingly Mabel accepted the proposed escort. Like most
other people that sat an hour in Air. Simpson's company, she was
disposed to feel an aflection for him; and she was so glad to make
friends! Life is so heayy without them I I t must be oae of the
most grievous penalties incurred by women who stray from the
A A 2
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paths of virtue, that they can rarely have a friend. Few men are
generous enough to be to them disinterested ones; the virtuous of
their own sex cannot and dare not; and amongst the vicious there
can exist no true friendship.

C H A P T E E LA^.
T H E DEVICES OF T H E -WICKED M A N S H A L L F A I L .

ALTHOUGH Air. Gaveston could not venture to delay his departure from London long enough to receive t h e information he
had employed Borthwick to obtain for him, he yet resolved to
make straight for Paris, on many accounts. One was, that he
looked to find the disposal of his imfortunate companion a matter
of more easy accomplishment there than in a smaller place; and
the other, that according to the address Eemorden h a d given
J u h a , he hoped either to find him there, or at least learn his address
a t the post-office.
H e therefore traveUed night and day tUl h e reached the capital;
and when there, after stopping one night at an inn in the neighliom-hood of the coach-olfice, he located his companion on the
foUowing day in a mean lodging in the Fauxbourg Montmartre,
whUst he took up his own residence in a more cheerful and
fashionable part of the city.
As one of the most urgent motives of his journey was to obtain
an interview with the owner of the Manor House, he lost no time
in inquiring at the post-office for Borthwick's letter, and for the
address of Colonel J o n e s ; b u t he could obtain no inteUigence of
cither. Borthwick s letter, for reasons the reader wiU have no
difficulty in divining, had not arrived; and with respect to Colonel
Jones, letters had been l.ying there for him for some days, but
the.\- had not been inquired for. This was a serious disappointment; and as it might occasion considerable delay, a source of
much annoyance. There was no telling how to interpret it, or
whither to direct his researches. The man might not have reached
Paris, or he miuht have left it, or he might actually be there,
liaving onl.y neglected to ask for his letters. H e -was aware that
at the jiassport office he might probabl.y learn what he desired to
k n o w : that is, if Eemorden was actually travelling under the name
of Jones; but in the present state of afl'airs, and with the projects
lie had in hand, he did not wish to make himself conspicuous in
that (luarler, or to draw attention to himself which he might do
were lie by his inquiries to publish his connexion with a man who
•nas probabl.\- marked as a iicrson of suspicious character, or worse,
for anything he kiii'w ; for how he had been living, or what he
might iiaye done to draw the eyes of the police on him since his
residence abroad, was much more than he could guess.
H e therefore empkoed the interval of inevitable delay in visiting
the gambling houses aliout the Palais Eo.yal, and such other
resorts, w here he thought there was a probabUity of meeting with
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Eemorden if he were in Paris; and in forming projects, and in
balancing the difficulties attending the getting rid of Julia in som.e
wa.y that should remove her effectually from his path, and render
her evidence inaccessible. But it was not easy to discover any
way but one; and that one, setting remorse, pity, and all such feelings out of the question, (of which Mr. Gaveston, like other bad
human beings, try what he would, could not whoUy divest himself,) was one of very difficult accomplishment.
In order to induce her to accompany him, after the interruption
of the watchman had rendered the atrocious act he was on the
point of perpetrating dangerous to himself, he had persuaded her
that his wife was dead, and that he had been for some time seeking
her with the view of repairing her early wrongs by marriage; and
there was no difficulty in adducing many reasons, plausible enough
to satisfy her simple mind, for performing the ceremony privatelv
abroad; nor any in persuading her, on their arrival in Paris, that
propriety and prudence required, tUl he could introduce her as his
wife, that she should reside apart from him, and in as obscure a
situation as possible.
So far aU was easy; and she, as ever humble, obedient, and
unsuspecting, g^uietly submitted to the restraints he imposed, and
awaited in patience the fulflhnent of his promise. But now came
the difficulty. He thought sometimes of actually marrying her,
(she was already a Catholic, and he had no objection to a pro tempore conversion,) in the names of Mr. Godfrey and Mrs. D.yson,
imder which they had traveUed, and afterwards conflning her in a
mad-house, a thing at that time easily efi'ected; but then she might
escape, or get a letter conveyed to England. Then there was the
river, convenient and in-riting—and there was poison.
There was a fourth way, which being less extreme and more
secure than any other, death excepted, he would have preferred;
-which was, to put her in the hands of some fanatical or unprincipled priest, and either by persuasion, terror, or force, get her
shut up in a convent. But there were two impediments in the
way of this project; one was, the existence of the chUd, which
would be an effectual bar to her taking such a step with her own
consent; and the other was, that it would require time, and Mr.
Gaveston had none to spare.
He had been some days in Paris, and was yet in this state of
anxious uncertainty, when happening to drop into a coffee-house
on the Boulevards, and chancing to take up a newspaper that was
lying on the table beside him, his eye was attracted by the name
of Colonel Jones; and on perusing the paragraph, he found it contained an allusion to the approaching trial of that worthy and his
colleague, at Lisle, for the murder of the Due de Eochechouart
and his servant.
Mr. Gaveston's heart bounded at the news. Of the two persons
he most dreaded, the life of one was in his power, and that of
the other was about to be sacrificed to the laws; and if he could
only successfuUy dispose of the first, and obtain an interview with
the other before his execution, he fancied he might defy the fates
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and dismiss his fears. True, Alabel probably j'ct lived; but if, as
Julia had heard, she had made a prosperous marriage in France,
it was not very likely that she -n'ould ever hear of the Oakfield
tragedy at aU; or if she did, that she -\^'ould risk exposing herself
for the sake of penetrating the mystery.
But the necessit.y for reaching Lisle with as little delay as
possible became urgent; gnd he was called upon to decide at once
upon his line of action. He laid down the paper, placed his two
elbows on the table, and resting his face on his hands, he sat for
some minutes in deep meditation. He then arose, buttoned up
his coat, and taking his hat in his hand, moved towards the door.
" Give me a glass of brandy," said he to the waiter, pausing on
the threshold; and baring tossed off the dram, he stepped out, and at
a rapid pace took the way to the Eue du Fauxbourg Montmartre.
" "Yes," said he to himself, as he went along, " no one can ever
trace her, if ever, which is not likely, anybody should take the
trouble of trying to do it; and the people of the house neither
know where she came from, nor who she is; nor, provided they
are paid their money, wiU they ever concern themselves to learn
what is become of her. To-morrow morning I'll start for Lisle;
and if I can get an interview -with Eemorden, I think I shaU be
able to persuade him. AYhat the devil difference wUl it make to
him when he's dead ? and I can be back to Oakfield almost before
I'm missed." And comforting himself with these cheering reflections, he walked briskly forward.
In the house where Julia lodged, and on the same floor, there
happened to dwell a young artist, a dawning genius, strugghng
through poverty and obscurity to fame. The door of his apartment was immediately opposite hers, and he had thus frequent
opportunities of seeing her; and he had also several times met
Gaveston on the stairs, and had chanced to be present when he
bargained with the proprietor for the rooms she occupied. The
countenances of both had very particularly struck him; and,
seizing on the idea they suggested, he had transferred them to
paper, with the intention of introducing them into a picture he
was designing of a man kUhng an innocent wife in a fit of unfounded jealousy.
Prerious to the Due de Eochechouart's unfortunate expedition
to Lisle, this young man had obtained a recommendation to his
notice, and earnestly solicited his patronage; and, at Mabel's
persuasion, the duke had consented to his taking his portrait.
The work was begun, but not completed, -when their departure
interrupted its progress; and when, after the duke's death, Mabel
returned to Paris, she sent for the artist to inquire if he thought
he could finish it from memory. He said he thought he could,
and promised to make the attempt.
As she possessed no likeness of Eochechouart, this was an affair
that went very near Alabel's heart; and on the very da.y she
arrived in Paris with her two friends, Simpson and OUiphant, she
eent Courtois to the young man to desire he would bring her the
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portrait, that she .aight judge of his success, and have an opportuuit}- of pointing out any misconceptions she might observe.
The artist lost no time in obeying the order; and, collecting a
few sketches that were lying on his table that he thought might
give a favourable notion of his talent, he put them in his pocket,
aud -with the picture proceeded to the hotel that had been indicated to him.
The resemblance gave great satisfaction, and drew many tears
from Alabel, whUst the two Englishmen warmly expressed their
admiration of the remarkable beauty of the original.
After a visit of some length, the young man, elated w-ith the
commendations he had received, and the permission he had obtained to exhibit the picture iu the Louvre, which he hoped might
prove a stepping-stone to better fortune, took his departure;
leaving behind him his bundle of sketches, which he had thrown
on the table when he entered, but had forgotten to exhibit.
H e had been gone some hours before they were observed; but
when they were, divining the intention with which they had been
brought, they were unrollad and examined.
" L o o k here," said Mr. Olhphant, holding out one of them to
M r . Simpson ; " wouldn't you really imagine that Gaveston had
sat for that head ? The hkeness is really extraordinary."
" So it is," said M r . Simpson; " wonderful! But, good heavens!
the head of the woman is assuredly meant for Julia Clark—the
very way she dresses her hair, too. This is most singular. One
might have been accidental, but surely both cannot!"
M r . Olhphant had never seen Julia, and could not therefore
judge of the resemblance; b u t Mabel saw it distinctly, and was ag
much convinced as M r . Sunpson that the heads were actually
portraits. W h a t made it more remarkable, too, was the design ;
the heads were finished with some care, but the remainder, though
onl.y roughly sketched, plainly showed that the man was armed
•with a knife and was about to kiU the woman.
" I'll send Courtois instantly to fetch him back," said Mabeh
ringing the beU.
" Do," said Mr. Simpson. " I shall not rest tUl I get an explanation of the mystery."
" E a t h e r let us go ourselves, with Courtois to show us the way."
said Air. Olhphant. " W e may otherwise wait here the whole
evening for him."
"AYith all my heart," repUed M r . Simpson; and Courtois
having received his orders, they all three started for the E u e du
Fauxbourg Montmartie.
I t was about eight o'clock when they set o u t ; and as they had
to traverse the city from one end to the other, and as both being
nearly strangers they made many stoppages from curiositj', the
clocks were striking ten when they reached the artist's dwelling.
They found him at home busy with the duke's picture, availing
himself, whilst they were yet fresh in his _ memory, of Alabel's
suggestions ; and, after apologising for their intiusion, the risitors^
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imfolding the sketch, requested to know if those particular heads
were not portraits.
" They are," replied the young maa. " The lady lodges in this
house—she is my opposite neighbour. The gentleman is her
friend, I suppose; he is not her husband, and does not reside
•with her. I was so struck with the singular contrast of the two
countenances, that I could not forbear appropriating them for a
design I have in my head for a large picture."
" How long has she lived ftere ?" inquired M r . Olhphant.
" But a few days," answered the painter. " I happened to be
in the saloon of the proprietor w'hen they first caUed. The gentleman took the lodging for a week, and paid the rent in advance,
saying they expected to be called away suddenly by business, and
it would prevent delay if the proprietor were absent."
" A n d have you seen much of them since?" inquired the
lawyer.
" I frequently meet her on the stairs," replied the artist, " as
she goes backwards and forwards from the porter's lodge, to whom
she applies for what she w a n t s ; and I see him here sometimes,
chiefiy of an evening."
" D o e s she go o u t ? " said Mr. OUiphant.
" I believe, never," replied the young man. " She told the proprietor, I understand, that she was to be married shortly to the
gentleman that visits her, and that he did not wish her to be seen
tUl after the ceremony."
"Gracious heavens!" exclaimed Mr. Simpson. " P o o r t h i n g !
Do you know if she's at home now ? Do you think we could see
her?"
" I'U show you her door," answered the painter. " That's it,
just opposite, and there's a bell that you can ring."
The beU was rung, but no notice was taken of the summons,
nor when it was repeated did any sound from within testify that
the apartment was inhabited.
" She must be out," said the lawyer.
" Or gone to bed," observed the artist. " She sleeps in an inner
room, and it is possible may not hear."
After ringing for some time with no better result, the artist
proposed applying to the porter, who woidd be alile to inform
them if she was out.
' ' Y e s , " replied the last-named functionary. " She is gone out.
There is her key, which she left as she passed."
" W a s she alone?" inquired Mr. Olhphant.
" N o ; she had her friend with her," answered the porter. " I t
is just about half an hour ago."
" I t ' s useless to wait, then," said Air. OUiphant. "Probabl.y,
too, he may return with h e r ; and it would be much better we
saw her alone first."
"AA^e might leave a line to put her on her guard," said Air.
Simpson. And this gentleman would perhaps have the goodness
to deliver it to her the first thing in the morning."
This was accordingly done; and having recommended Julia to
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be cautious, and promised her a visit on the foUowing day, the two
gentlemen set out with Courtois on their return home.
In order to reach the Eue de Vaugirard, where they had taken
up their abode, they had to cross the river; but, as the night was
fine, and Courtois had something interesting to tell them of the
different localities as they passed, instead of doing so, they continued their way along the Quai des Tuileries and the Quai de la
Conference, intending to cross lower down, and return by the
Quai d'Orsay.
" You have a vast number of suicides in this river, have you
not ?" said Mr. Simpson.
" A great many," answered Courtois. " Especially at particular
seasons. I t seems either to be a fashion or an epidemic. I have
seen six bodies lying together at the Morgue."
As they made these observations, they had drawn up preparatory to crossing the bridge, and were standing looking over the
parapet.
"Gentlemen," cried a little beggar boy, approaching them
hastUy from the direction of the Quai DebUly, "there is a woman
in the water a httle lower down, and I can't pull her out. Help
me, in the name of God!"
" AYhere ?" cried they, eagerly setting off in pursuit of the
chUd, who flew along before them the wa.y he had come.
"There! th,ere!" cried he; "look, don't you see? She is
keeping herself up stUl with my faggots." And as they approached
the spot they distinguished a woman near the bank, endeavouring
to sustain herself b.y holding on to a large bundle of sticks.
" Save me !" she cried; " oh, save me! I can't hold any longer."
What was to be done ? The bank was steep, and none of the
party could swim.
" Listen!" said the beggar boy. " You have handkerchiefs, and
you have a stick. Tie them together, and fasten the stick to the
end, and throw it towards her. Perhaps she'U reach it."
Almost as soon as spoken this was done. The stick fell across
the faggot. The woman seized it, and as they steadily drew in
the handkerchiefs, the faggot floated to the bank, she stUl grasping
both that and the stick. As soon as her hands were within reach,
they easUy succeeded in dra-wing her out.
" Oh, my faggot! my faggot's floating away!" cried the boy, af
soon as he saw the woman was safe.
" Stay," said Mr. Simpson; " we'U try and save it," and he onck
more threw the stick across it and drew it back.
"Thank ye, sir," said the boy, picking it up and throwing it
across his shoulder. " Your servant!" And, -with a nod, he was
about to take his departure.
" Stay, my lad," said Mr. Simpson; " I'm not going to part
with you yet. TeU me first of aU, how came your faggot in the
water?"
" AVhen I heard the woman cry for help," said the boy, " I ran
forward and tried to reach her with my arms, but I could not.
LuckUy, I was coming in from the country, where I had been aU
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day gathering sticks; and I thought perhaps they would help to
keep her up tUl I got help, so I threw them to her."
" Y o u ' r e a fine feUow," said M r . Simpson, with great satisfaction, as he patted the boy's head. " H o w do you get your living ?"
" A s I can," answered the boy. " I could get my own easy
enough, for I don't want m u c h : but I've my mother's to get, too^
which is more difficult. But God helps u s . "
" You deserve that he should," said M r . Simpson, " since you
help yourself, and others too : here is a louis d'or for you, and if
you -will come to-morrow to the H o t e l Vaugirard, and ask for
Mr. Simpson, I may do something else for you."
" Air. w h a t ? " said the boy. " 1 fear I shaU not remember the
name."
" AYeU, then, ask for the English gentleman," said Mr. Simpson;
•" that will do as weU."
" H a ! you are Enghsh !" said the boy. F o r M r . Simpson had
passed much of his youth at Bordeaux, and spoke French weU.
" She is your countryn^oman, I think," added he, pointing to the
woman, who was walking on before, supported by M r . OUiphant
and Courtois.
" I s she?" said M r . Simpson, who, in the excitement of the
moment, had not remarked that the woman had cried for help in
English.
" She is certainly not French," said the bo.y.
" Did you see her faU in ?" inquired Air. Simpson.
" N o , " repUed the little feUow. " As I said, I hacl been picking
sticks in the country aU day, and I had just come in by the Barriere des Eeservoirs; and I was cutting along the quay as fast as
I could—for I've got to go as far as the Quai de la Greve, where
my mother lodges—when I heard a cry. I thought it came from
the water, and 1 ran forwards. J u s t then a man rushed past me.
I cried, ' S t o p ! stop! there is an accident!' But he only wen-t
the faster. Then I saw the woman, and threw her the faggot,
as I told you. Adieu, sir, my mother's expecting me, and I must
hasten home!" And the bare-footed urchin was out of sight in ?.
moment.
Mr. Simpson's heart felt exceedingly warm and comfortable;
and there was a certain moisture about his eyes that he brushed
away wdth the back of his hand. Then he rubbed his tw o hands
briskl.y together—took out his handkerchief and blew- his nose—
smiled, and gave himself two hearty thumps on the breast—and
then he walked quickl.y forwards to overtake the rest of the party.
" A\Tiat are you going to do with h e r ? " said he to Mr. OUiphant, when he came up to him.
" Courtois is going to find some place to put her in,' replied the
lawyer. " She is too feeble to give any explanations: but she
says she lives a great way off. I wish we could meet with a fiacre;
for I'm in momentary fear she'U faint."
" W e shall, preseutlj'," said Courtois. " I t ' s c-iirious she can't
tell the name of the street she inhabits."
" The boy says she is English," said M r . Simpson.
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"Yes," rephed Mr. OUiphant, "by her speech, she is."
At this crisis the woman sank to the ground, unable to move a
foot further. They looked in aU directions, but they saw no
house at hand that promised assistance; for it was now past midnight, and few, except in the upper stories, still showed light from
their windows.
"Wait here!" said Courtois. " I ' l l be back with a coach in
five minutes;" and away he ran.
The woman in the meanwhUe lay extended on the ground, and
the two gentlemen stood beside her.
" I believe we'd better take her home with us," said Mr. Simpson,
" es-'^eciaUy as she's English: we may be looking aU night for a
proper place to put her in."
" I think so, too," replied the lawyer. And when the coach
arrived, she was lifted into it, and they drove to the Hotel
Vaugirard.
" See, madame!" said Courtois to the lady of the house, as they
carried in the stUl insensible woman, " here is our first day's
fishing."
" Bless me ! you have fished tc some purpose," said the lady.
"What, is she drowned? You should have taken her to the
Morgue."
"She must be immediately undressed, and put into a warm
bed," said Mr. Simpson, approaching to unloose a straw bonnet
she wore, and which had all this time been fiapping over her face.
'' And pray, Courtois, run for a doctor instantly. Great Heavens!"
cried he, as he threw off her bonnet and discovered her features—
" It's Jidia herself! It's poor Julia Clark!"

CHAPTEE LVII.
A MIDNIGHT

ADVENTURE.

As it was late in the afternoon when Susan set out from Lisle
on her way back to the lone inn, the night had already set in
when she came in sight of the sign-post, which stood on the opposite side of the road, and on which hung a rude daub of a woman
with her finger on her lip, intended as a representation of the
dumb hostess.
Eelieved to find herself so near her resting-place, for she was
both tired and rather alarmed at the lateness of the hour, in a
country with whose morals and manners she was so little acquainted, and eager to ascertain the safety of the young ladies,
and to set their minds at ease with respect to her own, she
quickened her pace, and stept out -with renewed energy, as her
eye caught the harbinger of shelter swinging in the wind.
Whether from the honesty of the inlsibitants of that part of the
country, or from the fearlessness of the inmates of the inn,
there were no shutters to the house, and the door usually stood
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open tUl the family retired to bed. The parlour or kitchen, which
was the common resort of aU, and indeed the only sitting-room in
the inn, and the only one that had a fire-place, happened to be on
the right side of the door—that is, towards Lisle; and Susan had
to pass the window of that room before she could enter.
A light gleaming across the road showed her that the famUy
had not yet retired, and she naturaUy approached the window to
take a survey of what was going on within before she presented
herself. But her surprise may be imagined, when, instead of
Monsieur and Madame Le Clerc, Eauque, and her young people,
she saw the room was occupied by three men—two in uniform, and
one in plain clothes. Of the two in uniform, one was sitting in
M . Le Clerc's arm-chair, and she recognised him at once as one
of those who had treated her so roughl.y at the station-house, on
her way to Lisle; the second was seated -with his back to her, and
she coiild not get a view of his face; and of the third, the one in
plain clothes, as he sat with his face to the fire, she could only
discern the profUe.
I t was that of a youth, apparently not much more than twenty,
or at the most two or three and twenty, of exceedingly beautiful
features; and, as far as it was possible to judge, of a very pleasing
expression. 'The forehead was high, the nose finely formed, the
upper lip short and impressed with a lofty character, the corners
of the mouth sweetly curved, the complexion of a clear brown, with
a roseate hue in the cheeks; the hair dark, and the shadows that
fell from under the long dark lashes betokened that the eyes were
of the same colour. The figure appeared light, graceful, and
active: and he was attired in a blue coat, leathers, and top-boots.
H e sat with his legs stretched out upon the h e a r t h ; and, indeed,
the whole three seemed very much at their ease. There was a
bottle with jugs and glasses upon the table, with some remnants
of a supper; and an animated conversation appeared to be maintained between the parties.
There was something in this change of occupation that perplexed
Susan extremel.y. She looked up at the upper windows, but no
light appeared from them. Then she remembered that Eauque
slept in a sort of out-house in the back yard, and she crept round
the house in order to ascertain if he were there. There was no
Hght, and after listening a little -whUe at the door, she ventured to
hft the latch; the place was deserted. AYhat interpretation to
put on all this she coidd not tell. She felt pretty well assured that
not one of those she had left there were still inmates of the inn.
W h a t could have taken them away ? AVhither were they gone P
From seeing the two soldiers there, she w as disposed to think they
had been removed by authority, or arrested for some crime ; and
it occurred to her that possibly some search had been instituted by
the family of the young ladies, and that suspicion had fallen on
Monsieur and Aladame Le Clerc, as accessaries to their detention.
" If that is the case," thought she, " they would probably be
taken to the town I have just left; or, who knows, perhaps to
Paris! And what in the world am I to do ?—or how shall I. find out?"
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She felt more at a loss how to proceed than she had ever done
in her life. But besides her perplexity on these points, there was
another, for the moment more urgent, that troubled her much; and
this was, whether or not to enter the inn, and present herself to
the persons she had seen through the window.
From the manners of the soldiers at the station-house, and the
treatment she had experienced in the course of her expedition, she
had not formed a very favourable opinion of their habits and
characters; and helpless and unprotected as she was, she felt a
considerable aversion to placing herself, in this lonely place, and at
this late hour, so entirely at their merc.y. Certainly, she was disposed to place more confidence in the handsome young stranger;
but still, looks were not an unerring guide; and if the others were
disposed to ill-treat her, he might not be able, even were he willing,
to protect her. They were not only much stouter and older men
than he, but they were armed and he was not. Then the disadvantage of not being able to explain who she was, nor why she
had come, was discouraging; and the more she considered it, the
more she shrunk from the encounter. Still, wear.y and fatigued
as she was, it was very disagreeable to pass the night without a
resting-place; and she was neither able, nor had she courage to
attempt to retiace her steps to Lisle.
Weighing these matters, and reflecting on what she should do,
she crept back softly to the front of the house again, in order to
take another survey of the kitchen. In passing the stable-door,
she thought she heard a sound, as of a horse's foot, and after
listening, she was sure of it. She tried to open the door and look
in, but it was locked. However, she concluded they were the
horses belonging to the soldiers, and she pursued her way.
Just as she turned the corner of the house, she heard the front
door, which had been open when she arrived, banged to and
locked; and when she reached the window, she saw that the three
men had risen from their seats, and appeared to be preparing to
go to bed. One of the soldiers opened a closet, and deposited in
it the bottle she had seen on the table, whilst the other raked the
ashes over the wood flre to keep it smouldering tiU the morning.
The young stranger, in the meantime, lighted a candle, and making
a salutation to the others, quitted the room ; and in a moment or
two more, she saw a light in the room above, which had beer,
occupied by herself and the young ladies, and could distinguish his
shadow, as he moved backwards and forwards, undressing himself.
I t thus became perfectly clear that her young ladies were no
longer there; and when, presently afterwards, the two soldiers
having quitted the kitchen, she discerned them in the apartment
that had been occupied by the Le Clercs, all doubts of the departure of the inn's former inmates were removed.
But next she had to consider how she was to dispose of herself
for the night; for as she had not ventured to present herself to the
men before, she gave up aU idea of doing it now; and the only
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sheltei that seemed at her disposal, was Eauque's den. I t did not
appear very probable that she would be disturbed there, for some
hours at least; and besides, there was the accommodation of a
rude bed, consisting of a mattress and coverlet on the ground,
which, in her present state of fatigue, was not to be despised.
So back she crept, and having examined the place as weU as
she could by the pale moonlight, and seeing nothing to excite
distrust, she drew^ the wooden bolt that formed the fastening of
the door; and then, resolring to retrace her steps to Lisle with the
early dawn, she stretched herself on the coarse bed, and soon fell
into a sound sleep.
She had slept some time, but was yet so heavy from her previous
fatigue that she could not rouse herself, when she became aware
of a noise near her. She turned on the other side, and " addressed
herself again to sleep;" but the sound became louder, and apparentlv nearer. StiU slumber sat heayy upon h e r ; and though she
heard it, she was not awake enough to heed it, nor to reflect on
what it might be. Presently, however, there came the sound as
of a hea-yy blow; and its suddenness, as well as its loudness, caused
her to open her eyes. B u t she could discern nothing particular;
everything appeared, as far as she could see, to be as it was when
she lay down; and she was about to close her e.yes again, when the
blow was so distinctly repeated, that she started up in her bed.
and looked towards the door, expecting to see it open. W h i l s t
she was yet looking, the sound was again repeated; and now,
being more awake, she perceived that it did not proceed from the
door, but, as it appeared to her, from under the ground. I t was
much too loud, and altogether unlike a noise produced b.y rats, or
any subterraneous inhabitants of that description; and she sai
aghast with terror as it continued, evidently at each concussion
becoming more distinct.
Suddenly she fancied her bed moved under her; and, seized with
horror, she sprung into the middle of the room. The faint moonhght, which only penetrated through a smaU window, was too
feeble to permit her to distinguish any motion in the mattress,
but she fancied she heard it stir; and being determined to satisfy
herself whether it was her imagination that had got the better of
her, or whether her apprehensions w ere really founded, she softl,\
approached, and stoo]iing dow-n, laid her hand upon it. At that
instant, a heave from beneath, that almost lifted it from the
ground, left no further room for doubt, and springing to the door,
she quickl.y undrew the bolt and rushed out.
There, for a moment or two, she stood breathless, listcniiii;- to
the still increasing n(.)is(.' within, and lost in wonder as to the
cause of so strange a phenomenon. That the sounds were produced by human agenc.v she felt assured; but how* should any
living being be buried there? And who could it be? Suddenl.y
it occurred to ber, " Can it be the inhabitants of the inn that
have disappeared?" The thing certainly was to the last degree
improbable : but the circumstance of an.ybody being there at aU
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was 80 inexphcable, that it left room for all manner of conjecture.
They might have concealed themselves to escape some danger, or
to avoid the police, or they might have been confined b.y force.
In fine, Susan ended by making up her mind that it was certainly them; and, impeUed by anxiety and curiosity, she ventured
softly to approach the stiU open door, and peep in.
Precisely at that moment the mattress gave a great heave, and,
turning over, disclosed underneath a part of the stone floor, that
appeared to be lifted up by the agency of some one beneath.
Slowly it moved, and great efforts seemed to be required to raise
it; and Susan felt so strong a suspicion that it was her friends,
and was so deeply interested in the result, that she felt disposed to
advance and lend her assistance; but she forbore a moment, and
as she stood, hesitating what to do, she distinctly heard a man's
voice proceed from the vaidt, and an answer returned by another.
Neither, she felt certain, was the voice of Eaucjue, and both
were much too vigorous to have proceeded from Monsieur Le
Clerc; they could not, therefore, be those she expected. Still,
anxious to see the explanation of so extraordinary an adventure,
she did not quit the door; but, placing herself at the side, where
she could not be seen by those who were about to emerge, she
awaited the result.
She was not kept much longer in suspense—the stone was
presently turned over, and a head protruded. Then there was a
pause, and some conversation passed with a person lower down;
next, the first stepped out, and, after looking about him a little,
stooped down, and assisted the other to emerge. Susan could
discern that both were men, but more than that, she could not
distinguish. One thing, however, was clear; they were not those
she had imagined. Almost overcome by fear and wonder, when
the second was about to step out, she retired from the door, and,
hiding herself behind a water-butt that was at hand, she watched
what was to come next.
The two men soon appeared at the door, and she had now an
opportunity of obserring that .they were both attired as saUors.
They stood for some minutes in conversation, as if consulting
what they should do next. They pointed to tho stars, and seemed
to be calculating how far the night was advanced; and they
pointed to the house, apparently speaking of that or its inhabitants.
Presently, they put their hands in their pockets, and Susan
descried something glittering in their hands—they were armed.
Could they be thieves—assassins—midnight murderers ?
After some brief colloquy, they stepped from the door, and
proceeded towards the front of the house. W hen they had
turned the corner, Susan moved after them, aud as she drew
nearer could distinctly hear them trying the lateh of the door. It
was fast, and as she ventured to peep round, she saw them make
an attempt to open the window. That was fast too ; but it was
in the lattice fashion, and composed of very small panes of glass.
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One of these they easily extracted, and having p u t in a hand, the
window was unlatched, and they both climbed in.
Susan often said afterwards that she could never explain what
impelled her, but she had an idea that they were going to assassinate the young gentleman she had seen sitting with the soldiers,
and she felt an uncontrollable desire to endeavour to save him.
So overpowering was this sentiment, that she was utterly indifferent, or at least insensible, to the danger she might incur by her
interference ; and, without pausing a moment to reflect, they no
sooner disappeared within the room, than she approached the
•window, stUl keeping, however, out of sight.
F o r a minute or two she could distinguish their footsteps and
their whispering voices; and.then she heard them softly open -the
door and leave the room. Upon this she advanced, and, foUowing
their example, climbed into the yet open window, and pursuing
their steps (fortunately, in her haste she had not put on her shoes,
which besides her bonnet, was the only article of her dress she
h a d taken off when she lay down) she noiselessly proceeded along
t h e passage, and just reached the bottom of the stairs as they
reached the top.
H e r e were the two bed-rooms; the one that had formerl.y been
hers, and to which she had seen the young gentleman retire, on
the right, and the one occupied by the soldiers on the left. The
men stopped on the landing-place, and seemed uncertain which
t o e n t e r ; they listened a f both sides, and then, having w hispered
something, the foremost laid his hand on the latch of the righth a n d room, and softl.y opening the door, they entered.
The instant they were within, with a light and fleet step Susan
darted up the stairs, burst open the door of the opposite room,
rushed to the bed, and seizing the arms of the men who were lying
there, cried with all her force to them to awake.
" E l s e ! rise! awake!" she cried; " m u r d e r and thieves are in
the house!"
Alarmed by her screams, though not knowing what she said,
the soldiers sprang out of bed, aud seized their sabres.
" T h i s way," .she cried, dragging them to the door, which they
just reached as the m<=ii, scared b.y the uproar, were making the
best of their -way down stairs, A\-hilst two figures in -lA-hite emerged
from the opposite room, cr.>'ing out in good set English, to know
" what in the name of God was the matter ?"
" There were villains in tlie house going to murder you," replied
Susan ; " the.y have just escaped dowm stairs, and Ihe soldiers are
gone after them !"
" The Lord look dow^n upon u s ! " cried a voice Susan thought
she recognised,
" I'U dress myself and follow them," said the other person;
" m y pistols may be of use,"
" You shall do no such tiling," returned the first, seizing him by
the arm; " I sliaU die of tho ti-ight if you leave me. Let the soldiers look after them ; it's their business, not ours,"
"Gracious m e ! " cried Susan, who at that moment got a glimps<
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of the last speaker's face, " s u r e it's master's voice! Mr. Cripps,
sir, is it you ?"
" To be sure it's me," returned Mr. Cripps ; " why, Susan, how
came .you here ?—where are the girls ?"
" Lord knows, sir," said Susan; " I went away two days ago to
put a letter in the post for .you ; and for some reason I can't make
out. the seized me and put me in prison. To-day the.y set me free,
aud I made the best of m.y wa.y back here; but seeing the soldier.^!
through the window below, and none of the people of tho inn, I
was afraid to enter. Lucky it was, or we might all have beea
murdered in our beds!"
" J e m i m a ' s safe enough," said Mr. Cripps; " b u t I can hear
nothing of the other two. W e traced you all the way along the
road from Paris, till we reached this house this evening, where we
found the soldiers, who told us the people of the inn were seized
aud carried to Lisle .yesterday, and a little English girl with them ;
and as our horses were tired, and the men said there were beds at
our service, we resolved to remain here till to-morrow."
During this conversation, the other stranger had partly dressed
himself, and now came forward with his pistols in his hand, prepared to follow the soldiers, and give t\'hat assistance he could iu
apprehending the villains.
' ' Y o u shan't go," cried Mr. Cripps, resolutely seizing him.
" H a r k !" cried Susan, " there's a scuffle below;" and the young
man, disregarding M r . Cripps's entreaties, burst from him and
rushed down the stairs.
" M r . Leeson! Air.Leeson!" cried Mr. Cripps. " L o r d , L o r d !
we shall all be murdered!"
" A i r . Leeson!" exclaimed Susan; "it's Master Harrys as I
live ;" and away she darted dowm the stairs after him.
AYhen she reached the kitchen, the two men were already in
the power of the soldiers, and H a r r y was standing with his
pistols directed to their heads, ready to fire if they made further
resistance.
" S t r i k e a light, will y o u ? " said he to h e r ; " l e t us see the
faces of these scoundrels."
Susan struck a light, but she was more anxious to see his face.
She approached him, and held the candle to it. " Master H a r r y , "
she said, " don't you know me ?"
" Good Heavens!" cried he, " Susan, is it y o u ? "
" I t is, indeed. Master H a r r y , " said she. " Oh, how many a
weary day I've sighed to know what was become of you!"
" Let us first secure these viUains," he said, " a n d then we shall
have plenty of time to talk of the past."
The men, whom it is unnecessary to say were the two E o dolphes, w'ere then, by the mutual aid of the soldiers and H a r r y ,
bound, and shut up in a dark closet, which was just large enough
to hold them ; and from which, having no window, the.y could
only escape by -he door, and upon that the soldiers kept guard till
morning.
B 9
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Their next business was to relieve Mr. Cripps's alarm, who
being by this time dressed, was ver,y glad to come down stairs
and join the party at the fire, which Susan soon blew into a blaze.
" A n d so you never heard of m e ? " said H a r r y .
" One letter we heard M r s . Gaveston had, soon after you went
awa.y," replied Susan, " but no more."
" I wrote one every year," replied H a r r y , " t o say I was safe
and doing weU, and that sbe should soon see me again ; and I
have been only waiting till I was received as a partner into the
house where I am now' head-clerk—which I am to be shortly—
because I wished to present mj^self to Gaveston as an independent
man."
The remainder of the night was passed in relating their separate
adventures, and in discussing the myster.y of the young ladies
disappearance; and on the following morning they proceeded tc
Lisle to claim Jemima and prosecute further inquiries; whilst
the soldiers, their object being gained by the arrest of the twc
smugglers, shut up the house, and took the same road.

CHAPTEE LVIII.
T H E CONCLUSION.

I T wa-s on a fine morning in the month of October, that a grea
number of people might be seen assembled round the doors o
the Court House at Lisle, in the hope of getting a sight of the twi
Englishmen, Eemorden and DiUon. as the.y were conducted fron
their place of confinement to the HaU of Justice.
Their indictment was for the murder of the Due de Eochechouar
and his servant, w-hich was of itself a subject of much indigna
tion aud excitement amongst the populace, to whose capriciou
favour the duke's magnificence, munificence, and personal beaut;
had strongl.y recommended him. I t w as moreover expected that
although the murder was the crime the,\' were to be tried foi
luan.v curious particulars regarding their other misdemeanor
would be elicited in the course of the examination, especiall;
regarding their exteiisiye contraband dealings, and their carryin;
<.itl'' the .voung Engli.sh ladies, about which latter circunistanc
ver.y strange stories were afloat.
jVclded to these sources of unusual interest was another—th
tw-o Eodol]ilies of Nantes, the celebrated foster-brothers, wer
also to be brought up on the same da.v. Their e.xtraordinar
attachment, desperate characters, and bold enterprises, had Ion
been the theme of curiosity, wonder, and fear, along tho whole c
the north coast and the frontier towns. Alan.v dreaded them,
few admired them ; and some, who happened to be themselves cor
nected with the contraband trade, felt a deeper interest in the seem
I t was expected that the trial of the two Englishmen woul
take place first; and -nhen the covered vehicle arrived whic
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contained the criminals, the mob were about to give utterance to
their feelings in a howl of indignation, but the door being opened,
instead of Eemorden and Dillon, the two Eodolphes were handed
•out. I t needed none to say who they w^ere; the curious similarity
of person, air, and dress that prevailed between them, was a
sufficient introduction to all who beheld them; besides that, there
was scarcely a hut for many a mile round the country that had
not a rude print of the foster-brothers pinned over the mantelpiece. I t was then understood that a principal witness against
the Englishmen not having yet arrived, their trial was for the
present postponed.
As they stepped out, the howls which were just beginning to
assail their ears were hushed into silence; and when, manacled
and guarded as they were, they turned round after they had
ascended the steps, to take a survey of the crowd, a faint cheer
was heard to arise from a few scattered voices, which, had not the
officers hurried them out of sight, would probably have terminated in a general huzza!—so easily are the lower orders
dazzled b.y a reputation for daring deeds, and so prone to forget
the tendenc.y of actions wdiose boldness they admire.
When the prisoners, officers, and those attached to the train
liad passed in, amongst whom were several of the leading inhabitants, and strangers who liad tickets entitling them to seats
in commodious situations, there was a general rush amongst the
.crowd, which did not cease tUl the porter, announcing that the
haU was full, was about to shut the gates against the unsuccessful candidates, but he was stopt by the arrival of another cortege
—the carriages containing the witnesses.
Out of the first were handed Monsieur and Madame Le Clerc,
Eauque, the two soldiers that had guarded the inn, and other
.persons whose testimony referred to some late smuggling transactions of importance, which had been the primary cause of the
efforts made to arrest the criminals. The second contained Mr.
'Cripps, Harry Leeson, Susan, and Jemima; and when aU these
had been introduced the gates were closed.
The indictment against the Eodolphes was on two counts—first,
as regarded their contraband dealings; and secondly, for having
(burglariously entered the inn by night, armed with knives, and
with intent to rob and murder the inhabitants.
AYith the first we have little concern, it being sufficient to say,
•that enterprises of the most desperate character -were proved
^against them by the testimony of many witnesses ; in the course
-of which such extraordinary traits of courage were related,
•especially exercised in defence of each other, that it was several
times found necessary to call the audience to order, and threaten
a, general expulsion, in order to repress the applause of the people,
and obtain silence. Nevertheless, in spite of all the evidence that
had been collected, owing to the great difficulty of distinguishing
hetween them, and appropriating to each their several deeds,
.and the almost impossibUity of inducing their confederates in
BB 2
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the contraband trade to come forward as witnesses,_ it was not
found practicable to establish such proofs of criminalit.y as could
justify a capital conviction. A temporar.y imprisonment or confinement to the galleys appeared the severest sentence they had
to expect; but when they came to the second clause of the indictment, the affair assumed a more unfavourable aspect.
The first witness called was Susan, and after her M r . Cripps,
M r . Leeson, and the soldiers, all of whom narrated the circumstances as they were detailed to the reader in the last chapter;
and the relation seemed to leave no doubt in the minds of the
judges that they had entered the house with the intent to commit
murcler; but whether they were in search of any particular victim
did not appear so clear. Air. Cripps and H a r r y both affirmed
that when the.y opened their eyes, the men were standing one by
each bed, with their weapons in their hands, apparently on the
point of striking t h e m ; but that suddenly scared by Susan's
screams, the.y had darted out of the room, and were down the
stairs before they themselves could reach the d o o r ; b u t they
could assign no motive, unless their object was plunder, as they
knew nothing of the men, and had never seen them before.
"AA'hat could we hope to obtain iu that house," said Eodolphe
Bruneau, " t h a t Would make it worth our while to commit such a
crime ?"
'' Have we ever been accused or in the slightest degree suspected
of robberj^?" said Grimaud; " o r of shedding blood, except in
self-defence?"
" A n d doubtless," said Bruneau, " y o u have caused the vault we
emerged from to be searched, and must have discovered that if
our design were plunder, there was no necessity for our entering
the house to obtain a booty."
The advocate for the cro-wn, however, suggested that their
object in assassinating the inhabitants of the inn, was probabl.y in
order to make themselves masters of all the vault contained ; and
this appeared to be the general opinion of the court. They had
found out, or been told, that such a receptacle for smuggled goods
existed, and had i/oncealed themselves there till a favourable
oiiiiortunit.v offered for executing their purpose.
Aladame Le Clerc and Eauque were then called, and asked
'5\-hetlier they had shown or mentioned the vault to the Eodolphes.
Eauque being questioned first, answered that he did not recollect;
but Aladame Le Clerc admitted that she had shown it to them,
which confirmed tho court in their previous opinion; and as
nothing more could be elicited, the trial was about to be brought
to a conclusion, when the prisoners, who saw clearly by the
course things were taking that the.y would be found guilt.y, and
probabl.y be either condemned to death or to the gallej's for life,
begged to be heard.
_"AA'e are not guilty," said Eodolphe Bruneau, " o f the intentions you impute to u s ; and we should consider it a heavy
aggravation of the penalty we are to suffer, be it what it may, to
leave the world with such a stigma attached to our names. W e
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have ever been faithful to all -who had dealings with us ; there are
many present in this court wlio know it. I cannot appeal to them
b.y name, look, or gesture, but I appeal to their hearts if I do not
speak the truth." There ^^'as here a murmur amongst the crowd,
which testified that the appeal was not unfelt.
" AA^e came to the house of the Le Clercs b.y invitation," continued Bruneau, having been informed that Madame Le Clerc had
been long seeking an opportunitj'- of confiding some speculations
of importance to our management. W e came w'ithout sus])icion,
rel.yiug on the same faith w'o practised to others—but you shall
hear how our confidence was requited. W e arrived in the evening, having obeyed her summons at considerable risk to ourselves,
owing to the unusual alertness of the police and the preventive
service, since the enterprise of the Englishmen, She received us
hosjiitabl.y, bade us welcome, and said she had long desired to see
us, but deferred her intention of disclosing the particular business
she wished to treat of till after supper, and the other persons
present had retired.
"Accordingly, she conducted her husband and a little girl that
she said belonged to the English prisoners, to bed; and when
none remained up but herself and the bo.y called Eauque, she
beckoned us to foUow her, giving us to understand that she Avould
now^ show us some valuable goods, of which she wished us to
undertake the transportation. She then conducted us through a
back door, into an outhouse, Eauque leading the wa,y. AVhen
there, he lighted a candle from a dark lantern he had brought
from the house, and pushing aside a mattress which lay on the
floor, he asked our assistance in raising a square of the pavement,
which to the eye was scarcely different to the others around i t ; a
ladder, which was leaning against the wall in one corner of the
outhouse was then let down, and we were invited to descend.
Suspecting no evil, we did so, whUst Eauque held the light over
the aperture to show us our wa.y; but when we reached the bottom,
and looked to see the others foUow us, the ladder was suddenly
drawn up, the stone returned to its place, the aperture closed, and
we found ourselves in darkness and alone."
" Interred alive," said Grimaud; "left to die by starvation!"
The sensation this strange story created may be imagined.
Some did not beheve i t ; but those who best knew the Eodolphes,
did, for more reasons than one.
"AVe finaUy escaped," continued Bruneau, " b y piling what
things we could ibid for tiie purpose to raise us, and then by
standing on each other's shoulders alternately, tUl w^e succeeded
in loosening and lifting the stone."
" Can it be matter of surprise," said Grimaud, " t h a t on regaining our liberty we should have sought to avenge tins unprovoked
outrage—this glaring breach of faith—this cruel violation of hospitality? We had no means of knowing that the inmates of the
inn had been changed during our confinement. The victims we
sought were those who had injured us ; and we believed tlie beds
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Many were the eyes turned on Madame Le Clerc, as this extraordinary tale was unfolded ; but though of a deadly paleness, she
maintained an unmoved countenance and imperturbable composure ; and as for Eauque, he preserved the same vacant stolid look
as usual, which, however, from his answers in the course of t h e
former examination, might be conjectured to be in a great degree
assumed. Monsieur Le Clerc himself remained, as ever, absent
and abstracted; and appeared to feel no interest in what was
going on, further than that he was sensible of some little annoyance at being removed from his own accustomed hearth and easy
chair.
" Is this account true ?" said the advocate for the crown t o
E a u q u e ; but Eauque did not appear to hear the question.
" Is it true, I ask you?—you Eauque ? I s the account we have
heard true ?"
" I can't tell," said E a u q u e : " I know nothing of it."
" Do you admit that these persons have spoken the t r u t h ,
Madame Le Clerc?" said the advocate.
" A s k them," said she to Eauque, " h o w they can credit such a
story ? AA hat motive could I have for inviting these men to my
house for such a purpose ? or how could I hope to execute it ?
The.v are not persons to be so easUy entrapped," she added, with
a significant smile at the prisoners.
"Nevertheless," said Bruneau, " y o u know we have spoken the
truth."
" The boy knows it too," said Grimaud.
B u t Aladame Le Clerc shook her head with an air of contemptuous incredulit.v; and Eauque, who only spoke when he was obliged,
said nothing.
" I confess," said the advocate, " t h e story does seem very
improbable ; and we must admit that it w ould be as difficult to
find a motive for undertaking such an enterprise, as it would be
to execute it. I t seems much more likel.y that the.y went there for
the purpose of plundering the vault, which the.y^ might have heard
of from their confederates ; and that when the.y pretended to quit
the house they concealed themselves there."
" But," said firimaiul, " w e might luive emptied the vault of its
contents by nii^lit, without any necessit.y for assassinating the
people of the house."
" T e l l them," said Aladame J.e Clerc to Eauque, " t h a t the.y
durst not, because our testimony a^iainsl them, had we survived,
would have been their ruin, 'j'hey would have forfeited their
characters, and been no more trusted—no more eiiiiiloyeil. They
would have been betrayed to justice, and suflicient evidence ofli-red
to ]mt them out of the w a,v for ever."
As no tcstinion.y could be brought to reinforce either side, probability, and the credit to be attached to the assertions of the
diflerent parties, were all that remained to jzuide the decision ; and
it was consiilereil that both these were against the Eodolphes.
I n spite, therefore, of their reiterated asseverations that they
had spoken the truth, they w ere condemned to the galleys for
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life; the authorities being extremely glad of this opportunity to
get rid of two such obnoxious and troublesome individuals.
As the.v were led out they cast a vengeful look at Madame Lo
Clerc, who answered it by a smile of triumph.
The crowd, eager to see the last of the prisoners, rushed after
them, and thus stopping up the way, prevented the immediate
departure of the more orderly part of the audience, who waited
for a clearer passage; and before those had time to retire, it was
understood that the principal witness against the Englishmen
having arrived, their trial would immediatel.y take place.
On learning this, many persons resumed their seats ; amongst
whom were Mr. Cripps, Harry, and Susan, as also Madame Le
Clerc, who had onl.y been detained as a witness in the case of the
Eodolphes, nothing having been proved against herself sufficient to
justif;y her being placed at the bar. I t is true, the contents of the
vault were of an illegal description; but she affirmed that the whole
-nas the propert.y of the customers that came to the house, in which
she had no interest. The goods were seized, and herself set free.
I t was not loug before a yell from the populace without announced the arrival of the prisoners; and presently afterwards
the doors were thrown open, and they made their appearance,
foUowed b.y the crowd. AVhether from apprehension or confinement, their aspects were considerably changed since Susan had
last seen t h e m ; their faces were pale, their cheeks sunk, their
eyeshoUow; and the looseness of their habiliments testified that
their bodies had considerably shrunk from their former dimensions. They neverUieless aimed at bearing themselves as independently as possible; but the effort was unsuccessful—their
depression involuntarily betrayed their consciousness of the desperate predicament in which they stood.
Many persons of distinction, friends and connexions of the late
duke, were present, besides strangers; and altogether the court
was crowded to suffocation, not an inch of room being left vacant
in an.y part of it.
Amongst this great assemblage there was no one who felt a
deeper interest in the scene than Susan. I n Colonel Jones, for
she yet knew him by no other name, she believed she saw the
only person from whom there was the slightest hope of ever learning the truth respecting her brother's fate. As his character was
unveUed, her first impressions had gained strength; till now she
felt perfectly confirmed in her persuasion, and what had been b u t
suspicion, amounted to conviction.
" 'What," said she to Harr.y Leeson, to whom she had related
all the foregoing circumstances, and communicated all her suspicions—"what should bring such a person as that to Oakfield,
to inquire when Air. Wentw'orth was to return? Mr. W e n t worth could have no acquaintance, nor no business with a man of
his character. And I stiU believe, and shall to the day of m y
death, that I was not altogether asleep, but in a sort of trance,
that night in your uncle's room, and that that man was there—
and another too—Heaven forgive me if I ' m wrong!"
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" I f anvthing had been missing," said H a r r y , " I should think
BO too. But nothing was."
" One thing was. Air. H a r r y , " replied Susan. " Y o u r uncle's wUl."
" I f it's certain one existed," answered H a r r y .
" I firmly believe it," replied Susan. " A i r . Frankl.yn, Air.
llice, and Mr. OUiphant the lawyer, aU declared there was a will;
and Jeremy told me that he had been present when Mr. AA^entworth signed it, and was one of the witnesses himself. And more
than that, that there were two copies of it."
" I never heard this before," said H a r r v .
" N o , " answered Susan ; " how should you ? I t would have been
useless and cruel to tell it you at the time—^you were but a child
then. And since, you have seen no one who could tell it you.
But in that wUl it is said that .you were provided for handsomely,
and that the greatest part of the fortune was settled on Aliss
Wentworth."
" If this man is condemned to die," said Harrj% " we may possibly learn the t r u t h yet. H e wUl have no further interest in
concealing it, and wUl probabl.y feel little compunction at betraying his confederates."
W h e n the indictment had been read, aud the case stated by the
advocate engaged for the prosecution, tho first, and indeed only
witness, (except the troop of cavalry that had arrested their
flight.) was caUed by the name of " Aladame Amabel J e a n or
J o n s ; " and to the surprise of Susan a n d of Harr.y, who perfectl.y
remembered her, for even as a boy her extraordinary beauty had
struck him, Alabel Lightfoot was introduced.
Though often interruxited b.v her tears, she gave her evidence
clearly and succinctl.v. The purport of it the reader alread.y
k n o w s ; and it is sufficient to sa.y, that, corroborated b.y the
officers of the troop, and the balls found in the bodies of the victims, the crime was satisfactorily established.
The prisoners, however, had engaged an advocate of ability on
their side ; and it now became his turn to be heard.
"My lords and gentlemen," said he, " however satisfied I may
be of the innocence of m.y clients—at least of their freedom from
any criminal infention—and whatever confidence I ma.y have in
the grounds of their defence, 1 .yet never rose to address .your
lordships with a more reluctant feeling on my own part, and a
greater distrust in my own powers of producing that conviction
in your minds which is firmly established in mine.
" This distrust, this apiireliension, m.v lords, arises from the unratefid course which injustice to mv clients I am forced to adopt,
need not tsk, for I cannot doubt, the impression that the evidence just elicited has made, not onl.y on your lordships' minds,
but on the mind of every individual in this numerous assembly.
AA'e are but men—but mortal—and alas ! how difficult is it—how
nearly impossible, to divest ourselves of prejudice, to be uninfluenced by appearance, to keep our judgment clear when our
eyes are dazzled, our ears bewitched, our senses enthralled!—to
elude, in short, the powerful speU flung over us by the most
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"transcendent beauty, the most enchanting grace, reinforced b.>- an
intellect so clear, so subtle, so astute,—the apparent—alas! that
it should be hut apparent—the apparent innocence of ,yout;h, combined with the consummate art of age!—for there are lives in
which experience is gathered so fast, that I will not sa.y'the wisdom,
but the cunning of j'cars is accumulated in a few short seasons.
_ " But, gentlemen, it is not in the lives of the innocent, the
simple, the pure in thought, the virtuous in deed, that this premature consummation takes place; this unnatural maturit.v, where
the core is ripe even to rottenness, whilst the outside, so smooth,
so blooming, so brilliant, woulcl deter the most sacrilegious hand,
abash the boldest eye! Is it not rather where the seeds of vice
have fallen in the rankest soil—where, to drop our metaphor,
depravit.y has been nursed in the cradle,—w here impurity has
been imbibed with the flrst lessons of the horn-book,—whore the
earliest germ of the infant mind has been diseased,—where taint
has grown upon taint b.y habit, encouragement, iiropinctuity, association ; till all that should be pure is defiled—all that should be
innocent, depraved,—all that should be beautiful, deformed; in
short, tiU all within is foul even to corruption, whUst all without
stUl shines bright and unspotted as the snowy garments of the
blest, misleading our judgments, betraying our passions, bewildering our senses, and perplexing our understandings ?
" Your lordships will be disposecl to ask me, ' to what purpose
this exordium ?' M y lords, it is a feeble attempt to clear the
path before me in some measure from the mass of prejudice I see
accumulated against my unfortunate clients, and in favour of the
witness for the prosecution. I say the witness, m.y lords, for in
fact, there is but one witness. On the sole testimony of one person, the prisoners at the bar are to be judged; and it is therefore
b u t equitable that that testimony should be nicely sifted, its value
accurately weighed, its claims to confidence maturely considered.
"Now% my lords, how stands the case? I n a certain family ot
high respectability and liberal -fortune, who^resided in one of the
provinces of England, dwelt, in the capacity of dairy-maid, a
young woman called Alabel Lightfoot, whose unparalleled beauty
and extraordinary fascinations made her the envy of her own sex
and the wonder and admiration of the other.
" I t is to be supposed that a creature so gifted was not without
innumerable suitors; and, in effect, there was not a servant in
the famUy, nor a hind in the village, who.did not la.y his humble
fortunes at her feet; b u t scorn was the meed of all—of all b u t
one: to him only she stooped ; and on him she lavished all those
favours and all that devoted affection for which the sex are so
remarkable, when given up to oiio devouring and exclusive
passion.
" This fortunate individual, my lords, -who bore the palm of
victor,y from all competitors, held the situation of footman in the
famil.y that harboured the enchantress. H e was one who, from
peculiar circumstances, was regarded with especial kindness b y
his master • and whom, if oblio-ations could bind mankind, ought
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to have been ready to shed his blood in his defence. The peculiar esteem in which he was held, placed him much about theperson of the old gentleman, to whose private apartments he had
access at all hours. Well, mv lords, will it be believed ?—whether
tempted by the father of mischief himself, or seduced b.y the most
pernicious, the most beguiling of his emissaries—a lovely, crafty,
and abandoned woman,—this young man, this trusted ser\'ant, this
favoured dependant himself took the life he should have died tO'
save! stole upon the old man in his hours o-f repose, murdered
him in his sleep, broke open his portfolio, robbed him to a considerable amount, and then fied with his p a r a m o u r ; and so well
were their plans laid, so artfully was their escape contrived, that
all the researches instituted by private vengeance, or by public
justice, proved utterly ineffectual: pursuit was fruitless; their
tiack was never discovered.
" Though time inevitably relaxed perquisitions that promised
SO little success, it may be easily conceived t h a t the resentment
and the desire of vengeance on the part of the family, and of
those most immediately connected with them, lost nothing of its
force; and I leave it to your lordships' imaginations—to the imaginations of all present—to picture what must have been the sensations of an intimate and attached friend of the injured parties, on
suddenl.v and most unexpectedly meeting with one, and, as he first
supposed, both of these heinous criminals; for it happened that
the person of the unfortunate and lamented Duke de Eochechouart,
his height, and his complexion, bore a singular resemblance to t h e
yoiina- man whose history I have been detailing.
" AA as it not natural, m.y lords, that the first impulse should
have been pursuit'?—that a seizure should be attempted?—that
resistance should be opposed?—that prudence, forbearance, the
possiliilit.v of error, and the dangers of rashness, should have been
overlooked and forgotten in the excitement of the chase? The
triiZLTcr was drawn—the ball did its mission ; and when it was too
late my unfortnnate clients discovered their mistake—their mistake of one of the parties, not ot'the other; fir the companion of
the Duke tie Jiocbechouart, his mistress, his paramour, was the
lovel.v woman, the sorceress, that pernicious emanation of evil
clothed ill the robes of trlorv, the beautiful and seducing dairymaid—in short, the Alabel IjiLrlitfoot, whose story you have just
heard, and whose j-jowerful sjiells .A'OU can scarcel.y .yet shake ofl".
" I t was then that, awai'c of their danger, my ill-starred clients
turned to tl.y—that they became the fn^'itives ; whilst she, who
had fled before, seeinir her advantage, and mounted on a capital
horse, became the pursuer.
" T h e lest is known; and m.y simple and unvarnished tale is
told. But is this sntficicut ? Is m.y word all that is reriuired to
support a statement so unexpected, and bring conviction to your
lordships'minds? Certainly n o t : and before I xiroceed further,
I w-ill, ifso permitted, summon a witness, whose testimony, of the
most unexceptionable nature, wiU, I believe, be found entirely
corroboratiNc o f m y assertions."
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AVhatever effect this defence might have produced upon the
judges, its infiuence on the minds of the audience in general
was evident. The abhorrence with which the prisoners had been
regarded was exceedingly mitigated; and the murmurs and exclamations which broke from the assembly at different points of
the narrative, especiall.v where the murder and subsequent elopement were detailed, evinced that the object of their displeasure
was changed.
But there was one person in tho court whose feelings, whilst
she listened to the discourse, must rather be left to the imagination
than be made the subject of anal.ysis. The pain, the curiosity, the
surprise, and, at the bottom of all, the hope, which she could not
suppress, that the moment was perhaps arrived that was to vindicate her brother, and possibly even restore him to her, though of
that she had less expectation, created a commotion in her breast,
that without the kind support of her friend Harry, who sat beside
her, would have scarcely permitted her to await the sequel;
whilst he himself, most deeply interested, was prepared to observe
-with the closest attention the nature of the evidence to be adduced,
holding himself ready for the moment when perhaps his own testimony, or that of Susan herself, might be offered with advantage.
For whatever changes had been wrought in the minds of the other
assistants, there was none in theirs. They still believed that
Andrew was innocent; that Mabel, whatever had been her errors,
was neither concerned in the murder nor the robber.y ; and that
the prisoners at the bar were guilty of the crime imputed to them,
with all its aggravations.
But how was the interest and excitement of the scene augmented when an usher of the court, who had disappeared for a
few minutes, returned, leading in Mr. Gaveston! He, then, was
the witness announced by the advocate for the defence, whose
unimpeachable testimony was to establish the guilt of Andrew
aud of Mabel, invalidate her evidence, and vindicate the prisoners !
It is needless to say that this avowed connexion -nith men of
character so infamous, was to them the strongest confirmation of
all their previous suspicions.
" Before this witness is sworn," continued Monsieur Perier, the
advocate, " it fs necessar.y that we should prove his identity; and
not onl.y that, but also his respectability, that your lordships may
be enabled to judge of the degree of credibility to be attached to
his evidence. Fortunately, by the testimony of Monsieur Eigaud,
Monsieur Moreau, and other worth.y and well-known inhabitants
of Lisle, we shall have no difficulty in doing that to your entire
satisfaction."
The gentlemen named, who were persons concerned in the wine
trade, and had had various ojjportunities of seeing Mr. Ga-veston,
-were then called ; and unanimously testified to his being a gentleman of fortune, a partner in the house, and connexion of the late
Mr. Wentworth, and the husband of his daughter. Monsieur
Moreau also declared that he had happened to be in England at
the time the events above detailed had taken place; that he had

396

SUSAN HOPLEY.

always heard them related as by Monsieur Perier; and that he
had himself seen bUls posted on the walls and advertisements in
the newsiiapers, offering a reward for the apprehension of the footm a n and the dairy-maid.
These points being satisfactorU.y established, M r . Gaveston's
evidence was then taken, which, it is unnecessary to say, was in
.all respects a repetition of Alonsieur Pcrier's story; and the
powerful effect it produced in favour of the prisoners may be conceived, especiaU.y when he acknowledged the gaUant colonel as an
intimate friend of the familj^
Towards the close of his examination, however, a circumstance
occurred, which appeared in some degree to give a shock to the
self-possession with which he had hitherto presented his testimony, and to shake the confidence of the acute lawyers who were
listening to it. A little boy, dressed in a sort of page's hvery, was
seen C[uietl.y to steal across the hall, and to slip a note into the
hand of Alonsieur Dumont, the principal advocate for the prosecution. The child then withdrew as he had come, and disappeared
amongst the assembl.v at the back of the hall.
After receiving this billet, Alonsieur Dumont arose, and commenced a ver.y close and subtle cross-examination of the witness;
i n the course of which he put man.y questions that were evidently
unexpected and unpleasant, and which caused Air. Gaveston fre•quentl.v to hesitate and change colour. Amongst others, he was
particularl.v pressed as to w-hether he had not seen Alabel after
h e r elopement from Oakfield—wliether he had not seen her on the
night she went awa.y—whether he had not been accessory to her
departure—whether he had not afterwards seen her in London—
.and whether he had not sent her to France as Aliss .Jones, and
paid the expenses of her journe.y. ttc. &e. To all of which interro^alions, however, he answered in the negative ; but their effect
upon his nerves was be.vond his control; w-hilst Susan and Harry,
who could not conceive whence the intimation had come that had
set Alonsieur Dumont upon this track, became more and more
entranced w-ith cxiiectatioii, and elated by hope.
Their curiosity, ho\ycver, on one jioint, was very soon relieved;
for no sooner was the eross-examinatiou concluded, than Alonsieur
Dumont bcKi^'cd to be allowed to bring forward some witnesses on
his side—witnesses, he admitted, whose aiipearance was to him
wholly unexpected—whom he had never seen, and whose names
.:iiid claims to authenticity he bad yet to learn ; and then addressing
his looks towards the quarter of the hall whence the page had
emerged, he requested that the persons who had intimated their
desire to he interrotrated would advance; and immediatel.y Air.
Sinipsiui and Air. OUiphant stepped forward, and presented themgelves with a salutation to the court.
After a few words exchanged with Alonsieur Dumont, the wineTiierchants, Eigaud, Aloreati, itc.,wcre recalled, and testified most
fully to the idenlitv, station, and respectabilit.v of the two strangers.
This done. Air. OUiphant's evidence was first taken.
H e began with admitting the fact of the murder and robbery,
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ancl the suspicions that had fixed on Andrew and Alabel,. from
their disappearance; and added, that till very lately, the whole
aff'air had been so enveloped in myster.y, that a ver.y few weeks
ago it would have been wholly out of his power to have thrown
any light on it, or to have shaken in any degree the testimony of
the last witness. But a combination of circumstances, he said,
when least looked for or expected, and when all attempts to discover the t r u t h had long ceased, had suddenly hfted the veU, and
disclosed a tissue of vilhin.y, so far surpassing whatever the advocate for the prisoners had attempted to establish, that the onl.y
apprehension he had was, that the evidence he and his friend had
to adduce would scarcely be credited, from the enormity olF the
wickedness it portra.yed.
H e then, after mentioning the unaccountable disappearance of
the will, of whose existence he and others were perfectly aware,
and the consequences that resulted from its loss, went on to relate
the singular accident b.y which it had been recovered; their proceedings thereupon, and the suspicions that Mr. Gaveston's deportment had excited; the unexpected arrival and disclosures of
Mabel, which had led to the identification of Julia Clark; her
sudden and mysterious departure, which, together with their
desire to obtain an interview with Jones and to watch Gaveston,
had brought them to France: and finaUy, how, by a train'of accidents, as singular as any of the preceding, they hacl only a few
nights before rescued her from a watery grave, to which that
monster of wickedness, Gaveston, had consigned her, in order t o
annihilate her evidence with her life. I n fact, he added, it -^'as
her subsequent iUness and incapacity for travelling wliich had
detained them and Mabel on the road, and prevented their arriving
tUl the day appointed for the trial. ''Fortunately, probably," he
said; " for had our presence been know'ii, the line of defence you
have heard would never have been adopted; and so favourable an
opportunity of vindicating the innocent and exposing the guilty
might never have recurred."
After this, Julia Clark was brought forward; and her evidence,
confirmed by M r . Simpson's, was heard. She asserted, in conclusion, that M r . Gaveston. or Godfrey, as she had always believed
him to be, had induced her to take a walk with him on the night
she was found in the water; and under pretence of making her
stoop down to see something which he said he saw floating, had
taken the opportunity of pushing her i n ; and that, but for the
sagacity of the little beggar-boy, she must infallibly have perished
before any assistance could have arrived to extricate her.
I n order to estabhsh beyond a doubt the truth of this latter
part of the story Mr. Simpson begged to call Basil; whereApon the little page, now beggar-boy no longer, related how
he had been returning from the country with his sticks, and
how, immediately after he had heard a scream proceeding
from the water, he had been nearly knocked down by a gentleman, who seemed to be hastening from the spot whence the sound
had emanated. H e then related how, after he had obtained
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assistance, and she was saved, he had gone h o m e ; and that then
the idea first occurred to him, that the man he had seen running
away had pushed her into the water. " I recaUed his features
and appearance," said BasU, " and I thought I should know him
if I met him again."
" And did you meet him again?" said Monsieur Dumont.
" I did," replied Basil. " On the foUowing morning, when I
went out early to look for work, I met a worthy couple, hurrying
with their luggage to the maU-coach office, in the E u e de Boidoy.
The.y had a basket that incommoded them, and I offered to carry
i t thither for a few pence, which they agreed to give me. WhUst
I was standing there, seeing them off, and helping them to take
care of their baggage, who should I see b u t my m a n ! I recognised him directly. H e came into the court with a porter, who
carried his portmanteau, and inquired for the mail to Lisle. A
thought struck me ; and whilst he was bus.y speaking to the head
clerk about his place, I took out my knife, and cut off a little
corner of his coat. H e mounted the mail and departed; ancl I
went soon afterwards to my .cood master, Alonsieur Simpson, and
told him what I had done. H e has the same coat on now. Examine it, and compare this Uttle corner with it, and you'U see that
it matches exactl.y,"
B u t this verification of a fact, which, however, nobody doubted,
for the opinions of the audience were once more changed, was
found impracticable. Air. Gaveston having already left the courthouse ; and, as it was discovered on inquirj-, departed in great
haste for Brussels.
One more confirmation of his villany yet remained. Harry
Leeson, in compliance with Susan's entreat,y, made known to
Alonsieur Dumont that there were yet two more English persons
iu court who requested permission to say a few words connected
with this case, which, though perhaps unnecessary, were yet very
important to the ])ersons concerned.
l i e then narrated the circumstance of Air. Gaveston's having
given him, when a boy, some weeks after the murder of .Mr. AN'cntwortli, a half-crown, wliich the housemaid recognised as one she
had seen laid b.v in Air, AV^entworth's iiorlfolio to be preserved,
and that, for jiarticular reasons, this halC-crown had IH^CU kept ever
since. " T h i s woman, the housemaid I allude to," said he, " i s
now in court; and I learn from her, that for some reason or other,
Avhich she cannot explain, a lew days since, on coming to Lisle on
business, she was seized and thrown iuto conllnement, and the
box containing the half-crown in question was taken, with other
thiiiiis, from her pockets, and not restored. AW now request that
imiiiiry may be made, and that it may be produceil."
'hiis being done, and the box opened, Julia Clark begged permission to see the coin, which, being handed to her, she immediately reeo;rnised as having been in her jiossession for some time.
Air. D.yson, she said, had desired her to keep it, lest she should
make a mistake and pass it, which he did not wish to do, for particular reasons. "Afterwards," added she, " h e asked me for it.
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saying that he had a bet to pa.y Air. Godfrey, and that it would do
for him." AVe may here observe, although it was not shown her
till another occasion, that she also recognised the shirt button that
Susan had brought from Maningtree, as one of a pair that she
had given to Air. Gaveston—the initials J. C. and W G. being intended for Julia Clark and Walter Godfrey.
The trial was now concluded; and the prisoners, by the evidence
>of these unexpected -n'itnesses, being replaced exactly in the situation they had held after Mabel's testimony, were found guUtj', aud
condemned to death.
The recognitions and congratulations that -were exchanged
.amongst parties so unexpectedly met, we will not detain the reader
-with describing; but there was one reunion still more unlooked
for, if possible, than the others, which we must mention.
It had been observed by those near her, that when Julia
Clark was introduced into the court, and named, Madame Le
Clerc had suddenly started from her seat, as if about to rush for •
ward, but had sunk back again, apparently fainting. As, owing
to the great pressure, it would have been impossible to get her
•out, her neighbours contented themselves with procuring a glass
•of -water from one of the ushers, and giving her such aid as the.y
could, b.y means of w hich she was enabled to sit out the trial. But
the moment the proceedings closed, and the assembly began to
move, she was seen, preceded b.y Eauque, who cleared a path for
lier with his elbows, making her way eagerly into the centre of
the hall, where the witnesses yet stood. When she reached Julia,
who, supported by Mr. Simpson's arm, was in conversation with
Susan, she laid her hand on her shoulder, and opened her lips, as
if she was about to speak; but as her daughter turned round, and
cried, "Oh, heavens! it's m.y mother!" the m.ysterioiis dumb
woman, the hostess of the lone inn, the unfortunate Julie Le
Aloine, sunk upon the ground in strong convulsions. From thence
she was carried to her bed : where, after a few days' illness, produced by the violent passions and agitations she had be6n subject
to, she expired, having been affectionately attended by her
daughter to the last.
AVhen Monsieur Le Clerc, the father, the Valentine Clerk of
Nantes, was introduced to his daughter, he recognised her, exclaiming, "Ah, my child!" and seemed for a short time to be
somewhat roused from his lethargy; but when the excitement of
novelty ceased, he fell into his usual state of abstraction, in which
he passed the rest of his days, attended by his daughter, -\yho,
through Air. Simpson's kindness, was again established in a
respectable shop, far from the scene of her former adventures and
abasement.
Previous to the execution of the prisoners Eemorden and DUlon,
several efforts were made to induce the former to make known
the real particulars of Air. AYentworth's murder, and more
especially to disclose the fate of Andrew Hopley; but all persuasions were ineffectual. He had promised Gaveston. provided
he would corroborate the story Monsieur Perier was instructed
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10 rel.'de, that he would appoint him heir to the Eemorden proert.y; and that, whether the defence proved successful or not,,
e woidd never betray the secret—and he kept his w ord.
But what human hps refused to reveal, the labours of the road
makers ere long disclosed.
Air. Gaveston, when he left the court, seeing t h a t all that r e mained for him was a life of infamy or a disgraceful death, fled
with all speed to Brussels ; where, after making a will, bequeathing whatever he had at his disposal to little J u h a , his onl.y chUd,
he retired to his chamber in the hotel, ancl blew out his brains.
As soon as his death was know-n in England, Air. Borthwick
naturally allowed the road to follow the line proposed ; and when
the.v broke up the grounds of tho old Alanor House, in the deep
dry well alluded to b.v the crones in the early part of our story,
uiider a heap of withered branches and furze, were found the remains of jVndrew Hople.y, with his clothes and other articles,
amongst which were the remnants of a shirt stained with blood,
marked " AV. G.," and bearing in one of its sleeves the feUow stud
to that in Susan's possession.
A\"e may here close our volume in the words of Alonsieur Perier
—" Our simple aud unvarnished tale is told;"—but, we venture t o
hope, with somewhat better success.
Alabel Liirhttijot, notwithstanding many kind offers of protection
and countenance in England, and the entreaties of Don Querubin,
who onlearnini: the death of the Due de Eochechouart hastened to
la.y his title and fortunes at her feet, (being on the point of obtaining a divorce from the fair Dorothee, who had abandoned him
for " m e t a l more attractive,") declared her resolution of spending
the remainder of her da.ys as boarder in a convent.
()-,ir English friends returned to their own country, where Airs.
Gaveston. wlio w as never permitted to learn the particulars o t h e r
husband's crimes, joined them. She was, however, made acquainted
with the existence of little Julia, whose education ami welfare
.•^he kindly superintended. H a r r y Leeson, who was sliortl.v after
the abinc events received as a partner in the house of Air. Glassford. the captain's brother, marrieil the daughter of the latter, by
whose interest it will be e;isil.y understood he had been placed in so
advantatreous ;i situation; and the iiionient he had a roof of his
(i\Mi to sliclter her, he realized the generous prcijects of his boylioiiil, and made il a home and a refuse of peace and Inq-iiiiness for
pL'or Susan Hojihy.

E

r n c i-,ND.

nTEDGFJ'RAILWAY LIBRARY,

k

F r o m the " T i m e s . "
n

li; 'nbi.ia^'ii of the inutieiise revolution which has
• 1. onam-c, a r e the c h e a p publications of
^ ^ H n e luo.st s j r
•s H.'oadw.ay. F o r several years, they have
H o ^ o f lat-; yea.s
'• : h?ve sli.<v 11 a I energy and enterprise
ROUTLCDGE AND
elect ie Uii.s country. W e believe the
ling the " RM'
• •: oicit w irii ;i
' .
tVo.n the universally popular
fie'ds CI iitern*.
u tiiey h a v e ibii^
a- books are aever above and
:ce3s '. ' '
.*• public taste. Ltjsji^in^ over ihc r list of books, we
- of til
LlBK.'\;;v " a continuation of ttie immense sale
Jow^
ii-iU.ir'i 1
•'1^ v::,'t, l i x " R A I L W A Y

I

7! io ;itteQji»4 i t •

SERIES, CONSISTING OF NEARLY 6oo NUVELS,
A t Is. a n d

2s. each,

\(ai>is the best Works of Fiction bv the foUo-^nng popular

Auhors,:—

E D M U N D YATES
JOHN U.^NIM
JAiSE PORTER
T H E B R O T H E R S MAYHE"W
JOHN' '.ANG
HE&BA ST-^ETTON

LYTTON
3 GRANT
| ; r SMITH
U COJk'^'>v
OLLETr
fe.4XV.'ELL
llARD.SON
kuSTEN
.HLErON
SRNS.i?.RRi«r

EUGEN,L:

.5u-i

CliARi.liiS LKyER
FRANK. S M E 6 L E V
ALEXANDRE OUAIAS
H. F I E L ' t l N G
MRS. (;ORE
G . P . R. JAM^iSJ. i- CdOi^F.K''

LT-.V/^IN

m \R r.'.

|k.S HO
\ I N CH.A T:- •;
I A ii. j : . / \ v \ . < >
IbvCjJLiFri..
G Kl'-OSfuN'

'>M?';

1 :

. ^

i)'i'.
,I:R.STAECKER

.•if KONG

u^^ MAT;!;VAT

P''FTHi'
T)R .
CRt
iDO.
U<RLS',

..-'a

A EDt'L

, I ,x i H

',: KIAKS

<..!j(T'.

lEL LO\ ., ;

'kTH

.

,-I;RION

|..\MES HANT.'.\Y
A v'N''l: T H O M A S
V i. BELL
I.A:.>V CHARLOTTE BURY

